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Miss Jenny’s Cuck

It was a beautiful machine. Every body panel lining up with total precision, the paint job a bright and eye-catching red that I had no doubt had cost its owner plenty of speeding tickets over the years. It was a classic car, but even though I’m far from an expert, I know they don’t make them like this anymore. A labor of love, a true passion, a testament to what you can achieve when you put aesthetics before everything else.

By now, I knew a little bit about that.

The vacuum whirred as I ran the small head over the seats, over the carpets, paying attention to every inch of the interior. An extension cord ran from the driveway through the front door of the house as I worked on the car. The outside was already done, the red body panels gleaming from my work with sponge and wax. The car was almost as old as me, but it looked brand-new, in fantastic condition, and my work had made it shine and gleam all over again, as if it was fresh out of the showroom instead of being decades old. I just had the interior to do now, and soon, it was as spotless as the outside of the vehicle.

Reaching toward the vacuum cleaner, I switched it off. In the quiet that followed, I could hear birds singing in the trees, a reminder that there was a real world out there, a long way away, it seemed, from the strange dramatic scenario I was living out. But that wasn’t what caught my attention. Not at all.

The window of the house was open. The car was parked close to the front door, and the bedroom was on the front side of the house. As I stood there in the driveway, the vacuum cleaner wand still in my hand, the car door open in front of me, I heard a sound that made my stomach flip, that made my heart sink, that made my cock ache with that familiar pain as it tried all over again to harden inside the chastity cage I wore.

It was the sound of my wife’s friend Jenny getting thoroughly fucked.

*****

Like all the craziest adventures we had, it was Amber’s idea.

After that day with Noah, there was no going back. All of Amber’s friends knew the truth. They had seen me at my lowest point, groveling at their feet and at the feet of my wife. Watching as my wife betrayed me over and over again with her tireless boyfriend, as she and all her friends enjoyed what Noah had to offer.

They had untied him from the bed eventually, but that didn’t mean the show was over. All the girls were tired from the sex they had been having, and Noah was exhausted. But they knew exactly how to seduce him all over again, to get him to do exactly what they wanted. In his own way, he was as helpless toward them as I was. The difference was in how they chose to use us both.

He spent all night having sex with Amber and her friends. And I spent the night watching, locked in chastity again after the single orgasm I had been allowed to have on Jenny’s boot. She still wore them as she continued to have her fun with Noah, and I could see the residue of my humiliating orgasm shining on the dark leather every time I looked at her.

Amber had locked me away again. After my orgasm and hers, she slid the chastity cage back onto my cock, putting the key back in its place on its chain around her neck. It was just that easy for her, just that simple to enslave me completely again, to make me into the pathetic loser she wanted me to be.

Even the wildest nights come to an end eventually. In the end, they all collapsed in exhaustion, the bed full of beautiful women and lucky Noah in the middle of it all. Amber slept in our bed with her boyfriend and with Shannon. Kayla took the guestroom. Jenny slept on the sofa, and I slept on the floor like a dog, my comfort irrelevant, my preferences meaning nothing.

In the morning, some of the girls looked sheepish about what happened. Not that they regretted it; not at all. The sex had been too exciting and too wild. But how do you come back from a thing like that? How do you go back to your normal life, once you and all your friends have seen each other cum, have seen into the dark heart of your kinkiest fantasies and fetishes?

For Amber and Shannon, I knew, the answer was easy. You don’t. You embrace your new lifestyle, knowing it’s so much more thrilling than the life you left behind, and you become a powerful dominatrix who says and does whatever she wants, who inflicts cruel humiliation on her locked-up slave for no other reason than her own amusement.

The other women hadn’t had as much time as my wife and Shannon had to adjust to the new reality. Not that they weren’t willing. I saw the smiles they gave each other the next day, the looks they cast in my direction. No one told me to put any clothes back on, so I was still naked but for the chastity device, even as Noah and the women got dressed in the morning. There was no doubt where the power lay, and it certainly wasn’t with me. I was just a slave, just a toy for them to tease, just a pathetic cuckold whose wife had a boyfriend she was more than willing to share with her friends.

The women left our house in the clothes they had turned up in the day before, one by one. Kayla was the first to leave, and Shannon went with her. Then Noah left, clearly reluctant to go after everything that happened. But my wife promised him more of the same, giving him a deep and passionate kiss and throwing her arms around him before he left, right in front of me. I knew she meant what she said. I knew that the two of them would be having sex again before long, whether I was involved or not.

That left just Jenny in the house with us. And before she left, Amber sat beside her on the sofa. My wife was no longer dressed in her beautiful corset, wrapped instead in a robe that hid her gorgeous body from my sight, but not her incredible figure. And certainly not her beautiful face. And if they cared at all that I was there in the room with them, that I could overhear everything they were saying, they gave no sign of it all. My wife had always had an amazing ability to act as if all of this was normal, as if it was just par for the course. That was part of what made her able to do this, able to pull off what should have been impossible just by acting as if it was normal. Deep down, of course, we both knew it was anything but. But it terrified me that this was becoming our new normal, the way our relationship worked. Not just between us, anymore, but also with Amber’s sexy friends.

“You were amazing last night,” Amber said.

“You weren’t so bad yourself.”

Amber chuckled at her friend’s response.

“Seriously, though,” she said softly. “You’re a natural at this. You were so sexy and so dominant, and you really put my cuck boy husband in his place.”

“Uh, thanks, I guess,” Jenny said.

As she spoke, her brown eyes turned toward me, flickering up and down my body again in that appraising way I was getting more and more familiar with. I knew she was thinking about what happened last night, just like I was. My orgasm had left only a slight stain on the black leather of her thigh-high boots, and she was once again wearing the slight sundress she had worn to come to our place, the ultra-feminine garment contrasting sharply with her dominatrix boots. She looked amazing, and she knew it, and I knew it too. My cock vibrated painfully inside the chastity cage with its key back around Amber’s neck, where my wife insisted it belonged.

“I never thought I’d say this, but I have to admit, it’s fucking hot watching you boss him around.”

Amber smiled as she spoke, and Jenny smiled too. She might be out of her element, not sure where my wife was going with this, but she had learned, just like all of Amber’s other friends, that it was worthwhile going along for the ride. They had all had such amazing kinky fun the night before, such amazing sex with Noah, and even if they might have their doubts and misgivings about what had happened, I knew that Amber would have very little trouble convincing any of them to carry on playing this way when the rewards were so tangible.

“You know I need someone to cucksit when I go on dates with Noah, right? Shannon’s done it in the past. But I wonder if you might be interested, too.”

I tried not to make a sound, or any movement. As if I didn’t want to draw the women’s attention to me, even though I knew it didn’t matter either way. They would deal with me however and whenever they wanted, and in the meantime, they were discussing my future as if I wasn’t even in the room. As if I had no say at all in what happened to me. Which of course, I didn’t.

But it was worse than that. My wife knew that this turned me on, that it made my cock ache inside the unyielding steel chastity she kept it in. That I wanted to serve her friends just as I served her, to be passed around from one to the other of them like an object my wife had every right to loan out to her friends.

Amber didn’t look at me as she spoke. Neither did Jenny. But I knew that they were both aware of me, that they knew the powerful effect they were having on me, and that they were enjoying it, just the way they always did.

“I mean… I guess it’s not the worst idea I ever heard.”

Amber grinned at her friend.

“You’ll love it,” she said. “He’ll have to do whatever you say. I’ll tell him to obey you as if any orders you give him come directly from me. And if he doesn’t behave himself, all you need to do is tell me, and I’ll decide on an appropriate punishment. I mean, he’ll do anything to get a release, so any time he pisses me off, all I have to do is threaten him with more time in the cage, and he’s on his knees, apologizing and groveling at my feet.”

Both women laughed, and I cringed as Amber spoke. After all, she was telling the absolute truth. And I knew that Jenny knew it as well as I did, that she had seen for herself the incredible power my wife wielded over me thanks to the chastity device.

“I’m just not sure what I would do with him.”

“It’s easy. It doesn’t even have to be sex stuff. You can have him do whatever you like. He can do the dishes and vacuum your house. I’m sure he’d be delighted to serve you like the goddess you are. Wouldn’t you, cuck?”

Finally, Amber turned her shining eyes toward me. I gulped as I looked at her, and at Jenny, the two beautiful women sitting beside one another on the sofa looking straight at me. They looked so different, and yet their eyes shone just the same, that look of feminine sadism and excitement gleaming in both of their stares. I felt a shiver of fear, but it was nothing compared to the great swelling of lust that rose in my heart as I stood in front of them, completely in their power, terrified of what they might do and yet not wanting to be anywhere other than where I was.

“Yes, Miss Amber.”

“Good boy. Now get over here and lick Jenny’s boots clean for her. Clean up the mess you made last night.”

Jenny burst out laughing, pressing both hands to her mouth. And Amber grinned broadly as she turned toward her friend, then back to me. Just because she was smiling didn’t mean she wasn’t serious; I knew that from long experience. And even though my stomach convulsed at the thought of what she wanted me to do, even though shame burned in my blood at the very idea of it, I knew how little choice I had. Amber was absolutely right; I would do whatever she told me. Nothing frightened me more than the thought of more time locked in chastity, more time with my wife and her friends teasing me with the beautiful bodies I couldn’t have and taunting me with my inadequacy. I had to do whatever it took to keep them happy. They knew it.

I dropped to my knees and crawled across the living room floor. Jenny watched me coming, crossing her long legs so that her tiny skirt slid a little higher on her thigh. Her tall black boots gleamed in the light, and I ran my tongue over the leather again, once more debasing myself in front of her, literally groveling at her feet while my wife watched.

“I guess he does have his uses.”

“Yeah, he does,” Amber said. As she watched over me, smiling down at me as I cleaned her friend’s boots, I glanced up at her, and as ridiculous as it seemed, it felt almost as though there was something proud in her look as she watched me serve.

It didn’t take long for the girls to put the plan into action. As my wife didn’t hesitate to remind me, it was a testament to how good Noah was in bed, how much he pleased her, that she couldn’t wait to go on another date with him. She looked incredible as she got dressed up in a tight red dress and high heels, flaunting every curve of her body and those delicious long legs, letting me know in no uncertain terms that Noah would be enjoying that amazing body again that day.

And when the doorbell rang, my beautiful wife ordered me to answer it and let my cucksitter in.

Jenny was wearing a black shirt with a scooped neckline that bared her shoulders as well as her chest. She had her dark hair loose around her face, her bangs framing her flashing eyes accentuated with careful makeup. The blue jeans she wore were almost criminally tight, clinging close to her hips and thighs, accessorized with a black leather belt wrapped around her narrow waist. And her jeans disappeared into those same black leather thigh boots she had worn that unforgettable night, the ones that had made me cum in my bedroom while my wife enjoyed another man’s cock. The ones I had been made to lick clean the following day in an act of total submission. That was the last time I had seen Jenny until that night, and I felt my cheeks burning with the red glow of embarrassment as I stood in front of her, everything we had done together flashing before my eyes in a humiliating display of my total submission to her and seemingly every other woman in my life.

“Hi, loser,” she giggled, stepping through the door.

“Hi, Miss Jenny.”

Jenny headed toward the living room, and my wife embraced her friend. They complimented each other’s outfits, their eyes shining with glee, knowing what was ahead. More humiliation for me; more wild adulterous sex for my wife. And more kinky and sadistic pleasure for Jenny. It almost seemed that she had doubts when my wife first presented this idea, but now she seemed far more sold on it. And her outfit, casual as it was compared to what my wife was wearing, made me vibrate with excitement, made my cock press itself against the inside of the chastity device all over again.

“I hope you have an amazing night,” Jenny said to Amber.

“You know I will.”

“Come on, cuck. Put some clothes on. You’re coming to my place.”

Jenny gave orders as if she was born to do it, as if she had never had the slightest doubt about her position of power over me. And Amber just smiled, watching it all happen. I headed to the bedroom, pulling on a pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt. I knew it didn’t matter in the least what I wore, and the chances were the moment I was behind closed doors with Jenny, she would have me naked again. But when I emerged back into the living room in my casual clothes, Amber pointed to the floor at her feet.

“Kiss me goodbye, loser,” she said. “Kiss your wife goodbye before she goes to fuck her boyfriend.”

I dropped to my knees, feeling Jenny’s eyes on me as I crawled across the floor. Reverently, pathetically, I bowed my head and pressed my lips against each of my wife’s feet, kissing them like they were holy relics as she stood above me.

“Me too,” Jenny giggled.

So I did. Without rising from the floor, I turned on my knees and kissed both of Jenny’s feet through the black leather of her boots, remembering as I did how those same boots had made me cum in front of Amber and all her friends. I knew the women were remembering it too.

“Okay, let’s go,” Jenny said when my humiliating task was complete.

I stood up, feeling Amber’s smiling eyes on me. I followed Jenny toward the door of our house, with no more say in what happened to me than a dog, and as I turned to look at my wife one last time, to take in her extraordinary beauty and her revealing dress that she wore for her boyfriend, Amber smiled and waved, waggling her fingers at me and showing me just how pleased she was with our new arrangement, just how excited she was to be going on another date with her lucky, lucky boyfriend.

Jenny’s ass looked amazing, the denim of her pants straining over it as she walked down our driveway. She had driven here in her car, a sensible Japanese import. I got into the passenger seat, and as she drove me to her home not far from ours, the two of us barely exchanged a word. My head was full of what might lie ahead, full of the humiliation I was already enduring, knowing it was only going to get worse. I hardly dared to even imagine what she must be thinking. But I didn’t doubt she was having sexual thoughts, and of course, that only turned me on more. It only made me want her more, and it hadn’t escaped my notice that unlike Amber, unlike Shannon, Jenny didn’t even have the key to my cock in her possession. There was no possibility of release that night, but just like Amber had said, I still had to be on my best behavior. I still had to do anything and everything Jenny might require, the only path to release for me coming through total obedience.

When we pulled up in Jenny’s driveway, I saw another car parked there, one I had never seen before. A beautiful red classic sports car, parked close to the door. Jenny pulled her own car in behind it then killed the engine, the heels of her boots echoing on the driveway as she stepped out. I hurried after her, and she led me past the car as we headed for the door of the house.

Jenny opened the front door and stepped inside, and I followed. She called out as she entered the house, and a man came from around the corner, a smile spreading across his face as he saw her.

“Hey, babe,” Jenny said.

Her hips swayed in her tight jeans when she walked toward him, throwing her arms around him, tossing her hair back from her face as she kissed him deeply and passionately. He kissed her back, his arms closing around her narrow waist, his hands reaching inevitably for her ass tightly packed into those jeans. I watched it all, my cock raging and throbbing, my heart sinking to have my ridiculous predicament exposed to another stranger, another man. But as always, I knew I had no choice. This was what Jenny wanted, and that was all that mattered.

Jenny turned her smiling eyes on me as that kiss broke. She still had her arms wrapped around her boyfriend, and he still had his hands on her ass as she grinned at me.

“This is my boyfriend, Kyle. But you can call him Sir.”

Kyle chuckled, and Jenny laughed as she looked me up and down. She knew what she was doing. She knew the humiliation she was inflicting on me. Even Amber had never gone that far. I interacted with Noah as little as possible, beyond watching him fuck my wife, and that was the way I liked it. But Jenny knew I had no choice. She knew, just like Amber and the rest of her friends did, how much fun it was to make me do things I didn’t want to do, another expression of the total power these women had over me.

Her boyfriend didn’t seem the slightest bit surprised. Clearly, she had told him beforehand what was going to happen. As strange as it must’ve seemed to him, I didn’t doubt that Jenny had plenty of ways of convincing him to go along with what she wanted. Ways that I would never experience myself, that sexy body taunting me even more now that I saw another man’s arms wrapped around it.

“So this is him?” Kyle murmured, kissing Jenny’s neck as he spoke. He was a tall man with dark hair that rose straight up from his head, thick and bristling like the pelt of some animal. He had brown eyes too, and they flickered toward me only for a moment before returning to the gorgeous woman in front of him.

“This is him,” Jenny said. “My friend’s loser husband. He’s here to do whatever we say. Isn’t that right, cuck?”

“Yes, Miss Jenny.”

As hard as it was to address her that way in front of a stranger, I knew I had no choice. And Jenny kept smiling at me as she bent one knee, lifting her foot from the floor.

“I think my boots got a little bit dirty on the way from the car,” she said, still smiling over her shoulder at me. “Get down on your knees and clean them for me.”

The man laughed out loud at her instruction, and Jenny was still smiling as she turned her face back to him. But it was like it didn’t even occur to her that I might disobey her. She just assumed I would do as I was told, and she was absolutely right.

Burning with shame, I stepped forward and dropped to my knees. Carefully, I took Jenny’s foot in my hand, cringing with disgust as I began to lick the sole. And she ignored me for the moment, turning her face back toward her boyfriend.

They kissed again, and the wet sound of their lips and tongues moving over one another almost drowned out the sound of my tongue moving over her dirty boot. As they kissed, I could hear them getting more and more excited, more and more breathless, and as Kyle’s hands squeezed Jenny’s ass right in front of me, I swallowed my shame and frustration and humiliation, trying not to think about how bitterly jealous I was of this man who got to have sex with a woman like her while all I could do was grovel at her feet.

Finally, Jenny lowered her foot to the floor. Disentangling herself from Kyle’s arms, she took him by the hand and led him deeper into the house. Rising to my feet, I followed, without any clear instructions to obey for the moment. I watched Kyle sit down on the sofa, and Jenny sit beside him, draping her long legs in their tall boots over his lap. Again, she wrapped her arms around his neck, and he held her around her waist. I felt a stab of pain in my heart as I remembered how Amber had sat in Noah’s lap in much the same way, while Jenny and Shannon had punished me for being such a total and unmitigated failure as a man.

Jenny kissed her boyfriend again, and Kyle kissed her back eagerly. Their passion was undeniable, rising in the room in front of me and tormenting me with what I couldn’t have, and without any further instructions, all I could do was sit there and watch.

Jenny’s eyes were shining darkly as she lifted her lips from Kyle’s mouth again. I watched her breasts rise and fall as she breathed deeply, almost panting in her excitement.

“He has to do whatever we say. Isn’t he the biggest loser you ever saw?”

I tried not to look as Kyle’s dark eyes turned toward me just for a moment.

“Yeah, that’s pretty bad,” he said.

Jenny’s teeth showed white as she bit her lower lip, still looking at me with her arms around him and his arms around her, looking unbelievably sexy with the excitement that I could see radiating off her.

“This is going to be so much fun,” she said, and then her shining eyes drifted to one side for a moment, and I knew she was thinking of something. My next humiliating ordeal, no doubt. I tried to brace myself, tried to prepare for what was coming, even though I had no idea what it might be. And Jenny’s pretty face lit up as she turned her eyes back toward me, finally settling on her next idea.

“Make yourself useful, loser,” she said with a grin. “Go wash my boyfriend’s car while he fucks me.”

Kyle burst out laughing, barely able to leave what he was hearing. But I could. Even as my heart sunk in my chest, I knew that my wife’s sexy friend meant exactly what she said.

And I already knew I was going to do it, too.
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