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Amber’s Audience

There was a lull. Still on my knees on the floor of my living room, still with my hands secured behind me by Jenny’s panties, I stayed right where I was, waiting for fresh orders. But the women around me had fallen silent, just for a moment. And so had my wife. Now, there were no sounds of desperate passion coming from our bedroom, no cries of wild pleasure like that had been a moment before.

In a way, that was worse.

My fevered brain could not stop thinking about what might be going on, what must be going on. I could imagine them lying side-by-side, cuddling in the afterglow of pure passion, his undeserving arms wrapped around her, holding her close the way he could never seem to stop doing, the way I so desperately wanted to. And I imagined her face, flushed with the orgasm we had all heard, glowing with the pure joy she took in being so abominably cruel to me, and knowing I could do nothing about it, would do nothing about it. Knowing she could do whatever she wanted.

“I have to admit, this is pretty hot,” Kayla said, prompted by nothing as far as I could see.

But as the other women murmured their agreement, I knew she wasn’t wrong. My cock was aching and throbbing inside the merciless chastity, as always, driving me wild with desperate lust for which I had no answer or release. And knowing that this was turning her on had an effect on me that I knew I couldn’t be surprised by. She was so sexy, so beautiful, and even the thought of her being aroused by this only made my own torment worse.

Don’t get it wrong, it’s not like I was obsessed with the woman. If I was obsessed with anyone, it was my wife, that evil dominatrix in the bedroom with her lover right now, the key to my chastity cage around her neck, her beautiful body his for the taking and denied to me. Still, Kayla was as sexy as they came, and even the thought of her being even a little excited made my cock ache and throb all the more in the chastity device that was only getting more painful and tighter as the night went on.

“I know. That’s what I’m saying. It seemed weird to me too at first, but I don’t know. Now it makes a kind of sense. I mean, she was always way too hot for him. We all are. And I feel like, every wife should have a side guy or two.”

More female laughter followed at that, while I suffered in silence. But the silence was soon interrupted by more sounds coming from the bedroom. Shannon cocked her head to one side as she listened, and I knew that all the women could hear the same thing I was hearing. More movement. Voices, both hers and his, but we couldn’t hear what was being said. But we all got the meaning when we heard a gasp of delight from my slutty, slutty wife.

“Are they at it again?”

Jenny smirked as she asked the question. Nobody answered. After all, it had to be rhetorical. We all knew there was only one thing the two of them had on their minds in there, and I knew from bitter experience that one round of sex with her new boyfriend was never going to be enough for my wife. She was insatiable, unstoppable, and I loved that about her even as it tortured me.

“We should see what they’re up to.”

Shannon’s eyes glowed as she spoke, an expression that was more than familiar to me. And Kayla and Jenny looked at each other, a silent question on both their faces, but I felt like I already knew the answer. Of course they would do it. Whatever was cruel and wicked and unfair was exactly what these women wanted. Whatever disgraced me the most, whatever tortured me the worst, was exactly what they wanted. And because they were women and because they were beautiful, what they wanted was exactly what they were going to get.

“Really?”

“Don’t act like you’re not curious, Kayla,” Shannon smiled.

And the other women just smiled in answer. Of course they were. In fact, I knew that curiosity hardly did justice to what they were thinking and feeling. Their excitement and arousal might not be as powerful as mine, but that didn’t make it weak. Their reasons for wanting this might be subtly different from mine, but that didn’t change the fact that in the end, we all wanted the same thing.

Shannon stood up, her leggings shining on her every curve of her lower body again. Jenny stood beside her, uncrossing her arms, her leather boots gleaming with slightly less luster than Shannon’s pants. And, with a small shrug, Kayla stood up too. She adjusted her hot pink bandage dress around her incredible body as she rose, and I stayed on my knees, looking up at all three of them, looking like goddesses as they stood above me, three very different visions of irresistible female beauty.

“Come on, loser,” Shannon said, making a gesture at me to summon me to my feet. “Let’s go watch your wife getting fucked properly for once.”

I stood up too. Grinning, Shannon slipped her arm through one of mine, an oddly affectionate gesture, even though I knew it was just another way to control me. And Jenny, standing on my other side, did the same with my other arm. They led me across the living room like a captive being led to execution, and my heart pounded in my chest as if I really was going toward something dangerous. Kayla followed behind us, and I marched along to the rhythm of their heels and boots, dragged down the hallway while the sounds of my wife’s sex grew ever louder.

Shannon pushed open the door. I heard Amber gasp as the bedroom door flew open, and I was dragged inside, pinned between her two friends. They pulled me deep into the room as Kayla followed, all of us gathering around the bed, witnesses to what was going on. And even though there were no surprises, even though the sounds we had heard left us in no doubt about what was happening, I still felt a wild rush of blood to my head that made me dizzy, still felt an iron fist tighten around my heart to see my wife in bed with her unbelievably lucky lover.

She was still wearing her corset. Her breasts were still held high on her chest by the lingerie, the key to my cock still hanging above those outrageous boobs. She was bent over on the bed, balanced on her elbows, and as she lifted her surprised face toward the door, she tossed her hair back from where it had been covering her features. Her cheeks were flushed red, her eyes glassy with lust, her back arched as she balanced on elbows and knees, her ass raised up in the air for her lover to take.

Noah kneeled behind her, both of his hands on her hips. I didn’t need to see it to know that his cock was buried deep inside her, spreading the wet walls of her pussy apart and bringing her the kind of pleasure I never did anymore. We never did it like that, even back before she locked me in chastity, back when we were still having regular sex. It never really worked for us. I enjoyed it, loved seeing her bent over like that, but she always said it wasn’t a position that did much for her. Apparently, the rules were different for her lover.

The two of them were frozen, caught in the act. Noah was no longer thrusting away as we stepped into the room, but he didn’t pull out, either. He just kneeled there, a look of astonishment on his face as he watched my wife’s friends lead me, her totally humiliated husband, into the scene of this latest betrayal.

But of course, I barely looked at him. I had eyes only for my wife, my shame and degradation at its highest peak – or lowest low – yet. And as Amber looked at me, as her orgasm-flooded brain slowly processed what was happening, her look of confusion changed to one of delight. I watched that smile of sick satisfaction spread across her face, reminding me needlessly of just how perversely cruel my gorgeous mistress was, and just how much she loved putting me through this.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, in a voice that dripped with the echoes of her pleasure. “What are you guys doing in here?”

“We came to see what you were up to,” said Shannon, stepping so easily into the role of leader. “It sounded like you were having so much fun, we had to see it for ourselves.”

Amber let out a little gasp at that, a kind of giggle mixed again with the echoes of her pleasure. And she opened her mouth as if she was about to say something, but clearly, at that point, Noah had ideas of his own. I still didn’t look at him, and I didn’t even try to imagine what might be going through his head at that moment.

But he began to move. Still holding my wife by her broad hips, he shifted on his knees on the mattress, repositioning himself. And Amber groaned involuntarily as she felt that big cock move inside her, inside the pussy that was still wet and dripping for him, still desperate. He didn’t ask. He didn’t check with her to see if she was okay with being fucked in front of her friends and her husband. He just did it, confident that her desperate lust would let him get away with it.

And it did.

Amber let out another long moan, and Noah grunted behind her. I trembled as I imagined how it felt for him, remembering how it felt those times my wife’s pussy clamped down on my cock, back when she allowed me to have that kind of pleasure. Amber closed her eyes, her breasts shuddering as he thrust inside her, and her hair fell down around her face as she lowered her head again.

That only seemed to encourage him. Again, he shifted on the mattress, holding her tight, leaning over her body to get more leverage and fuck my wife harder. His stomach muscles flexed, his face contorted by a snarl, and Amber’s groans of passion turned into wails of pleasure as her lover pounded her from behind, right in front of all of us.

Faster and faster. Harder and harder. Sex took over both of them, and I watched Amber squirm with pleasure in his grip, totally and completely his now. It was like the rest of us didn’t exist, like we had disappeared from her mind the moment she closed her eyes. It was just her and him and his fat cock buried inside her, taking her to places I never got to go anymore, giving her something I sometimes worried I never would again.

And as the powerful hormones filled the air of the bedroom, the watching women got ever more vocal. Soon, they were cheering him on, practically applauding him as he fucked their friend. I could feel the wildness in the room sweeping up all of us, possessing the watching women just as it possessed my naughty wife.

Amber screamed. There was no other word for the sounds she made, and bitterly, I wondered if I ever made her yell like that before. This was my first time watching the two of them together, and even though it looked exactly how I had known it would, even though it fit my fantasies and imaginings almost perfectly, I was discovering, as I so often did while playing these games, that reality had an edge that no fantasy. Compare with. I could see it, could hear it, could feel it, like a wild drumbeat in the pit of my stomach, destroying me and giving me new life at the same time. To watch her lose herself like that in sex, to see how beautiful she looked in the grip of passion, was far beyond anything I had imagined. Yes, I knew what it looked like when my wife came. I knew how beautiful she was when she surrendered to orgasm. But I had always been in the heat of the moment, always been involved. Now, watching it from the outside like she was the most beautiful porn star in the world, I could see that what I had dreamed of, as thrilling as it had been to fantasize about, was even more incredible in real life.

She came again. We all saw it. We all watched in silence, almost in awe of her beauty and the wildness and rawness of her passion. As if our marital bed became a kind of altar, a place for a goddess like her to take what she wanted and enjoy what she deserved, the rest of us just lucky to be present for it. It honestly felt like that, in a way, even with all the shame and humiliation it was wrapped up in. There was something almost sacred about the purity of her joy and her cruelty, the light and the dark combining to make something more beautiful than either could be by itself.

Amber howled as she came, and Noah groaned, his eyes closing and his body shaking as he felt her wet explosion all around him. She let it all out, losing herself in one wild cry of joy after another, surrendering to what looked like the most powerful orgasm I had ever seen her have, the most powerful pleasure I had ever seen anyone experience.

Amber groaned, almost sobbing with release, her shoulders shaking with the power of it. With a growl, Noah finally released his grip on her hips, sinking back against the headboard of our bed, and I listened to Amber groan again as his cock slid out of her. She collapsed onto her side, her torso rising and falling against the tight confines of the corset as she breathed rapidly, trying to recover. I knew just how tightly I had laced her into it, and I was amazed she hadn’t taken it off. But maybe there hadn’t been time. Maybe she and her lover were too desperate to get into it, and couldn’t spare the time to undress her fully. Still, she looked incredible, lying curled up on the mattress, still wearing the corset and boots but her skirt removed and cast on the bedroom floor, undressed just enough to be used by her boyfriend.

“Oh my God,” I heard Kayla say, standing a little behind me but able to see everything that was going on. She spoke in a whisper, but in the silence that followed the sex we had just witnessed, everyone in the room heard it.

“He’s still hard.”

The watching girls shared a giggle, and Noah grinned, knowing he was the center of female attention at that moment. After a moment, even Amber managed to raise her head, raking her dark hair back from her face as she smiled at her friends. And at me. Grinning, as she always did, to know what she was doing to me, to reinforce my inferior position and remind me just how inadequate I was.

“Of course he is,” she said. “That’s part of what I love about him.”

I shivered in the clutches of the women as they laughed again at that, enjoying every moment of this disgrace. And I didn’t look to confirm that what they were saying was true. The last thing I wanted to see was another man’s cock, glistening with my wife’s juices. I could smell their sex in our bedroom, and that was bad enough.

Amber struggled to sit up, the tight corset on her own tiredness making it a difficult task. I could see the clumsiness in her limbs that spoke to the power of the orgasm she had had. But she wasn’t done. These days, she was never done. She could never get enough of this pure pleasure, this wild ecstasy, and she never got tired of letting me know that.

As Amber sat, turning toward her lover with a grin, Shannon let go of her grip on my arm. She crossed the bedroom, heading toward the open closet with total confidence, as if she lived here. And Amber glanced toward her, but her attention was still on Noah as she sat against the headboard beside him. The two of them looked almost regal, sitting there glowing from sex, the center of everyone’s attention, some lucky king and gorgeous queen looking down at their subjects. And Shannon’s tight pants gleamed as she stepped away from the closet with something in her hands. A belt. A fabric belt that could close anywhere on its length by way of little metal teeth. As she carried it toward the bed, I genuinely had no idea what she was up to.

Shannon climbed onto the bed, smiling slightly, not a hint of hesitation about what she was doing on her face. Amber, sitting beside Noah, turned to smile at her friend. But Shannon all but climbed over her. She climbed toward Noah and straddled him, her back to the rest of us, and I heard several of the watching women gasp in surprise at what she was doing.

Noah seemed surprised too. But the same thoughts were racing in his mind that would probably have been racing in mine in his position. He knew these girls were turned on, knew just how horny they were after witnessing what he had shown them. And after the crazy ride he had had over the last few weeks, probably he was thinking nothing was impossible. He had gone from having a crush on my wife that he never thought would be realized to becoming her boyfriend, even while she stayed married to me. From his point of view, there was no telling what else might come of this adventure.

Shannon’s big ass shone under her latex pants as she sat in his lap. She was so aggressive, so confident, and it was such a turn-on. I couldn’t see Noah’s cock with her sitting on top of him, but I knew it must be me inches from her sex underneath those skintight pants she wore, and no doubt he thought he was in for a good time.

He was. But first, Shannon had a new idea.

“Give me your hands.”

Amber let out a little yelp of pleasure at that, covering her mouth with one hand as she stared at her friend. She lay with her legs curled up, her wet pussy hidden from my view now, her tan boots gleaming in the light and her breasts rising and falling in that sexy corset. She was so into this, so delighted with everything that was happening. I felt Jenny’s hands tighten around my arm, her glowing eyes fixed on the scene in front of us just like mine were. Everyone was excited by what was happening, everyone riding this wild wave, without any of us really knowing where it was taking us.

“What?”

Noah was caught by surprise, unsure of how to respond. And I knew from experience that that could be a fatal mistake. Shannon’s dark hair shone like silk as she turned her head to smile over her shoulder at her friends.

“Come on, girls,” she said. “Help me get this stud tied down.”

Again, Amber shrieked with laughter, covering her mouth with both hands now. I felt Jenny let go of her grip on my arm, her boots creaking again as she stepped toward the bed, circling around the other side. And after a moment’s hesitation, Kayla stepped forward too.

I stood watching open-mouthed, barely able to believe what was happening. I could hardly see Noah now as Amber joined in, all four women climbing onto the mattress and swarming all over him. I heard them laughing, heard him laughing too, and though he had no chance against them all, I knew it wasn’t like he was going to put up much of a fight.

The bed creaked under the combined weight of Amber and her friends as they used the belt to tie Noah to the headboard. When they were done, they got off him. I could see him lying in the middle of the bed, his arms above his head, the belt tied around his wrists and lashed around the headboard to keep him in place. And he was grinning, totally naked, rock hard, with four gorgeous women on the bed with him. Amber and Shannon on his right, Kayla and Jenny on his left.

Shannon looked at me. Her blue eyes flickered up and down my body, and I knew she was coming up with something else. Again, I watched the gleam of her pants as she moved toward the edge of the bed and stood. The other girls watched her too, looking to her for guidance now as she moved across the room, her heavy breasts bouncing in her revealing top, one of the keys to my chastity shining just above them. She moved back toward the closet, going through my things and Amber’s without a care, finding another means of restraint in the form of a light scarf that belonged to my wife. And she stepped toward me, holding it in both hands, dimples showing in her cheeks as she grinned with pleasure.

I groaned as she took hold of my cock. Her thumb slid over the steel that encased my shaft, teasing me. She handled me as if she was the one married to me, as if she was as familiar with my body as Amber was. And there was that key around her neck, reminding me that Amber had given her that control, had gifted her my cock like it was her toy to share.

Shannon looped the scarf around my cock and balls and tied it in a knot. She passed the other end of the scarf back between my legs, then circled around behind me. I grunted as she tugged on it, pulling me back toward the dresser. She tied the other end of the scarf off to one of the handles, the other women, my wife included, laughing as they watched her immobilize me.

“That’s better,” Shannon said, chuckling to herself as she gave the scarf one final tug that made me groan uncomfortably. “Both the boys tied up, and the girls in charge.”

Then she stepped back toward the bed. She moved slowly, her broad hips swaying with every step she took, knowing that for now, she was the center of attention. For now, she was the one in total control.

She climbed onto the bed again. She kneeled beside my wife, close to Noah’s waist. And she swept her dark hair back over her shoulders, smiling carelessly in my direction as she bent over him. The key to my chastity hung above those delicious boobs as she took his cock in her hand.

Noah groaned as she stroked it, and the other women shared wild smiles. They could hardly believe what was happening either, but they knew they had total control. They knew they could let out their wildest sides, that this was about them doing whatever they wanted.

Shannon’s hand, lubricated by my wife’s cum, slid up and down on Noah’s cock. For now, the other girls just watched. And soon, he was groaning and trembling to her touch, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he looked from one woman to the other.

“You were right, Amber,” Shannon said, grinning at my wife. “He does have a really nice cock.”

“I know, right?” Amber smiled.

“I wonder how this thing would look locked in chastity.”

Noah gasped, a panic look on his face.

“Oh, no,” Amber said.

She shook her head, then swept her hair back from her face. Her big breasts swelled again in the top of her corset as she leaned forward, supporting herself on her hands, one hand high on Noah’s thigh. I cringed as she leaned forward and kissed his swollen head just above Shannon’s busy hand, then sat back upright again.

“I would never lock my favorite toy away,” she said. “A big juicy cock like this deserves to be free.”

And she looked straight at me as she spoke, driving home my inadequacy, my shame, my inferiority all over again while her friends laughed.

“I guess that’s true,” Shannon said. “What would you say if I wanted to take your boy toy here for a ride?”

Amber, still smiling, looked at her friend, then at Noah. Then at me. We all waited on her response, with me feeling breathless, without knowing what I wanted her reply to be.

“I’d say, go ahead.”

And Noah let out a groan as Shannon giggled, stroking his shaft again.

Then, she let go. The bed bounced underneath her as she turned quickly toward me, pushing herself down the mattress. I couldn’t take my eyes off her bouncing breasts as she stretched her legs out in front of her, her latex leggings gleaming again. Her heavy boots sat on the footboard of the bed right in front of me.

“Take my shoes off, loser.”

More laughter. More giggling. And the scarf tied around my caged cock grew tight as I stepped forward as far as it would allow. Bending at the waist, I was just about able to reach Shannon’s boots with my mouth. She moved a little closer to make it easier for me, and I took her laces between my teeth, pulling on them until they came loose. One foot after the other, I undid her laces, and Shannon used one foot to lever the shoe off the other, her boots dropping to the floor at the foot of the bed one after another with a heavy thunk.

Still smiling at me, she reached for the waistband of her pants. She pulled them down slowly, the tight fabric clinging to her as she pulled it away. She peeled her pants off, shifting her weight from one side to the other as she pulled them down to her knees.

“Take these off too.”

Bending toward her, I took the cuff of her pants between my teeth and pulled hard, sliding her pants off over her feet. She just sat back, supporting herself on her hands, enjoying the show.

As I dropped her pants to the floor, she pulled her panties down, wiggling out of them more easily than she had out of her pants. Then, she rolled up onto her knees. As I straightened up, she placed her hand on my shoulder for balance and leaned forward.

“Open up.”

Trembling with shame as the other women laughed, I opened my mouth, and Shannon stuffed her wet panties inside. Then she slapped my face, not hard, but almost teasingly.

“Now just watch, cuck.”
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