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Serving The Cucksitter

There was tension in the air. There was no denying that. And frankly, I wished there wasn’t. As sexy as she could sometimes be, Shannon wasn’t my type, and I didn’t want to feel that way about her. But it was getting harder and harder to deny that I did.

She had power over me, after all, and I was coming to understand more and more that was a key element in my attraction to anyone. I didn’t understand it, but I couldn’t deny it. And I don’t have the foot fetish that she seemed to think I did, but as I looked up at her from my knees while giving her a foot rub, I had to acknowledge that Shannon had never looked so good.

So where did that leave us? I had no idea. It was all so confusing. One of the few blessings that came with being forced to submit to my wife was that in the end, I didn’t have to understand what was going on. None of it was up to me. None of it was in my control. The only thing I had to do was follow orders and go along with what the women wanted. As scary as that was, it did have the advantage of making things simple.

I could feel Shannon’s eyes on me as I continued rubbing her foot. Her dyed black hair framed her face, those eyes sparkling with glints like broken glass deep within them. She was menacing and sexy at the same time, and you might think my experiences with Amber would have gotten used to that juxtaposition. But coming from someone else, it was even stranger. Even wilder and more unbelievable than when it was my wife giving the orders.

Shannon played around on her phone, ignoring me at times, but she didn’t seem able to keep her eyes off me for long. She accepted all of this as if it were almost normal, as if she had every right to boss me around. But she couldn’t hide her excitement. It was obvious that this was doing something to her, and I felt my heart swell with hope, without necessarily knowing what it was that I hoped for.

I didn’t know the rules. I didn’t know what was allowed. All I knew was the instruction Amber had given me, to obey her friend just like I obeyed her. It sounded simple. But something told me that really, it was anything but.

Shannon shifted on the sofa again, and as she looked at me, I felt like a new idea had occurred to her. I just waited. There wasn’t much else I could do, and it didn’t seem I would be waiting long.

“Come with me.”

As she spoke, Shannon rose to her feet. She turned away from the sofa, walking across the living room in her bare feet without looking back. She had the same way of giving orders that Amber did, I noticed. As if she never doubted that she would be obeyed. As if she knew how complete her power over me was. Probably she did. And that thought scares me too, but it was that familiar fear that came with a healthy dose of arousal, that fear that was indistinguishable from excitement. That fear I always felt at times like this, that never stopped me from doing even the most outrageous things.

I rose to my feet and followed her. Even in my own house, I was doing as she said. Just as Amber wanted, my wild and sexy wife still exerting power over me even from a distance. Even while she was out cheating on me. My heart beat faster in my chest, the shame and humiliation of my situation never escaping me, even for a second. But at the same time, I was on fire with wild lust, and if Shannon didn’t know that already, she was about to find it out.

She walked right into my bedroom like it was her own. Fortunately the house was quite clean, since we had known we would have company. The bed springs creaked as Shannon stretched out on the mattress, making herself completely at home. And I stood awkwardly in front of the bed, practically completely naked, in our bedroom with another woman, wondering what Amber would make of all this. She had told me to do whatever her friend said. But did that really mean whatever she said? Once again, I didn’t know where the lines were, what to expect from the night that lay ahead. And I felt again that thrill of not being in control, being powerless to change anything that happened.

“I need to see this chat you’ve been having with the AI.”

My blood ran cold at the thought. That chat had got me into so much trouble already, had embarrassed me so much in front of my wife. It would be even more embarrassing for Shannon to know just how dark and depraved those fantasies were. But it wasn’t like I could stop her. I watched her typing a message into her phone, and I guessed that she was messaging Amber. When her phone pinged with a new message, I knew she had a response. I watched her eyes moving back-and-forth over the screen as she read, and I knew without doubt that Amber had willingly sent her proof of my obsession.

And I just waited. It was all that I could do, in the situation I was in. To just wait and see what happened next, to wait and see what came of this new humiliation. Because after all, it wasn’t like reading those texts was going to make Shannon think more favorably of me than she currently did.

I watched a smile spread across her face. I watched her eyes gleam. Several times, she looked up from the screen in front of her toward me, and the look on her face suggested she was witnessing a whole new side of me. I suppose she was. It wasn’t a thought that exactly filled me with pride, but it wasn’t something I could do anything about, either.

And I saw more than that. I saw a flush rising to her cheeks, watched her big breasts rise and fall a little more rapidly in the low neck of her tank top, and I guessed she was reading the parts about her. I hadn’t dwelled too long on Shannon in my little fantasies; most of my attention was on Amber, and then on her more beautiful friend Kayla. But Shannon had made an appearance, and frankly, my wild fantasies had turned out to be at least somewhat close to the truth in her case. In real life, I was finding her just as confident, just as dominant as I had dared to imagine her being.

Finally, she looked away from the phone, looking straight at me. She looked me up and down, a little smirk on her admittedly pretty face, and I felt like I knew what she was thinking. She was thinking about how pathetic I was, what a loser I had turned out to be, how shameful it was that I got such a thrill out of being dominated by women. She wasn’t wrong. That was exactly how I felt about it, too.

“Quite the imagination you have.”

It wasn’t just me. The artificial intelligence had gone to some really extreme places, once it started to understand what it was that I wanted. It’s just a dumb machine, and I knew that I was ultimately responsible. But still, some of the things it said were beyond even my own kinks. But there was no point arguing that with her. In fact, there was no point arguing anything with her, just like there wasn’t with Amber. These women were going to say and do whatever they wanted, and my agreement was completely irrelevant and unneeded.

Shannon shifted on the bed. And in my desperate state of arousal, I couldn’t keep my eyes off the generous curves of her body that her tight outfit put so flagrantly on display. There was a slight sheen to her yoga pants as they stretched around her thighs and hips, drawing my eye to her unmistakably feminine shape. And there were those big juicy boobs half hanging out of her tank top, her impressive bust rising and falling with every breath she took, jiggling with every move she made. I didn’t doubt that she knew it. She worked in a bar, no doubt hustling tips off horny guys all night long, knowing just how to give a man an eyeful without crossing the line. Was she doing that to me too? I couldn’t tell, and in the end, I supposed it didn’t really matter. Whatever she was doing was exactly what she wanted to do, and all I could do in return was try and deal with it.

“That chat got you into a lot of trouble, didn’t it?”

“Yes.”

Shannon, of course, knew the whole story. I didn’t doubt that anymore. She knew far too much for my liking, but as usual, there was nothing I could do about that.

“Silly boy.”

She shifted on the bed again, lying on her back as her breasts bounced on her chest and she propped herself up against the headboard. Definitely making herself comfortable, in the place where my wife and I slept together. I could see that she was getting off on the power, enjoying it just the same way Amber did at times like this. As if every woman I knew had this secret side to her, this dominant side that could come out if given the right encouragement. If confronted with a submissive man. Which apparently, I was.

“What are you thinking about right now?”

I know a trap when I see one. I looked at Shannon, not saying anything, and she beamed back at me, her face lit up with excitement. She was turned on. There was no doubt about that. And my cock was aching inside its steel prison. But Amber had the key. Even if we wanted to do anything, as insane as it was to even be thinking along those lines, it was off the menu. In a flash, I guess that was why my wife had trusted me with one of her more free-spirited friends. She knew that even if I wanted Shannon, there wasn’t much I could do about it.

Shannon giggled, as if I had answered her. Probably my face gave away the truth more eloquently than I could ever have spoken it. I was thinking about sex, the way I was pretty much constantly these days. Ever since Amber locked my cock away in chastity, it occupied my thoughts to the exclusion of all else. And now, with my wife’s friend in front of me, I was having thoughts I didn’t want to speak of, thoughts about her that I had never had before in my life. Shannon knew it. She knew it, and it was one more power imbalance between the two of us.

And now she swept her phone up in her hand, holding it in front of her face again. I just it there, waiting. Waiting to see what her next move might be, what would be required of me. And again, that smile lit up her face, that look of mischief and excitement, of sheer naughtiness.

“Come here.”

Looking at me, Shannon patted the bed beside her. I gulped nervously. Of course, part of me wanted nothing more. Part of me was thrilled at this new turn, hoping for something without my rational brain bothering to think too hard about what it might be. But this was a line. Even though my wife was out there blatantly cheating on me, thinking nothing of our marriage vows, I still felt weird about doing anything with Shannon, if that was what was on the table. And yet I hoped it was, even as it made me nervous.

I climbed onto the bed and moved toward her. It felt so strange to be sitting there on the mattress next to her, when it was Amber I should have been beside. Another weird perversion of our relationship, another act of opening up what had been most intimate between us to the rest of the world. I’m not going to say it didn’t excite me. Of course it did. My caged cock aching in its chastity was more than enough proof of that.

As I sat beside Shannon, I could feel the warmth coming off her body, could smell the perfume she wore. But she didn’t touch me. Instead, she held up her phone in front of me.

“Looks like your wife is having a really good time,” she said. And she pressed play on the screen, starting a video message she had received. And my heart felt like it was about to burst into flames as I watched what was going on.

There was Amber, all dressed up in that incredibly sexy dark red leather dress she had put on for the occasion. Her hair perfectly styled, her makeup exquisite. Her breasts rising and falling in the front of the dress as she groaned breathlessly.

Because she was kissing another man. Noah, of course. His lips were pressed against hers, moving over her painted skin, and I could see her jaw working as she kissed him back. I could feel the passion in their movements even from this distance, and it tormented me with rage and shame, a kind of fury rising inside me that was almost a match for my desire.

Because Amber looked good. There was no denying that. She looked amazing as she headed out on her date that night, and she looked amazing now, with another man’s arms wrapped around her, that scandalous dress shining in the light, her beautiful face pressed against his and soft sounds of pleasure escaping from her mouth.

She turned toward the camera. Clearly, her date had no problem being filmed. He went on kissing her, pressing his lips against her cheek, her neck, and she smiled as she looked right at the lens. Her blue eyes glittered as she looked right down the barrel of the camera, her dark lips raised in a smile of happiness. Loving the attention. Loving the tease. And loving the power she had to drive me crazy with frustration and desire.

The video stopped, with Amber still looking at the camera. And Shannon turned to look at me, the smile on her face echoing the one I had seen on my wife’s lips in the video. What did they expect from me? What did they want? My heart was burning up with jealousy, with shame, my mind reeling as it tried to reject the evidence of my own eyes. I knew what was happening. I knew what had already happened. He had had her before, and he was going to have her again, and there was nothing I could do about that. But these women, both Amber and Shannon, got off on that. They wanted to feel every ounce of what I was feeling, as if anyone would want to be in the position I found myself in.

Except of course, I knew that they would. Because part of me, an uncomfortably large part, wanted this. Amber looked so unbelievably sexy, being showered with kisses by another man, and Shannon had never been more attractive to me than she was now, lording her power over me, taunting me with my own inadequacies, my jealousies, my helplessness. Her breasts rose and fell again as she breathed, and there was no longer any doubt in my mind. The tension in the air was purely sexual. I wanted Amber above all, more than any other woman in the world. But I wanted Shannon too, more than I ever had before. And she was turned on by all of this, just like I was. Maybe not for the same reasons, but with, in the end, the same result.

Shannon opened her mouth, as if she was about to say something to me. Something else cruel and mocking, no doubt, something else designed to humiliate me. But when her phone started to ring, I didn’t exactly feel saved by the bell. Because I could see who was calling. It was Amber, making a video call. And Shannon flashed me that smile again as she pressed the phone to answer.

“Hi, babe,” she said. And a hiss of hatred escaped my lips as I looked at the screen in front of me. There was Amber, all right. Her face, shoulders, arms, and chest visible in the screen. She was no longer wearing her dress. Her dark hair hung down around her face, over her shoulders, swaying in time with her movements, and her breasts bounced in her push-up bra at the same time. She was rocking in a steady rhythm back-and-forth, and my cock strained against the unyielding steel of the chastity device, and my heart felt like it was going to explode with desire and despair at the same time.

“Oh my God,” Shannon giggled, covering her mouth with her free hand. “Are you having sex right now?”

“Goddamn right I am,” my wife growled, and Shannon burst out laughing.

“Noah’s holding the camera. Say hi, Noah.”

“Hi,” said a man’s voice through the speaker, and Shannon laughed again. Clearly, she was riding on top of him. His cock was inside my wife, and even though wasn’t the first time, it felt unbelievably humiliating to have to watch such a betrayal. And to have Shannon watch it too, enjoying every moment of it.

“How is it?”

“Oh my God, amazing,” Amber groaned, rolling her eyes with pleasure. “He’s so fucking hot. We had to cut dinner short because I just couldn’t wait to get fucking railed.”

She spat the words out aggressively, her pleasure making her greedy. I could hear how breathless she was, could see the way she bounced up and down on top of him. She was hungry for sex. I had been lucky enough to see that a few times in my own life with her, but I had never imagined seeing it with somebody else. I trembled as I lay in the bed beside Shannon, not saying anything, unable to turn my eyes away from the screen even though it felt like it would break my heart. And unable to do anything about the tightness of the chastity cage locked around my manhood, the prison of endless desire that my wife kept me in.

Because of course, there was the key to my cock, hanging from its chain around Amber’s neck. Bouncing teasingly above those swaying breasts, reminding me that I was incapable of experiencing the pleasure she was having.

“Yeah, it looks pretty great,” Shannon said, smiling that wicked smile at the camera. “I’m kind of jealous. I knew this was going to be fun, but I didn’t realize how hot this all is.”

“I know, right?” Amber giggled. “I wish I had thought of doing this years ago. Having my husband all caged up and being able to fuck whoever I want, whenever I want, is fucking amazing.”

“Lucky girl.”

“Well, there’s nothing stopping you. I told my cuck he has to serve you and do whatever you say. I mean that. Whatever you say. I mean, I know his cock is locked up, but you’re an imaginative girl. I’m sure you can figure out some way to have fun with him if you want. Besides, trust me. You’re not missing much with that thing in chastity.”

Shannon laughed loudly, and Amber let out a giggle that soon turned into a moan of pleasure. I felt my cheeks burning with shame, humiliation racing through my body and merging, as it always did, with almost unbearable desire. Shannon’s body was pressed against mine now, and I could feel the warmth and softness of her skin against my own, but I kept my eyes on the screen, watching Amber get fucked.

But then, Shannon moved. She moved suddenly, abruptly, as if she had come to a sudden decision. And as always, I lay there passively and waited to see what it might be.

“Hold this.”

Shannon handed me her phone, pressing a button on the screen as she did. Amber was still smiling at me down the camera, her hair still swaying, her boobs bouncing as she rocked back-and-forth on top of her new lover. But now, Shannon was on the screen as well. In a little square in one corner, I could see her moving above me, captured in the camera on the back of the phone.

As hard as it was to tear my eyes away from my wife, I watched as Shannon peeled off her black leggings. She peeled off her panties too, and I felt like my heart was in my throat, throbbing away and pumping fire instead of blood through my body.

Naked from the waist down, Shannon straddled me. She smiled as she moved her hips, grinding her pussy against my caged cock.

“Nice,” Amber said breathlessly. “I never tried that.”

“Not bad,” Shannon said, her breasts bouncing and heaving in her tank top as she moved. “Yeah, this might work out just fine.”

And I lay there, holding the camera pointed at her, my eyes locked on the screen where my wife was betraying me with another man. But as Shannon’s sighs turned to moans, I divided my attention between the two women. The one I loved on the screen in front of me, and her friend, rocking up and down more forcefully now on my caged cock.

The mattress springs bounced under the combined weight of our bodies, the bedframe swaying as she began to move more aggressively. It was funny; but not the kind of funny that makes you laugh. I had always imagined that Shannon, despite not being my physical type, would probably be one of the best lays of all my wife’s friends. She just had that vibe about her, the air of a woman who enjoys pleasure and makes no apologies for it. And I had turned out to be right about that.

Shannon held nothing back. She wasn’t the type of woman to worry about how she looked in these moments of passion, about what the camera might be capturing. If anything, she welcomed the attention. Her moans got louder and louder. I watched her rake her black hair back from her face, her big boobs jiggling even more, her thick thighs clamping down around my hips as she continued to rub her pussy against my chastity cage. Faster and faster, harder and harder, getting more aggressive. Just like my wife was on the screen in front of me, bouncing up and down vigorously on top of her lover’s cock, letting out wild screams of pleasure the whole time.

Our bedroom was soon filled with the sounds of female pleasure. Both Shannon’s and Amber’s voices raised in the music of sex, Amber’s moans and cries rising from the speaker of the phone, but almost drowned out by Shannon’s groaning. But I watched my wife close her eyes, watched pleasure shake her body, making her breasts tremble in her provocative bra. I watched her suddenly stiffen, her head tipped back, her pulsing veins showing under the skin of her neck as a tremor passed through her. I groaned myself, but not in the same way the women were. Mine was a groan of despair, of frustration, of teasing beyond anything I thought I could take, anything I had ever imagined.

Because I knew that I was watching my wife cum with another man’s cock inside her. And I reluctantly heard Noah’s voice groaning in pleasure as Amber’s pussy spasmed around him, but it was almost drowned out by her own ecstatic cries.

She wasn’t faking. I knew that. I also knew that Amber wanted me to hear her pleasure, wanted me to feel every ounce of the humiliation she was giving me. But she didn’t need to put on an act. She was having a deep and powerful orgasm, and my cock ached, separated from Shannon’s pussy only by the remorseless steel that encased it, as I reflected that my wife’s orgasm had probably been more powerful because she knew I was watching. Because she knew I wanted her so desperately that I would give anything to have her in that moment, to be where he was, but that nothing I could give her was better than what she already had.

On-screen, Amber opened her eyes. Her beautiful smile lit up her flushed face as she grinned down the camera at me.

Meanwhile, Shannon hadn’t stopped. She was riding me more ferociously than ever now, and Amber could see her, bouncing up and down on top of me, her own head tipped back, her own black hair flailing around her shaking shoulders.

“Looks like you have a fun night ahead, cuck,” Amber said, her voice dripping with pleasure and seduction as she spoke, leaning into the insult as if she loved the way it felt in her mouth. “And so do I. I just came, but Noah didn’t. That means I get to ride this thick, juicy cock all night long. But don’t worry, honey. I’ll tell you all the naughty little details when I come home. Whenever that is. Now, be a good boy for Shannon. Do everything your cucksitter says.”

Amber didn’t wait for a reply from me. I saw her reach for the phone, and the feed went dead. Setting the phone aside, I looked up at Shannon to see my wife’s friend grinning down at me, her own face glowing with pleasure.

“Oh my God, you’re such a loser,” she panted. “No wonder Amber has to fuck other guys. But maybe you do have some uses.”

Shannon moved on top of me. Lifting her dripping pussy away from my caged cock, she crawled over me on the bed. And as she moved toward me, I could see what was happening. She straddled my face, her knees on either side of my head, her wet pussy shining in front of me as she thrust forward.

“Lick it, loser,” she snarled. “You heard what your wife said. You need to do what you’re told.”

And I did. Cringing with shame, on fire with wild lust, I did what Shannon wanted. I slid my tongue over her wet and fragrant pussy, hearing her moan with pure sadistic joy above me, and I knew that what I was experiencing, this wild and crazy game of domination and submission, was the reality of my life now.
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