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Amber’s Big Show

Shannon cried out with passion. Perched on the edge of the bed in front of me, she thrust her ass back toward me, and her curvaceous body pretty much filled my vision. Knowing my role, I kept licking. I was there to bring pleasure to the girls, nothing else. Besides, it wasn’t like I had any choice.

By now, I knew the taste of my wife’s friend’s pussy. By now, I knew how Shannon liked her pussy licked. I had her moaning and groaning, on fire with pleasure thanks to the movements of my lips and tongue, and my cock kept aching in my cage just the way I knew the girls wanted it to, just the way it was supposed to for a cuckold like me.

The bed was still shaking to the movements of the bodies on top of it, our marital bed more crowded than I had ever imagined it would be. Kayla was riding on Noah’s face wildly now, the most reserved of the women there losing herself in the end as completely as the rest of them. And Jenny was driving her body up and down on top of his cock, her long leather boots creaking and groaning with every move she made.

She had already cum at least once; I was sure of that. Even in the depths of my humiliation, even busy with pleasuring Shannon, I had noticed that. But she was riding that cock like she was desperate for more, like nothing mattered except another orgasm for her. I knew that kind of mania. I had seen the same thing come over Amber and over Shannon when they played like this. Pleasure made them selfish, desire made them cruel, and beauty made them goddesses as they tormented me with what I couldn’t have, as they threw my helplessness and rejection in my face, over and over again.

Amber, the beautiful and sexy architect of all of this, sat close to me on the bed, playing with herself. So beautiful, so inaccessible, her amazing body completely lost to me now, shared instead with her boyfriend, just as she shared him with her friends. She wasn’t the woman I married. She was far sexier than that. Amber had transformed herself into a cruel goddess, and I couldn’t get enough. Right now, for the moment at least, I couldn’t get anything. All I could do was lick her friend's juicy pussy and do exactly as I was told, all in the hope of an eventual release that for all I knew, might never come.

I kept on licking. And Shannon kept moaning, the raw pleasure in her voice letting me know that part of her pleasure, at least, came from this wild situation we were in. It came from knowing I was completely under her thumb, that I was hers to use in whatever way she saw fit, hers to tease and deny and humiliate for her sadistic pleasure. She loved it. Sometimes, it seemed to me she loved it even more than Amber did. And that scared me, because at least Amber loved me. Even if she had a strange way of showing it. Shannon, on the other hand, was capable of just about anything. No one can hurt us like the ones we love, of course. Watching Shannon get laid by someone else, as sexually frustrating as it was, was never going to have the raw painfulness of watching my wife get fucked. But at the same time, nothing held Shannon back. The woman seemed to have no sense of pity or mercy at all. And with that key to my cock hanging around her neck, she scared me.

The only thing I could do was keep on licking her. So that was what I did, as Jenny moaned in pleasure, yielding to another orgasm that shook her beautiful body as she rode on Noah’s cock. I couldn’t see much past Shannon’s ass in my face, but I listen to everything, constructing a vision of what was going on in the rest of the room with the other women. I heard Jenny climb off Noah at last, her movements clumsy with sex and fatigue, her face no doubt shining with joy. And I listened to the deep, throaty moans coming out of Kayla as Noah ate her pussy. With Jenny no longer riding him, it seemed he could concentrate better on that task, and he soon had her moaning ecstatically, her pleasure and her passion plain for everyone in the room to hear and to see, if they could.

I kept licking. Shannon was purring with pleasure in front of me, holding nothing back, letting everyone know how good it felt to be served like this. And I kept working with my face buried in her generous ass, my cock and balls tied to the dresser behind me, my hands bound behind my back by Jenny’s panties. Nothing but a pleasure toy for women to use. Nothing but a prop, an object, with no rights of my own, no ability to get what I wanted, no right to even ask. It still amazed me how incredible that felt.

The room was far from quiet. It still vibrated with the sounds of female pleasure. But with Jenny no longer bouncing up and down on top of Noah’s unstoppable cock, things were quieter. I could hear Kayla more clearly as she moaned desperately, as Noah’s tongue got the best of her. I could hear Amber moaning softly as her hand continue to work on her dripping pussy. I could hear Shannon moaning too, thoroughly enjoying my oral service, taking it like it was no more than she deserved, my humble duty to give her pleasure while my cock ached and throbbed inside the unforgiving chastity cage.

It was brutal. But I suspected that Shannon knew the most awful truth of all: that this was the hottest experience of my life. That after everything Amber had done over the last little while, all the wild delight of being her submissive that she had shown me, this was the ultimate. This was the peak. Desire coalesced inside me, forming a hard, sharp point, like a weapon stabbing my guts, and I could do nothing about it. I had fantasized about being forced into service to these women, being used by them as a sex toy, but I had never imagined it would happen. Never in my wildest dreams had I imagined something like this taking place in our typical suburban home. That Amber and her friends had this streak of unbelievable cruelty took me by surprise completely, and after everything that had happened, it still felt like I was trying to keep up. Trying to process the unthinkable, to come to terms with something wild and strange beyond my darkest imaginings.

But it was real. There was no denying that, as I plunged my tongue over and over again into Shannon’s pussy. This woman, in my opinion the least attractive of my wife’s friends, had the same total power over me that Amber did, and it made my heart race in my chest just as it made my cock throb in the tight prison it pleased my wife to keep it in.

With a long groan, Shannon leaned forward on the bed. It felt like a sign. I stayed where I was, looking at her and the long lines of fluid running down the inside of her shaking legs. Looking at the swollen lips of the pussy I could taste in my mouth, knowing what I had done to her.

And I looked at the other women, too. I looked at Jenny, sitting there beside Noah now, her face flushed with pleasure like I knew it would be, but also wearing a look of something close to triumph. Pleased with herself and what she had done, pleased with this new direction life had taken. If she had never done kinky things before, she had quickly proved herself a natural at this, and in her long leather boots, she absolutely looked the part of the dominatrix I had once imagined her being, too.

I watched as Shannon turned over, as she sat heavily down on the bed. Her face was flushed just like her friend’s, just like everyone in the room. I hadn’t made her cum with my mouth, but I knew I had kept her at that level, kept her body lit up with sexual excitement as I tongued her dripping slit and served her just the way she ordered me to.

In the near silence that followed, we all heard Kayla cum. Beautiful Kayla, the subject of so many of my fantasies, probably the least naturally dominant of the women in that room, but the most beautiful, apart from Amber herself. She came on Noah’s face, holding nothing back, just as wild and uninhibited as the other girls when it came right down to it.

And when she was done, she climbed off him. Her hot pink dress clung to her every curve again as she moved, her wet pussy flagrantly exposed to us all. She turned to face the rest of us as she sat down on the bed close to Noah’s head, sweeping her blonde hair away from her face. Her expression suggested that even she couldn’t believe what she had done, but I didn’t imagine she regretted it, either. The pleasure she had felt in being so in charge, so free to demand what she wanted from a man, was too potent to allow for misgivings like that.

And of course, there was Amber. My beautiful wife, still encased in the corset I had placed her into to turn on her boyfriend, as if she needed any help with that. As if her incredible beauty and her amazing body weren’t more than enough by themselves.

I looked at my wife, and she looked at me. There was that devilish smile on her face again, the smile that let me know Amber knew exactly what she was doing, and was enjoying it. The smile that said everything was going just as she wanted it to, that she could never get enough of being in charge.

Her breasts rose and fell in the tight corset as she breathed, seductive as ever. The key shone and flashed above her cleavage, like always, tormenting me with what I couldn’t have, with what Noah could. The shape of her was already burned into my brain, of course, but I studied her body anyway as if trying to memorize it, unable to take my eyes away for even a second, even though I knew it could only hurt me. And Amber seemed to know it. She sat there with her hand still between her legs, smiling suggestively at me, knowing how she was driving me crazy and loving every minute of it.

Amber sat in front of me. She looked me up and down, her blue eyes burning with that familiar fire that I had seen so many times at moments like this. As if she was seeing what I was made of. As if she was seeing, finally, who it was she had married. And somehow, instead of being appalled by my weird fetishes, she was excited by it. Excited by the power my desire gave her, by the wild, deep love I felt for her, that had only become more potent now that we were having the best sex of our lives.

Or she was, anyway.

Amber moved on the bed, sitting even closer to me. I gazed up at her from my knees, no longer gagged but genuinely speechless. And my eyes followed her hand as she reached for the key hanging from its chain around her neck, toying with it as it hung above her magnificent boobs, right where it belonged.

“It’s been a rough day for my cuck, hasn’t it, girls?”

Amber spoke to her friends without looking at them, keeping her eyes on me. At the same time, I kept my eyes on her, even as I listened to the women murmur in agreement behind her. Ultimately, it didn’t matter what they said or what they thought. Now, Amber was the only one who mattered. The ringleader of this whole wild scenario, the woman who had the power to decide my fate more than any other. I hardly dared to breathe for fear I might somehow do it wrong, might somehow anger this beauty who controlled my sexuality completely.

“What do you think? Does he deserve to cum?”

A ripple of laughter greeted Amber’s next words. Even Noah, still tied to the bed and just as helpless as I was, in his own way, laughed at that. I still didn’t take my eyes off Amber, but in my peripheral vision, I saw the other girls exchange meaningful glances. Deciding my fate. It gave me such a wild thrill to think of that, to know that even Amber’s friends, purely by virtue of being female, had more control over my body than I did.

“He’s been pretty good,” Shannon said, a judgmental note in her voice as she spoke. Frankly, she was the last person I would have expected to speak up on my behalf. She got way too much pleasure out of bullying and dominating me. But she was telling the truth. I had done everything I was told to do, no matter how disgraceful, no matter how humiliating. I had followed these women’s orders to the letter, allowing them to use me as their pathetic sex toy. I knew I could expect nothing from them, that any kind of mercy or pity was a forlorn hope from mistresses like them. But if there was any justice in this wild game, I knew I had earned the release that my wife was now dangling in front of me to tease me once again.

“I’m not sure I’d ever let him out if I were you.”

That was Jenny, her eyes blazing as she looked at me with a smug smile on her face, still glowing with the pleasure she had taken from Amber’s lover. Even though I had fantasized about her being a cruel dominatrix, I had never imagined that she would actually have this deep streak of cruelty in her. But it was sexy. It was unbelievably sexy, driving me wild with passionate desire as I kneeled there on the floor, a laughingstock and a tease toy for these beautiful women.

Amber laughed as Jenny spoke, turning her head to look at her friend over her shoulder.

“I mean, you’re not wrong,” she giggled. “It’s not like I need to. I’ve got a boyfriend now to fuck me properly, whenever I need it. I can keep my poor loser husband locked up forever if I like.”

All the women laughed together at that, but I didn’t. It was far too close to the truth for me to see any humor in what she was saying. I didn’t doubt, even for a second, that Amber could keep me locked up forever if she chose to. She could go on fucking Noah and anyone else she chose to, keeping me frustrated and weak and completely in her service. Her and all her friends. It was so wild to think about, so completely insane, that it made me feel breathless anytime I thought about it.

And Amber was still toying with that key around her neck, still teasing me with her ability to either give me what I wanted more than anything, or deny me completely. Her power was total, her control absolute, and all I could do was wait on my knees for my wife to take pity on me.

Finally, she reached behind her neck, her fingers finding the tiny clasp of the necklace and undoing it. My heart pounded in my chest even more as I watched and waited, trembling with irrepressible desire. My whole world shrank down in that moment to that tiny piece of metal that would decide my fate, that seemed more important than anything in the whole world as Amber dangled it in front of me, thoroughly enjoying her unchallenged power over me.

Taking the key in her hand, she sat on the edge of the bed and leaned forward. I watched her breasts swell in the top of that corset once again, teasing me just as she had been for what felt like forever. Her eyes looked deep into mine as she slid the key into the lock, and I could feel the attention of all the watching women on me, waiting to see what came next.

Amber twisted the key. The lock clicked, the tiny sound somehow unfeasibly loud in the quiet room. Bending even further forward, Amber began to remove the device, carefully sliding the steel cage off my cock. My manhood hardened immediately. All that endless teasing, all that frustration, all that flaunting of her sexual power right in front of me had exactly the effect my wife intended. I was rock hard instantly, dripping with desperate desire, and the fact that all her friends were seeing me naked and fully aroused did nothing to dampen that desire. If anything, it enhanced it.

Sitting upright again, Amber set the part of the cage she had removed down on the bed next to her. Then she lifted her foot from the floor, idly sliding the toe of her leather boot along the underside of my shaft. I groaned in pure desperation, and Amber and her friends all laughed at me, all enjoying my helplessness and frustration all over again. There was nothing I could do. I was still tied up, and for now, this was all I could get, and I would take it. After all, as usual, I had no choice in the matter.

Smiling, Amber turned away from me. I suppressed a groan as her foot lost contact with my cock, even that faint and humiliating pleasure lost to me now. Amber turned, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off her gorgeous ass as she crawled onto the mattress, moving once again on the bed that had been the scene of so much teasing and betrayal already.

As Amber crawled up the bed, her friends moved too, making way for her as they kept their eyes on her. Everywhere I looked, there were beautiful women in various states of undress, faces glowing with pleasure, eyes shining with excitement. This might once have been my fantasy, but now it was undoubtedly Amber’s show, and she was enjoying being the center of attention again as she moved further up the bed.

Toward Noah.

Shannon glanced over at me, a smile on her face as she looked for my reaction. But I had eyes only for Amber. I watched as she rose up on her knees next to her captive boyfriend, her breasts jiggling in her corset as she turned around toward me again. I winced as she reached down and took hold of his cock, that relentless, unconquerable thing he had between his legs, that had been the instrument of pleasure for so many women and yet still was rock hard and ready for more. Her smile grew deeper as she closed her fingers around it, stroking slowly, keeping him vibrating with desire. As if he needed the help, surrounded as he was by gorgeous horny women who all wanted him so badly.

And Amber wanted him, too. I could see it in every line of her face, my wife delighted as always to show me how deeply attracted she was to her boyfriend, how badly she craved his body over mine. Her hand moved up and down his shaft, lubricated by the ecstatic juices of her friends, and even the way she touched him served to show me how much more she preferred him to me, how much more he turned her on.

Noah groaned at Amber’s touch, and I groaned too as I watched. Free of the chastity device, my cock swelled and strained, throbbing desperately. And I was relieved at last of the pain of trying to harden inside the unyielding steel, but the pain of frustration and denial was just as present as ever as I watched my wife play with her lover.

I knew what she was going to do. Part of me knew, even if I didn’t necessarily want to admit it to myself. But in the end, it didn’t matter what I admitted and what I didn’t. Amber was going to do whatever she wanted to do, and I was going to watch. Her helpless cuckold husband, released at last from my cage but still just as helpless as ever.

“Fuck, I love this cock,” Amber said with a sigh, making Noah chuckle as she continued to toy with him. And then, still facing me, she straddled him. She sat on top of his hips with his cock in her hand, hiding him from my vision and letting me drink in her hourglass figure in the tightly laced corset, sending shockwaves of desire through me.

Then, she rose up on her knees, as I knew she must. With her friends watching, with her husband watching her every move, Amber mounted Noah again. I saw her eyelids, half closed, flicker, as she teased herself with his cock for a moment, rubbing the swollen head over her swollen lips, that mutual pleasure expressing itself as a long moan of bliss from her mouth. Then, Amber mounted him again. She impaled herself on his cock, his fat head spreading those wet lips apart all over again.

I watched, saying nothing. I watched, knowing that was what my wife wanted. Knowing that disgracing me like this, flaunting what I couldn’t have in front of me, made it all even more exciting for her, made what would already be good sex into something truly transcendent. In that sense, I supposed I was still part of her sex life, in a way. A disgracefully humiliating way, but a way all the same. Of course, I couldn’t possibly be content with just that. But of course, it was never up to me.

Somehow, it seemed as if tireless Noah had worn all the women out. All but one. All but my gorgeous, sexy, dominant wife. The other girls simply watched, focusing mostly on Amber but giving the occasional look in my direction too, as if they wanted to see the turmoil I was in, wanted to savor my humiliation.

Amber let out a long shivering moan, her eyes closing as she began to move up and down on his cock. She leaned slightly forward, her hands on her thighs, her fingertips sinking slightly into the soft flesh. And as her excitement grew, she leaned even further forward. Now she gripped Noah’s thighs, her breasts bouncing even more forcefully in her corset as she rode his cock.

Everyone watched. Everyone took in the spectacle of my wife cheating on me once again, swept up in her own desire to the point that our marriage vows meant nothing anymore compared to the pleasure she knew her boyfriend could give her. And soon, her voice rang out in our bedroom once again, ecstasy taking over and turning her into the slut I loved.

But as lost as she was in pleasure, Amber hadn’t forgotten me. As she leaned forward, she opened her eyes, and laughter escaped her throat as she looked at me again, merging with the cries of pleasure that were bubbling out of her now.

“Someone should make my husband cum,” she moaned. “But not until I say so.”

I saw Shannon and Jenny look at each other, both of them smiling maliciously. Neither of them said a word.

It was Jenny who moved on the bed, her leather boots shining as she crawled toward me and sat in the spot Amber had so recently vacated. She stretched out her legs, and I groaned as she took my cock between the instep of her feet, sliding them up and down so that the soft leather of her boots moved over the skin of my manhood. It was so humiliating to be handled like that, to be still unable to touch her after everything these women had put me through. But that was how the game worked.

“That’s it,” Amber moaned. “Make that little loser beg for it.”

“You heard your wife,” Jenny smirked. And I didn’t even try to do anything but obey.

“Please, Miss Jenny,” I groaned, making the watching women laugh again. “Please let me cum, please!”

“Not yet,” Jenny said, beaming with satisfaction. “Not until your wife allows it.”

Amber moaned with pleasure, still bouncing up and down on her boyfriend’s cock. She was in her element, in love with her own sense of power, thrilled by what she was doing and what her friend was doing to me. And with the sexual tension that was lighting up the air around us, I knew it wouldn’t take long. Soon, I would be tormented all over again by the beautiful sight of my wife having an orgasm with a man who wasn’t me. Soon, I would be humiliated and disgraced with by my own inadequacy all over again, forced to witness this latest betrayal and know that it was far from over, that it was just the latest in a long line of similar ordeals I would have to suffer.

All because my wife was too sexy for me to handle. All because it turned me on to see her being such a slut.

“Oh fuck,” Amber moaned, breathless now as she rode on top of Noah’s cock with her eyes closed. “Oh fuck, that feels so good inside me! Oh my God, Noah, this cock is amazing! You’re so much better than my husband! I’m going to cum!”

She held nothing back, as if her friends weren’t right there in the room with her. But in truth, I knew that that was part of why she was being so vocal, so outrageously teasing. Letting them and me know just how much it thrilled her to be like this, to be dominant and selfish and completely in control.

“Let him cum,” Amber gasped, still without opening her eyes.

“You heard her, loser,” Jenny said.

Her long leather boots creaked around her thighs and ankles as she gripped my cock tighter between her feet, moving them up and down more rapidly.

“You can spurt your disgusting slime on my boots while your wife has a proper orgasm with a real man.”

That seemed to send Amber over the edge. She screamed in pleasure as her pussy tightened around Noah’s cock, leaving a thick white ring of her juices around his shaft. And he groaned underneath her as he came inside her, pumping his cum deep into my wife’s ready pussy.

That was the vision in front of me as I exploded. Just as Jenny ordered, I spurted my cum all over shining leather boots. And every woman in the room cheered, thrilled with the part they had all played in my complete and utter humiliation.
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