
        
            
                
            
        

    
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

Read Part 23 here

Read Part 24 here

Read Part 25 here

Read Part 26 here


A Cruel Party

Amber moaned in pure pleasure, her hands clutching at her big boobs, manipulating the soft flesh just the way I wished I could. She was transported by wild ecstasy, surrendering herself to it completely just the way she did these days. She had no shame, no hesitation, and no sense of even the faintest stirring of regret or remorse. She was getting the sex she wanted, and that was all that mattered. Everything else was secondary, including me.

Of course I knew that wasn’t really true, either. Sure, it was possible that I was so useless in bed that every man she met was preferable to sleeping with me. And if I asked her, that was probably what she would say, with that sultry little smile of hers, that sadistic gleam in her eye. Shannon, certainly, would say something like that, and increasingly these days, it seemed to me that Jenny probably would too. After all, Amber’s friends loved to mock me, loved to tease and humiliate me, even more than she did.

But really, part of the reason Amber’s sex was so good when she was with other guys was because she was cheating on me. How she could get just about any man to want her, and how the naughtier she was, the more desperately I desired her. It was all part of the same complex dance, so even though I was always on the outside, always looking at what I couldn’t have, I was part of it, too.

Though sometimes, I wondered if that wasn’t just a thing I felt I needed to tell myself to stop this from hurting too badly.

But again, I had the opportunity to reflect on the fact that it was a very special and specific kind of pain I was feeling. The kind of pain I seemed to have become addicted to. It was inextricable from her now, a part of who she was and who we were, and that made it something I couldn’t resist. That made me drawn to it in the same way I was drawn to her, unable to resist the wild thrill of being so helpless.

Amber shuddered, a wild spasm of sexual bliss sweeping through her again. I was so close, I could hear every sound. Not just the ones she made with her voice, but the sound of her body moving, the wet sound of his cock plunging in and out of her dripping sex. I could smell the sex they were having, could see the shine of the juices she left behind on his cock as she bounced up and down, as tireless and as unstoppably horny as ever. In my hidden fantasies, she had been like this, my wife the perfect porn star, gorgeous and insatiable. But who would have ever thought that those twisted dreams would become reality? Not me. All that time I chatted with the AI, I was sure this would all remain nothing more than an idea. Back then, I hadn’t even been sure if I would have wanted to happen in real life, even if I had thought that was possible.

Then Amber had found out about the thoughts I had been having, and eliminated any doubt by making my fantasies real.

Bad enough when it was Noah. Bad enough when she was having passionate sex with some guy from work, a guy who I knew I could no longer deny was effectively my wife’s boyfriend. But now it was this stranger, this boyfriend of Jenny’s, as if my wife would give it up to absolutely anyone who wasn’t me. I knew that was what she wanted me to think, and that that was all part of the game. That didn’t stop me thinking it.

And nothing, of course, could stop my cock throbbing in its cage. Nothing could take the cutting edge off the desperate desire I felt, an unignorable need for what I knew I wasn’t going to get. The key to my chastity device bounced above Amber’s boobs as she bounced up and down on Kyle’s cock, and I trembled at the shame and the injustice of it all, but just like always, I could never look away.

My wife let out another wild cry, and I cringed at the sound and at the sight of her leaning forward, gripping Kyle’s knees, her breasts bouncing as she ground her streaming pussy harder against his cock. He groaned too, but I didn’t care about that. I didn’t care about what he was feeling, didn’t want to know anything more about him than I already did. He was having sex with my wife; that was bad enough.

Amber came, right in front of me. It didn’t matter how many times I saw it; it never stopped being beautiful. Beautiful and excruciating, the pure tease of it, the total humiliation of watching her have the orgasm I couldn’t give her with somebody else. If my cock were capable of bursting out of the steel device she kept it in, it would have done so a long time ago, but still I felt it straining against the metal as if that was exactly what it intended to do. That dull, ever-present pain was just one more reminder of my lowly position, of my inferiority. Every time I watched Amber cum, thanks to another man, I felt again that rage and shame she so loved to inflict on me.

With a long sigh, she opened her eyes. Beautiful eyes, shining with that same satisfaction and malice as she looked at me. She knew I would be watching, and of course I was. I never could tear my eyes away, no matter how much it hurt. I knew that fascinated her, and I didn’t fully understand it myself. These days, I was trying to tell myself to just accept things as they were. What else can you do, when nothing makes sense anymore?

Amber chuckled to herself for a moment, so completely satisfied with her new lover and with her own performance. Like always, she wanted me to know it. And how could I not, when I had seen every moment of this latest betrayal? When I knew how much my wife loved to play the naughty slut, to disgrace me over and over again with her enthusiastic infidelities? Even though her cries had stopped now, they were still echoing in my head and in my heart, every heartbeat serving to drive home what the woman I loved had just put me through.

“Fuck, that was good,” she said in a voice that dripped with pleasure.

And I knew she would say it, or something like it. All part of the act, part of the show. But at the same time, it wasn’t like I thought she was lying. It wasn’t like I could even pretend not to believe her, when I had seen the results for myself.

Slowly, she climbed off Kyle. I saw his hands linger on her hips as she moved, reluctant to let her go. His cock slid wetly out of her ravaged pussy. He had cum too, and the thought made my head spin, made my cock throb and my heart ache, all at the same time. But of course he had. Amber never had any trouble getting any guy to do that.

Amber sat down on the sofa beside Kyle. He lay with his legs spread, his thick cock now soft, still stained with my wife’s juices. And the curves of her body tormented me I stared up at her, as she sat naked on Jenny’s sofa, smiling down at me as if she were proud of what she had accomplished.

Jenny, meanwhile, was still going.

Noah still had her up against the wall, her legs in their long boots wrapped around his waist as he lifted her up and down. Finally, I was able to turn my attention to her, and the sight that confronted me was hardly less painfully erotic than it had been to watch my wife get fucked. She looked amazing, her pretty face contorted by pleasure, strands of her long brown hair clinging to her flushed cheeks, her voice ringing out in ecstasy that matched the rhythm of her body bouncing up and down on top of his. While Amber was having sex, my attention was all on her, but somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew that Jenny had had more than one orgasm with my wife’s boyfriend. And she was clearly on course for another as he continued to lift her up and down as if she weighed nothing, as if she were nothing more than a little toy for him to use as he saw fit.

Amber saw me looking. She grinned as she turned her head toward her friend, her beautiful eyes flickering over the sight of Jenny getting fucked by Noah. Her teeth showed as she bit her lower lip, and with another shiver of outraged desire, I could see that she thought it was sexy. It was turning her on, watching her lover with another woman. Maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised by that, given how I felt about watching my wife get nailed. But Amber kept revealing these new sides to herself, these new twists to this adventure. It was part of what kept me addicted to her.

Amber got up. Stepping away from the couch, she walked naked across Jenny’s living room, not a trace of shame visible in her as she paraded around in her birthday suit. She stepped past me, past Kyle, who turned his head to watch her go, flaccid and sated, but still clearly attracted to my wife. She stepped past Noah and Jenny, and as she walked by, she lifted her hand and placed it on Noah’s shoulder, running it over his back, as if to encourage him in what he was doing. He turned his head to smile at her without once breaking his rhythm, Jenny moaning and wailing as she leaned back against the wall, one hand in her tangled hair, the other hooked around Noah’s neck.

Amber disappeared to Jenny’s bathroom. I had no further instructions, and so I stayed where I was. Kneeling on the floor with a naked man sitting on the sofa in front of me, his body still showing the signs of the sex he had had with my wife. I tried not to look at him, and he seemed not to want to look at me, either. Instead, he turned his head to look over his shoulder to where Noah continued to fuck Jenny.

It was quite a show the two of them were putting on. And now, with nothing else to focus on, they were the center of attention. But Jenny didn’t look like she cared. She didn’t look like she even knew. She had her eyes squeezed tightly shut, her mouth wide open, ringing with shrieks and yells of pure passion.

But nothing, and no one, can last forever. Amber returned from the bathroom, at least a little cleaned up, and took up her position on the sofa next to Kyle to a cacophony of feminine moans. Jenny wrapped both her arms around Noah’s neck now, kissing him frantically, the wet sound of her lips only partially muffling the sounds of desperate pleasure she was making. Her legs, tightly wrapped around his waist, shivered and shook, and all of us – me, Amber, Kyle – watched her cum once again.

At the same time, so did Noah. Her orgasm seemed to spark his, her juicy spasming pussy pulling his own explosion out of him at last. He growled, pressing her even harder against the wall as he pumped his cum deep inside her, and she moaned and gasped at the feeling, the wild experience of being a receptacle for the orgasms of two different men within the space of no more than a couple of hours.

Finally, Noah lowered Jenny to the floor, and she stood unsteadily in her tall boots and nothing else, breathing hard as she disentangled her arms from around his neck. As she turned her flushed face toward the living room, she looked almost surprised to see the rest of us, as if she had forgotten completely that we were even there. But as she returned to this insane reality we found ourselves in, I saw a grin spread across her pretty face. Sheepish and a little self-conscious, but undeniably satisfied, too. And I knew that look. Amber often looked the same way, especially at the start of this cuckold journey. Back before it became almost normal for her to have a boyfriend she couldn’t stop having sex with.

“That was quite the show you two put on,” Amber said, smiling at her friend.

“Yeah? You liked that?”

Jenny stepped away from the living room wall, and I could see how unsteady her legs were as she walked toward the sofa. Her whole body was glowing with passion, a faint sheen of sweat showing on her smooth skin, and my cock ached so desperately for her, so tormented by the site of a fully sexually satisfied woman while I kneeled on the floor, rejected and denied.

“Yeah. You look so amazing. You guys look good together. Maybe I should be worried.”

And while Jenny laughed, Amber’s eyes darted toward me, taking in my reaction. She knew exactly what she was doing. Just the thought that she would be jealous over the man she was cheating on me with was all part of the mind games she was playing, and of course I knew that, and of course that didn’t make it any easier to take. Maybe nothing could.

“Well, I don’t see any reason why we can’t share sometimes.”

As she spoke, Jenny dropped down onto the sofa, sitting on the other side of Kyle from Amber. And she draped an arm over his shoulders affectionately, turning her smiling face toward him. He looked at her, an expression of desire on his face, and her smile grew wider as she leaned forward to kiss him. Amber laughed as she watched Jenny and Kyle make out, absolutely loving the sexual tension in the air, even after all the orgasms that had taken place in that living room.

It felt almost surreal to be sitting there with everyone basically naked. Jenny still wore her boots; I still wore my ever-present chastity cage. But other than that, we were all basically undressed. Noah, leaving his own clothes behind in a pile there where he had fucked Jenny against the wall, stepped across the room and sat down on the far end of the sofa, away from Amber, next to Jenny. All four of them seemed worn out by their exertions, him especially. I wasn’t surprised. It pained me to admit it even to myself, but there was no way I could have fucked Jenny like that for anything like that amount of time. I didn’t have that kind of stamina.

“Go get us all some water, cuck.”

It felt like the first time my wife it spoken directly to me in a long time, and of course, it was a dismissive order paired with an insult. And of course, I did what she wanted. I cringed with shame as the naked group laughed at me, amused by my ready obedience, but Amber still had that key around her neck, and that meant she still had that unstoppable, irresistible power over me.

I went to Jenny’s kitchen. There on the worktop were the panties she had made me wash for her, and I thought of the stains and residue left behind, and how I had smelled her scent from the fabric like a desperate loser while another man got to fuck her. I looked around for glasses, unfamiliar with the layout of her kitchen, but I found them in the end. Her fridge had a water dispenser, and so I poured out four glasses, horribly humiliated to be serving Jenny and Amber’s lovers, but knowing that was exactly why they wanted me to do it.

I carried the glasses back to the living room, two at a time. Of course, I served Amber first, and she took her glass from me without a word, looking deep into my eyes as she did, that constantly present slight smile on her lips. Because he was next to her, Kyle got the next glass, and he murmured something that might have been thanks, but I barely listened and didn’t respond. I could feel everyone’s eyes on me as I returned to the kitchen to get the two remaining glasses, coming back and handing them to Jenny and Noah. Neither of them thanked me. That was the whole atmosphere, the whole vibe of the situation we were in. I was a slave, a pathetic loser who had no choice but to serve my superiors, and apparently, I was beneath any need to thank for that service.

“Come here,” Amber said softly as I stood in front of the sofa, not knowing what to do next. I stepped toward her, my heart swelling pathetically with hope even though I knew more torture was the most likely outcome of what she wanted.

And of course, that was what I got.

As I stood in front of Amber, she bent forward on the sofa, her big breasts hanging down from her chest onto her thighs. With the glass of water I had given her in one hand, she reached out with the other and took hold of the slender chain that was still locked to my chastity device. Picking up its other end, she pulled gently on it, chuckling to herself as she did.

“I like this,” she said, turning to smile at Jenny.

“Yeah, it keeps him in his place. I had him chained by his dick to the kitchen sink earlier, handwashing my panties. And then I figured, why take it off?”

My wife laughed out loud at her friend’s words, and Jenny laughed too, both of them enjoying my humiliation as they always did. I paid no attention to the men, not caring what they might be thinking. All my focus was on Amber now, and on Jenny, knowing how dangerous they could be, knowing how desirable they were. And Amber sat back on the sofa, still holding the chain so that it hung between us, taking another sip from the glass of water I had brought her.

“It’s like you’re leashed,” she said. “Seems appropriate, somehow. Maybe I should keep you like this all the time. My leashed little cuckold pet. What would you say to that?”

“If that’s what you want, Miss Amber,” I said carefully, making the women laugh again.

“Of course. That’s the only correct answer, isn’t it? I have the pussy, so I make the rules.”

Even after everything that had passed between us over the last few weeks, it still felt shocking to hear my wife talk so crudely. Then again, it was nowhere near as shocking as the things I had seen her do.

Amber took another slow sip of her water, then reached to the side and set it down on an end table close to the sofa. I knew that look on her beautiful face all too well. The look of a new wild idea, the look of a woman with a plan. It terrified me, that look. But like everything else about Amber, it turned me on, too.

Still holding the chain in her hand, Amber sat forward on the couch. Then she stood, and helplessly, I watched her beautiful body unfold itself in front of me, those teasing curves that haunted my memory and my imagination so brazenly displayed in front of me.

Amber smiled as she stepped past me. She stepped past Kyle, past Jenny, moving toward the far end of the couch, and as she moved, the chain between us grew taut, pulling on my cage and the aching cock trapped inside. I had no choice but to follow. Just like she said, it was a leash, and she could use it to lead me wherever she wanted me to go. Another expression of my helplessness, my inferiority, my inability to say no to this woman who was everything to me.

I followed. I followed Amber and stood close by as she slowly, smilingly, sank to her knees on the floor in front of Noah.

He grinned down at her. He was as naked as Kyle was, his cock lying flaccid between his legs, satisfied by the powerful orgasm he had fired into Jenny’s body. But I could see the look on his face, and a hot needle of anger stabbed my insides as I thought about how often he had had a similar view of my wife. I didn’t even know everything they had done together. I had seen a lot, but by no means everything. And Amber being the way she was, especially lately, I didn’t doubt that they had done all the things you would expect a couple who enjoy sex together so much to do with one another.

But it’s different seeing it. And as I stood there on the end of Jenny’s leash, my stomach tied up in knots of fear and nervousness, I didn’t have many doubts or illusions about what I was about to see.

But my wicked wife wouldn’t be content until I had drunk the full cup of humiliation she planned to pour out for me.

“Come round this way,” Amber ordered, tugging gently on the chain to emphasize her command. “Kneel down here, next to me.”

I heard Jenny laugh, and even Kyle chuckled, the two of them probably guessing, just like I had, what would happen next. And even though I didn’t look at them, I could almost feel their astonishment as they watched me do exactly as I was told. But they didn’t know what it was like to be in chastity like this. To be so desperate for orgasm that nothing else matters, that all normal rules of behavior go out the window in the hope of getting what you need more than anything in the world.

I circled around behind my wife, still at the end of the chain she held, and I kneeled on the floor next to her. Noah glanced in my direction, but only for a second, quickly turning his attention back to Amber. And she smiled in my direction before shuffling forward, moving closer to him on her knees, leaning up and rubbing her free hand up his naked thigh.

“Did you like fucking my friend?” she asked, gazing up into.

“Yeah,” he chuckled, “I did.”

“I bet. She’s really sexy, isn’t she? Did you ever imagine that you’d get to not just fuck me, but also my friends?”

“No,” Noah said, shaking his head. “Can’t say I saw that one coming.”

Amber laughed just a little, not much more than a puff of air through her nostrils. At the same time, she reached out and ran her fingers over his soft cock. He shifted slightly on his seat, spreading his legs a little more to get a better view. I wasn’t trying to look. But I couldn’t help notice that his manhood reacted to her touch, twitching slightly where it lay against his leg.

“Well, you deserve it. A cock like this deserves all the pussy it can handle. Not like some people I could mention,” she added, just to twist the knife in my guts a little more. But that was nothing compared to watching her hand move up and down, stroking his flaccid cock back to life. She simply couldn’t get enough. She had no intention of stopping. And she knew just how to get her lover excited again, to get him ready to do what she wanted.

Amber rose up higher on her knees, sweeping her long hair back from her face as she leaned over Noah’s lap. On the couch, I could see both Kyle and Jenny lean forward, craning their necks to see the show that was taking place. And Amber was more than willing to perform. Leaning over her boyfriend’s lap, she pressed her lips against his cock, kissing its fat head with genuine affection. And while Noah grunted happily, I trembled with pain and lust, powerless to stop another outrageous show from taking place in front of me.

Amber kissed his cock again, and again. Then she stuck out her tongue and licked it, tracing the contours of his veined shaft from the base to the tip and back down again. Maintaining eye contact, letting him see what a naughty girl she was, letting him see how eager to please him she could be.

And inevitably, his body responded. His cock started to fatten, to harden, even after the workout he had given it with Jenny. Amber knew exactly what she was doing, and as she licked and kissed and stroked and teased, she worked her boyfriend back to erection. I had a front row seat, cringing the whole time, knowing she would never do such a thing for me. Knowing that her talented mouth belonged to him now, and maybe other men of her choosing, but certainly not her cuckold husband.

When Noah was mostly hard again, Amber took his cock into her mouth. Jenny let out a mocking cheer as she watched her friend perform, and of course, that only encouraged my wife. She took Noah deep, making him groan, her cheeks hollowing around his shaft as she sucked him, more willing to please than I had ever seen her in my life.

Helplessly, I watched. Kneeling beside her at the end of a chain leash, it was all I could do. And once she had gotten him back to full hardness, once she had sucked his cock right back to erection, Amber turned her mouth away from him to smile at me.

“Come here, cuck,” he said, wrapping the chain leash around her hand and pulling on it so that I had no choice but to shuffle toward her on my knees. “Come here and give your naughty wife a nice big kiss.”

Everyone in the room laughed, except for Amber and me. And I cringed, not wanting to obey this latest instruction, even though I knew I had no choice. Amber didn’t flinch. With her free hand, she grabbed the back of my head, pulling me toward her, forcing her lips against mine. And while I cringed and put up a halfhearted and ineffectual struggle, she plunged her tongue into my mouth, sliding it over mine.

Her eyes were shining again when she finally lifted her lips away.

“How does my boyfriend’s cock taste, loser?” she sneered to a fresh chorus of humiliating laughter. “Does it taste like Jenny’s pussy?”

“Yes, Miss Amber,” I groaned in total humiliation. And the whole room exploded in laughter.
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