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Serving Shannon

“So you’re just going to be a good little boy and do everything I say, right?”

Shannon smiled down at Nick, a smile that had an edge of weird triumph to it. Nick stared up at Shannon, still on his knees, still struggling to believe that this was reality, that this was the direction his life had taken. He had no intention of doing what Shannon said. It was bad enough being bossed around and humiliated by Amber, but he loved his wife, and he wanted her with a passion that superseded everything else. That wasn’t the case with Shannon. She had a certain sexiness about her; especially now that she knew this shameful secret. Buut she wasn’t his keyholder. She had no right to boss him around, had no claim to any power over him.

Nick knew all that. But what he also knew was Amber’s words before he left, and the way her mind worked. She had been quite clear about what she wanted and the attitude he was expected to have toward Shannon. She wanted him to obey. Nick wasn’t scared of his wife, even after everything that had happened between them. He insisted on that in the privacy of his own head, even if it was getting harder and harder to believe these days. Still, he’d have to be a fool to be unaware of the power she had over him, the power of the chastity device and that key she was wearing right now, around her neck. Displeasing Amber was not a good idea for a man in his position. And he could resist that knowledge all he wanted, but that wasn’t going to change the reality.

“I don’t know about that,” he managed to weakly say, in answer to Shannon’s question. But she barely even blinked. The smile on her face never shifted as she continued to look down at him from her position on the couch, her self-confidence irritating to him as he gazed up at her from his knees.

“No? I do. You heard what your wife said when she left. I’m going to tell her how you behaved, and if she doesn’t like what she hears? Well, it could be a very long time before she lets that little thing out again.”

As she spoke, Shannon swung one heavy boot in the general direction of Nick’s caged cock, her foot not coming anywhere near. But of course, they both knew exactly what she was talking about. And of course, Nick didn’t need the reminder of the predicament he was in, of the power Amber had over him and had so thoughtlessly transferred to her friend. It was all he could do not to cringe at the reminder, coming from a woman who wasn’t his wife, who didn’t love him, who knew nothing about his prejudices and kinks except what Amber had told her. And that was too much for Nick’s liking.

“I can’t believe you guys are doing this,” she said, a broad grin on her face. “I can’t believe you let her cheat on you.”

Nick opened his mouth to protest, then reconsidered. He had wanted to say that he didn’t let her, that it was something she just did, but he immediately realized that that would only make him sound even more pathetic. Probably it was better to pretend that he was a more willing participant in Amber’s infidelities than he really was. To act like they were swingers, like other couples they had heard about, instead of acknowledging the truth that he was powerless to stop her. Then again, with his cock locked up in a chastity cage, it wasn’t like Shannon was going to forget at any point just how helpless he really was.

“She looked amazing tonight, too. Are you jealous?”

Nick knew he couldn’t really begrudge Shannon some curiosity. After all, the situation they were in was curious, to say the least. Still, part of him hated this. Being forced to drill down into the darkest recesses of his own heart and mind, for the sadistic amusement of another woman. It was bad enough when Amber did it.

But in its way, it was all part of the game the two of them played together. Shannon was different. Shannon hadn’t been part of that from the beginning, hadn’t been the driving force behind it the way that Amber was. Now she just got to show up and, because she was a woman, take charge. And part of Nick hated how sexy he found that idea, that fresh humiliation. But he did. Because as Amber knew, as she had told Shannon, he had fantasized about this before. Being at the mercy of her and her friends, being a laughingstock for them. Being humiliated and degraded by them, having his sexual desire weaponized against him. It was all unbelievably exciting. And he wondered if Shannon noticed his cock throbbing in the cage, his helpless desire for – what? For her? Nick didn’t want to think it. It was Amber he really wanted, his gorgeous, sexy wife who drove him absolutely crazy with desire, who haunted his dreams as well as his every waking moment with her beauty and, lately, her cruelty too.

But kneeling there in front of Shannon while she sat above him so high and mighty, Nick had to confront the truth: that power, feminine power, was unbelievably sexy. And that right now, Shannon was showing plenty of that.

“Yes.”

Shannon’s smile grew wider.

“You should be,” she smirked. “Your wife’s going to get fucked tonight, and you’re stuck here with me.”

Shannon’s boot gleamed in the light as she swung her foot back-and-forth, and her excitement was obvious. She was thoroughly enjoying the situation and what her friend had shown her of the kinky life she and her husband were living. In some ways, Nick felt like he should be enjoying this more than he was. This was what he had wanted, on at least some level. Why couldn’t he just let go and let these teasing women take over?

Because his pride wouldn’t allow it. Because there was still inside him that desire for self-respect, that need to be respected by others. It was no match for his kinky side, for his desire to just give in and ride this unbelievable excitement wherever it led. But it was there, and it added that familiar tension to what was going on, the same way it always did whenever Amber decided to dominate him like this.

Which these days, was most of the time.

“Now, the question is, what to do with you? What kind of things does Amber make you do?”

Nick felt his cheeks burning with shame as he looked at Amber’s friend. By now, he didn’t doubt that Shannon probably already knew the kind of things Amber did to him. After all, women talk, and he knew she had been talking about this to her friends. She had to have been, to get Shannon to go along with this crazy plan, after all. But Shannon, of course, wanted to hear it from him. She wanted to make him relive it all, to feel again the shame of what he had done and what he was going to do. Like she got off on it. And predictably, that made his cock throb again inside the tight confines of its chastity.

“Whatever she wants, really,” Nick said truthfully.

He tried to seem like he didn’t care, like he felt no shame about the way he submitted to his wife. Somehow, he didn’t feel like it was working. Shannon just kept smiling that smile, and just as he often did with Amber, he felt as if this other woman, too, could see right through him. As if even she knew more about his true desires than he did himself. Or maybe that was just a consequence of the power imbalance between them, the way it goes when you’re so completely overmatched.

“I bet,” Shannon said with a laugh. “I bet you’ll do anything to get out of that cage, won’t you?”

Nick nodded silently. There was no point denying the truth. Not when Shannon could see it so plainly for herself. And not when he knew that Amber would be only too happy to tell her friends all about it anyway. Even in the depths of his despair, part of him had to admire his wife’s cunning for engineering this entire situation, where he was forced to submit to a woman he had fantasized about being used by in the past, despite not being nearly as attracted to her as he was to his wife. It was masterful. From the way she had taken to all this, you would almost think it was her fantasies, not his, that had been revealed like this, that had become the new reality of their lives. And in some ways, the most exciting thing of all was that he knew this excited Amber, too. This wasn’t something she did to please him, to spice up their sex lives and indulge his little fantasies. This was something she had grown to love. That made it so much more exciting to him.

“Well, you can start by getting me a drink.”

Shannon’s eyes flashed as she spoke. She was still smiling, but there was a new challenge in her expression, and Nick felt like he understood it all too well. For him, it was starting to feel like this was just the way women were. As if this kind of dominance came naturally to them, gifted by nature the same way they were given the beauty that they all seemed to know how to use. It was enough to make his head spin, the way Shannon was just taking charge like Amber did, how neither of them seemed to have any problem with the idea that they had every right to boss him around.

And the worst part was, it worked.

Nick rose from his knees, feeling Shannon’s eyes following him as he moved across the living room. Just a couple of days ago, this would have been unimaginable. One of his wife’s best friends watching him naked, or nearly so, the only thing he was wearing the chastity cage that gave him even less dignity than he would have had without anything on at all. Giving him orders and expecting them to be fulfilled, as if his entire role in life was to do what women wanted. His head was spinning as he walked across the floor of his own house, now relegated to an inferior position in his home, and he was so completely out of it that he was almost at the door to the kitchen before he realized he needed more information.

“What would you like?”

“A beer, if you have it.”

Nick nodded.

He felt the cold air of the refrigerator against his skin as he pulled open the door and grabbed a bottle. He didn’t take one for himself; somehow, that didn’t seem to fit what they were doing here. He was there to serve, not to enjoy, and if neither of them had said it in so many words, they could both feel the truth of it.

Shannon’s dark eyes gleamed as she watched him hurry with fear back toward her. She took it from him brusquely, gripping the bottle’s slender neck, and he noticed without much surprise that she didn’t thank him. After all, why thank a slave? And that, he thought with an inner shiver, was what he was, whether anyone used that word or not.

He had to do what his wife said if he wanted an orgasm ever again, and for now, that meant doing what her friend said, too. And in the future, it would mean doing whatever anyone said if that was what Amber decided. Her control over him was so powerful and so complete that she could hand it off to others with the expectation that he would obey them as meekly and humbly as he did her. And she was right. That was the worst part. Amber had made his darkest fantasies come true, and in doing so, unlocked her own kinky nature, and now, he was paying the price. And there was no reason to believe he was going to stop paying it anytime soon.

While she took a drink of the beer, Nick stood awkwardly in front of her, again wondering if she noticed the pulsating of his cock inside the tight chastity cage. After all, it was right in front of her, practically unmissable. But for now, she didn’t pay it any attention. And the fact that she didn’t have the key, that she couldn’t unlock him even if she wanted to, wasn’t lost on him, not for a moment. His beautiful sexy wife was ruling by proxy, still able to dominate him even from a distance. Even without lifting a finger to do it herself.

“How did it feel, licking my boots?”

The question caught Nick offguard, even though he knew it probably shouldn’t have. It was in keeping with the way these women spoke to him now, the sadistic interest they took in what was passing through his head when they played like this. He stared at Shannon open-mouthed, and she smiled up at him, those huge breasts rising and falling with every breath she took, sending more unwelcome arousal through his body and reminding him how little control he had over his own feelings, let alone the situation he found himself in.

“Humiliating.”

Shannon let out a little burst of cruel laughter at that. As if there could have been any other answer to that question, any other way to feel about his total and complete emasculation and humiliation. There was no doubt in his mind now. From the gleam in her eyes, from the red glow in her cheeks, from the way her deep cleavage swelled in the top of her low-cut tank top, he knew this was turning her on. It gave him all sorts of complex feelings to know this wild game was having such an effect on his wife’s friend. Even in his fantasies, he had partially thought Amber and her friends would be more amused than turned on. But he was thrilled to be wrong about that.

“Well, I guess that’s the point. Did you ever imagine you’d be on your knees, groveling at my feet like that?”

“Yes,” he said truthfully, and this time Shannon shrieked with laughter.

“Yeah, I guess you did, you nasty little pervert,” she said again, her eyes flashing dangerously as she spoke. “What else did you imagine in your twisted little fantasies? Did you imagine having sex with me?

“No,” Nick said, almost surprising himself with his own candor. And Shannon raised her dark eyebrows in surprise as she looked at him, pursing her lips for a moment.

“No?

“No,” Nick said uncomfortably. “Well… It depends on what you mean by sex.”

“Well, now I’m really curious,” Shannon said. Her breasts heaved and swelled as she leaned forward on the sofa, staring up at him with an expression of excitement and not a little malice.

Nick tried to suppress a sigh. He knew how badly he was stuck, how little control and power he had in the situation. He didn’t want to tell Shannon everything, to tell her the dark and deviant thoughts he had had about her. But it didn’t feel like he had any other choice. She already knew far too much, and with the chat he had had with the AI stored on his wife’s phone, he knew that they could compare notes anytime they wanted. He couldn’t hide anything from Shannon, any more than he could hide it from Amber. She could find all of it out whenever she wanted anyway.

“I thought about you… Making me eat you out.”

Shannon wasn’t the type of woman to be easily shocked. Her eyebrows stayed raised as she looked at him, but she didn’t gasp, didn’t turn red, didn’t recoil from what he was saying. Instead, she just looked very interested. In a way, that was almost worse.

“Did you now? And how did my pussy taste?”

Only then did a broad grin spread across her face, her dark eyes flashing above it again as she looked at him. Nick shifted his weight from one foot to the other as he stood on the spot, feeling himself exposing the spotlight of her attention. But there was no escape. No way out except to give her what she wanted. No matter how degrading and humiliating that might be.

“I didn’t really think about that,” he said, unable to meet her stare now. Instead, his eyes found her big breasts straining against the fabric of the tank top that could hardly hope to contain them. “I just thought about… Doing it.”

Those big boobs rose and fell, rose and fell, moving steadily as Shannon breathed, taking it all in. His total humiliation, his disgrace, the pained admissions she had to all but drag out of him, and clearly enjoyed doing so. The atmosphere in the room was utterly electric. It had been long before Shannon walked in the door, and nothing that had happened since had done anything to change that.

“And it got you hard?”

“Yes.”

“I bet your wife wasn’t too pleased with that.”

“That’s why she locked me up.”

Shannon nodded, as if this all made sense. As if it was the most normal thing in the world, instead of a complete outrage, something from his wildest imaginings.

“And now here we are, the two of us. Alone together.”

Nick couldn’t miss the implication in her words, even if he wanted to. And his breath quickened in his chest, his heart pounding against his ribs. He could never get his mind off the fact that his wife was out there on a date with another man. It never stopped tormenting him. But Shannon was turning out to be a great way to occupy his thoughts, to keep him focused on the present instead of what Amber might be doing out there in the world. He hardly even dared let himself imagine what might happen next. But he couldn’t pretend, even in the depths of his heart that no one saw but himself, that he wasn’t turned on by the possibilities.

“Take my shoes off.”

Nick didn’t know what he expected to hear next from Shannon, but it wasn’t that, and so it took him a moment to adjust mentally to what she was saying. But he raised his eyes to look at hers, and although she was still smiling, there was nothing in her expression that gave him any reason to doubt that he had just been given an order, and she expected it to be obeyed. He thought of Shannon, and of Amber, comparing notes on what had happened and how he had behaved. There was no way around it. Just as he had wanted.

Again, he dropped to his knees on the floor in front of his wife’s friend. He reached for her, boots, but before he could touch laces, she stopped him.

“Use your teeth.”

He looked up at her, about to protest. But the look she gave him convinced him not to. She was smiling, and yet he knew she was serious as she stared him down over the dramatic swell of her incredible boobs, and again Nick knew he had no choice.

He lowered his head down to the floor, taking the laces of one of her boots between his teeth and pulling so that the knot came undone. And while he did it, Shannon held her camera out, recording this new humiliation, his submissive service to her preserved forever by her cell phone camera.

He undid the laces on both her boots while she sat above him. She allowed him to use his hands to slide them off her feet. He set them down on the floor in front of the sofa, and she flexed her toes.

“I could use a foot rub. Take my socks off too, loser.”

She added the insult almost as an afterthought. As perfectly okay as she seemed with ordering him around, she didn’t have even Amber’s experience of being a dominatrix. But she was learning fast. And Amber had given her all the power and all the leverage she would ever need. As she raised her feet from the floor just a little, Nick pulled off her warm socks, exposing her bare feet.

“Are you sure you don’t have a foot fetish, loser?”

“No, I don’t,” Nick said truthfully, trying to keep the irritation out of his voice.

“So you don’t want to kiss my feet right now?”

“No.”

“Too bad. Do it anyway.”

Again, his eyes shot up toward her face, and again, he saw she wasn’t joking. In its way, this was exactly what he had wanted. This was exactly how he had imagined her being. Cruel and dominant and mocking, everything he wanted.

His cock throbbed and raged inside the chastity device as he lowered his head down toward her feet. He thought of Amber, out there at some restaurant, the key to his cock hanging around her neck above her magnificent cleavage, and he wondered if she was thinking of him. He cringed with shame as he wondered what she was doing, where she was, thinking about her flirting with her new lover, thinking about her betraying him. And it all added to the intensity of the moment, the wild position he found himself in, this unbelievable development that had completely changed his life. It was never going to stop. He could see that now. Now that this door had been opened, it was never going to close. Amber would never allow it. Maybe Shannon never would either.

And as he pressed his lips to his wife’s friend’s bare feet, he wondered what the future held. How many more times would he be forced to degrade himself like this? How many more rituals of submission and humiliation would he have to go through for the amusement of her and her friends? Something told him it was going to be a lot. Something told him that this was going to be a continuous theme with Amber and all her friends, that he was going to get what he had hardly dared to dream of, being the humiliated chastity slave of multiple women, led by his beautiful wife. And he couldn’t do anything to stop it. He couldn’t bring himself to even want to.

Shannon shifted on the seat above him, moving a little to get a better view, both for herself and her phone that was recording everything. And since she hadn’t given him any orders to stop, he carried on doing what she told him to do, humbly kissing her feet and debasing himself while she recorded every last moment.

“Okay, that’s enough,” Shannon said.

Nick lifted his face from her feet, seeing her dark eyes shining as she looked down at him. And a wild hope flashed in his heart as he wondered what was going through her head, wondered what she wanted next. The way she looked him up and down, he felt like she was considering her next move, and he could only imagine the wild ideas that must be racing through her mind. He knew she was turned on. It was obvious. And of course he was turned on too, locked up as he was in his wife’s inescapable chastity, unable to have the release he craved while his desire made him completely submissive.

“Start rubbing.”

And again, cringing inwardly with shame, Nick did as he was told. He reached out for one of Shannon’s feet, starting to rub his thumbs over the soles. And she smirked triumphantly, knowing her victory was complete, knowing it was never a fair fight, that he had never been in a position to resist her.

She sat back on the sofa, ignoring him for now while he went about his humiliating task. She still had her phone in her hand, and he could see her smiling as she tapped away at the screen. From time to time, she chuckled, but he didn’t dare ask her what was so funny. He knew that all he could do was keep doing what she said, keep serving her in this degrading way until she found some other way to use him.

“Sounds like your wife’s having fun on her date,” Shannon said, smiling without taking her eyes off the phone. “I just sent that video, and she said it looks like you’re doing a good job. She said that Noah looks really handsome, and she can’t wait for him to fuck her.”

Nick groaned at that, and Shannon finally raised her eyes from the screen, fixing him with a challenging stare. It reminded him of Amber. The two women were very different physically, but they shared the same wild delight in having power, got the same thrill from ordering him around. Submitting to Amber was difficult enough by itself. Being the submissive plaything of two women sounded like more than he could take. But at the same time, it sounded so exciting, so thrilling, that he could hardly stand the thought of it. All his wildest dreams were coming true at once, making him want even more of what he simultaneously feared and dreaded.

“This is awesome,” Shannon said, and her dark hair shone on her shoulders as she shook her head in disbelief, her nose ring gleaming in the light. “I never thought you had it in you. But this kinky side of you seems like a lot more fun than the Nick I always knew up to now. Go on, keep rubbing. Keep going until I decide what else I want to make you do.”

Without waiting for an answer, Shannon turned back to the phone screen in front of her. And Nick did what she wanted, continuing to massage her feet while she carried on going through her messages or her social media or whatever it was she was doing. Ignored and frustrated, he had no choice but to do exactly what his cucksitter said.
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