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Enjoying Noah

All of Shannon’s friends watched her move on the bed. Turning away from me, naked from the waist down, she rolled over onto her knees, and sat up. I watched from behind as she peeled her top off over her head, casting it carelessly to the floor at the side of the bed. Her bra was as black as the rest of her outfit, and I watched her unfasten that and throw it away, too. She had no trace of self-consciousness, no reservations whatsoever about being completely naked in front of her fully clothed friends. And her friends’ eyes shone with pleasure and delight as they looked at her, watching her, knowing as I did what she would do next. The general outline, if not the details.

She crawled toward Noah. He was positioned in the middle of the bed, and so was I, and with Shannon between us, I couldn’t see his face. Not that I wanted to. I had no doubt that I knew exactly the expression I could expect to see there. He was excited, as excited as I would be in his situation. He might not be the masochist that I was, but I didn’t imagine there was a man alive who wouldn’t see the appeal of being at the mercy of four women like these.

Shannon climbed on top of Noah, straddling him. I watched her fleshy ass move as she sat down on his thighs, and her hand reached down in front of her. I heard Noah groan, and I heard some of the watching women giggle, and I knew that Shannon had taken his cock in her hand. Just like that, as if she had every right to touch him. Knowing he wouldn’t say no. Knowing no man would.

“This is a great cock,” she said, not talking to anyone in particular. “It’s fucking big. Big enough to share.”

More laughter at that. Often it seemed like I was the only one not laughing, the only one who didn’t find this whole situation enormously funny. But then, that made sense. They weren’t the ones locked in chastity, desperate for release that I had no reason to believe was coming anytime soon.

Shannon moved again, and as she rose higher on her knees, I was able to look underneath her for a moment. Sure enough, there was Noah’s cock, her fingers wrapped around it, holding it by the shaft. And Shannon positioned herself carefully, shifting her weight between her knees as she adjusted it.

Then, she lowered herself down on top of it. There was a murmur of approval from the watching women as Shannon groaned, and from behind, I watched the length of that cock disappear between the wet and swollen lips of my other keyholder. Shannon let out a long moan of pleasure, spreading her knees further apart to take him deep, easing his length into her inch by inch. How lucky can one guy get? He had already had my wife, and now his cock was inside another woman, and Amber and her friends just looked on, enjoying the show.

“Oh fuck, that feels so good.”

Shannon, as usual, held absolutely nothing back. She wanted me to feel it all, to feel everything I couldn’t have and the humiliation that went with that. And I did. I couldn’t help it. Jealousy toward my heart, a kind of rage building inside me as I watched, but at the same time, I couldn’t look away. The sight of her riding his cock was just too compelling, like some strange addiction I didn’t really want to be free of. And it wasn’t the same deep jealousy I felt when I watched him fucking my wife moments before. It wasn’t on the same level of pain as that. After all, I don’t love Shannon the way I love Amber.

But that didn’t mean it wasn’t horribly frustrating, deeply humiliating, and enraging to see him once again get what I couldn’t have. The more I wanted these women, the more pleasure they took in denying me, and I knew that those were the rules of the game, but that didn’t make it any easier to take. And yet I had to take it. I could do nothing except stand there and watch while these women did whatever they wanted with another man and left me all by myself.

Steadily, Shannon’s movements got faster, more aggressive. Her voice rose along with them, breathless with pleasure. From behind, I couldn’t see those big boobs of hers bouncing with the rhythm of her sex, but I could imagine it all too clearly. Shannon slammed her body down on top of her prisoner, moaning from deep in her throat as she did it. As always, she held absolutely nothing back. As always, she was completely upfront about who she was and what she wanted, without the slightest trace of shame or hesitation. She took this wild situation in stride the same way she had taken my chastity in stride, the same way she had stepped seamlessly into my kinky game with Amber. In another context, I might almost have admired it. But as it was, it added to my jealousy and my helpless rage.

Shannon got louder and louder. Soon, the bed springs were creaking, the whole frame rattling, her body starting to glisten with sweat as she bounced up and down on top of him. She rolled her hips too, grinding her pussy against his body on the downstroke, wild with pleasure and determined to get as much of it as she possibly could.

I knew that wildness in Amber, that sex desperation that took hold of her in moments like this, when nothing else seemed to matter. Now I was seeing it in another woman, and although it was different, in a fundamental way, it was the same. The same thing I couldn’t have, the same thing that these women would not allow me. The thing I craved beyond measure, until it felt like a hot nail driven through my chest, until it felt like I need sex more than I needed air, and yet I was denied that next breath. It was as wild and intoxicating and addictive as ever, and watching Shannon fuck Noah, while it might be different from watching my wife with him, was turning out to be its own special form of masochistic pleasure and pain.

The girls were watching. Really, how could they not? Two people were having sex right in front of us all, and even in my newly wild life, that isn’t something you see every day. I wondered if any of these women had ever seen anything like this before, if they had ever imagined anything like this even in their wildest dreams. I hadn’t. And I knew that my dreams had always been far from the norm. Those were the dreams and fantasies that had gotten me into trouble, after all, that naughty chat with the AI leading me to what was the fulfillment of my desires. Except it wasn’t just about me at all. The girls were enjoying this, and I could see that joy shining on their faces as they took it all in, bewitched by their own sexual power and drunk with the possibilities it presented.

Amber turned her head toward me. I watched that dark hair move on her bare shoulders, watched her face light up with that unbelievable smile of hers. Turning herself away from the scene in front of her, she began to crawl down the mattress toward me, and I watched her come. Even the sight of Shannon totally naked and bouncing up and down on top of some guy’s cock, giving full voice to her cries of desperate pleasure, wasn’t enough to distract me from the sight of my wife in that moment.

She crawled down the mattress on hands and knees, and the soft flesh of her breasts swelled over the top of her corsets, and the key to my chastity dangled there, both threat and promise, the lever by which she controlled not just my outward actions, but also my inner life. Everything depended on this woman now, and I guess in a way it always had, but that key was the undeniable symbol of the importance she had in my life, a place not even Shannon could take.

Twisting around, she sat down on the front of the bed in front of me. Her breasts rose and fell hypnotically in the tight corset, sending that shockwave of desire pulsing through me again, making my cock ache desperately in the chastity cage she kept it in. She smiled up at me, her blue eyes gleaming like jewels, lit from within by that fire I was getting to know so well.

“Isn’t this fun?”

She smiled up at me as she spoke, her hands on either side of her on the edge of the mattress, her legs together. I couldn’t quite see her pussy, but I could see the start of her narrow dark line of pubic hair pointing down toward it. And her smile seemed to deepen as she caught me looking, seeing all over again my undeniable desperation for whatever I could get of her spectacular body. The body she gave to Noah, not me. The body I could only dream of one day having again, even for a moment.

I didn’t answer her. I couldn’t. I had her friend’s panties stuffed into my mouth, the faint taste of Shannon’s pussy lingering on my tongue as I stared at my wife in total humiliation. But of course, Amber didn’t need answers from me. If I wasn’t gagged, she knew I would say whatever she wanted me to, do whatever I was told. Whatever I could to try and get what I wanted, to please her in the hope of being rewarded with the sex I once took for granted. It seemed like a lifetime ago now that we were just a regular husband and wife, having sex whenever we were in the mood. Now everything was a transaction, everything part of this kinky game. Everything was an expression of her power and superiority over me. But nothing could be more striking than this situation I found myself in now, tied and gagged and caged in my own bedroom, unable to move, unable to even speak. Able only to watch while these gorgeous women did whatever they wanted to.

“It is,” said Jenny from the head of the bed, answering her friend’s question. Amber turned her head to smile at her friend, her hair shining like silk again. And my wife shifted her position on the mattress, turning a little to get a better view as Jenny began to move.

She was kneeling on the bed close to Noah’s head, close to his bound arms that kept him anchored to the headboard. And she rose up on her knees, pulling at her light sundress, lifting it easily over her head. Both Amber and Kayla cheered in encouragement, and even Shannon seemed to respond with an extra breathy moan of pleasure as she continued slamming her body up and down on top of Noah.

Under her dress, Jenny wore a plain bra that didn’t match the panties she had used to tie my hands behind my back. She slipped it off, her small but perky breasts barely moving as she removed their support. Just like Shannon had, she tossed her bra carelessly to the floor, then began to move forward.

With Shannon still bouncing up and down on top of Noah, my view was partially blocked. But I could see more than enough. I could see her moving toward Noah, wearing only her tall leather boots now, the ones I had been forced to lick and grovel at, as if this woman was so far above me, we were barely the same species. I saw her lift her leg and swing it over the captive man, straddling him as she faced her friend. Over Shannon’s shoulder, I could see the ecstatic smile on Jenny’s face as she sat on Noah, smothering the face of a man she had met for the first time that day with her ass.

“Yeah, go girl!” Amber cheered from the foot of the bed. “Ride that face!”

The women laughed again, Jenny included. She swept her long dark hair back over one shoulder, positioning herself just right above Noah’s mouth. And I didn’t have much doubt about what he would do next. In a way, just like me, he didn’t have much choice. These women could do whatever they wanted, and they knew it, and they seemed determined to use us both in different ways to enhance their crazy pleasure. The longer it went on, the more into it they seemed to get, sinking into their roles, putting aside any trace of inhibition or doubt. It was amazing, in its way. Though I was too turned on and frustrated and humiliated to really appreciate that in the moment.

Jenny sighed, her eyelids fluttering above the broad grin that showed on her face. So there was no doubt. Noah was licking her pussy the way she wanted, not even needing to be told. After all, when a woman sits on your face, it’s a signal that goes beyond words. So there he lay, my wife’s boyfriend, licking one pussy while another rode his cock, being used like a living sex toy by two women he didn’t even know. Even for him, I didn’t doubt that this was probably the wildest sexual experience of his life. For me, it was pure insanity, a level of frustration and denial and desire I had never known existed. And I knew there was more to come.

Jenny’s sighs soon turned to moans and groans of passion. Clearly, no one knew what he was doing. Add that to the list of amazing qualities my wife’s boyfriend had, I thought to myself with a spasm of bitterness. And Shannon’s voice rose in the bedroom air, merging with Shannon’s, and soon our bedroom vibrated with a sound that had never been heard there before, the sound of two women getting off at the same time. It was beautiful. It was like music, but the most teasing and frustrating music imaginable. My cock throbbed and raged in its tiny prison, desperate for release that wasn’t even on the horizon.

Amber turned back to me, her teeth showing between her painted lips as she grinned. Even when she put this day together, I didn’t think she had imagined it going quite like this. I didn’t think anyone had. It was like this was beyond any of us, too wild and immense for any one person to be behind it. It was a creature of our mingled desires, finding its own course now, its own momentum. In a way, that was an even scarier thought. Maybe even Amber and Shannon didn’t have full control anymore. Maybe this was something bigger than any of us.

Amber reached forward, the key to my chastity resting on her chest. She took hold of my caged cock, rubbing a thumb over the shining steel, sticking out her lower leg in a mocking pout as she looked at me. I knew that she could feel the pent-up desire, the frustration, the wild humiliation that flowed through me. And I knew what that did to her. It turned her on. In my fantasies, that was exactly how I worked. In my fantasies, she wasn’t doing this for me, but for herself. And my fantasies had become reality, the new reality of my life exceeding even my wildest imaginings, all thanks to this beautiful, maddening, cruel, gorgeous woman sitting in front of me.

“Poor cuck,” she said. “Four horny women here, and your cock all caged up. Nobody wants to play with you. Isn’t that sad?”

I nodded, and Amber chuckled, a sound that seemed to come from deep in her throat, bubbling out of her as her chest rose and fell. Transfixed by her every movement, I kept my eyes on her, even as that music of female pleasure rose in the air from the bed behind her. I could see an echo of the wild sex taking place on our bed in the way Amber’s boobs jiggled in her corset, shaking with the rhythm of Shannon bouncing up and down on Noah’s cock, joined now by Jenny riding his face more and more aggressively. Amber didn’t seem in the least bit jealous that her friends were using her boyfriend. Judging by the unmissable fire in her eyes, it was turning her on.

She leaned further forward, sitting on the very edge of the bed. She bent awkwardly at the waist, the tight corset making it difficult for her to move with freedom. But she persisted. And I groaned as she pressed her chest against me, my caged cock almost engulfed in her cleavage. She used her upper arms to push her boobs together even more, rocking back and forward slightly and rubbing her breasts up and down. The key on her necklace clicked against the steel of the chastity device, and I groaned again into Shannon’s wet panties, my release so close, and yet as far away as it had ever been. I could feel the softness of my wife’s skin against mine, everywhere except on my cock, where I wanted it most. I trembled where I stood, tied to the dresser behind me by my genitals, totally helpless, nothing more than a tease toy for my wicked wife.

“What do you think? Maybe I should let Noah fuck these tits at some point.”

I nodded desperately, moaning again into the panties, and Amber laughed. She knew she could say anything, get me to agree to anything. Get me to beg for my own betrayal, if she wanted to. She loved it.

“You’ll never get to, though,” she went on. “I think this is about the closest you ever going to get to a tittyfuck from your wife.”

“Oh fuck!”

Shannon yelled behind my wife, whether in response to what Amber was saying or just in sheer ecstasy at the feelings of pleasure that roared through her body, I didn’t know. I kept my eyes on Amber, only glancing up for a moment and Shannon and at Jenny, both of them riding Noah, both of them letting out yells of ecstasy. And there was Kayla, the most reserved of the women as it turned out, just sitting on the side of the bed and watching it all unfold. I had no idea what must be going through her head; I was having enough trouble with my own thoughts.

“There are so many things you don’t get anymore, really,” Amber went on, that devilish smile still on her face as she leaned even further forward. I moaned again as her mouth hovered just above my caged cock. Through the gap in the metal, I could feel her warm breath, and she blew a little harder, just for the joy of making me tremble.

“Boyfriends get all the fun stuff. Husbands just have to take what they’re given.”

I heard Kayla laugh at that, and Jenny too, a laugh that quickly turned into another moan of pleasure as Noah presumably plunged his tongue deep into her dripping pussy. And I nodded, completely in the grip of my submissive tendencies now, every word my wife said seeming to echo in my head and driving me forever deeper into submission to her.

“Blowjobs. Tittyfucks. Public sex. Multiple orgasms. Nice dinners out. Maybe some weekend trips away. I really know how to treat a man, don’t I? Especially one I’m not married to.”

Kayla laughed again, Amber’s willing audience. And Amber was clearly enjoying it, playing up for the audience she had. That included me, of course. She was trying to drive me crazy, and it was working all too well. I was a trembling ball of need as I stood there in front of her, being teased by her, listening to the other women having noisy sex in our bed.

“You know, just thinking about it gets me so wet. I know I just got fucked, hard, but I just can’t get enough.”

I sat up straight as she spoke. Then, she used both hands to push herself backwards on the bed, sliding closer toward the others. She lay back, propping herself up on her elbows as she stared over the dramatic swell of her cleavage at me. She was almost touching Noah’s leg as Shannon bounced up and down on top of him, seemingly insatiable, riding his dick to ecstasy and roaring her pleasure at the ceiling.

I watched Amber. She knew she had my full attention as she lay back on the bed, her bent knees on the footboard in front of me.

Slowly, she spread her legs.

I groaned into Shannon’s wet panties, my eyes dropping inevitably toward the pussy I hungered for. There it was, shining between her thighs, coated with her juices. Her lips were puffy and swollen with desire, flushed with pleasure, tugging at every nerve of my body as I stood in front of her. The whole room smelled of sex, and I gulped and groaned again as I stared at that dripping slit, the thing I wanted most in the world, the thing I was completely forbidden.

Amber lifted one foot, propping the heel of her boot on the footboard of the bed to display her pussy even more brazenly. One hand drifted down her body, over the swell of her breasts, over her tiny waist, sliding down inevitably between her thighs.

“He fucked me so good, cuck,” Amber said. There was a new note of cruelty, almost of scorn, in her voice as she spoke to me now. She looked at me from under half-closed eyelids, her full lips forming each word carefully, as if she wanted to drive it into my skull. Not that she had to worry about that. I, as always, was completely transfixed by everything she was saying.

“Shannon’s right. He has an amazing cock. Much better and much bigger than yours. He just fills me up completely, and I can’t get enough of it. It turns me into a slut, and I can’t help it. I’m a total slut for Noah’s cock. That’s the truth. And I’m such a naughty girl, I’m already thinking about the next time I get to have it.”

While her friends moaned and yelled, Amber toyed with her pussy right in front of me. I watched her fingers move over the wet skin, teasing herself as she teased me, tracing the shape of her puffy lips while my mouth watered steadily into Shannon’s panties. Amber’s body was bouncing on the bed from the force of her Shannon fucking Noah, her boobs jiggling in the corset, but that didn’t stop her playing with herself. I watched her hand slide up and down, my own hands clenched in tight fists behind my back, bound by Jenny’s panties.

“I’m such a lucky girl,” she went on. Again, I could hear the pleasure practically dripping from her voice, her excitement seeming to rise with every word, every movement of her hand between her legs.

“I get to fuck this stud whenever I want. And you have to help me. You have to buy me these sexy outfits, dress me up for him. You have to keep the house nice for us while we go on dates. Make the bed. Do the dishes. Make sure your wife doesn’t have to lift a finger, so that I can spend my time having better sex than you’ve ever had with a guy who really knows how to fuck.”

I swore into the panties in my mouth, the words lost in the wet fabric. But Amber smiled up at me. Taking my meaning straightaway. After all, she could hardly be in any doubt about what she was doing to me or the way it was making me feel.

There was a tiny gasp as she slid two fingers inside herself. They went in easily, lubricated by her free-flowing juices. Her two middle fingers, while she used her index and her pinky to keep her pussy spread apart. I could see the tendons moving in the back of her hand as she plunged those fingers inside her, seeking her pleasure spots. Meanwhile, the heel of her hand pressed against her swollen clit, and she groaned at the stimulation, spreading her legs even wider, letting me see even more.

“He just makes me cum so hard,” Amber said.

Her breasts rose and fell more rapidly inside the corset, and I could see the shine of her juices on her inner thighs, dripping from her fingers, starting to stain the bed sheet underneath her.

“I’m constantly wet around him. It makes it hard to work, I’ll tell you that. Think about that, cuck. Think about your wife almost creaming herself in the office because she works with her boyfriend, and can’t stop thinking about fucking him all day long.”

Kayla gasped, pressing two hands against her mouth, her eyes on me and my wife now, even as Jenny and Shannon continued to put on an unignorable show. Amber had a flair for drama; you had to give her that. She knew exactly how to ramp up the erotic tension to an unbelievable level, keeping me gasping and twitching and leaking for her, my cock aching inside its pitiful cage while she tormented me with her sex appeal. And the worst part was, even though I knew she was saying this to get exactly this reaction out of me, that didn’t make it a lie. She meant exactly what she said. She was being 100% sincere about what her life was like now.

She let out a soft little moan as her fingers continued to bring her pleasure. It was much quieter than the yells and screams coming from Jenny and Shannon, but I heard it all the same. So attuned to her, so locked in on that incredible body, that I felt almost as if I could feel an echo of what she was feeling. Just the tiniest trace of the pleasure she was giving herself, just enough to make my captivity even worse.

She gasped again, her eyelids fluttering, her lips lifting in an even wider smile as she pleasured herself.

And behind her, Shannon let out a loud scream of pure bliss. The bedroom walls vibrated to the sound of her orgasm, the wild thunder of her cum.

While I stood there, her panties in my mouth, helpless and tormented and dying of shame and desire.
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