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Chapter 1: The Wine Bar



Sitting on my stool at the small back bar of the wine bar, I watched my wife, Laura, through the mirror behind the counter. The reflection gave me a perfect view of her on her date, and the sight sent a jolt through me—powerful, electric, almost overwhelming. She was awkward at first, her movements stiff as she sat across from James, a man she’d only just met in person. But now, maybe an hour in, that awkwardness had melted away. They laughed, their heads tilting toward each other over glasses of red wine, and the ease between them was undeniable.

This wasn’t some spontaneous whim. I’d encouraged Laura to do this—to go out, to explore, to cuckold me. It’s a desire I’ve nursed for nearly a year, one we’ve tiptoed around with small, unplanned moments before: a flirtatious stranger at a party, a bold guy at a bar we let linger a little too long. But tonight was different. Tonight was deliberate. We were up in Northern Michigan, not far from Traverse City, and Laura wasn’t alone on this venture. It was a double date with Sarah, the wife of my friend Tom. Tom and I had bonded online over this shared fetish—cuckolding—and over time, our wives got pulled into the orbit of our friendship. We’d even convinced them to lock us in chastity, a wild story of its own. This weekend, the four of us were together, aiming to take that next step: from chastity couples to cuckolding couples. From where I sat, nursing my drink, it looked like we were on track.

Sarah was with Michael, her date of six months—a guy she’d been circling but hadn’t fully claimed yet. Laura’s date, James, was Michael’s friend, someone she’d been texting for two months after a remote introduction. We were all in our 30s, Laura and Sarah were striking in their own right, with curves and confidence, while Michael and James had a rugged, handsome charm. Laura wore Capri jeans and a black sleeveless top that hugged her breasts just enough to turn heads. Sarah had on a tight V-neck sweater and jeans that showed off her legs. But what made them glow tonight were their smiles—wide, genuine, and growing brighter as the night wore on.

The date had started with that predictable stiffness—small talk, nervous sips of wine—but now, they were past it. Sarah and Michael had a natural rhythm, built over months of almost-being-a-couple. What stunned me was how fast Laura and James clicked. She’d gone from guarded to open, her body relaxed, her laugh easy. About twenty minutes ago, the guys had excused themselves to the restroom. They’d been sitting across from the women in the booth, but while they were gone, Laura and Sarah slid apart, each taking a side. When James and Michael returned, there were grins all around. James slid in next to Laura, his arm slipping around her shoulders, and then—right there in the mirror—I watched him lean in and kiss her. My chest tightened, my breath caught, and something hard stirred against the cage I’d been locked in for weeks.

From that moment, they were a couple. His arm stayed around her, her body angled toward him. Across the booth, Michael’s hand disappeared under the table, likely on Sarah’s leg, and she didn’t flinch. They ordered more wine, some food, and the night rolled on like any double date—except I was here, watching, aching, and loving every second of it. Then my phone buzzed. Laura had texted me: James suggested we go back to Michael’s to continue the date. We’ll be ready to leave in about 20. Thanks for driving us.

I was their driver tonight, behind the wheel of a plush luxury SUV Tom had lent me from his dealership. Two cushy rows of seats in the back held the couples, while I ferried them around. James didn’t know I was Laura’s husband—just that she was married. I’d begged her to let me play this role, partly so they could drink freely, but mostly for the thrill of being this close to it all. Tom would’ve been here too, but Michael knew him and had balked at sleeping with Sarah while Tom was around. Tom stayed home, but I kept him in the loop with texts. My latest one read: I’d be shocked if we don’t end up cucks tonight. He asked why, and I told him the intimacy was palpable—nothing seemed to be holding them back.

The date was going better than I’d dared hope. I pushed against my cage, the pressure a sweet torment, and waited for the next move.




Chapter 2: The Drive



The couples lingered at the wine bar for another twenty minutes, finishing their drinks and food, their laughter spilling across the room. I watched James pay the bill—his hand brushing Laura’s as he handed over the card—and then I slipped outside to pull the SUV around. It was a beast of a vehicle, all leather and space, and I felt a strange pride playing chauffeur. I opened the back doors like a proper driver, first for Sarah and Michael, who climbed in with a shared smirk, then for Laura and James. My heart thudded as I saw them holding hands, Laura’s fingers laced with his, and she didn’t pull away when she caught my eye. Each guy helped his woman into the back, a casual chivalry that twisted something deep in me. I shut the doors, slid into the driver’s seat, and called out, “Where to?”

Michael leaned forward from the second row. “We’re heading to my place. Just got the hot tub fixed, and it needs a test run. Take M22 north out of town—I’ll guide you from there.” His voice was easy, confident, like this was all just a natural extension of the night. I nodded, pulled onto the highway, and let the hum of the engine fill the space as the couples settled in behind me.

The drive was thirty minutes, and the chatter started light—little comments about the wine, the bar, the crisp Michigan night. I caught glimpses in the rearview mirror: Laura and James holding hands again, their fingers resting in his lap. Sarah, bolder from her months with Michael, decided to stir the pot. Her voice cut through the car, loud enough for me to hear every word. “Should we have our driver stop somewhere so Laura and I can grab bathing suits? We didn’t bring any for the hot tub. Or should we just go au natural?”

James didn’t miss a beat. “My vote’s no stop.” His tone was playful but firm, and I felt the SUV lurch slightly as Laura’s reply hit me like a punch. “I agree with my man.” My man. The words echoed in my skull, and I gripped the wheel tighter to keep from swerving. Sarah grinned—I could see it in the mirror—and pushed further. “Then let’s head straight to Michael’s. But if we’re skipping suits, the men need to join us.”

Michael chuckled. “Four of us naked in my hot tub might be the most action my house has ever seen. I’m in.” As he spoke, I saw James shift. His hand lifted to Laura’s chin, turning her face toward him, and then they were kissing—soft at first, then deeper. Sarah noticed, and soon she and Michael were locked in their own embrace. The car filled with the sounds of lips meeting, soft breaths, and the occasional rustle of fabric. I tried to focus on the road, but my eyes kept darting to the mirror. James’s hand slid up Laura’s side, cupping her breast through that tight black top. He squeezed, his thumb circling her nipple—hard even through the fabric—and she leaned into him, her moan muffled against his mouth.

The cage bit into me, a relentless pressure I couldn’t escape. I’d been locked for five and a half weeks, a pact Laura and I made leading up to this weekend—the date, we called it. The plan was for me to stay caged until it was over, and now, watching this, I understood why I’d wanted that. The torment was exquisite. But I couldn’t navigate blind. “Sorry to interrupt,” I said, my voice rougher than I meant it to be, “but I need directions. Pretty sure there’s a turn coming up.”

Sarah and Michael broke apart, her lips red and swollen. “Next light, make a left,” Michael said. “Four more miles. Then I’ll guide you.” Laura and James didn’t stop—guess they figured they had time. I made the turn, and when they finally pulled back, James kept her hand, guiding it to his lap. I couldn’t see exactly what was happening, but the angle told me enough. Later, Laura would tell me his cock was bigger than mine—a lot bigger—and that the moment she felt it through his pants, she knew she’d have it inside her before the night was out.

She caught my eye in the mirror then, just for a second, and smiled. I smiled back, a reflex, and she leaned in to kiss James again—slow, deliberate, like she wanted me to see. My head spun. Jealousy, arousal, humiliation—it all crashed together, a storm I couldn’t outrun. I’d felt flickers of this before, when we’d toyed with the idea, when their texting had heated up, but now it was real, and it was everything I’d craved. The angst was a high I couldn’t explain—a typical husband would’ve lost it seeing this, but me? I wanted it. I wanted Laura to take James, to give me this gift, to come back to me after and still be mine.

The road stretched on, and I drove, half-lost in the sounds and shadows of the backseat, waiting for whatever came next.




























Chapter 3: The Hot Tub


Michael’s directions led us off the highway, down a winding side road, and finally to his place—a low, modern house tucked against a stand of pines. I pulled into the driveway, the SUV’s headlights cutting through the dark, and turned to the group. “Should I wait, or is this an overnight thing?” I kept my tone neutral, but the question was loaded—an open door for Laura and Sarah to step through. Laura leaned forward, her voice steady. “Why don’t you wait a few hours? We’re planning some fun, but we need to get back tonight. I’ll text you when we’re ready.” Then she turned to the others. “Let’s go inside, get naked, jump in the hot tub, and see what happens.”

They laughed, a shared ripple of excitement, and I got out to open the doors. Sarah and Michael climbed out first, his hand grazing her hip. Then Laura and James, still holding hands as he helped her down. I watched them walk toward the house—my wife’s fingers locked with his—and felt that familiar churn of emotions: jealousy, thrill, dread, all tangled up in my gut. I closed the doors, slid back into the driver’s seat, and settled in to wait. For the next three and a half hours, I was alone with my phone, texting Tom like a man possessed. He was back at his place, dying for updates, and neither of us had heard a
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