
        
            
                
            
        

    
Copyright Katt Ford 2025

Kindle Edition

All characters in this story are over the age of eighteen

Would you like to be notified when I publish new books? Go to my Author Page and click the big yellow Follow button:

Author Page

Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter here!

Read Part 1 here

Read Part 2 here

Read Part 3 here

Read Part 4 here

Read Part 5 here

Read Part 6 here

Read Part 7 here

Read Part 8 here

Read Part 9 here

Read Part 10 here

Read Part 11 here

Read Part 12 here

Read Part 13 here

Read Part 14 here

Read Part 15 here


Amber Has Fun

I was still groveling at Jenny’s boots when the doorbell rang again.

Again, it struck fear into my heart, that wild feeling that made me want to run. But there was nowhere to go. And in my own twisted way, there was nowhere I wanted to be more than that, with all my darkest fantasies coming true at the same time, thanks to my wild wife and her friends.

I raised my head from Jenny’s boot, and saw Amber looking at me. She looked as captivating as ever, her eyes shining with the excitement of power, her body so provocatively on display. My heart was pounding in my chest, my guts alive with nervousness. And that was exactly what she wanted.

“Go see who that is, cuck.”

Kayla and Jenny giggled, still not used to hearing my wife talk to me that way. But I didn’t crack a smile. I looked at Amber, knowing there was no way out for me, that I had to do as I was told. And she just smiled that beautiful smile, knowing precisely how this was going to end.

I got to my feet. At least I wasn’t naked, for once, I thought to myself. Then again, it occurred to me that was probably only a matter of time. And I went to the door in my casual clothes, bracing myself for just a second before pulling it wide.

It was Shannon. There she stood, her black hair loose around her shoulders, giving off its dark shine in the light. She was wearing black, as always. A black band T-shirt and a pair of shiny black leggings that looked like latex or highly polished leather, clinging to every curve of her lower body and showing off her feminine form. The silver ring gleamed in her nostril, and the key to my chastity glinted on its chain around her neck, worn outside the T-shirt to remind me who she was and what she knew and the power she had over me. Like I was going to forget.

“Hi, loser.”

She grinned as she spoke, her eyes shining the way they did at times like this.

“Hi, Miss Shannon,” I stammered. “Come in.”

Shannon was already stepping through the door. I closed it behind her and watched her thick but curvaceous body moving down the hallway toward the living room where her friends waited. I followed. As usual, my cock was aching in my cage, my desperate desire for release filling my mind, nagging at me like a wound. The things we can’t have torment us, and I was in a better position to know that than anyone as I returned to the living room where the girls sat.

Shannon took a seat in the armchair next the couch, her leggings straining around her body. I stood awkwardly in front of them, and I remembered my manners.

“Can I get you a drink, Miss Shannon?”

Predictably, that made the other women laugh. Shannon’s blue eyes darted to her friends for just a moment before returning to me.

“A beer, loser.”

“Yes, Miss Shannon.”

Their feminine laughter pursued me all the way to the kitchen as I went to do what I was told. Shannon was just the type to use this opportunity to show how pathetically whipped I was. Not just by my wife, but by her as well. And by any woman, it seemed. At least, that was where Amber clearly intended to take things.

I carried the beer back to the living room and handed it over. There was a moment of silence, and in it, I felt as if I could hear my heart beating in my chest.

“Get back to work, cuck,” Amber said, smiling at me. “I don’t remember saying you could stop.”

While the women giggled, I lowered myself onto my knees in front of Jenny again. I leaned forward, pressing my lips against her feet through the leather of her boots. I cringed with shame, trembling with humiliation, but there was nothing I could do. No way out of my predicament, except to do whatever these women wanted and hope it earned me that almost mythical release I so desperately craved.

“I can’t believe what you’ve done to him.”

That was Kayla, sitting the furthest away from me of all the women. Shannon was close by in the armchair as I ran my lips and tongue over Jenny’s boots, and I could feel them all watching. I could almost hear the gears turning in their brains as I processed what was going on, their sense of power only rising by the second as I debased myself for their amusement.

“He’s so pathetic, isn’t he?” Shannon said. “All Amber had to do was lock his little cock away, and now he’s our bootlicking bitch.”

Shannon lifted a foot from the floor as she spoke. I tried not to groan as she tapped the toe of her boot against my caged cock through the sweatpants I wore. It was just like her. Taking ownership of me, reveling in her control of me, showing off for the other women. With that key around her neck, she was almost as powerful as my wife, and she knew I wouldn’t dare complain or protest or do anything that might make her mad. I would just kneel there and take it. And Shannon wanted her friends to know that.

“I’d never done this before,” Shannon went on, “but now I’m wondering why not. I think I could use a little slave boy of my own. I think we all could.”

Sitting back in the armchair, she lifted both feet and rested them on my back. Insolently using me as a footstool while I continued licking Jenny’s long legs. I moved slowly up the leather, getting ever closer to the few bare inches of those gorgeous thighs that showed between the top of her boots and her skirt. And she allowed it, just watching it all with her eyes glowing, her head tilted to one side, her brown hair cascading down over one shoulder.

“Why not?” Amber said. “You’ve definitely got the attitude, and you’re hot enough to talk any guy into a cage.”

“How did you talk him into it?” Kayla asked.

Amber smiled. She turned her face toward her friend.

“I didn’t, really,” she said. “These were his fantasies. I just found out about them. And then I decided, there’s no point just fantasizing about something when you can do it. Don’t get me wrong, it seemed super weird to me at first too. But pretty soon, I could see the benefits. Now, I think I’m more into this than he is.”

That seemed like an outrageous understatement to me. Yes, these were my fantasies, but they had taken a life of their own, growing into something I knew I had no control over. Amber had taken the bull by the horns, and was directing everything now. And that feeling of having no say in anything, of having no control over what happened, was exhilarating, thrilling. But it was frightening, too. Especially when I thought about what was going to happen next.

“We all should,” Shannon said. “Imagine that. All of us having our own little personal slave with his dick locked away. Some little simp who just has to grovel at our feet and beg for anything, while we get to fuck whoever we want. I think we should start a revolution, ladies. Cucks in cages, and only real men inside us.”

All the women burst out laughing at that. I heard a clinking of glasses as they agreed. And in my submissive brain, Shannon’s words took on weight and power, leaving me breathless at the very thought of it. Probably she was just joking, caught up in the heat of the moment. But maybe not. After all, how many things that we had done recently that were unthinkable not too long ago? And the thought of all of these women having their own personal slave, locked in chastity and frustrated and humiliated like I was, was undeniably sexy to me. Anything that made them seem more powerful, more desirable, more in charge, was guaranteed to turn me on.

“I have to say, I don’t hate that,” Jenny said. “I mean, my boyfriend would never do something like this. But maybe some other little slave boy…”

“There’s plenty of them out there,” Amber said. “Once I started looking into this, you wouldn’t believe how many men are into it. It seemed insane to me. But it’s fucking fun. There’s no denying that.”

“Yeah, especially for you,” Kayla said. “You get to have fun with a hot new boyfriend, and still be married to a man who worships you.”

“Allegedly,” Shannon added. “Isn’t that right, loser? Isn’t your wife a goddess?”

As she spoke, Shannon pressed her foot a little harder into my back. It didn’t really hurt, but the implication was clear. This was a woman who wasn’t above dishing out pain if she thought I deserved it. Or just if she thought it would be funny. And if she did decide to do that, we both knew there was nothing I could do about it.

“Yes, Miss Shannon.”

I continued kissing Jenny’s boots to a chorus of female laughter. I was nearly at her knees now, hunching over her feet, and although I hardly dared to look up, although I knew I couldn’t meet the eyes of any of these women at that moment, it was impossible not to sneak glances at her body. Her legs, right in front of me, barely concealed by the light dress she wore. The darkness under that dress that called to me, that made my cock throb and ache even more in its pathetic cage. These women were so sexy, each one of them in their own way. Even Shannon. And their cruelty was a huge part of that, the dark magic that kept me on fire with lust for them, kept me stupid and weak and helpless in their presence.

A knock on the door made me freeze again. A kind of panic gripped me as I looked up at my wife. She smiled at me, her teeth showing as she bit her lower lip, her face lit up with excitement and sadistic pleasure. I felt like my heart was in a vice as I kneeled there on the floor, looking at her, silently begging for – what? I hardly knew anymore. Mercy, maybe. A reprieve from what I knew was about to happen. Except she knew, just like I did, that I didn’t really want that. But what I wanted and didn’t want were barely distinguishable from each other anymore, and there were two different parts of my brain that were seemingly constantly at war with one another, making me crave exactly what terrified me. Amber knew all of that. With that sixth sense she seemed to have for occasions like this, she paused for a moment, letting the full weight of the moment hang above me like the threat of destruction. Then, she spoke.

“Go get the door, cuck,” she said.

She spoke quietly, drawing out the mocking term she used for me, savoring the way it felt on her lips. And all her friends waited in breathless silence, savoring my humiliation just like my wife did. It was as if they didn’t really believe I was going to do it, as if they were waiting for me to be a man and put a stop to this disgrace.

But they didn’t know me like Amber did.

The war inside me was raging as violently as ever as I rose to my feet. As always at times like this, my head was full of fantasies of defiance, of finding somehow the strength to make a stand. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. And there was that key, hanging above that incredible cleavage that wasn’t for me, the same as the key around Shannon’s neck, symbols of the power women had to make me into whatever they wanted me to be. Including a cuckold. Including a slave.

I went to the door in silence, feeling the women’s eyes following me until I disappeared from sight. I took a deep breath, then opened it.

There was Noah. His face sank as he saw me. I didn’t spend much time thinking about him or what his experience was of being my wife’s new boyfriend, besides the bitter jealousy I felt toward him that he got to have sex with the woman I loved while I was denied. But I got the sense that, just like me, he would be happier if there were no other men involved. He would be happier to have Amber all to himself. He played along with these games because it was what she wanted, because it turned her on and made her into the uninhibited slut that had such amazing sex with him. But I made him uncomfortable. I’d probably feel the same way in his position. I certainly felt the same way in mind.

“Come in,” I said, stepping aside. I couldn’t meet his eyes either. And he stepped through the door with less confidence than Shannon had, still a little unsure of himself but eager to get what he had come for. Closing the door, I led him down the hall, every step feeling like I was marching to my own execution as he followed me.

I stepped into the living room, and Noah followed. As he approached the sofa, a smile spread across his face at the sight of Amber. And she smiled too, rising to her feet, her tight clothing presenting a challenge that her elegance and poise were nevertheless equal to. I trembled as I watched her cross the living room floor toward him in a couple of steps, the chunky heels of her new boots thumping on the floor until she wrapped her arms around his neck. He wrapped his around her narrow waist, pulling that incredible body against him. And they kissed, their lips meeting in an explosion of passion while Amber’s friends cheered and laughed.

I could see their jaws working, could see their lips moving over one another. Could see her tongue slide into his mouth, and his into hers. Amber had her eyes closed, her hair swept back from her face, her breasts pressed against his chest with my key almost lost in that magnificent cleavage. And his hands sank down toward her ass, feeling the firm flesh of her body through the clinging material of her skirt, and I felt like I would faint with rage and jealousy. They looked so good together, and there was no way for me not to see how badly my wife wanted this man. No way for me not to be reminded of my own inadequacy, now that she had found someone better.

And Amber’s friends were seeing the same thing, of course. They could see just how much their friend wanted this man, just how much pleasure she got from his touch. The humiliation was almost unbearable. And yet I had no choice but to bear it as best I could.

Their kiss finally broke, after what seemed to me an unbearably long period of kissing and groping. And Amber’s face was flushed as she turned to me, smiling wickedly to know what she was doing to me. I had no doubt that my distress and despair was written all over my own features, and I knew what that did to my wife. Amazing that a woman who I still knew loved me, after everything that had happened, was capable of such pure cruelty. But that was part of what made her so sexy.

She took Noah by the hand and turned toward the sofa. Jenny and Kayla did their best to make room, scooting to the far ends of the sofa. Amber had Noah sit down, and then she sat in his lap. Her friends watched with approving eyes as she draped her legs over his, her boots practically in Jenny’s lap now. Her skirt strained around her ass, her breasts rising and falling in the corset, and I knew that Noah was getting an incredible eyeful. He wrapped his arm around her narrow waist again, holding my wife close, and she draped her arms around his neck, looking so pleased with herself as she turned to me.

“Go get my boyfriend a drink, cuck.”

Her friends laughed. She was showing off for their benefit, I knew, but that didn’t lessen the impact of what she said. And I knew I had to do it.

“What would you like?” I said, still trying not to make eye contact with Amber’s lover.

“A beer would be great.”

So again, I performed the humiliating ritual of walking to the kitchen in front of everyone, this time to get a beer for the guy who was fucking my wife.

When I brought it back and handed it to him, everyone was chatting. Noah was the center of attention, the girls plying him with questions. After all, that was supposed to be the point of this meeting. For my wife’s friends to meet her new boyfriend. But really, I knew what the true purpose was. Amber would take any chance she could to spend time with Noah. And every time they did, it always ended the same way. With her screaming in orgasmic ecstasy as he gave her the sex she seemingly constantly craved from him.

“So you guys met at work?”

“Yeah, a long time ago now,” Noah smiled. “We’ve been working together for a while, but we only started seeing each other recently.”

“After I locked my cuck up,” Amber grinned, prompting another laugh from her friends.

“You guys make such a cute couple,” Jenny said. And she glanced at me as she spoke, her glowing brown eyes finding me as I stood awkwardly in the room, more or less ignored for now. But that seemed to prompt Shannon to notice me too, and her blue eyes blazed as she looked straight at me. Without a word, she pointed to the floor at her feet, and I took her meaning. Cringing with embarrassment and trying not to show it, I kneeled down on the floor in front of her. Noah looked at me, an expression of surprise on his face. But the women just looked pleased. Pleased with my humiliation and everything that was happening.

“I still can’t believe you do that,” Noah mumbled, turning to Amber. She grinned broadly at him, their faces so close to one another, I thought they might kiss again.

“It’s the best way to keep him in line,” she said. “Besides, a cock like his doesn’t deserve to be free. If a guy doesn’t know how to use his tool, then he gets locked up. Right, girls?”

The ladies cheered and whooped, and Noah, still smiling, looked around the room.

“Well I hope I never disappoint you.”

“Don’t be silly,” Amber said, and this time she did kiss him, on the cheek. “You could never. Not with a cock like yours. Honestly, you should see his. In fact… I guess you girls haven’t seen his little cage yet, have you?”

Kayla looked across the room at Shannon, and Jenny leaned forward in her seat to look at Kayla. No one said anything. Shannon was smiling, an expression of satisfaction on her face looking a lot like the one on my wife’s lips. The other two women, meanwhile, looked doubtful but excited, just as they had almost from the minute they walk through the door of our house.

“Show them, cuck,” Shannon said. “Take off your clothes so everyone here can see your little locked-up shrimp dick.”

There was more laughter at that. But I didn’t laugh. Neither did Shannon, or Amber, for that matter. And Noah just sat there, his eyes wide with surprise, his arm wrapped around my wife’s waist with one hand resting on her ass. Possessive. Entitled. As if he had every right to touch her, and I had none. My heart was on fire with frustration and bitterness, and I cringed with shame at Shannon’s words. But honestly, they didn’t surprise me. I had a feeling something like that was coming. That didn’t mean I wanted to do it. But it did mean I knew it was pointless to resist.

I pulled my T-shirt over my head where I kneeled on the floor. Then, I stood up to pull down my pants and boxer shorts. I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment as the watching women exploded with laughter. Even Shannon. Even Amber, even though they had seen it many times before. But Kayla and Jenny couldn’t take their eyes off my prison. Kayla covered her mouth with one hand as she laughed out loud, and Jenny spluttered with amusement at the humiliating spectacle.

“Oh my God, it’s so tiny!” Jenny said between fits of laughter. “He really can’t get out unless you let him?”

“Tell her, cuck,” Amber said, with a challenging look in her eyes as she stared at me. More humiliation. More embarrassment. And I had to take it all, my cock throbbing painfully in the chastity as my wildest fantasies of humiliation and degradation came true.

“No. I can’t.”

Jenny’s eyes blazed as she looked at me.

“What did you call me?”

Panic gripped my heart. I hadn’t been instructed to give her any title, the way I did for Shannon and Amber. But I had learned by now that women didn’t have to be fair or reasonable. Not knowing what to do, I helplessly looked at my wife, but Amber was just smiling and watching it all, sitting in her boyfriend’s lap and enjoying the show.

“Um… What… What did you want to be called?”

“Wow. Not only does he have a useless cock, but he’s insolent, too. I think that deserves punishment, don’t you?”

A murmur of approval rippled through the watching women, a new tension entering the air at the same time. Jenny looked over at Amber, and Amber smiled at me. Her incredible breasts bounced in the top of her corset as she shrugged her shoulders.

“Go ahead,” she said. “It never hurts to put him in his place.”

I stared at Amber in disbelief. But as Jenny uncrossed her legs and rose to her feet, I shifted my attention to her. She stepped toward me, her brown eyes looking me up and down, lingering noticeably on the chastity cage. Then she put her hand on my chest. Her movements were tentative, a little at odds with her dominant tone. She was playing a role, putting on an act, just like Amber did. But at the same time, I didn’t doubt that she intended to do what she said. And I didn’t try to put up a fight.

Never one to miss an opportunity for dominance, Shannon got to her feet too, her big breasts bouncing under her T-shirt. She seemed to notice her friend’s uncertainty, and decided to help.

“Come here,” she said, and grabbed one of my arms. Jenny, taking her cue, grabbed the other one. And Amber and Kayla laughed as the two women marched me backwards toward the end of the coffee table in the center of the living room.

“Kneel,” Shannon said, pointing to the floor. Obedient as ever, I kneeled down, facing the table. Standing behind me, Shannon pressed one of her boots into my back, between the shoulder blades, and pushed hard.

“Bend over, loser. Grab the table.”

I could hear people laughing at me, my cheeks burning as I did as I was told. I bent over the coffee table, grabbing onto its edge, feeling terribly exposed as I did. I looked at Amber, and she smiled at me, then, very deliberately, turned toward Noah and kissed him full on the lips again. He turned his attention from me to her, sliding that hand over her ass through her skirt as she squirmed in his lap. She was so turned on, I could practically see the arousal rising off her like heat. She loved nothing more see me humiliated, disgraced, and helpless, while she got to do exactly what she wanted.

I jumped as Shannon slapped my ass, the loud sound of the blow reverberating around the living room. She spanked me three times in quick succession, and from the way she grunted with each blow, I could tell she was putting everything she could into it. It didn’t hurt all that much, but as the red sting spread across my backside, the humiliation of it all lashed at me.

“Apologize to Miss Jenny.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Jenny, for not addressing you probably,” I said. But I didn’t turn my head to look at the women behind me. I kept my attention on Amber. And she was putting on a show of her own, making out with her boyfriend on the sofa right in front of me. He lifted his lips from her mouth, kissing his way down her neck, heading inexorably toward that incredible cleavage. And she let out a little gasp of pleasure as she turned to look at me, that sadistic glee showing on her face more than ever.

“Not good enough.”

That was Jenny speaking, I heard her leather boots creak as she moved behind me. She spanked me too, while Shannon laughed beside her, while Kayla laughed and watched. She didn’t hit as hard as Shannon did, but it was every bit as humiliating to be punished by her as I was by the other woman.

“Sorry, Miss Jenny,” I said again.

Amber let out a guttural moan as Noah pressed his lips against her breasts. He kissed them, his mouth moving past the key to all my desires, and she held her hand on the back of his head, holding him close to her, never wanting to let him go. At the same time, her other hand reached down into her lap, and then to the side. She was reaching for his cock, right there in front of me and in front of all her friends. So lost in wild lust that she didn’t care who saw what she did with her lover.

“It’s your wife you should be apologizing to, loser.”

That was Jenny again. Clearly she had picked up on the terms of abuse my wife and Shannon used with me, and I could hear the sneer in her voice that sent a jolt of arousal straight to my throbbing cock.

“Sorry, Miss Amber.”

“For what?”

My wife’s voice dripped with pleasure as she spoke. Noah was ignoring what was going on with me completely, his face buried in Amber’s boobs. His hands gripped her ass, holding her tight in his lap while she played with his cock. But she looked at me, those blue eyes burning with excitement and cruelty, that gorgeous face lit up by excitement at getting what she wanted once again.

“Being unable to please you in bed, Miss.”

Amber laughed, her boobs jiggling in her corset under those lucky lips.

“Well, it’s a good thing I have my boyfriend here to take care of me then, isn’t it?”
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