
        
            
                
            
        

    
Copyright Katt Ford 2025

Kindle Edition

All characters in this story are over the age of eighteen

Would you like to be notified when I publish new books? Go to my Author Page and click the big yellow Follow button:

Author Page

Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter here!

Read Part 1 here

Read Part 2 here

Read Part 3 here

Read Part 4 here

Read Part 5 here

Read Part 6 here

Read Part 7 here

Read Part 8 here

Read Part 9 here

Read Part 10 here

Read Part 11 here

Read Part 12 here

Read Part 13 here

Read Part 14 here

Read Part 15 here

Read Part 16 here

Read Part 17 here

Read Part 18 here

Read Part 19 here

Read Part 20 here

Read Part 21 here

Read Part 22 here


Serving Miss Jenny

Kyle’s car was gleaming. I had done my job well, despite hating every moment of it as I did it. What could be more humiliating, more disgraceful, than performing errands not even for my wife or any of her sexy friends, but for this guy I had only just met and was expected to bow down to just because he was fucking Jenny?

But I did it, just like she knew I would. And I didn’t doubt that, just as with Amber, it made Jenny’s sex even better to know that I was out there, not getting any. Wanting her and wishing it was me that was making her scream and moan like that, but knowing I wouldn’t get the chance. My cock ached and throbbed in chastity the way it did almost all the time these days, more intensely whenever Amber or other women were directly teasing me. And that was exactly what was happening here. This whole thing, the disgraceful act of detailing Jenny’s lover’s car, was a sex act in its own way. I could hate it all I wanted to, but it still turned me on. That was a conflict I had still not gotten used to, no matter how many times recently it had reared its head.

I had noticed with Amber and with Shannon that the more into this game they got, the more they were able to shed their inhibitions and behave in ways I might never have expected from them. The same seemed to be true of Jenny, too. She wanted me to hear her having sex, to know all about how good it felt to be getting what I couldn’t have. So she had her bedroom window open, letting her cries of passion echo in my ears and not caring whether the neighbors might hear. Her house at least had the advantage of a longer than normal driveway that gave her a little more privacy. But she didn’t care. She didn’t seem to give a moment’s thought to who might overhear or what they might know about her clearly enjoyable sex life.

And why should she? Deep down, I knew that I was the one who ought to be ashamed. I was the one who wasn’t getting any, who was performing menial tasks like a slave in the remote hope of being granted an orgasm like a reward for good behavior. I was the pathetic loser who couldn’t get laid, whose own wife was out on a date with another man who could satisfy her far better than I ever could. If anyone ought to be ashamed here, it was me, and I was. A deep and seemingly bottomless shame filled my heart, making me cringe with its pure force as I carried on cleaning a car that no longer needed it. What should have been a completely nonsexual act, a mindless chore, was instead dripping with suggestion and excitement, and in a way, that was the gift that Amber and her friends had given me. But it wasn’t the kind of gift I felt thankful for.

Abruptly, the noise from Jenny’s bedroom stopped. After one final shivering cry that made me cringe all over again with frustration and jealousy, knowing that she had cum. Knowing her lover had pleased her, pounding that sexy body into the mattress just the way I wished I could. That was what she wanted me to feel, what all these cruel women wanted me to feel. And I did. I couldn’t help myself. That jealousy never seemed to end, and if anything, it only got more intense every time these women tormented me with it. Because this was my sex life now, or most of it, anyway. Doing everything I could to make these cruel women happy while they treated me like dirt.

I had nothing else to do, no further instructions to follow. Reluctant to go back into the house and see the scene I knew would be waiting for me there, I stayed in the driveway, continuing to bitterly polish Kyle’s car.

And then the door to the house opened.

Jenny stepped out into the light of day. She had got dressed again in the same outfit she had worn to pick me up from our house, the same skintight jeans tucked into tall leather boots that creaked and shone with every movement she made. Her dark hair was loose around her shoulders, and in its subtle tangles, I can read the traces of the vigorous sex genius and having that none the rosy glow on her cheeks, the light in her eyes that showed me she had just experienced the pleasure I was in such desperate need of. The pleasure she and Amber and all their friends wielded like a weapon to keep me in my place, to keep me submissive to their wild whims, to keep me captive and helpless to do anything except obey.

She walked toward me, her hips swaying in the skintight jeans, every movement of her body serving to remind me that this was a woman who had just been powerfully fucked. As usual, as always, my cock ached inside its cage, desperate for relief that I knew wasn’t coming. Jenny didn’t even have a key. She couldn’t release me even if she wanted to. And everything I knew about this woman convinced me she wouldn’t even if she could.

There was a slight smile on her face that only grew wider as she approached me. I stood with a cleaning rag in my hand, almost breathless with desire, desperate and horny and frustrated and ashamed as she strode toward me with total confidence beaming from her every pore. I saw her eyes traveling up and down over my body, taking in the sorry spectacle of one of her best friend’s husband reduced to this, nothing but a pathetic slave who couldn’t get what he wanted most in the world. Right now, that was her, and Jenny knew it, and part of her sexy confidence seemed to come from that knowledge. Knowing how badly she was desired by me just as she was desired by the lover she had left inside, the man who had just made her cum loud enough to wake the dead.

As she approached, Jenny cast her eyes toward Kyle’s car, looking it over, critically examining the job I had done. Pathetically, I found myself hoping she was happy with it, hoping I had pleased her with my forced service.

She moved toward the front of the car where I stood. Then, she sat down on the hood. I almost cringed as she rested the heel of one boot on the bumper I had just polished. But she knew I wouldn’t dare say anything. My only goal now was to keep her happy.

“Having fun out here, loser?”

“No, Miss Jenny,” I said truthfully. Her smile deepened.

“Well, I was.”

“So I heard.”

Jenny raised her eyebrows, her teeth showing as her smile got even wider.

“Yeah, I bet you did, you little pervert,” she chuckled. “Did you like what you heard?

I took a deep breath before answering. It was a surprisingly hard question to answer. Of course it tormented me to hear her like that, when all I wanted was to be the one to make her scream. But it was such a sexy sound to hear, too. Such a thrill to hear the noise of her sex, to imagine how she looked in that intimate moment, her body lit up with the fire of orgasm. I couldn’t stop thinking about it, and of course, cruel Jenny knew that was the case. She relied on it, just like Amber did. She used it as a weapon to keep me weak, to keep me in service to her. Even outside, the air between us felt close, a tense atmosphere summoned simply by her presence and the knowledge of the ferocious sexual power she had over me.

“Yes, Miss Jenny,” I finally said, making her smile even more. It was the simplest answer, and in the circumstances, it felt like the best one I could give.

“Yeah? You like listening to me getting fucked?”

She was enjoying this. Of course she was. Leaning on every word she spoke, as if she wanted to drive them deep into my brain. And it was working. It was working probably better than she even thought, hammering those nails of lust and desire into my brain and making it practically impossible to think of anything else.

“Yes, Miss Jenny.”

Again, it seemed like the simplest answer. And the one most likely to please this new mistress who I found myself completely in the power of.

“That’s naughty,” Jenny beamed. “What would your wife say if she knew?”

“I think she probably does know,” I said truthfully.

“How many years have I known you now?”

Jenny tossed her dark hair away from her face as she spoke. The change of tone put me on a back foot for a moment, but I knew the primary role of this game. I just had to play along.

“Nearly ten years, I guess, Miss Jenny,” I said.

“Ten years. And all this time, I never knew you were such a dirty little pervert. I never knew you had all these naughty thoughts about me and the other girls.”

I could feel my cheeks prickling with embarrassment as I stood there in front of her. It wasn’t like I was obsessed with them. It wasn’t like I had been pining for Amber’s friends for years. It was all the fault of that online AI, leading me down paths I might never have fully explored if left my own devices.

But of course, I knew I couldn’t really blame a computer for the situation I found myself in now. It was my own lack of self-control, my own kinks, my own fetishes that I had proven unable to keep under control. That was what brought me to this, where I found myself enslaved not just by my gorgeous and unfaithful wife, but now also by her friends. There was no one to blame but myself, and these women seemed to take pleasure in reminding me of that, along with some other uncomfortable truths.

“I think you should apologize.”

I knew I had no choice.

“Sorry, Miss Jenny.”

“For what?”

Her brown eyes flashed as she looked at me. She wasn’t really capable of faking innocence, even when she tried. There was nothing innocent about the look on her beautiful face, nothing innocent about the situation we found ourselves in or what she had just made me listen to. Just as I often could with Amber, I felt like I could see the wheels turning in her head, the dark ideas rising to the surface, and I knew just how much trouble I was in. I knew what she wanted to hear. What she wanted, what all these women wanted, was exactly what I didn’t want. Whatever was most embarrassing and most disgraceful to me was exactly what they took such pleasure in.

“For… Having naughty thoughts about you.”

“What kind of naughty thoughts?”

Of course, she wasn’t going to make this easy for me.

“Thinking about… Having sex with you, Miss Jenny.”

She laughed out loud at that, tossing her tangled hair and leaning back slightly on the low red sports car that belonged to her lucky boyfriend.

“Thinking about fucking me, like Kyle just did?”

“Yes, Miss Jenny.”

She sat up straight again. Her hands hooked over her raised knee, her fingers meshed together, she leaned forward, looking deep into my eyes. Again, I got the feeling she was trying to drive her words home, trying to make sure I didn’t miss a single syllable. As if I possibly could. As if I could forget, even for a moment, just how much power she and seemingly every other woman in the world had over me.

“You’ll never get to do that, you know,” she said, her words reaching their intended target and twisting like a knife in my guts. “You’ll never get to have me. You’ll just get to do my chores and grovel at my feet while I fuck real men.”

“Yes, Miss Jenny.”

It was the only response that seemed safe at that moment. She was on it now, caught up in her most sadistic impulses, and I had seen the same thing happen to my wife, and I knew what it meant. It meant I was in the grip of a woman who was discovering just how much fun it was to hurt me, to tease and torment me, and there was nothing whatsoever that I could do about it. Jenny might be surprised that, after all these years of knowing me, she was discovering this kinky side of me, and it surprised me too, for what that was worth. But I was just as shocked by her sadism, her ability to become this sneering dominatrix. And not just her, either. The same was true of Shannon and of Amber, as if every woman had this hidden ability to become a cruel and mocking goddess if only the right opportunity came along. My kinks and fetishes and the steel cage locked around my cock gave these women the power to be the most evil bitches they could ever want to be.

“Speaking of that…”

Jenny leaned back again, the smile returning to her face. And as she unlaced her fingers, she pointed to her boot that rested on the front bumper of Kyle’s car. I gulped as I looked at it. Those tall leather boots she had made me grovel before at home, the boots that had made me cum in the most embarrassing and shameful orgasm of my life. She was wearing them again now like a symbol of her authority, a reminder of just how inferior I was to her. My heart pounded in my chest, my mind racing as I wondered where she was going. Honestly, I kind of already knew. Maybe I just didn’t want to believe it.

But Miss Jenny wasn’t going to leave me in any doubt.

“Lick.”

A single word, spoken with her eyes once again locked on mine. I glanced down her driveway. It was long, and mature trees at the end of it helped block much of the view of the house from the road. But not all of it. As far as I could see, there was no one on the street to witness this act of humiliation. But I could see a couple of the blank windows of the house across the street, and for all I knew, there could be someone watching us right now. But of course, Jenny didn’t care about that. Maybe she even welcomed it, another twist to the humiliation she took so much pleasure in inflicting on me. Certainly I knew she welcomed the possibility, maybe even getting off on it. Another expression of her total power, her infinite control.

I looked at her, then back to the street, then at her again. She didn’t say anything, just waiting. As if her confidence had grown so great, she never even doubted that I would do what she said. And of course, she was right about that. I knew that everything that happened between us, every word that was exchanged, every glance and facial expression, would be reported back to Amber. And she would decide if my behavior had earned me an orgasm or not.

Quickly, I dropped to my knees in the driveway, in front of the car I had just spent the last hour detailing. In front of the beautiful goddess who sat on the hood like it was her throne, one foot on the floor, the other resting on the bumper, ready for my submission.

I leaned forward, almost bowing from the waist. Again, I pressed my lips to the smooth leather of her boot, tasting the bitterness of her shoe as I debased myself. Through the leather of her boot, I felt her wiggle her toes, and it seemed like she was thoroughly enjoying the feel of my mouth moving on her foot. I stuck out my tongue, licking the smooth leather, and she leaned back, supporting herself with her hands on the hood of the car that I had just polished, no doubt leaving marks that I would have to remove all over again. She was a beautiful and sexy woman, and I was a pathetic cuckold in chastity, and that was how this game worked. Sexy women get to do whatever they like. Married male slaves have to do what they are told.

As usual, my cock would not stop throbbing painfully in its steel prison. The whole spectacle was just so sexy, so painfully humiliating and so powerfully erotic at the same time. I couldn’t keep myself from thinking about whether this was turning Jenny on, and I didn’t doubt that it was. And the thought of her getting excited again, of that pussy, so recently fucked, getting wet all over again inside the skintight jeans, tormented me with my helplessness and inadequacy as I groveled at her feet, just like she had said.

Jenny watched me closely, her eyes half-closed as she enjoyed the spectacle. I glanced up at her, taking in the sight of her body, studying the expression on her face, but she didn’t tell me to stop. And so I carried on going, cringing all the while with fear that someone would see us, that my pathetic humiliation would be revealed to even more people than it already had been. Already, I felt as if far too many people were involved. Amber had wasted no time in sharing this truth she had discovered about me with all her friends, and now Jenny was sharing it with her boyfriend, too. It felt as if soon, the whole world might know that I was my wife’s slave. It felt like that was exactly what these women wanted.

And I kept licking. Cringing with shame, desperate for release, terrified of being seen but more terrified of stopping without permission. I licked Jenny’s boot until it shone, sliding my tongue over the leather, trembling with desire as I pictured her getting fucked by another man.

“You like my boots, don’t you?”

“I like everything, Miss Jenny.”

She chuckled at that.

“I think they could use a spit shine,” she said. And without waiting for any answer from me, she pushed herself upright, leaning forward. I almost gasped as I watched her purse her lips, and she spat on her boot, the stream of her saliva landing halfway up her shin. I looked at her in astonishment, and she stared down at me with a smile on her pretty face, taking obvious joy in what she was putting me through.

“Wait,” she said, even though I hadn’t made the slightest move. “I want to get this on camera.”

Shifting her weight on the hood of the car, she reached into the pocket of her jeans and withdrew her phone with some difficulty, given how tight her pants were. And I trembled as she pointed the camera at me, watching the screen instead of me as I kneeled before her.

“Go on, loser,” she said, her voice louder than before, and I knew now that I was being recorded, this latest chapter of my shame being preserved and probably shared with my wife and anyone else Jenny thought would get a kick out of it. “Lick it up. Every drop.”

I hesitated. But it wasn’t like I could say no. She knew that as well as I did. The thought of doing what she asked, of humiliating myself like that, made my stomach turn with disgust, made my cock throb with an embarrassing level of arousal. And I knew saying no to her wasn’t an option. It never was, with any of these women.

I also knew that every time I bowed to their will and did something disgraceful like this, it only encouraged them to treat me even worse. All that talk about my inferiority to them was just that, talk, but the more humiliation ordeals like this they put me through, the truer it all started to seem. For me, as well as for them. In some ways, I felt like giving into her now was only going to make it easier for her to push me further, and who knew what she might have me doing next time?

But of course, I knew it didn’t matter. As always, I had no choice at all. Not if I wanted any possibility of an orgasm at any point in the near future. And kneeling there at Jenny’s feet, my tongue sore from cleaning her boots, there was nothing I wanted more in the world.

Jenny laughed as I did what she said. It was never really in doubt, but at the same time, she seemed to find it hilarious, the way I just capitulated to her again. I ran my tongue up the shaft of her boot, blindly finding the warm gob of her spit, and I licked it up. I cringed with shame as I did it, totally humiliated all over again, but I did it just the same. Just like I always did, I did what women told me, my cock throbbing desperately in my chastity device the whole time, not letting me forget for so much as a moment how badly I wanted these women who treated me like this.

“Good. Now swallow it, you little bitch.”

Jenny was in her element as she ordered me around. And as cruel and dominant as she always was with me lately, I knew she was playing it up even more for the camera. As if she thought being cruel to me was the way to impress her friends, including Amber, and I knew that she was probably right about that. As if these girls had a competition to see who could be meaner to me, who could make me do the more humiliating and degrading things. That thought, too, sent an unsurprising swell of desire through my body, making my locked cock ache even more. Whatever was disgraceful, whatever shamed me most, was also exactly what turned me on. Ultimately, Amber and her friends hadn’t invented that. All they had done with harness it for their own pleasure. When it came right down to it, I knew that in the end, I had no one to blame but myself.

I swallowed. Jenny watched, smirking in triumph at what she had reduced me to. She still held her phone in her hand, recording every disgraceful minute of this.

“Stick your tongue out. Show me you swallowed, loser.”

And I did. I was fully in the grip of my strange submissive impulses now, and it seemed easier just to let it all happen. To not think too much about it and let the pretty girl tell me what to say and do. To switch off my brain and become what she wanted, a mindless drone who existed only to serve.

Except I knew even that wasn’t true. Amber and the other girls wanted me conscious, wanted me aware of everything that was happening to me, of what they were turning me into. They wanted me to know and not be able to do a single thing about it. And that was exactly what was happening.

“Now thank me for the privilege of being allowed to shine my boots, worm.”

Just as I was practically in full submission to her now, she was in the full flush of her domination of me. The smile on her pretty face had an edge of viciousness and cruelty about it, and for me, it made her even more beautiful. It made me even more willing to serve.

“Thank you, Miss Jenny, for the privilege of being allowed to shine your beautiful boots.”

Jenny laughed out loud, and I cringed not just at that, but also at the thought of other women in the future seeing this shameful video. It was out there now, and there was nothing I could do about it, and I knew I couldn’t expect any kind of mercy or consideration from her. There was no point even begging her to delete it. She wouldn’t, and asking would only humiliate me further.

Jenny stopped recording. She let the hand holding the phone drop, resting on the hood of the car. She tilted her head to one side as she looked at me, as if considering something new. Even though by now, we both knew what the deal was. I had these submissive tendencies I couldn’t control, and she and all her friends seemed to get enormous pleasure from taking advantage of them. It was as simple and as calamitous as that.

Then, Jenny stood. She lifted the foot I had licked from the bumper of Kyle’s car and stood up. Turning her head, she smiled as she saw the handprints she had left behind on the otherwise mirrorlike finish of the sports car’s vibrant red paint job.

“Did I just create more work for you, cuck?”

“Yes Miss Jenny, you did,” I answered truthfully. After all, she already knew the answer to her question.

“Oh. That’s a shame.”

But her tone told me it was anything but.

Using both hands, she swept her lustrous dark hair back from her face and leaned over the hood of the car. Again, she pursed her lips, and again, she spat, right on the hood of the vehicle. Then she turned to me with a beaming smile, as if she had just done something brilliant.

“Clean that up,” she said. “Then come inside. I have plenty more tasks for my little slave.”

Without waiting for an answer from me, she turned and strode away.

Still on my knees in the driveway, I watched her go, listening to the blocky high heels of her boots echo on the concrete with every step she took. I watched her ass sway in the skintight jeans she was wearing, and I knew she was putting a little extra wiggle into her walk just to tease me, and knowing that did absolutely nothing to stop it from working. She was driving me crazy with desire just the way she meant to, and I was as helpless as ever to keep my head when this wild woman was determined to make me lose it.

I watched her step through the front door of the house and close it behind her, without so much as a backward glance in my direction. Only then did I stand up, picking up the cleaning cloth I had used on the car and bending over the hood. Silently, my head spinning with disbelief at everything that had happened, I went back to work, my cock still mercilessly throbbing in the chastity as I wondered what she had in mind next.
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