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A New Humiliation

Jenny came. Right there in the kitchen, she gave into yet another orgasm, shaking as she stood in nothing but her tall leather boots over me, kneeling on the floor.

By then, I had removed every trace of Kyle from her. My stomach was churning in disgust, my humiliation almost unbearable. But I knew I had no choice. That chastity device was locked around my cock as tightly as ever, and there was no release unless and until Amber said so. And she wasn’t even here to give me that release. Instead, I just had to serve her friend in whatever humiliating way Jenny wanted, hoping that in the end, my wife would make it all worth it.

After her orgasm, Jenny stepped back. The chunky heels of her boots thumped on the floor, and her breasts rose and fell on her chest as she breathed, her puckered pink nipples visible on the soft pale skin. She looked down at me, and I felt as if there was the trace of an expression of disbelief on her face. It wasn’t the first time I had been surprised by that expression. As wild as she was, as in control as she always seemed, whenever we did something truly outrageous, there was a sense that she couldn’t quite believe it.

Of course, neither could I.

Now, Jenny had pushed me further than Amber ever had, making me do the unthinkable, and my head was still spinning from the shame of it all. And that was exactly what she wanted, I knew, but it still seemed so wild to think about, barely believable that we had done what we had done. I was breathless with desire and disbelief, still wondering how I had ended up here, even though of course, I knew perfectly well. I had been there for all of it, every disgraceful and humiliating moment. And now, I realized, Jenny and I had something together outside of Amber and her games. I didn’t doubt that my wife would hear every dirty detail, of course. But it’s different to actually be there. My wife’s friends were not only firmly part of my sex life now; I was actually developing a sex life with them, without Amber. And it was all Amber’s fault.

It was what she wanted, and my heart contracted as if squeezed by a fist at the thought of where she might be and what she was doing. With her boyfriend, Noah, having the time of her life, basking in her infidelity and her ability to do whatever she liked. Was she even thinking about me at all? I didn’t even know whether I hoped she was or she wasn’t. Because if she was, I knew her thoughts would be just as shameful and humiliating as everything else I was doing, everything I was being made to do.

It wasn’t possible to put my wife out of my mind, even if I wanted to. Not with that cage locked around my cock to remind me of the ferocious power she had over me, the power behind everything that happened between me and Jenny, between me and any of her friends. But I tried to focus on the situation I was in. After all, that was wild and crazy and sexy enough for me, without tormenting myself further with thoughts of my wife and her boyfriend.

Jenny’s lips lifted in a sly smile. Her hair shone as she gently shook her head, registering that disbelief I knew we both felt. And then, without another word, she stepped out of the room.

I watched her go, her naked body teasing and tormenting me, the way her hips swayed as she walked in her tall boots making her ass sway from side to side, making my cock throb and ache as usual inside the cruel chastity. I was just left there on the floor, still chained to the sink, irrelevant to her now that she had gotten what she wanted from me.

In the living room, I heard laughter, hers and Kyles, and my face burned with shame as I imagined her telling him what I had just done. It seemed ridiculous that I could have any sense of pride or shame left after everything that had happened, after what Amber’s friends and even Jenny’s boyfriend had seen me say and do. But it still burned me up to be humiliated like this, to be so disgracefully used and abused.

That, I knew, was part of what made it fun for the girls.

Carefully, with the thin chain hanging from my chastity device, I stood up. Jenny’s panties lay drying on the kitchen countertop next to the sink, my task done. I didn’t know what to do with myself. I paced back and forth across the kitchen floor a few times, my agitation and unrest finding some sort of outlet in physical activity, though it didn’t help much.

Through the kitchen door, I saw Jenny stride past. Her movements were brisk, businesslike now, as she headed toward the bedroom, but she was still naked except for those tall boots. She vanished from eyesight, heading down the hallway toward the bedroom, but not for long. Soon, she reappeared, and I saw that she had put on a dress. A short, light, floral patterned thing, easy to pull on, just as easy to remove. Wearing it, she stepped into the kitchen again, and as I stared at the prominent shape of her boobs under the fabric, I knew she was wearing no underwear under the dress. For her purposes, I knew, it would probably only get in the way.

Her eyes blazed as she looked at me. I waited with growing anxiety to see what she had in mind next, what the next disgraceful act she might have me perform would be. By now, I knew better than to doubt her ability to make me do whatever she wanted. She had demonstrated that amply by now.

But Jenny didn’t say anything straight away. She looked at me, and I saw her phone in her hand as she raised it. Again, I felt fear and nervousness raced through my body. In my experience, whenever these women had phones in their hands, it was a prelude to things getting even more embarrassing, even more shameful, even more humiliating for me. But of course, there was nothing I could do to stop it, and Jenny knew that as well as I did. It was as if she wanted to remind me of that fact, to reinforce my helplessness and hopelessness, as if I could possibly have forgotten about it.

She tapped the screen of her phone. Then she held it in front of her in one hand, that slight smile returning to her pretty face. Silently, I listened to it ring. She hadn’t come here for no reason. She had come here because she wanted me to hear this phone call, whatever it turned out to be. And so that was what I was going to do.

“Hello?”

I recognized my wife’s voice straight away. And I felt again that tremor in my heart, that strange mix of desire and love and despair that I felt whenever I thought of Amber these days.

Our relationship had changed forever; that much was clear. And that had been what I was most afraid of, but in practice, it wasn’t as bad as I feared. Things were different now, but they were undeniably sexy. And even beyond all that, as strange as it seemed to me, I didn’t doubt her love, even while she treated me so appallingly. In a way, it sometimes felt like we were even more in love, now that we were so sexually obsessed with each other, admittedly in very different ways. I couldn’t stop thinking about Amber, every minute of every day filled with the thought of her and my desperate desire for her, the unstoppable lust I felt for the woman I had married, like a physical presence in my body that never left me alone. And she found me an amusing little toy to work out her kinky desires.

But it was more than that, I reminded myself. That was the game we played, the narrative all of us shared, but it wasn’t the whole truth. Amber’s cheating, her unfaithfulness, was something she very much wanted, something she really enjoyed. But she had started down this road because of me.

She was no longer doing this to make me happy. She was doing it because she wanted to, and that made it so much more exciting for me. But at the same time, in a weird way, this was still about us. The two of us, me and my wife, and all the rest of them – Noah, Jenny, Shannon, everyone else who had become involved – was just a prop to enhance the sex life me and Amber shared.

Even if that wasn’t always how it felt in the moment. Even if that wasn’t how it felt now as I stood there in Jenny’s kitchen, chained to the sink, nothing but a pathetic slave awaiting his next punishment just for the crime of existing.

“Hi,” Jenny said, and she smiled as she spoke, her glowing brown eyes looking right at me. “How’s it going?”

“Pretty good,” Amber said slowly. And I could hear the smile in her voice too, that haunted me, that made me tremble even more as I stood there in the kitchen. It wasn’t an act. She was having a great time, just like she always did. And letting me know it, letting everyone know it, was part of the fun for my sexy, sadistic wife. No wonder Jenny was smiling so much as she held the phone in front of her.

“Yeah, I bet,” Jenny said. “Listen, I just had kind of a naughty idea.”

“Oooo, I’m all ears.”

I didn’t doubt that she was. My wild wife was always up for something new, always ready to take things even further down this insane road she was leading us. And now that she had involved her friends, she had a whole new source of wild ideas.

“What are you doing later? Me and Kyle are just hanging out at the house with your cuckold husband here, and we figured it might be fun if you guys came round.”

There was a pause on the other end of the phone, a pause that Jenny seemed entirely comfortable with as she stood there, smiling at me. As usual, I said nothing. As usual, my input didn’t seem to be required. Nothing I said or did could change what was going to happen anyway. That was the whole game. My role was to shut up and take it, to let these women do whatever they wanted, to do whatever they told me to do.

“I like that idea,” Amber said.

Jenny’s smile grew even wider, her white teeth showing as she looked at me, malice sparkling in her eyes.

“I thought you might,” she said. “He’s already had a bit of a show, but there’s nothing wrong with giving him a little more to look at, is there? You’re right. It’s really fun teasing him. It’s so much fun having a little puppy who can’t get what he wants and just has to sit there and watch a real man take it instead.”

Amber burst out laughing through the phone, and Jenny chuckled too, still looking at me. I cringed on the spot, knowing what she was saying was the truth and knowing that it only turned me on more to be a figure of fun for them.

“Yeah, it’s amazing, isn’t it?” Amber said. “Okay. I’m sold. We’ll be over soon.”

“Awesome. See you then.”

Jenny hung up the phone. Still holding it in her hand, she stepped toward me. With her free hand, she reached out and gripped my chin, her fingers and thumb sinking into my cheeks on either side of my jaw as she stared right into my eyes.

“Ready to watch your wife get fucked again?” she said, her voice almost a growl as she spoke. “Because we both know that’s what’s going to happen. She can’t keep her hands off her new boyfriend, and I don’t blame her. He’s much cuter than you, and way better in bed.”

She laughed as she spoke, and I didn’t argue with her, even though technically, she didn’t know from first-hand experience what I was like in bed. Except orally, of course. I had never had sex with her, and she took great pleasure in reminding me that I never would. That I would have to serve her like a slave the way I served Amber, but I would never get the reward I hoped for from her. The best I could hope for, all I really hoped for, was that I would still get to be with my wife now and then. When she felt generous enough to allow such a thing.

Jenny let go of her grip on my chin. Turning away from me, she strode back across the kitchen, heading toward the living room, and I watched her short dress swirl around those tempting thighs, showing as much as it revealed, emphasizing her beautiful feminine figure and making me want this cruel goddess even more.

She soon reappeared, no longer holding her phone, but with something else close in her hand. As she walked right past me toward the kitchen cabinet, I saw she had brought the key to the locks that kept me in place. She unlocked the chain from around the handle of the kitchen cabinet, then held it like a leash. Still not saying a word, she stepped past me, walking confidently once again toward the living room, and with the chain in her hand, I had no choice but to follow. I hurried along behind her, led along like an animal, and Kyle burst out laughing as he watched his girlfriend lead me, her humble slave, into the living room where he sat.

My cheeks burned with embarrassment, just like Jenny wanted them to. She walked toward the sofa and sat down next to her boyfriend, dragging me with her. As I stood in front of them, she snapped her fingers and pointed down to the floor at her feet.

“Kneel.”

Of course, I did. I dropped to my knees right there on the floor, bowing to Jenny’s will again. The black leather of her long boots shone as she stretched out her legs in front of me, smiling down at me as she sat with her free hand resting high on Kyle’s thigh. Lucky guy. It was driving me crazy what he got to have and I didn’t, and I knew that was the whole point, but that only made Jenny even sexier to me. This unbelievable streak of cruelty, of dominance, that I had never suspected existed but now was revealed in all its dark glory.

She was gorgeous. She had always been attractive, but her dominant demeanor made her unbelievably erotic to me, and if I hadn’t already been married to the most beautiful woman in the world, I might have found myself falling even harder for this beautiful woman than I already was.

And if Jenny knew what I was thinking in that moment, I knew she would laughed at me with scorn. She was everything I couldn’t have, practically a symbol of my inferiority to these women and their unrivaled sexual power. And there I was, kneeling on the floor at her feet, ready to pathetically do her bidding all over again.

“Kiss my feet,” Jenny snarled, as Kyle laughed again. But I didn’t hesitate. She had too much power over me, and my cock was still raging inside the steel device as she pulled sharply on the chain, an unnecessary reminder of the power she had over my body. I bowed down before her, pressing my lips to the leather of her boots all over again. I showered her feet with kisses, both of them, groveling at her boots while she smirked smugly at me, basking all over again in this feeling of power that her beauty and sex appeal gave her.

“Pathetic,” she said. “You really are a worthless cuckold loser, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Jenny.”

I knew the correct response in these situations. Kyle could laugh all he wanted to, shaking his head as he watched his girlfriend flex her complete power over me. But I felt like he would do no better in the situation, if Jenny had decided to turn her dominance on him. I didn’t believe any man could resist her or my wife. Not if he’d been locked in chastity like I was, desperate for release that wasn’t coming unless I allowed these women to treat me however they wanted to. Maybe I needed to believe that. Maybe it made things easier to tell myself I had no choice. But it really felt that way as I groveled at the feet of this woman, as I did whatever she said to try and ingratiate myself with her and earn the release I was so unbelievably desperate for.

My tongue slid over the smooth black leather. Just because I had done it before didn’t make this disgraceful ritual any less humiliating than Jenny wanted it to be. And for a while, she just enjoyed the spectacle, staring down at me from under half-closed eyelids, the chain still anchored to my cock with the other end in her hand.

“Put your hands on the floor. Face that way.”

Jenny’s boots creaked as she shifted on the sofa, leaning forward. And again, I did as I was told. I turned so that the couch was at my side, on the floor on my hands and knees. And Jenny chuckled as she leaned back on the sofa, lifting her feet from the floor and resting them on my back. She crossed her feet at the ankle, using me as a foot rest, and she smiled as she turned toward her boyfriend.

“That’s better,” she grinned.

And then she leaned toward him, tilting her chin upwards, her lips moving toward his. He wrapped an arm around her narrow waist, pulling her closer, and from the corner of my eye, I watched them kiss.

I watched them kiss deeply, passionately, feeling the desire that crackled between them just as I felt the weight of her boots on my back. It wasn’t like watching Amber make out with Noah; it didn’t have that same sharp pain. But it still made me jealous, still made my cock throb inside the chastity device as I wished it was me sitting on the sofa with her, holding that body in its thin and skimpy dress against mine, knowing I could have her anytime I wanted. Just having the freedom to get hard in her presence would be a significant improvement on my situation, and something I knew I wasn’t going to get.

And as they kissed above me, their passion grew. I watched bitterly as Kyle’s hands traveled over Jenny’s body, feeling every curve of her figure through the thin dress that barely covered her. That dress slid even higher on her thighs as I watched, and I peered into the darkness underneath, knowing she wore no panties. I could still taste that pussy in my mouth, and yet I wanted more. I craved it, and the more it was denied me, the more desperately obsessed I became with it.

Jenny shifted on the sofa. I felt her boots move on my back as she turned over slightly more onto her side, pressing herself against Kyle. I watched his hands slide up her thigh, moving easily over the soft skin as it slid under her tiny dress. She laughed a little in the back of her throat, not lifting her lips from his, as he touched her pussy right in front of me. And, responding to his touch, she reached between his legs, taking hold of the cock I could see swelling in his boxer shorts. She stroked it up and down, her hand moving with practiced skill, turning him on even more.

Even I could feel the sexual tension crackling in the air. They were toying with each other’s bodies again, the two of them unable to keep their hands off each other, and I knew what was coming, even without knowing exactly when. They were going to have sex again, probably right in front of me, and the fact I wanted her so badly, the fact I wanted to be where he was, was only going to make it even more fun for them, and even more embarrassing for me.

But a knock at the door stopped them.

Jenny lifted her lips from Kyle’s, turning her shining eyes to me, and the look of excitement on her face only made me more nervous. She sat up, the leather of her boots creaking as she swung them down off my back, and then she stood, pulling down her skimpy dress over her gorgeous thighs again.

“Stay,” she said, pointing at me. And she left the chain she held on the sofa as she stepped over me, heading out of the living room, toward the front door.

I waited, staying right where I was on the floor on my hands and knees. And Kyle sat on the sofa above me, almost naked, his cock rockhard and visible through the fabric of his boxer shorts. It was about the last place I wanted to be, alone in a room with him, a man I knew nothing about but who knew my deepest, darkest shame.

I didn’t say a word. I tried not to even look at him. I tried my best to pretend like he didn’t exist. And for his part, he ignored me too. It was Jenny we were both interested in, with both of us simply putting up with the other man in our presence as a means to get what we wanted.

While I crouched on the floor, I listened. I could hear Jenny open the door, could hear voices raised in greeting, and with a shiver of despair, I remembered what Amber had said on the phone. I heard footsteps approaching the living room where I waited, and I cringed, but I didn’t dare leave the spot where Jenny had left me.

She stepped into the room first. I felt the vibration of her heavy boot heels on the floor as she walked. But it wasn’t just her. Another pair of high-heels followed behind her as, without surprise, I raised my head to look up at my wife.

Somehow, she looked even better than I remembered. Even though the image of her had never really left my brain, even though I had memorized every detail of her sexy outfit before she went out on her date. Seeing her now drove it all home, the full weight of her sexiness crashing over me all over again like a wave that knocked the breath out of me. She stood above me in that scandalous tight red dress and her strappy high heels, her hands on her hips as she smiled down at me. She was practically glowing, just like she always did at times like this. Whenever she got to experience all over again that raw power she had over me, the power my desperate desire gave her.

“Hi, cuck,” Amber beamed. Standing beside her, Jenny laughed.

“Hi, Miss Amber.”

Once again, I didn’t forget the rules. And as Amber stood there grinning down at me, Noah stepped up from behind her. Her smile deepened as he wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her closer to him. But she kept her eyes on me, even as she leaned her body against his. Jealousy growled inside me, those familiar flames igniting my heart all over again, knowing I could do nothing about it. Knowing that for all I knew, Noah had already fucked my wife that day. And if he wanted to, he could do it again.

“Is that how you greet your amazing wife? Crawl over here and kiss her feet, loser.”

That was Jenny, showing off her cruelty and dominance for her friend. But Amber clearly enjoyed it. She kept smiling as she stared down at me, with Noah holding her close, his other hand already traveling insolently over her body in that amazing tight dress she wore.

And again, I didn’t hesitate. I didn’t even get up. Completely defeated, I crawled across the floor on my hands and knees and kissed my wife’s feet, my head right next to the shoes of her new lover as he touched her.

Everyone laughed. The women and their lovers, all enjoying the pathetic spectacle of my submission in their different ways.

“Oh, cuck,” my wife sighed as she wiggled her toes, looking down at me as I groveled. “It’s been a fun night, but I missed you. It’s so much fun having you around. It makes it so much more fun to cheat on you when you’re there to see it happen.”

Jenny laughed again at that, but I didn’t. I stayed on my knees, staring up at my beautiful wife, completely under her spell, just like I always was. Just like I always would be.

Jenny stepped past me, returning to her spot on the couch next to Kyle. And as he reached toward her, she leaned forward, closing her hand around his cock through the fabric of his boxer shorts again. He grunted, but Jenny looked up at my wife, not at him, smiling as she continued to play with him.

“It’s nice to have a real man around, isn’t it?” She said. “You know what would be really naughty? If you took Kyle here for a ride.”

Amber burst out laughing, pressing both hands to her mouth in shock. But the way her eyes glittered above her hands told me that the idea had landed. And after all the crazy things these girls had done together, this would just be another in a long list of wild adventures.

Of course, that didn’t stop it from almost freezing my heart with fear and despair. And, of course, the horrible, unforgettable knowledge that there was nothing I could do to stop it.
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