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Slave To His Wife’s Friend

I had Kyle’s car shining again before I moved toward the front door of Jenny’s house. Her hands and even her ass had left faint prints on the finish, to say nothing of the spit she had left there. At least she didn’t make me lick that up the way she had made me lick it off her boot. But the humiliation was undeniable, the way she could treat me so badly and simply order me around. And there I was, stepping nervously through the door of her house, ready to take further orders from her. Just because she was beautiful. Just because she was female, and in the weird, wild world we were all now living in, that was enough.

I stepped into the living room of Jenny’s house. That’s where I found her, sitting on the sofa. Still fully dressed, including her boots, the black leather shining in the light, gleaming even more from my submissive polishing. And Kyle sat beside her. He was shirtless, wearing only a pair of boxer shorts. I could see the dense network of tattoos that covered his arms, his chest, spreading down his sides, with more on his legs. He looked at me, and I quickly looked away, not wanting to meet the eyes of the man who had just fucked the woman I was so desperate for. It wasn’t as bad as having to deal with Noah, Amber’s lover. That was humiliation on a whole other level. Still, this was another unwelcome reminder of my new pathetic place in life, that other men got to enjoy the incredible bodies of these women, and all I got was frustration and denial.

Jenny smiled as she looked at me. She sat with her legs crossed, her posture emphasizing the spread of her hips below her narrow waist. She leaned forward, resting her chin in her hand with her elbow on her raised knee as she looked at me. Her eyes traveled up and down my body. I was still wearing casual clothes, a T-shirt and sweatpants, but I felt as if she could see right through them. She knew what was underneath, the source of all her power, the steel chastity device that she didn’t even have a key to. But a word from her could influence whether Amber would let me out anytime soon, and that was all the leverage she could possibly need.

“Is Kyle’s car finally clean?”

“Yes, Miss Jenny.”

Kyle snorted through his nose with laughter as I answered, and even without looking at him, I could feel him looking me up and down with pure disdain. I could imagine exactly what he was thinking. Exactly what I would be thinking in a situation like this. It was just my bad luck that I had ended up the one in the inferior position, the one locked in chastity. Or maybe it wasn’t luck. I was painfully aware, after all, that it was my own bad decisions that had brought me here.

“Good. He better be happy with your service, too, otherwise you know what happens. I give your wife a bad report on your behavior, and you stay locked up even longer.”

“Yes, Miss Jenny,” I said through clenched teeth. It didn’t surprise me to hear that Kyle knew about my chastity. After all, how else would she have explained why I was doing whatever she said? Still, I didn’t exactly love that this guy, this stranger I knew nothing about, knew the most intimate details of my sex life. But of course, I had no choice in that. I had no choice in any of it.

Jenny uncrossed her legs, her tall leather boots creaking as she rose to her feet. She stepped toward me, circling slowly around me, and I turned my head to watch her go. She was so sexy, and the more confident and comfortable she grew in her feminine power, the more desperately I desired her.

Jenny circled around in front of me again. Her eyes glowed with that familiar malice as they looked into mine.

“I don’t know why you’re still wearing clothes inside the house,” she said with a beaming smile, raising her eyebrows in mock surprise at the same time.

I hesitated. The last thing I wanted to do was to strip down in front of Kyle and show him what he already knew. But I also knew that that meant it was exactly what Jenny would want. Exactly what Amber would want, too, if we were in this situation.

Jenny continued smirking as I pulled my T-shirt over my head and let it fall to the floor. My sweatpants soon followed. In no time at all, I was standing there in her living room naked except for the chastity device that hung from my crotch, and Jenny smiled as she took it in her hand, running her thumb over the steel and making me tremble. At the same time, I could feel her boyfriend watching me intently, shocked by what he was saying. It was one thing to know the pathetic position I was in; it was another to actually see it. But Jenny was taking a lot of pleasure in exposing me like this, and showing off my humble obedience to her lover. She could barely contain her laughter as she took her hand away, taking a halfstep back and looking me up and down again.

“I have a new job for you. Come with me.”

Jenny stepped away from me, the heels of her boots thumping on the floor as she walked across the living room. I followed her gladly, eager to get away from Kyle and his judging stare. Besides, the way her ass swayed from side to side, straining against the skintight denim, called to me, fueling that desire that made my cock throb and ache all the more inside my chastity device.

She led me to her bedroom. My heart quickened as I followed her through the open door. On the bed, I could see the tangled mess of the blankets and sheets, and as I stared at it, I felt like a detective, trying to piece together the details from what evidence remained. Or like a hunter, tracking footsteps through a snowy forest. I felt like I could see the shape of her gorgeous body, the thrashing movements she must have made as Kyle fucked her, giving her the powerful orgasm I had heard from out in the driveway.

“Over here.”

Jenny’s words jolted me out of my reverie, and I turned toward where she stood in a corner of the room. She had a canvas laundry hamper on a white metal stand in front of her, and I stepped forward in some confusion. But my new mistress soon cleared that up.

“I have some laundry to do. And guess who’s going to be my laundry bitch? That’s right, you. Sort these clothes.”

Jenny lifted the hamper out of its stand and tipped it over the bed. A cascade of fabric rained out, dropping in a tangled mess on the tangled sheet.

“Separate out my panties,” she ordered. As she spoke, she took a step back, crossing her arms under her breasts and watching me. Almost trembling, I stepped forward, reaching out for her clothes and going through them. It was a strangely intimate act for woman I had known for a very long time, but had never imagined doing anything like this for.

I went through everything she had been wearing all week. Her professional clothes, pants and skirts, along with workout gear, leggings, socks, bras. And her panties. One by one, I lifted them out of the pile and set them to one side. Seven pairs in a variety of colors and styles, everything from functional pairs in flat colors to a racy red thong. I set them all out, unable to keep myself from thinking about how this fabric touched her pussy all day long, my cock aching desperately for freedom I knew wasn’t coming.

“Good,” Jenny said when my task was complete. “Now, pick up the clothes and come with me.”

Again, she didn’t wait to see if I would obey her command. She just assumed I would. And she was right. I gathered up everything except her panties in my arms and followed her back out of the bedroom, down the hall, past the living room where Kyle was still sitting in his boxer shorts, wondering what happened next. He would put up with anything, though, whatever strange kinks and fetishes his lover might have. She was sexy enough to get away with it. I knew I would be the same in his situation. I would find it strange that she had this male slave locked in chastity who she took such pleasure in ordering around, but I would tolerate it. Anything to have that body, anything to make her scream the way he got to.

Jenny led me past him and toward the door on the far end of her house that led to the garage. It was fall of stuff, piled high with the various items we all accrue over the course of our lives, with no room for a car inside. But as she led me down the couple of steps into the garage, the concrete floor cold on my bare feet, I saw her washer and dryer against one wall, next to a utility sink. Folding her arms again, she nodded toward the washer, and I crouched on the floor, loading her clothes inside, painfully conscious of my nudity while she stood above me fully clothed in her sexy outfit.

Squinting at the panel, I turned on the washing machine. It was different to the one I had at home, but I soon figured out the right program. Jenny was no help, simply watching, her eyes glowing, that sly smile still hanging on her pretty face. As the machine started, I rose to my feet. Jenny still didn’t say a word. She just turned and strode back toward the door, her chunky boot heels echoing loudly on the concrete as I followed along behind her.

Again, I tried not to look at Kyle as we passed by, heading back to the bedroom. Jenny stood in front of the bed, her eyes darting toward the panties we had left behind.

“Now, these need to be hand washed. Pick them up and come with me.”

I was astonished by what she was saying. But the embarrassing truth was that it was a massive turn on for me. As I gathered her panties up, I shivered at the thought of what they represented, her wild sexuality and her beautiful body that was becoming more attractive to me seemingly by the second. With all this crazy humiliation, my cock was practically leaping in its cage, and I carried Jenny’s panties in both my hands as she led me back out of the bedroom, toward the kitchen. There, she stood in front of the sink.

“Fill it with water.”

And I did. I set her panties down in a pile on the edge of the sink and turned the tap, filling the basin with warm water.

“Stay.”

While the sink filled, Jenny turned away from me and headed back toward the garage. I stayed, watching the sink slowly fill. Soon, I heard her returning from the garage, the sound of her boot heels unmistakable on the floor. When she stood beside me at the sink, I saw that she had brought a box of detergent that she set down on the kitchen countertop. But that wasn’t all. She had a short length of silver chain, almost like a metal dog leash, along with a couple of padlocks. And she grinned as she stepped toward me, placing her free hand on my shoulder and turning me to face her.

“You’re going to stay here until these are all nice and clean,” she said. “And here’s how I’m going to make sure of that.”

I groaned as she took hold of my caged cock again. She threaded the loop of an open padlock through the steel ring that kept the cage in place, pressing it hard against my skin to make room. Before closing the lock, she looped one end of the chain over it so that when she closed the padlock, the chain was locked onto my chastity device. Then she looped the other end of the chain around the handle of the cabinet under the sink. She used the second lock to lock the chain to itself, so that it hung down below me, anchoring me to the kitchen cabinet by my manhood. I felt so completely disgraced and ashamed as I stood there, leashed like an animal, my most private parts now used to keep me prisoner in the kitchen of my wife’s friend. And Jenny laughed as she stepped back, admiring her handiwork. Her hand rested on my shoulder, and even that faint touch was enough to send jolts of desire like electricity through my body. Her fingernails sank into my skin just a little as she gripped me harder.

“Get them nice and clean,” she said softly.

Her lips were close to my ear now, the closeness of her body teasing me even more. While she locked me to the kitchen cabinet, it hadn’t even occurred to me to try and resist. In fact, just like Amber and Shannon, I felt as if Jenny was now weaving a spell over me, her beauty and her kinkiness rewriting the rules so that obeying her seemed like the most natural thing in the world.

“And when you’re done, just wait for further instructions,” she said. “A cuckold loser like you should be seen and not heard.”

Releasing her grip on my shoulder, she stepped away. I turned to watch her go, obsessed with the sight of her body striding so confidently across the kitchen, heading back to the living room. She disappeared from eyesight, and after a moment, I heard a burst of laughter from the living room, both hers and her boyfriends. I didn’t doubt that she had told Kyle exactly what she had done.

But I had another job to do. And as I turned toward the pile of Jenny’s underwear, my cock throbbed even more desperately in my cage. I went through the fabric, my mind completely occupied with thoughts of her and her body, and I found myself wondering where she had worn each pair and what she had done. Some of the panties were lightly stained from use, and my hands trembled as I picked them up. Unable to help myself, trapped in a prison of desire, I lifted a pair of her panties to my nose and inhaled deeply. I felt another jolt of desire as I smelled her pussy, remembering how I had seen her riding Noah’s cock in my own bed and how beautiful she had looked in nothing but her tall boots, her body flushed with pleasure, her voice raised in cries of wild passion. She was so sexy, so wild and out of control, just like every other woman in my life, and even though they terrified me, they turned me on so much.

I heard a noise from the living room. Standing there at the sink, I listened. There was a soft moan, and I knew what was happening. Jenny and Kyle couldn’t keep their hands off each other. I could hear the wet sound of them kissing, and soon, I heard the groan of a long zipper being pulled down, then another. I imagined her taking off those boots I had worshiped, then peeling off her skintight jeans, exposing that amazing body for a man who wasn’t me.

I plunged the panties into the soapy water and began to scrub. I sniffed each pair before plunging it below the surface, until the sink was full of a week’s worth of her underwear, my hands immersed in the warm water as I scrubbed and cleaned. And all the while, I could hear the noise of the two of them having fun together on the living room sofa. I knew exactly what kind of fun they were having.

I heard the couch springs creaking groan. I heard Jenny’s voice lifted in a long moan. Soon, I could hear the rhythmic sound of their bodies slapping together as Kyle fucked her, and her moans and screams matched that same rhythm. Again, she held nothing back, letting the whole house ring with her animalistic groans and cries.

It was torture. Just like she intended it to be. And yet I couldn’t tear myself away. I was anchored to the kitchen cabinets, but I didn’t have to step away from the sink. I didn’t have to open the cupboard under the sink and walk across the kitchen as far as the chain anchored to my chastity device would allow, trying to get closer to her, trying to hear even more of her wild sex. I didn’t have to try and see around the corner, to get a glimpse of what I knew would only frustrate me more. In any case, the layout of the kitchen and the length of the chain wouldn’t allow it.

So I moved back to the sink, back to my humiliating task, back to her panties that lay soaking in the warm water. And while she had noisy sex with her boyfriend, I cleaned them one by one, lifting out each pair in turn and bringing them out, then setting them down on the kitchen counter beside me. I had never had hand-washed anything in my life, let alone women’s underwear. But I knew I had to do the best job I could.

By the time I finished, I was in no doubt the kind of experience Jenny was having. I had heard her voice rise to an almost unbearable crescendo more than once. And I heard her let out a loud groan of satisfaction that merged with his own low grunt, and I knew that for now, they were finished. That lucky bastard had cum inside her again, while I stood there naked in the kitchen, literally tied to the sink, forced into one humiliating household chore after another while she had fun with her lucky lover.

After the noise the two of them had been making, the silence that followed in the living room seemed especially thick. But soon, it was shattered by movement. I heard her say something in a voice too low for me to catch her words, and I heard Kyle laugh. Then I heard the couch springs groan again, heard those long zippers groaning again. Finally, I heard Jenny’s boot heels on the floor, slowly approaching me from the living room. And I stood there in the kitchen all but trembling at her approach, my task done, waiting to see what she had in mind for me next.

Jenny came around the corner with a smile on her face. Once again, her cheeks were flushed red with pleasure, her hair in disarray, her eyes shining. But despite what I had heard, she hadn’t got dressed again. Instead, she appeared before me nearly naked. And what she did wear only made her even more infinitely desirable to me.

She had put on her boots again. They shone and gleamed in the light, the tight leather groaning with every move she made, the heels making her long legs look even longer and giving that irresistible sway to her walk that made my cock try to harden pointlessly in the remorseless cage every time I saw it.

Other than the boots, she wore nothing except a pair of pink panties. Her breasts bounced with every step she took, her nipples swollen with pleasure. She wasn’t as well-endowed up top as Amber, and certainly not Shannon, but given her slender frame, her boobs were proportionately quite large, and just looking at them was enough to send another flush of desire through me.

And then there was the dark patch of wetness on the front of her pale pink underwear. The juices of her pussy soaking into her fabric, the smell of sex in the air as she walked toward me, sweeping her dark hair back over her shoulders and smiling that evil little smile.

I stood with my back to the sink, facing her, and she stopped in front of me. She was positively glowing, delighted with what she had done, still on a high from the sex she had had. She looked me up and down, and I did the same with her, unable to keep my eyes off that beautiful body so tauntingly displayed in front of me. Jenny let me look, basking in the attention, knowing that it only enhanced my attraction to her and therefore made me even more weak.

“Did you do the task I gave you?”

“Yes, Miss Jenny.”

Jenny smirked.

“No you didn’t,” she said. And her hand drifted down to the front of the panties she was wearing, circling the wet spot over her pussy as if I hadn’t already noticed it. “Look. Look how messy these ones are.”

I opened my mouth, about to point out the injustice of what she was saying, that she had done that while I was cleaning her other underwear. Then I remembered. It didn’t matter what I said. The truth was irrelevant here. What mattered was what Jenny wanted.

Her hand strayed up over her pubic mound, over the waistband of the panties, slipping underneath it. She kept her glowing brown eyes on me, but I saw her eyelids flicker as she touched herself, her fingers moving underneath the fabric. When she removed her hand, I could see juices shining on the two fingers she held up in front of me. And slowly, teasingly, she anointed each of her breasts with the fluid, carefully circling each swollen nipple and teasing herself a little as she made them shine.

Then she turned back to me. Reaching down, she took hold of the chain locked onto my chastity device, close to my body. She tugged on it, pulling me toward her. Meanwhile, her free hand gripped the back of my neck, pulling my head down toward her chest.

“Lick it up.”

She spoke softly, but the order was clear. And I leaned forward almost gratefully, taking her swollen nipple between my lips, sucking on it while I ran my tongue over it. Jenny sighed softly, enjoying the feeling of my desperate adoration of her breasts. I licked and sucked hungrily, long after every trace of her juices was gone. Then, under her direction, I moved to the other nipple and repeated the process. I licked and sucked, my cock aching and throbbing desperately in the cage, her tugging playfully on the chain from time to time to remind me of what I was never going to forget.

“Good boy,” she purred. “That’s a good little bitch. Down. On your knees.”

I dropped to my knees on the kitchen floor at once, and Jenny gloated above me. Her boots creaked again as she lifted one foot and placed it on my shoulder. Her hand slid under the waistband of her panties again, and came up shining with more juice. She leaned forward, putting more weight on my shoulder as she rubbed her hand over the side of her foot, smearing fluid over the leather and over the long zipper.

Then she snapped her fingers imperiously, pointing at the mess.

She didn’t say a word. Neither did I. No words were needed; her command was clear. I stuck out my tongue, running it over the leather and tasting again the juices of her pussy while she smirked down at me, enjoying every moment of this wild humiliation.

When she was satisfied I had done my job, she took her foot off my shoulder, putting it down on the floor. Then she stepped closer to me, one hand on the back of my head, pulling me forward. I groaned as she pressed my face against her crotch, my nose pressed against the swollen lips of her wet pussy that I could feel through the fabric of her panties. I raised my hands, as if I was going to resist, but of course I didn’t. I couldn’t.

“Smell it,” Jenny said, in a voice that dripped with cruelty and sadism. “Smell the sex you’ll never have.”

I did. I had no choice, but at the same time, I inhaled deeply, getting a lungful of the strong, musky scent of her passion. I trembled with wild desire as my cock surged inside the steel prison. And Jenny held me there, making me breathe in my inadequacy and humiliation with every breath, basking in her total power over me.

“How badly do you want this pussy?”

“So badly, Miss Jenny,” I groaned into her crotch. I rubbed my nose against the front of her wet panties, teasing her freshly fucked pussy with my face.

“Well that’s just too bad, isn’t it? Take my panties off.”

Jenny removed her hand from the back of my head as she spoke, placing both hands on her waist instead. Slowly, almost reverently, I began to pull her panties down. I saw and smelled the wet mess of her pussy as I removed her underwear, sliding it slowly down her long legs encased in those shining boots. And when I had the panties on the floor, she stepped out of them, her pussy glistening right in front of me.

She stood like that for a moment in silence. And I gazed up at her in the same silence, kneeling at her feet, utterly defeated. The smell of sex filled the kitchen, overpowering the smell of the detergent from the sink behind me. Jenny looked triumphant, standing above me like a goddess in nothing but her tall boots, knowing I was completely hers to do with as she liked.

“Guess what a cuck like you gets to do in a situation like this?” she said at last.

“I… I don’t know, Miss Jenny.”

Her smile was chilling as she looked down at me. Reaching out, she placed her hand on the top of my head, and I winced as she gripped a handful of my hair. Then, she pulled my head toward her.

“You get to clean me up, loser,” she said with a sneer. And I gasped as she pulled my face against her, stepping forward a little and thrusting her hips forward so that her pussy was right in front of my face.

I cringed. I hesitated. But I knew I had no choice. And the powerful pheromones rising from her sex were driving me wild with desire, sweeping away any inhibitions I might have had.

Right there on my knees on the kitchen floor, I began to lick Jenny’s pussy, tasting her juices mingled with Kyle’s. And my wife’s friend laughed out loud as she humiliated me all over again.
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