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The Cucksitter

He opened the door. Outside, the darkness was already gathering, the streetlights burning like bright white witnesses to his shame as he stood in the open doorway. It wasn’t Kayla who stood before him, his wife’s sexy friend who had featured quite heavily in his fantasy scenarios with the online AI. Instead, it was Shannon.

A broad smile lit up her face as she looked at him, and in that moment, Nick knew that she knew.

Of course, he knew that anyway. Amber must’ve explained the situation to her friend, must have explained why she wanted her friend to look after her husband while she was out. But somehow, Nick had been trying to keep that horrible truth from himself. Maybe the only way to survive all this, the only way to operate with any semblance of control, was to ignore the more painful aspects of his new reality until he couldn’t ignore them anymore. Now he had reached that point. Fresh humiliation was standing right in front of him in the form of one of his wife’s friends, brought into their crazy game as a witness to just how far he’d fallen.

Nick knew he was about to enter an entirely new chapter of this game, one even crazier and more humiliating than the last. And he knew he had no choice in it. That was part of what made it so exciting. But it also made him tremble and quake as he stood there in the doorway, looking at Shannon and knowing that she knew everything.

She had never been his favorite of his wife’s friends. She wasn’t as beautiful as Kayla, and certainly not as gorgeous as Amber. Shannon wasn’t really Nick’s type; although she wasn’t exactly fat, she was kind of thickset, and he had always liked slimmer women. Curvy, yes, like Amber, but with a tiny waist that was a product of both genetics and hard work at the gym. Shannon was different. She was curvy too, but her curves were even more exaggerated and pronounced than those of his wife. Her waist, though thicker than Amber’s, was still relatively thin compared to the vast swells of her hips and her breasts, giving her a good figure even if she was bigger than her friends.

Shannon had her audience; Nick knew that. Of all Amber’s friends, she had always been the one he had the least connection with. There was just something about her that made him uncomfortable. She was always very open about her sex life, and he knew she had no shortage of willing partners. She was always dating some guy or another, though it never seemed to last long. She was loud and outspoken and boisterous, and although Nick would never say it to his wife, who would be outraged at the suggestion, he felt he could see why guys didn’t seem to want to  stick around. Yes, she was attractive, if you were into her body type. But Nick was sure that when it came right down to it, she was probably a little much.

But none of that mattered now, of course. None of that changed the reality that he was standing there in front of her, fully clothed but with his cock locked away in chastity. And it didn’t change the fact that Shannon knew about it. She knew what she was there for, and as she looked him up and down, grinning the whole while, Nick felt an even more concentrated version of the feeling he often got around her. Shannon seemed capable of anything. And Amber, he knew, was going to give her free reign to do whatever she wanted.

“Hi,” Shannon said with a smile. “Are you going to invite me in?”

Nick had been shocked into silence the whole time, his mind racing with the possibilities of this latest turn of events. Shannon’s words seemed to jolt him out of the daydream he had fallen into, and he felt his heart pounding in his chest as he spoke.

“Come in.”

Shannon’s black hair shone as she stepped through the door into the light of his home, seeming to detach itself from the darkness outside that it had merged with. She dyed it sometimes, putting streaks of color into it, but mostly, it was always this black color that it was tonight. It wasn’t real; Nick knew that nobody’s hair is naturally that deep and flawlessly black. But it suited her.

The silver ring in one nostril gleamed in the light as she stepped further into the house. Her outfit was all black too, black combat boots underneath black leggings that hugged her generous curves and flaunted that exaggerated figure she had. Above that, a black top that he could barely see under the black leather biker jacket she wore, gleaming with silver studs. A rock chick, if ever there was one. That was how she looked, and again, Nick knew that it suited her. She made a living working in bars, and often not the best ones. But he never doubted that she was a woman who could handle herself. Nothing ever seemed to intimidate her, nothing ever seemed to throw her off her stride. Including this wild situation she found herself now. Her mind had to be racing just like his was, barely able to believe this incredible turn of events. But she wasn’t letting it show. Instead, she strode into Nick and Amber’s house as if she had done this many times before, as if her friend regularly asked her to watch over her husband while she went on a date.

Amber was standing as Shannon entered the living room, with Nick silently following. Not for the first time, he felt like he was becoming almost a spectator in his own life. Losing all your power and agency will do that to you. He didn’t know exactly what tonight held, but he knew he could expect humiliation and degradation and sexual frustration on a whole new level. And he knew there wasn’t a single thing she could do about that. Even if he wanted to.

Shannon squealed at the sight of Amber, almost running toward her friend to wrap her arms around her. And then, after embracing, she stepped back, her dark eyes traveling up and down Amber’s incredible body in that brand-new ludicrously expensive dress. She clicked her tongue admiringly, shaking her head to make her hair flow like silk over her shoulders.

“Holy shit,” Shannon said under her breath. “You look like sex on two legs.”

Amber giggled girlishly at the compliment. It was funny, but not the kind of funny that would make it last. In fact, he didn’t feel much like laughing at all recently. But it was funny how differently Amber took a compliment from her friends than she did from him. He could call her a goddess and worship the ground she walked on, and he absolutely meant every word, and it was clear that it made Amber feel like a million dollars. But she loved this praise from Shannon, too, in a different but perhaps no less powerful way.

Shannon, as sexually open as she was, never given any sign of having an interest in women that way. Instead, her tone was one of pure appreciation for the skill and artistry that had gone into making Amber look the way she did. For Nick, horny as he was, it was a constant cloud of sometimes conflicting emotions, the relentless desire he felt for his wife tainted by the knowledge that she was dressing up not for him, but for another man, and that he had spent a fortune on the outfit she wore that made her so gorgeous, that was going to make this man want her almost as badly as Nick did himself. Shannon’s mind, no doubt, was clearer. She could just admire the look without wanting it with the frustrated ferocity Nick was feeling.

This was no normal girl’s nights, and clearly, Shannon hadn’t forgotten that. Her smile widened again as she turned to look at Nick, standing uncomfortably behind her.

“How do you even live with a woman this sexy? How does it feel, knowing she’s going out to get fucking railed by someone else?”

Shannon burst out laughing, the rounded shape of her breasts bouncing in the low-cut neckline of the expensive leather dress. And Shannon’s grin gave her an almost triumphant look, letting Nick know straightaway the kind of night he was in for. Already, he knew that just like Amber, Shannon wasn’t going to make anything easy for him. She seemed to find the whole situation funny, and maybe in a similar position, he might have felt the same. But he was too close to it, living as he did in the boiling heart of his own humiliation. The girls could laugh, and they did, over and over. But he wasn’t smiling.

Still grinning, Amber smoothed the dark red leather of her dress over her sensual hips. The fabric gleamed in the light, looking every bit as expensive as it was. She stepped toward the sofa, bending her body down onto it, and Nick’s eyes followed her the way they always did, held in a captive orbit that wouldn’t let him look away. As always, he was a prisoner of desire that would never stop, that his wife had become so expert at manipulating. He was stuck, completely at the mercy of Amber. And, now, Shannon as well.

He watched the light gleaming on his wife’s leather dress as she sat down, the skirt too tight to allow her to cross her legs like she normally would. Instead, she ran her hands over the shining leather again, and predictably, Nick felt a stab of jealousy as he wished it was his hands sliding over his wife’s body wrapped in the gleaming and supple leather.

Shannon shed her jacket, and Nick saw that underneath, she was wearing a tank top that exposed what seemed like acres of her huge boobs. Her tank top and the bra she wore underneath it had their work cut out containing those magnificent mammaries, and in his state of desperate and frustrated lust, Nick found it hard to look away. There they both were, both of them with delicious cleavage temptingly on display, and Nick could feel his cock throbbing painfully inside the chastity, and he knew there was no way out. Amber wasn’t going to unlock him now. Not a chance. The only hope he had of release was to do what he was told and behave the way these women wanted, hoping in the end for a reward from his unbelievably sexy wife.

There was tension in the air now, a kind of simmering energy Nick could feel, and he didn’t doubt the two women sitting in front of him could feel it too. As he looked Shannon over again, studying the curves of her body wrapped in her tight black clothing, he had to admit, she was sexier than he remembered. Sure, she might not measure up to his wife, the leather-clad goddess sitting beside her, but then again, no one did. Not even her friend Kayla. Shannon had a kind of aggressive sexiness of her own, a bold and brazen attitude that enhanced the looks that nature had given her and made her more appealing to him than she had ever been before.

But maybe that was the kinky situation they were in. Or maybe, he reflected, it was the teasing chastity he had been kept in for days now. And the knowledge of what Amber had it in her mind to do. In the state he was in, all women looked like queens. Which meant Amber looked like a genuine goddess.

“I want to see it.”

Shannon’s dark eyes sparkled as she turned to look at Amber. And Amber bit her lower lip in excitement, her own eyes glowing happily at her friend. There was no need to ask questions; they all knew exactly what she meant. And even though Nick’s heart sank with the humiliation he knew he had no choice but to endure, he didn’t try to protest. There was no point. If anything, he suspected that trying to get these women to show him mercy was more likely to make them even more cruel to him.

Amber turned her smile on Nick. She reached toward her chest, toward that irresistible cleavage, toward the silver chain and the key that hung just above it. The key dangled from her necklace as she held it between finger and thumb, looking at Nick as if she was making some sort of calculation in her head.

“Go on, honey,” she said with a smile. “You may as well show her.”

Nick hesitated. But he knew he had no choice. And really, what was the difference if Shannon saw the source of his humiliation? She already knew about it, and that was bad enough. That was what he tried to tell himself, but deep down, he knew that this was different in some way. Bad enough that Shannon knew about his captivity, his chastity cage. But having to show her, to be put on display like this, drove the humiliation home even harder. Just like the girls intended.

What was he supposed to do? Say no? That option was never on the table. Maybe it hadn’t been from the moment the lock clicked shut on his manhood, taking his sexuality out of his control. From then on, Amber had held all the cards. And she was playing them so well, her husband simply had no choice but to do as he was told.

He pulled his T-shirt over his head. He could feel the eyes of both women watching him. Shannon shifted in her seat, making herself more comfortable to enjoy the show, and he couldn’t fail to notice the way her big boobs jiggled in the low neck of her tank top, and he wondered if it was deliberate.

Nick let his T-shirt drop to the floor, and the two women shared a knowing look for a moment as he reached for the front of his pants. Then, they turned their attention back to him.

Shannon’s eyes flashed as he pushed down his sweatpants and his underwear in one swift motion. After all, there wasn’t much point being coy. They were going to see what they wanted to see, his total subjugation and disgrace. Still, Nick winced internally as the women shared another of their looks, and then burst out laughing. It was all a big joke to them, and even as anger flared in his heart, he told himself he shouldn’t be surprised by that. Maybe it was the appropriate reaction to the unbelievable spectacle they were witnessing.

That didn’t mean he had to like it.

“Oh my God,” Shannon breathed.

Her breasts rose and fell again as she chuckled, and Amber chuckled right along with her, beaming now, as if she was showing off a favorite toy to her friend. She kind of was, Nick thought with another flush of shame. That was what he had become, what his manhood had been reduced to. His wife’s personal property, to be used as and when she saw fit. Or not, as the case was tonight. Tonight, she just wanted him to suffer the total humiliation of knowing she was out there cheating on him, and her friends knew, and there wasn’t a single thing he could do about it.

“I never knew you were this kinky,” Shannon said.

There was an approving tone to her voice, and she looked at Amber as if she was physically seeing another side to her old friend.

“I’m kind of impressed. I always thought I was the crazy one in our group of friends.”

“It just kind of happened,” Amber said with a shrug that made her breasts bounce, that made the key shine above her incredible cleavage. “It’s his own fault. He was having the naughtiest fantasies, chatting online with an AI. Being dominated by a robot. Kind of pathetic, actually. And he had me doing this, locking his cock away and cheating on him. And he had me making him serve my friends, too.”

Shannon’s dark eyebrows rose as she turned to look at Nick again. Clearly, this was the first time she was hearing about this side of things, and Nick cringed on the spot.

“Oh yeah? Did you have any naughty fantasies about me, you little perv?”

At that moment, Nick wished a hole would open up in the floor underneath him and swallow him completely. Anything to get him away from those shining female eyes watching his every move, from those smiling mouths asking him questions he didn’t want to answer. But there was no escape. He stood there with his mouth open, unable to form the words, and Shannon’s eyes seemed to be piercing into his brain, as if trying to see exactly what he had been imagining.

But she didn’t have to read his mind. Amber was there to make sure her husband got a full dose of humiliation.

“Mostly Kayla,” Amber said with a smile, while Shannon laughed. “But yeah. You were in there too.”

“I was?”

She was.

It was hard for Nick to explain even to himself. Though truthfully, he didn’t really try. In the heat of the moment, we all think things that we normally wouldn’t, our minds leading us down strange paths without us understanding why or how or where these ideas come from. Shannon wasn’t his type physically. But she wasn’t exactly unattractive either. And Nick’s masochistic soul found something inescapably hot about the idea of being forced to do things he didn’t really want. He wanted Amber, and to a lesser extent, he wanted Kayla too. Shannon appealed to him far less, even though she did have that undeniably sexy aura about her. But the thought of being dominated by a woman who wasn’t even his type was such a kinky thrill, he hadn’t been able to resist indulging it once or twice in his chats with the AI.

It was embarrassing to admit to himself, even more embarrassing to admit to his wife. But standing there with Shannon’s eyes on him, it felt like he couldn’t even speak. His mind was racing, his heart pounding in his chest with pure humiliation, and he trembled as he stood there, his locked cock on display for the two women, his complete helplessness unignorable.

“What did I do to you?”

Shannon was clearly enjoying this. Again, she shifted in her seat, making herself even more comfortable, her heavy breasts jiggling with every movement. Nick looked at Amber, not having much hope that she would do anything to get him out of the bind he was in, but still wondering if she was really going to make him degrade himself like this.

Amber didn’t say anything. Instead, she rose to her feet, once again smoothing the creaking leather dress over her curvaceous body. Her high heels echoed on the floor as she stepped away from the sofa, and Nick watched her go, bewitched as always by her incredible body, while Shannon kept her eyes on him. He watched the leather dress shine as Amber bent toward her small purse and fished out her phone, and he felt a sinking feeling in his stomach as she stepped back toward the couch, standing close to Shannon now as she peered down at the phone. He knew she had it all saved, his disgraceful conversation with the AI hers to consult whenever she felt like it. Whenever she felt she needed an idea or some inspiration what to make him do next, all she had to do was look at that damning chat, and it give her all the insight she could possibly want into the submissive mind of her husband.

“Amber: here’s Shannon now.

Nick: Oh God…

Shannon: hi, loser.

Amber: don’t be rude, cuck. Don’t you know how to greet a woman when you see her?

Nick what do you mean?

Amber: you know what I mean. Get over here on your knees and lick my friend’s boots.”

Shannon burst out laughing, her breasts bouncing more than ever in the low neck of her tank top. And Amber, unable to help herself, laughed too.

“Wow, that’s really fucking kinky,” Shannon said.

But as usual for her, she showed no sign of shame, no indication that she was in any way uncomfortable or shocked by what she was hearing. She took it all as a big joke, and maybe as a boost to her ego, which was already healthy enough as far as Nick could tell. As for him, his own self-esteem was practically in the sewer as his wife continued to reveal his dirty fantasies to her friend.

“Nick: kneels and licks Shannon’s boots.

Shannon: wow. He really is a pathetic little loser, isn’t he?

“Amber: I told you. You’ll do anything we say, just for a release. He knows his place now, and that’s kneeling at our feet, serving us in any way we see fit. Don’t forget about my boots while you’re down there, loser.

Nick: yes, Amber *starts licking Amber’s boots.*”

“You little freak,” Shannon said, shaking her head to make her inky black hair sway over her shoulders. “Does he have like, a foot fetish or something?”

Amber looked her husband up and down, as if considering the answer.

“I think it’s more just about the humiliation of it all,” she said thoughtfully. “Isn’t that right, baby?”

Nick looked from one woman to the other, but there was no way out. They sat on the sofa, expectantly awaiting his answer.

“Yeah, basically,” he said in a voice that cracked just a little as he made the embarrassing admission. And Shannon’s smile only grew wider.

“Well, that’s… Kind of cool, actually,” she said. “I mean, I’ve been with a few kinky guys before. I don’t know, I seem to attract them.”

“I’m not surprised,” Amber grinned. “You’re so sexy, you should have men falling at your feet.”

Shannon giggled at her friend’s compliment. Nick, meanwhile, kept his mouth shut. He didn’t see Shannon that way, and he knew his wife was exaggerating her friend’s beauty the way women often do with their friends. At the same time, it was true that Shannon had that attitude that made her somehow appealing. She might not be his type physically, but then again, maybe he had been overlooking other qualities in her that were worth getting to know.

In the end, though, he knew it didn’t matter. Whatever was going to happen, it was up to them, not him.

“Ever had a slave boy lick your boots before?”

Amber’s eyes sparkled as she asked the question, and Shannon grinned at her friend.

“No, I can’t say I’ve done that.”

Amber turned her eyes toward Nick, and she didn’t have to say a word. Her meaning was more than clear.

Nick hesitated again. He knew what his wife wanted. He knew what was required of him. He knew the vision that shone, barely concealed, in the eyes of the woman watching him. He knew what he had to do.

But he hesitated, because he knew that there would be no going back from this. That he would have crossed yet another line, another frontier in his wife’s seemingly endless quest to completely enslave him. He loved it. He wanted it. But the energy of it came from his resistance to it, his egoistic desire to not give in completely, to at least try and maintain some semblance of autonomy and self-respect.

He knew it was doomed. In that sense, he was his own worst enemy. It wasn’t, ultimately, these cruel and sexy women who were making him behave like this. It was his own desperate desires that he couldn’t resist.

He almost lunged forward, once the decision was made. And again, he saw the girls look at each other with that look of disbelief, that expression of excitement and joy on their faces. He dropped down on his knees in front of the sofa, and both Amber and Shannon looked more beautiful and dominant than ever as he gazed up at them, swept away by their irresistible femininity, the power their sexy bodies gave them.

He tried not to think about what he was doing, as far as that was possible. He tried not to think about Shannon wearing those boots outdoors and what she might have walked through on her way to the house. They weren’t sexy boots, either, not like the high-heeled footwear Amber sometimes wore. These were far more practical, chunky and heavy and flat-soled, with nothing really feminine about them except their size.

So why was it so hot to be made to lick them? For the same reason it was hot to think of being dominated by Shannon. Precisely because this was something he didn’t particularly want to do, but the women were making him do it for their amusement. It was one thing, Nick had learned, to be bossed around by Amber and told to do things he wanted anyway. It was so much more humiliating, so much more degrading, and so much more exciting to be ordered to do things like this, to grovel at the feet of a woman he was only marginally attracted to, to lick boots she hadn’t worn to turn him on.

And whenever he glanced up, he saw Shannon and Amber’s eyes burning like dark stars as they stared down at him. Taking in the whole sorry spectacle of his degradation, his submission, his total surrender to their beauty and sex appeal.

“Oh my God, I can’t believe he’s doing it,” Shannon chuckled. “You really do have him completely whipped, don’t you?”

“Completely,” Amber smiled.

Her tight leather dress creaked as she moved, looking down at her husband as he groveled on the floor.

“Okay, Nick, I’m going on my date now. I want you to be on your best for your Shannon, okay? If she tells you to do something, you do it. Without question, without hesitation, without talking back. At the end of the night, she’s going to report back to me about your behavior. And that cock does not get unlocked unless you’re a very good boy for her, and for me.”

Shannon’s breasts bounced again in her tank top as she laughed. And Nick looked up at his wife with his cheeks burning with shame, his eyes locked on her incredible figure, his heart burning with jealousy at the thought that soon, another man would be getting to run his hands over that amazing body, not him.

Amber turned away from her kneeling man. Picking up her purse and sliding her phone into it again, she headed for the door. Nick watched her go, his stomach fluttering with fear, his cock throbbing with desire, as she waved goodbye and stepped out into the night.

In the silence that followed, he stared up at Shannon. His new mistress sitting on the sofa in front of him, completely in charge by his wife’s decree. And the smile on her admittedly pretty face chilled him to the bone.

“I guess we have an interesting night ahead of us, don’t we, cuck?”
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