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Teased By His Wife’s Friends

I could feel Jenny’s boot in the small of my back, the edges of her chunky high heel digging into the skin as she pressed down. She leaned forward, smacking my ass with her hand, and I grunted as I gripped the edges of the coffee table. With every blow, she seemed to warm to her task more, the next one falling harder as she realized I would not retaliate.

And Shannon joined in. Her heavy blows fell on one cheek, while Jenny smacked the other, and soon, my whole ass was throbbing with pain from their spanking.

Kayla sat on the edge of the sofa now, her hands in her lap, her knees together. The most beautiful of all my wife’s friends, and one I had fantasized about often back during my dirty conversations with the online AI. So far, she had been the least involved of all the women in my ritual humiliation. But she had watched it all with those beautiful eyes, taking it all in with a smile on her gorgeous face. That was bad enough by itself. That was enough to engrave itself onto my brain, along with every other detail of that day, every moment of the humiliation and humbling my wife and her friends put me through.

And there was Amber, sitting in Noah’s lap, her legs stretched out on the sofa now, her feet in the space Jenny had been sitting in. He was showering her incredible breasts with kisses, the soft flesh threatening to pop out over the top of the tight corset she had had me lace her into to turn him on. He had his hands around her, sliding one hand up and down her leg, over her hip, over her ass in the skintight dress she wore. And she had her hand on his cock. She was playing with him through the front of his pants, manipulating his member that she couldn’t seem to get enough of.

It was wild. Even the AI had never come up with anything this perverse, this unbelievably degrading. And it was sexier than any amount of fantasy could ever be. Even though I had thought of serving these women, thought of being dominated and humiliated so completely by them, I was learning now the reality was very different.

Both better, and worse. Because there was no going back from this. I couldn’t simply switch off the screen and go back to my regular life. I was my wife’s pathetic sex slave, and the pathetic slave of her friend Shannon too, and after this display, I knew that the other girls would be likely to take advantage of me again in the future. Why wouldn’t they? They knew they could get away with it. I was proving, minute by minute, that there were no limits, that whatever these women wanted to do with me was fair game. I was going to end up enslaved by all of them, and there was nothing I could do to stop it, and it felt so unbelievably exciting and torturous at the same time as I lay there on the coffee table, taking their abuse.

I kept my eyes on Amber. The sight of her making out with her boyfriend was too exciting and too painful to look away from. But I imagined Jenny behind me, her little sundress sliding even higher on her thighs as she stood with one foot on my back, pinning me down. And as always, my cock throbbed and ached inside the chastity device while Jenny and Shannon beat my ass, punishing me for the crime of being male, for the unforgivable failing of not pleasuring my wife the way her boyfriend could.

“I’ve got an idea.”

Jenny lifted her foot off my back. I heard Shannon and Kayla gasp at the same time, and even Amber wore an expression of surprise on her face as she looked at her friend, even while her boyfriend fondled her. I turned to look over my shoulder in time to see Jenny wiggling her hips, her hands reaching up under that short dress. She was pulling down her panties, right there in front of her friends. And my heart raced, my cock ached, hoping desperately that maybe I was going to be used to please one of my new mistresses.

No such luck.

“Grab his arms.”

Shannon reached over me, grabbing my left arm and pulling it back behind me. Jenny did the same with the other arm, the two of them holding my hands behind me in the small of my back. I felt warm fabric against my skin, and realized with another flush of arousal and shame that Jenny was using her panties to bind my hands.

She slipped the elasticated fabric over my arms, then twisted it and looped it over them again, and again. Shannon helped her, and soon, the two women had me tied up quite effectively. Amber’s friend’s panties, wrapped around my wrists, making me even more helpless than I already was.

“Oh my God, this is so much fun,” I heard Jenny laugh, a crack finally appearing in her dominatrix façade. Not that that mattered. I had seen the same happen plenty of times with Amber and with Shannon, and it didn’t mean I can any mercy or relief.

“I know, right?”

Shannon circled around the coffee table as she spoke, standing between me and the sofa. Amber was still watching, still toying with Noah’s cock almost idly now, while he continued to kiss and grope her spectacular body. Sexual tension hung in the air, all of us excited in our different ways.

Shannon stood between me and the sofa, between me and my wife, her back to the table I was bent over, facing Amber and Noah. Then, she sat. Her shining skintight leggings gleamed in the light, her big round ass testing the strength of the fabric, as she sat down on my back, pinning me to the table. The other women laughed as she grabbed a fistful of my hair, holding my head in place, making sure my face was facing the sofa where my wife was so happily betraying me.

She didn’t need to. Even with everything else going on, everything else there was to look at in that room at that moment, I couldn’t look away. Amber had my full attention, her beautiful body practically obsessing me. Not just that, either. What she was doing with it, too. Using it to drive me insane with desire, to make me want her as much as I ever had. Which given recent events, was saying a lot.

Amber smiled at me. She was still playing with Noah’s cock, never wanting to put it down. And he still had his arms wrapped around her, his hands exploring that incredible body, touching and rubbing her all over the way I desperately longed to do. I watched those undeserving hands slide over her ass, over her stomach, around her waist, reaching once again toward those unignorable boobs. My heart throbbed with rage and shame just the way I knew it was meant to, and knowing that this was what Amber wanted only made it sexier.

She smiled at me, and then she turned to him. Every eye in the room was on her now, taking in every moment of her sadistic betrayal. I knew how she loved to be the center of attention, and she was playing up to it, her every movement composed, thought out, deliberate.

Amber tilted her head slightly, slicking her dark hair back away from her face. And then, she kissed Noah again, just as deeply and passionately as before. And as she did, her cruel friends cheered and hooted, encouraging the alpha couple to continue enjoying one another’s bodies.

I trembled under Shannon’s weight as she sat on top of me like I was a piece of furniture, taking in the show for herself. But that wasn’t what made me tremble. It was the agony of this wild humiliation, the unbelievable shame coursing through my body, flooding my brain all over again with those same powerful emotions I never got used to. Partly because Amber wouldn’t let me. Because somehow, she always found a new way to disgrace me, to throw my powerlessness back in my face.

And I loved her for it. It wasn’t just lust that was driving me crazy at that moment, as powerful and undeniable as that was. It was love. A love that made my heart vibrate, that made me breathless far more than Shannon sitting on top of me could ever do. This woman had made my fantasies come true, and she had gone further than that. She had transformed herself into the wanton slut I had barely dared to dream my wife could be, and she did it because she loved it. But I also knew that in some sense, she did it for me. Because she knew me, in a way no one else ever had or ever would. Her friends might be part of this now, enjoying the show, laughing at my humiliation, but in a way, they, like Noah, were just props. Part of the drama playing out between me and Amber; nothing more. This was about us. A thing between us and no one else, no matter how many others got involved. This, in its dark, twisted way, was love. Our love, the one I wouldn’t change for the world. No matter how much it hurt.

A low moan rose in Amber’s throat. I watched her jaw working, watched her cheek bulge as her tongue slid into Noah’s mouth, as his slid into hers. I watched it all with Shannon holding my hair in a vice grip, while Amber’s sexy friends stood and sat and watched the whole show with me, their eyes moving from her to Noah to me and back again, still barely able to believe that this was real, even as they participated in it. I could tell them from experience that it wasn’t going to get any easier to believe. I still couldn’t believe it myself.

And we all heard Amber’s breath getting shorter by the minute. We all saw her breasts rising and falling more rapidly in her corset, making them look even more enticing. We could all feel the desire in the room, not just my incredible desire but hers, too, for her boyfriend. And of course, he wanted her. If not as feverishly and desperately as I did, he was still hungry for my wife. There wasn’t a man alive who wouldn’t be.

Amber finally took her hand off Noah’s cock and languidly draped her arms around his neck. She finally removed her lips from his, but her face still hovered just inches in front of him, and she gazed deep into his eyes as she smiled. I knew that look. That look of happiness and excitement and desire on her beautiful face that I had seen in the course of our marriage, and I felt as if it might kill me to see it directed at somebody else. But it didn’t. I was still there, still alive, still breathing rapidly under Shannon’s latex-covered ass, a forced yet willing witness to my wife’s evil fun.

“I think we should go to bed.”

Amber spoke softly, as if it was just her and Noah in the room already. But in the tense silence of my living room, in that scene we were all experiencing, her every word was audible. Her friends exchanged more laughter, more sounds of amusement and amazement and disbelief, as my wife boldly and of course, we all knew exactly what his answer would be.

Amber shifted on the couch, swinging her legs out of his lap and placing her feet on the floor. Her skirt and her corset strained around her again as she rose to her feet with some difficulty, but as always, she looked amazing doing it. I watched the key on its chain around her neck rise and fall in time with that hypnotizing cleavage, and again, my wife sent a stunning smile in my direction, my reaction to her cruel teasing all part of the fun for her.

All part of the fun. It was truly amazing where this game had taken us, and where it was going to take us. Because of course I knew that this was just another chapter in my total humiliation and emasculation, just another display of the outrageous power my wife’s beauty gave her over me. She knew she was irresistible. As if my helpless devotion wasn’t enough, now she had Noah’s undeniable lust to remind her. And as she held her hand out to him, he smiled, taking it and springing to his feet.

“Have fun, guys,” Shannon said as Amber led her lover away from the couch, through the living room, heading toward our bedroom.

And Amber turned to her friend and giggled, the shy smile on her face at odds with the look of burning passion in her eyes. I cringed silently as I observed that in some ways, they looked like a married couple heading away to the bridal chamber, one of the few other times in life that people are so open with their friends and family about the fact they are going somewhere else to have sex.

I thought of our wedding day, of how unbelievably beautiful Amber had looked in her dress, a white she wasn’t really entitled to then and certainly wasn’t now. I remembered how I had felt like the luckiest man in the world, how I had wondered how a guy like me ever ended up with a woman like her. How I had been so determined to keep her happy for the rest of her life, and how, somehow, so far at least, I had managed that. But I never would’ve guessed, on that day or any other, that this was how I would do it.

And then, Amber led her lover down the hallway, the sound of her boot heels receding as they moved deeper into the house. She disappeared from my sight, that lucky bastard following her like a shadow, just like I would’ve done if she would only let me, if she hadn’t decided I was unworthy of her now. And as they vanished, I felt the remaining women exchanging looks with one another. I felt the pressure of their presence, the excitement that still hung in the air. None of them knew what to do next. Shannon had the most experience with this kind of stuff, but the rest of them surprised me with how quickly and easily they had got on board. And now, it made me nervous to consider that I was at their mercy completely. Not that Amber had proved to be any kind of defense against her friend’s wilder whims. Still, I felt better with her around. Without her there, I was just the helpless humiliated slave of a bunch of women who didn’t even love me.

“God, this is so fucked up.”

That was Kayla, sitting pretty in pink on the sofa my wife had just vacated. She had said and done the least of any of the women, content, it seemed, to take it all in. And as Amber knew, as possibly all of the women knew if they had seen my chats with the AI, she was the one I had thought about playing with most, after my wife herself. But of course, like everything else, that wasn’t up to me.

“I know,” Shannon said with a sigh.

I felt the weight of her body lift off me as she rose to her feet, letting go of my hair at the same time. I looked up at her as she stood over me in those skintight leggings, every curve of her body on full display. I no longer had Amber’s beauty to look at. But her sexy friends were quite some consolation prize.

“Get up,” Shannon said, turning her glowing blue eyes on me. “Come kneel on the floor in front of us.”

As always, she gave orders in a tone that suggested it never even occurred to her they might not be obeyed. Amber had that same skill, and I wondered if Shannon had picked it up from her. Not that it mattered who had taught who what, in the end. Together, they had taught me to obey, and these days, I didn’t even try to put up a fight.

I rose from my position bent over the coffee table, my movements made awkward by my hands tied behind my back. All the women watched as I stepped past the table and dropped to my knees in front of the sofa. Shannon stood over me, smiling down at me, her pretty face framed by her dyed black hair. And Jenny walked over to stand beside her, her sexy leather boots creaking with every step, her light summer dress swirling around those tempting thighs. In my state of wild arousal, I didn’t know where to look. They all looked amazing to me, and everywhere I turned, there were curvaceous female bodies, soft skin and bright eyes and shining silken hair that made me crave each and every one of them with an intensity that felt almost demonic.

For a moment, no one said anything. I could just feel them all looking at me, staring me down. And my lowly status made it almost impossible to meet their eyes. So instead, I looked at their bodies, even knowing as I did that it could only make things harder. Knowing it could only make things worse for me, and knowing I had absolutely no choice in the matter.

And in that dense silence, I heard a noise. We all did. A noise I knew to expect, but that nevertheless sent an icicle of shame through my heart.

From the direction of the bedroom, I heard Amber’s voice. Just a soft sigh, something we wouldn’t have heard if we hadn’t all been so quiet. But I knew that the girls heard it from the way they all looked at each other, Kayla to Jenny to Shannon and back again, looks of astonishment on all their beautiful faces. And then, first Shannon, then the other two women all began to laugh out loud.

“Oh my God, she’s actually doing it.”

“Of course she is,” Shannon said in response to Kayla. “Wouldn’t you, if you had the chance? I mean, Noah’s pretty cute. And knowing she can have him anytime she wants, and her pussy husband can’t do anything about it – well, I can see why she gets off on this.”

There was a murmur of agreement from the other women, as if what Shannon said was no more than obvious. Maybe it was, to them. Maybe all women had this secret cruel side, and all they needed was the opportunity to let it out. Part of me hoped that was true. The part of me that had concocted these crazy fantasies in the first place, the part of me that got off on being so helpless and so used. The part of me that I had thought so impossible to understand, the part of me I thought even my wife could never love. The part Amber had shown me she understood better than I did.

Again, the sound of Amber’s voice came floating through the house toward us. A little louder this time, just a little bit more urgent. My head was spinning, my mind racing, unable to keep myself from imagining the wild scene. How was he taking her? Was he on top of her, thrusting away already? Was he lying beside her, fondling those amazing tits? Had he taken her corset off? Or had he left her wearing it, the better to enjoy the amazing shape it gave to her already incredible body? Was he behind her, bending her over the bed, working her like an animal in heat? It was all torture, all of it. But as always, it was that specific form of torture I couldn’t get enough of.

“She says he’s amazing in bed, too.”

Shannon was gossiping with her friends now, but I knew her words were also for me. She had the same taste for my humiliation and disgrace as my wife did. Maybe even more.

“She’s a lucky girl.”

That was Jenny, her brown eyes glowing in that threatening way they had as she looked down at me, her arms folded under her small but perky breasts. My cock throbbed in my cage as I looked at her again, a woman who, like all of Amber’s friends, I had fantasized about from time to time without ever thinking this day would come. Now it was here.

“Yeah, I guess. Then again, she married a loser, so I don’t know how lucky that is.”

All the women laughed again as Shannon nudged me with her foot where I kneeled on the floor in front of her. Of course, there was nothing I could say. Nothing I could do except kneel there and wait to see what these women had in store for me next.

Shannon stepped away from me. I watched the light gleaming on her sexy leggings as she stepped toward the sofa, sitting down close to Kayla, who continued to watch everything with those striking eyes she had.

Shannon sat down with her knees together, her feet in those familiar combat boots on the floor in front of me. I could see the malice glinting in her blue eyes, and it turned me on. It reminded me, as if it was possible to forget, what this woman was capable of. There was the key to my chastity hanging around her neck, just above that incredible cleavage, and I knew I had no almost no chance of release from this woman who loved more than anything to boss me around, to humiliate and use me. But that didn’t stop my cock throbbing even more desperately, as if in recognition of how close it was to everything I wanted. Everything I couldn’t have.

“You love this, don’t you, you little slut?”

The other women laughed, but Shannon just stared at me as she spoke. She was smiling, but I knew the challenge in that smile, the ferocity she was more than capable of. I knew better than to test her.

“Yes, Miss Shannon.”

It didn’t matter if it was true or not; all that mattered was that I said it. That I bent the knee to her female superiority, bowing before her beauty and surrendering my pride for her amusement. That was what got women like her off. Women like her and my wife, whose increasingly urgent moans of passion could now be easily heard flowing down the hallway from our bedroom.

“Then thank me, bitch.”

As always, Shannon wasn’t joking. Feeling Jenny and Kayla watching me, I kept my eyes on Shannon the whole time, knowing where the power in this room really lay.

“Thank you, Miss Shannon.”

I almost choked on the words as I said them. But Shannon beamed at me with pure satisfaction, delighted to have reduced me to this again so easily.

“Thank me properly,” she said, her eyes flashing dangerously. “Crawl over here and grovel at my feet.”

The other women howled with laughter again, but I knew the position I was in. I had to do it, under pain of being denied orgasm even longer than I already had been. For me, there was no greater threat than that.

And so I shuffled forward on my knees, my hands tied behind my back by Jenny’s panties, still warm from her forbidden body. I bowed down to the floor in front of Shannon, this woman who had been the least attractive of all my wife’s friends, but had now taken on the most outrageous feminine power of anyone but Amber herself. I tried not to think too hard about what I was doing as I pressed my lips against those chunky boots, tried not to think of her walking outside in the filthy street in them. My duty was clear, and reflecting too hard on what I was doing would only make it harder on me.

“God, he really is pathetic,” Kayla said with a giggle.

“I know. It’s amazing. If you ask me, she should have done this years ago. We all should. I mean, I know we’ve all dated some guys who were – well, who didn’t quite measure up. Let’s put it that way. It never occurred to me to lock their little cocks away and turn them into my bitches. I have to hand it to Amber, she’s kind of a genius.”

The girls laughed again, and in the silence that followed, we all listened to the unmistakable sound of my wife getting fucked. She was practically screaming now, the rhythm of her cries matching what we all knew must be the rhythm of the sex she was having with Noah. I could hear his hateful voice too, groaning and grunting as he fucked my wife, the luckiest man in the world who had done absolutely nothing to deserve such an incredible gift as far as I could see. And along with their voices, I could hear the springs of the bed we had bought together bouncing, could hear the frame groaning with the energy of their passion, another grim and unnecessary reminder of everything that was forbidden to me.

“What about Miss Kayla? You haven’t worshiped her feet yet. You know you want to, you little cuck. We all know you have the dirtiest fantasies about her.”

Shannon stared me down as she spoke, and we all knew she spoke the truth. Still, I cringed, unable to look at Kayla as she looked down at me. Such a beautiful woman, and there she was, watching me be completely disgraced. Watching just like all the others as I submitted completely to feminine power.

Lifting my face away from Shannon’s boots, I shuffled on my knees across the floor of the living room. I bowed down at her feet just like Shannon wanted, pressing my lips against the shiny patent leather of her pink high-heeled pumps. And Kayla laughed, but it wasn’t like she tried to stop me doing what I was doing. In her own way, she seemed to enjoy it just as much as the other girls there.

An extra loud cry from Amber made me lift my head from her friend’s shoes, and all the women looked up. Again, they shared a knowing look, and again, they burst out laughing.

“Sounds like your wife just came with another man’s dick inside her,” Shannon said. “How does that make you feel, loser?”

“Terrible, Miss Shannon.”

The girls, all of them, laughed again. I was completely at their mercy, and they knew it.
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