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Teasing Her Cuck

Amber hesitated. Jenny’s wild suggestion hung in the air between us, all of us shocked by it except maybe her. She just waited, her hand on Kyle’s cock, still slowly stroking through the material of his underwear. But it was Amber she was looking at. It was Amber we were all looking at, or at least it felt that way to me. All the attention in that room concentrated and directed at my beautiful wife as she stood there, all of us hanging on her next decision.

And she waited. Her eyes were shining, her face lit up with a beautiful smile, and I knew with a spasm of pain in my heart that the idea intrigued her. This was the slut I had wanted my wife to be, but now that it was happening right in front of me, it was harder to handle than I had ever imagined. She already had Noah, her coworker and now boyfriend, a man she went to great lengths to remind me was more desirable and better in bed than I was. But from the look on her face, it seemed even he wasn’t enough.

It was as if I had unlocked something within her, something that neither of us had known existed before. Some wild and almost dangerous side of her, some insatiable demon that thought only of sex and didn’t care in the least about the consequences. Pleasure was all that mattered to her now, and the more of it she could get, from any source, the happier she was.

She turned to look at Noah, and that hurt even more. Like she needed his assent, and not mine. She didn’t say anything as she smiled up at him, and he looked at her without a word, either. Slowly, he shrugged, as if to say, it didn’t matter to him. And why should it? He wasn’t married to her. He was just some guy who had had a crush on my wife at the office for as long as they had worked together, and couldn’t believe his luck that now, he was actually getting to fuck her.

Amber turned her burning eyes toward Jenny. But as she did, she glanced for a moment at me. She pressed her lips together, still smiling, and I felt as if in that moment, she finally made up her mind. Maybe she saw something in my face, something even I didn’t know was there. Or maybe the sight of me reminded her of the role she was supposed to be playing, of the gorgeous slut she was supposed to be. I didn’t know. These days, Amber’s thought processes were hidden from me, and that only served to make them more exciting. That, combined with this dominant streak that I had never suspected she had, even as I fantasized about it. But even in my fantasies, things had never gone this far.

“Are… Are you sure?”

Amber seemed almost to be looking toward her friend for reassurance now. But even though Jenny was newer to these games than Amber was, she had wholeheartedly embraced their erotic potential. She sat there on the sofa next to Kyle, still slowly stroking his cock almost absentmindedly, keeping him turned on as she grinned at my wife.

“He’s a lot better than what you’ve been getting from your useless husband,” Jenny said, never missing an opportunity to taunt and mock me. “And he’d be into it. Wouldn’t you, baby? Doesn’t my friend look so sexy in that dress?”

I almost growled as Kyle turned his head, his eyes traveling brazenly up and down my wife’s body. Even though I knew she dressed the way she did for attention. Even though I knew that she was absolutely loving this, being the object of desire for three men in the same room. Being as beautiful as she was, Amber had had a lifetime to get used to that experience, but somehow, she never seemed to. It always seemed to come, if not as a surprise, then at least as a welcome experience, no matter how many times it happened. No matter how much our recent adventures should have convinced her of just how unbelievably sexy she was.

“Yeah, she does,” Kyle said. Amber batted her eyelashes at the compliment, soaking up the attention like a flower drinking down rain.

“Well, then,” Jenny smirked, as if there were nothing more to it than that. “We’re all adults here. Why not have a little fun? I mean, I already know what Noah can do.”

With a devilish smile, Jenny released her grip on Kyle’s cock. I watched as she stood, fussing a little with her dress that brazenly showed the shape of her bare boobs as she walked toward Amber and her boyfriend. My wife watched, her blue eyes burning with familiar fire, as Jenny stood in front of Noah. He looked at her, a smile spreading across his face as he realized what he was in for. Another wild adventure. He had been lusting after my wife for so long, but I knew he had never imagined that being with her would also mean being with her friends. I had imagined such a thing, guided by the AI chatbot I used to have these kinky conversations with, but not for him. For me. And now he was getting to live out my fantasy, getting to be with not just my wife but also her sexy friends, and everything they did was done, at least in part, to disgrace and humiliate me. It was working like a charm.

Reaching out, Jenny ran her hands down over Kyle’s chest, through his shirt. And he slid his arm from around my wife’s waist to reach out for her, instead. He placed his hands on Jenny’s hips, and she stepped closer toward him, almost as tall as he was in her high-heeled boots. She draped her arms over his shoulders, and I looked at Amber watching her as Jenny kissed Noah.

Did it make her jealous? If it did, she gave no sign of it. And if it did, I wondered what that meant for us, and just how I should feel about that. What did Amber really feel for Noah? That was a question that continued to haunt me, tugging at the dangling wires of my brain whenever it crossed my mind. Bad enough, if all she wanted was sex. That was practically unbearable by itself. But even though we might sometimes want to pretend otherwise, sex is inextricably bound up with emotion. It was terrible that she was betraying me, that she was giving that amazing body to another man. But it was sexy, too. There was nothing sexy about the idea that she might have deeper feelings for him, though. The idea of my wife actually falling for another man, beyond the incredible sex they were having, made me feel nothing but fear.

And that fear clung to me as I watched Jenny and Noah’s kiss grow more passionate. His hands moved over her body, moving toward her ass, and I watched him lift up her tiny dress and reach underneath. She didn’t stop them, of course; Jenny was getting exactly what she wanted. And Amber was smiling now as she watched, her eyes moving up and down to take in every detail of the scene as she watched her friend seduce her lover. These women seem to have no jealousy toward each other, and very few inhibitions around each other, either. By this point, they had all seen each other in the throes of passion, all watched each other having sex. It was all out in the open now, undeniable and irreversible. And I knew it was about to happen again.

While Jenny and Noah got better acquainted, Amber turned toward me. That brilliant smile never left her face as I gazed up at her, saying nothing. There was nothing to say. She knew exactly what I was feeling in that moment, knew better than anyone the strange mixture of despair and desire that motivated me. That was how we had ended up here, in this unbelievable situation, our lives transformed into something from a dirty movie, far removed from the normal, pedestrian story it used to be.

I watched as she turned her attention toward Kyle. I sat back on my knees and watched her walk away from me, her high heels loud on the floor of Jenny’s living room, her skintight dress straining around every curve of her body with every step she took. She was magnificent, my wife, and Kyle watched her with obvious hunger, his cock still rigid and hard in his boxer shorts.

Amber sat down on the sofa next to him. For all that she was a dominant sex goddess these days, she looked nervous. After all, she didn’t even know this man. But desire drove him onward, and he turned toward her, pressing his lips against hers. Amber kept her eyes open as she kissed him back, looking right at me.

I had plenty to look at. Kneeling on the floor of Jenny’s living room, I could watch her being kissed and groped by Noah, or watch my wife making out with a man she didn’t even know. Wherever I turned, there was desire and betrayal and frustration, and my cock ached frantically in the cruel chastity, the chain Jenny had locked to it hanging down on the floor between my legs now. And there was the key in its place around my wife’s neck, as always, dangling above that tantalizing cleavage to remind me of what I couldn’t have.

I watched Amber, and she watched me. She didn’t have to say anything. I knew she wanted me watching her, wanted to see the look on my face as she betrayed me again with yet another guy. And as she and Kyle continued to kiss, I could see her excitement getting the better of her. I could see his hands moving over her body, sliding up her smooth thigh, toward the hem of that clinging dress that I had helped her put on. My heart pounded in my chest, and I felt sick with the agony of rejection as I watched, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away. And it wasn’t Amber’s command that made me watch this time. It was my own masochistic desire, my own twisted need to see it all, to see everything, to taste to the full the bitterness of betrayal.

Kyle reached over Amber, grabbing a handful of her ass as he pulled her closer toward him, still kissing her. And she moved to meet him, pressing her big boobs against his chest as his other hand squeezed a handful. She had her arms wrapped around him too now, her former nervousness seeming to be completely forgotten as passion got the better of her. Finally, I saw her close her eyes, as if savoring the kiss he was giving her, and I tried not to groan too loud in the depths of my despair and shame as I watched it all.

Jenny was moaning softly now, still with her arms wrapped around Noah’s neck, and I wondered if he was touching her pussy, completely exposed under that tiny dress that did very little to hide anything. But I didn’t turn to look. Now, my attention was all on my wife, and Amber, as always, was putting on a show. Warming to what was happening, her inhibitions melting from the ferocious heat of her passion, she kissed the stranger more forcefully, more enthusiastically. And I watched the engagement ring shine on her finger as her right hand reached down toward the unmissable bulge Jenny had left in his boxer shorts.

My wife groaned quietly in the back of her throat as she closed her fingers around his cock. And he groaned too as Amber stroked him through his underwear. Just like that, barely a word exchanged between the two of them. Now she was giving him something she refused to give me, giving him pleasure that I continue to be denied, and the injustice of it all made my head spin even as it made my cock throb and ache the way it always did.

Tearing myself away from watching Amber, I turned to Jenny as something soft struck me on the chest. It was Jenny’s dress, lifted over her head and thrown at me. She giggled as I looked at her, standing once again completely naked except for those tall boots she loved to make me worship. And she had already unbuttoned Noah’s shirt, showing off his chest and his abdominal muscles. She wanted me to watch as she pulled it down off his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor, then reached for the belt of his jeans and began to undo that.

He smiled as she unfastened his pants and pushed them down to the floor, pinning them there under one foot as he stepped out of them. Just like Kyle, his cock was rigid in the front of his underwear. Just like mine would have been if it was allowed to be, if Amber didn’t keep it cruelly under lock and key. And Jenny stroked Noah’s cock just like she had stroked Kyle’s, working another man up to a fever pitch of sexual desire. Still smiling at me, she reached her hand under the waistband of his underwear, bare skin meeting bare skin as she stroked him, and he groaned in pleasure, and she laughed out loud, giddy with her ability to put me through all this.

“Yeah, your wife’s boyfriend really has an amazing cock,” Jenny said.

Over on the sofa, Amber laughed, the sound only slightly muffled by her lips still pressed against Kyle’s.

“I can’t wait to feel this monster inside me,” Jenny went on, every word dripping with scorn and mockery and deep sexual desire. “Just think. I’m getting two different cocks in one day, and neither of them is yours. How does that make you feel, loser?”

“Bad, Miss Jenny.”

Not exactly eloquent, but under the circumstances, it was about all I could manage. And it seemed to do the job. Jenny chuckled again as she turned back toward Noah, kissing him again. At the same time, her hands pushed his boxer shorts down to the floor, and now he was completely naked, standing there in the living room grabbing her ass while she stroked his cock right in front of all of us.

But it seemed I was the only one watching. On the sofa, Amber and Kyle were lost in their own desperate desire. His hands all over her now, moving almost frantically, every inch of her body infinitely desirable so that he didn’t know where to go next. I watched in smoldering but silent fury as his hand gripped her ass, slid over her legs, slipped under the tiny tight skirt of her scandalous dress. And her hand kept moving on his cock, keeping him desperate for her, enjoying the feel of his manhood under her fingers.

But Amber hadn’t lost herself completely. She hadn’t forgotten that I was there, even for a moment. After all, as she admitted herself, that was all part of the turn-on for her. And when the pressure finally seemed to get to be too much, she tore her lips away from his with a gasp, her blazing eyes looking right at me, her hands still moving up and down his shaft as if to remind me how badly she wanted this stranger’s cock.

She slid toward the edge of the sofa, then stood. Her dress was almost up around her hips, barely hiding anything anymore, just about clinging to her generous ass as she balanced on her high heels. But Amber wasn’t content with just letting me watch. She had a new humiliation in mind, and she knew I would do as I was told.

“Take my dress off, cuck.”

“Fuck,” Kyle gently swore on the sofa, but I tried not to pay him any attention. And I didn’t pay attention to Jenny laughing against Noah’s lips as she heard my wife’s instruction, either. My focus was all on her now, this wild drama becoming suddenly interactive, transforming me from a passive audience into an active participant.

I knew exactly what Amber was doing, of course. I knew that was the whole idea, to make me part of her sex to humiliate me further, and I already knew it would work. But I also knew she had that key on its chain around her neck, that my next orgasm was entirely hers to decide, so as always, I knew how little choice I had.

I stood up. The slender chain locked onto my chastity device trailed across the floor as I walked toward my wife. She watched me coming, her hands on her hips, those gorgeous eyes sparkling with cruelty and malice and sexual excitement. And as I stood in front of the couch, she turned her back on me, facing Kyle who gazed up at her with that offensive hard-on tenting the front of his pants.

Amber swept her hair forward over one shoulder, the dark strands shining like silk in the harsh light of Jenny’s living room. At the same time, she turned her head, regarding me from the corner of one eye, that maddening smile still on her beautiful face. It was like she never doubted my obedience, never doubted her power to make me do whatever she wanted, no matter how outrageous. And she was right about that. I knew I was going to do it, from the moment the words left her delicious lips.

I reached for the zipper of her dress, trying to control the shaking in my hands. Just that, just a touch of her skin, her bare upper back and shoulders above the zipper, was enough to send another jolt of desperate desire through me, making my cock ache painfully in its prison. Her hair hid the chain around her neck that held my key, but I was painfully conscious that it was there, within reach, and all I had to do was take it and free myself. But it wasn’t the first time I had thought of that, or the first time I had been forced to acknowledge that I would never do it. These games, wild as they were, thrilled me far too much for that.

Slowly, I pulled down the zipper of her dress. The tight fabric parted instantly, practically springing apart from the tension of being so tightly wrapped around her incredible body. I pulled the zipper down over the swell of Amber’s ass, and every inch it traveled seemed to only heighten my desire while she stood there, smiling happily at being served like this.

Once the dress was unzipped, I slid it down her body. Even unfastened, it seemed reluctant to let go of her, and I could hardly blame it. The red fabric landed in a pool at her feet, and she stood in front of me in nothing but her underwear, a special strapless backless push-up bra and a pair of thong panties that were barely visible between the perfect cheeks of her incredible ass. I felt breathless standing there looking at her from behind, as if I were in the presence of a goddess, unable to speak and unable to even think so close to the reality-distorting power of her beauty.

“Bra.”

Amber spoke the words softly, barely more than a whisper, but she knew I would hear, even over the increasingly loud sounds coming from Jenny and Noah. My focus was completely on Amber now, absorbed as I was in the halo of desire that seemed to float around my wife, and every time I touched her body, I felt myself falling more deeply under that unbreakable spell.

I reached around her body, smelling her hair as I took her big boobs in my hands. Slowly, carefully, I peeled the sticky bra off those generous breasts, freeing them from the silicon that gripped them. I let the bra fall to the floor, and Amber smiled at me over her shoulder, pleased with my service.

“Panties.”

Obediently, I dropped to my knees behind her. Taking the waistband of her panties in both hands, I gently pulled them down, the thin string sliding out from between the cheeks of her ass, the underwear sliding down her smooth legs. Her panties dropped to the floor, and Amber watched me over her shoulder.

For a moment, she said nothing. I didn’t doubt that she could see the tension in my expression, the wild need that radiated through every pore of my being. And she loved it. She basked in it, enjoying every moment of this latest ritual.

“Kiss my ass, cuck.”

Over at the side of the sofa, I heard Jenny laugh, a laugh that soon turned into a moan. But I didn’t even look in her direction. My wife’s beautiful ass filled my vision, and even though my cheeks burned with shame at her instruction, I wanted to do what she said. I leaned forward, placing my lips against her backside, feeling the smoothness of her skin and the firmness of the muscle underneath as I kissed each cheek in turn. And Amber laughed, thoroughly enjoying this latest display as I debased myself all over again for her pleasure.

Then she stepped forward. Still kneeling, I watched her sweep her shining dark hair back behind her shoulders again as she approached the couch. Past her curvaceous figure, I could see Kyle gazing up at her, a look of undisguised desire on his face as his eyes traveled over my wife’s naked body.

Again, I almost gasped as she dropped to her knees on the floor in front of the sofa. Giggling, she reached out and took hold of his boxer shorts, pulling them down. His cock sprang free, pointing straight up in the air as she pulled his underwear down to his knees.

Frozen to the spot, I watched. Amber turned to glance over her shoulder at me again, throwing that dazzling smile once again in my direction.

Then, she turned back to Jenny’s boyfriend.

She leaned forward, and he groaned as she took his cock in her hand. But that was nothing compared to the groan he gave as she bent forward, closing her lips around his shaft. This time, I couldn’t contain it anymore. I groaned in despair as my wife sucked Kyle’s cock, and that groan of desperation made her moan too.

Meanwhile, Jenny was practically shrieking with pleasure. Desperately, I looked over at her and saw that Noah had picked her up and pinned her against the living room wall. She had her legs wrapped around his hips, her leather boots gleaming in the light, and he held her up as he plunged his cock into her, supporting both their weight against the wall and lifting her up and down so that his shaft penetrated deep inside her.

I turned back to Amber. Her hand twisted on Kyle’s shaft, her hair shining as her head bobbed up and down. I heard the torturous wet sounds of her choking on his shaft, heard him moaning in pure pleasure, gripping the sofa cushions as pleasure overtook him. I barely remembered anymore what it felt like to have my wife’s mouth on my cock, but clearly, it was something other men could have without even asking. Something she was more than willing to do for anyone who wasn’t me. And I watched in total despair as she continued to suck Kyle’s cock with genuine enthusiasm, performing her task as if there was nothing she wanted more in the world.

I was completely defeated, thoroughly disgraced. And I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My gorgeous slut of a wife was pleasuring another man right in front of me, and it was as if I could feel every detail of the scene burning itself indelibly onto my brain. I couldn’t look away. I couldn’t focus even on the sight of beautiful Jenny getting fucked against the wall, such was the wild appeal of watching my wife behave like this.

She had Kyle groaning and thrashing on the sofa in no time, her skilled mouth doing what it did best. And when she decided that was enough, she lifted her head from his lap, then rose to her feet. She was still wearing her high-heeled shoes, and she moved gracefully in them as she pirouetted on the spot, turning to face me. Then, looking back over her shoulder, she lifted a leg and placed her her knee on the sofa. Then the other one. I saw Kyle’s hands grip Amber’s hips as she backed herself up onto him, straddling his lap and facing me.

Smiling, my wife reached down and closed her hand around Kyle’s cock again. Holding my eyes, she guided the thick head between the wet lips of her pussy. I groaned as I watched her eyelids flutter, watched her spread her knees further apart to take his big cock deeper. Wet with her saliva, it slid easily into her beautiful body, penetrating the pussy I loved, that was now denied me constantly. Instead, it was for other men, for Noah and now for Kyle, for anyone but me.

“Oh fuck,” Amber gasped, closing her eyes for a moment as she lowered herself down even further on Kyle’s cock. And then she opened her eyes again, wanting to know I was watching. She leaned forward, her heavy breasts hanging down from her chest as she placed her hands on his knees for balance.

His cock slid easily in and out of her dripping pussy as she began to ride up and down on top of it. Every movement drew another moan of bliss out of her, making her cry out with passion and pleasure. And Amber’s cries soon mingled with Jenny’s, the two women moaning in pure pleasure, each with the other’s lover’s cock buried deep inside her and driving her onward to new heights of ecstasy.

On my knees, caged in my chastity device, I watched. Helpless, humiliated, and monstrously turned on, barely able to breathe as I watched this latest betrayal. My wife was so sexy when she cheated, so beautiful when she was in control. And there was no greater expression of that than this, watching her ride a stranger’s cock like she owned it, moaning as if he was giving her pleasure I couldn’t even imagine.

My cock strained uselessly in its cage, but there was no way out. This was just one more humiliation I was going to have to endure as Amber’s cuck.
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