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CHAPTER 1

THE ANNOUNCEMENT

I stood at the kitchen counter, stirring the pasta sauce for the third time even though it didn’t need it. The clock on the microwave read 7:42 p.m. Elena was usually home by six-thirty. Not tonight. Our little two-bedroom apartment smelled like garlic and basil, the same comforting Friday-night routine we’d fallen into over the last few years. Comfortable. Safe. A little... predictable. I hated admitting that last part, even to myself.

Elena and I had been married for six years. She was still the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen - curvy hips, full breasts that strained against her professional blouses, long dark hair that fell in waves down her back. At twenty-nine she turned heads everywhere she went. I was thirty-two, average in every way that mattered: average height, average build, average paycheck. And, if I was being brutally honest with myself in the quiet moments, average in bed.

The key turned in the lock. Elena burst through the door like a whirlwind, her cheeks flushed, eyes sparkling with an energy I hadn’t seen in months.

“Mark! Babe, you are not going to believe this!”

She kicked off her heels, dropped her purse, and practically ran to me. Before I could even say hello, her arms were around my neck and her mouth was on mine - hungry, excited, a little wild. I tasted the faint trace of the expensive wine she must have had at the office celebration.

She pulled back, grinning. “I got picked! For the Leadership Mentorship Program. Victor Kane himself chose me.”

Victor Kane.

Everyone at her company knew who he was. Forty-two, built like a former athlete who still lifted heavy, razor-sharp mind, and the kind of commanding presence that made conference rooms go quiet when he walked in. He was the Executive Vice President, basically the heir apparent to the entire firm. And now he had chosen my wife as his personal protege for the next six months.

“Wow,” I managed, forcing a smile. “That’s... incredible, baby. Congratulations.”

She squealed and hugged me again, pressing her body tight against mine. I could feel the excitement vibrating through her. My hands settled on her waist, then slid down to cup her ass through her tight pencil skirt. God, she felt good.

Elena stepped back, eyes shining. “You should see the email. He wrote that out of thirty applicants, my vision and ‘natural leadership qualities’ stood out. The program includes one-on-one mentoring sessions, strategy meetings, even travel for client pitches. This could change everything for us.”

She was glowing. Literally glowing. Her nipples were visibly hard under her silk blouse. I tried to focus on how proud I was, but another feeling was already creeping in - something hot and uncomfortable low in my gut.

Jealousy.

And something else I didn’t want to name yet.

We sat down to eat. Elena barely touched her pasta. She couldn’t stop talking.

“He’s so intense, Mark. You should see how he runs a room. Everyone listens when Victor speaks. And the way he looks at you... it’s like he sees right through you. In the best way.” She laughed, a little breathless. “God, I sound like a schoolgirl. But seriously, he’s brilliant. And yeah, he’s ridiculously attractive. Tall, broad shoulders, that deep voice...”

I shifted in my chair. My cock twitched.

“You think he’s hot?” I asked, trying to keep my voice casual.

Elena glanced at me, a playful glint in her eyes. “Objectively? Yes. Very. But it’s more than that. He has this... presence. When he shook my hand today and told me he was looking forward to working very closely with me, I actually got goosebumps.”

She reached across the table and squeezed my hand. “Don’t worry, babe. It’s just professional. Mostly.”

Mostly.

That single word hung in the air between us.

After dinner we moved to the couch with wine. Elena’s skirt had ridden up her thighs. I kept stealing glances at the smooth skin there, imagining Victor Kane’s much larger hand sliding up that same thigh.

I hated how hard I was getting.

Eventually we ended up in the bedroom. Elena pushed me onto the bed and straddled me, still wearing her blouse and skirt. She ground down against my erection, rolling her hips in slow circles.

“Mmm... someone’s excited,” she purred.

I reached up and unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a lacy black bra. As I freed her heavy breasts, she leaned down and kissed me deeply. Her tongue tasted like wine and excitement.

“Tell me about him again,” I whispered before I could stop myself.

Elena paused, then smiled against my mouth. “You really want to hear?”

I nodded.

She sat up, still grinding on me, and started talking while she unhooked her bra.

“He’s built. Like, really built. You can tell even through his suits. And when he looks at me... it’s like he already knows exactly what he wants to do to me.” She moaned softly as she said it, pinching her own nipples. “During the interview he kept staring at my legs. I crossed them, uncrossed them... I swear he was imagining spreading them.”

My heart hammered. My cock was throbbing painfully against my boxers.

Elena reached down and freed me, stroking my length with long, slow pulls.

“His hands are huge,” she continued, voice getting breathier. “I kept wondering what they’d feel like on my waist. Or gripping my hips while he..”

She stopped, suddenly realizing how far she was going.

I groaned. “While he what?”

Elena’s eyes darkened with lust. She leaned down, lips brushing my ear.

“While he fucked me,” she whispered. “Hard. The way you haven’t in a long time.”

The words hit me like a slap and a caress at the same time. Shame flooded me, but so did a white-hot spike of arousal.

She kissed my neck, still stroking me. “Would that turn you on, baby? Knowing your boss was stretching your wife? Making her moan louder than you ever could?”

I couldn’t speak. I just nodded frantically.

Elena smiled, wicked and beautiful, and lowered herself onto me.

She was soaking wet, wetter than I’d felt her in months.

“Oh fuck...” she gasped as I slid inside. “Yes...”

She started riding me slowly, hands braced on my chest. Her breasts bounced with every movement.

“Imagine if Victor was inside me right now instead of you,” she breathed. Her voice was husky, almost trance-like. “He’d be so much bigger. I’d be so full. I’d probably scream his name...”

My hips bucked up hard. I was losing control already.

Elena’s eyes fluttered shut. She pinched her nipples again, rolling them between her fingers.

“I bet he’d bend me over his desk after everyone left. Pull my skirt up, rip my panties aside, and just take me. Deep. Rough. Like he owns me...”

She was riding me faster now, her pussy clenching around my cock. I could feel her getting close.

“Mark... I’m going to cum thinking about him,” she whimpered. “Is that bad? Tell me it’s okay...”

“It’s okay,” I choked out. My balls were tight, pressure building fast.

Elena threw her head back. “Victor... fuck, Victor...”

She came hard, her whole body shaking, pussy pulsing around me in strong waves. The sound of his name on her lips while she orgasmed pushed me over the edge. I thrust up once, twice, and exploded inside her with a guttural groan.

For a long moment we just panted together, sweaty and trembling.

Elena collapsed onto my chest, kissing my neck softly. “I love you,” she whispered. “That was just fantasy, okay? I got carried away.”

But her voice was still thick with satisfaction. And when she finally rolled off me and curled up against my side, I noticed she was smiling in the dark, a small, secret, very pleased smile.

I lay awake long after she fell asleep, my mind spinning with images I couldn’t shake.

Victor Kane’s hands on my wife’s body.

His cock stretching her.

Elena moaning his name for real.

And the terrifying, shameful truth:

I wanted to see it happen.
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The first week after Elena’s big announcement, things still felt mostly normal. She left for the office at the usual time, kissed me goodbye like always, and usually walked through the door by 6:30 p.m. But by the second week, the “mentorship” began in earnest.

Victor Kane didn’t waste time.

The first late night came on a Tuesday. Elena texted me at 5:45 p.m: Running late with Victor. Strategy session. Home by 8. Love you.

I tried to stay productive. I reheated leftovers, watched half a game, and scrolled mindlessly on my phone. But my eyes kept drifting to the clock.

She finally walked in at 9:17 p.m.

The moment she stepped through the door, I noticed it. Her cheeks were flushed a deep pink, like she’d just come from the gym or... something else. Her hair looked slightly messy, as if fingers had run through it. And there was a scent clinging to her - rich, woody, masculine cologne that definitely wasn’t mine.

“Hey babe,” she said, smiling as she set her bag down. Her voice sounded a little husky.

“You’re late,” I replied, trying to keep my tone light. “How did it go?”

Elena kicked off her heels and stretched, pushing her chest forward. Her blouse was slightly wrinkled, and the top two buttons were undone, revealing the lace edge of her bra.

“It was intense,” she said, her eyes sparkling. “Victor is... wow. He really pushes you. We went over my expansion proposal for three hours straight. He has this way of making you want to prove yourself.”

She walked over and gave me a quick kiss. That cologne hit me stronger now, mixed with the faint scent of her skin and something sweeter - maybe champagne. My stomach tightened.

That night we barely had sex. She was tired, she said. But when I spooned her from behind, I couldn’t stop noticing how warm her body felt, almost feverish.
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By Thursday, the late nights had become routine.

This time she didn’t get home until almost 10:30 p.m. I was already in bed reading when I heard the door. Elena came into the bedroom looking radiant. Her lips looked swollen, her eyes bright. That same masculine cologne was stronger tonight.

“Sorry I’m so late again,” she said, peeling off her blouse right in front of me. “Victor wanted to go over quarterly projections. Then he took me to this amazing rooftop bar to discuss ideas over drinks. The view was incredible.”

She turned around to unzip her skirt, giving me a perfect view of her ass in a tiny black thong I’d never seen before. The strap disappeared between her cheeks.

My cock stirred despite the jealousy gnawing at me.

“You smell like him,” I said quietly.

Elena paused, then glanced over her shoulder with a small smile. “Do I? He wears this really expensive cologne. It’s kind of overpowering in his office.”

She disappeared into the bathroom for a shower. I lay there, heart beating fast, imagining her in Victor’s office. Laughing at his jokes. Leaning over his desk. Letting him stand close behind her while they looked at charts.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

The moment I heard the shower running, I slipped out of bed and went to her dresser. My hands trembled slightly as I opened her lingerie drawer.

What I found made my mouth go dry. Instead of her usual comfortable cotton and simple lace, there were several new sets - expensive, seductive pieces. A sheer red babydoll with matching crotchless panties. A black lace corset-style bra. A tiny emerald green thong that looked like it would barely cover anything. Tags were still on two of them.

My cock hardened instantly.

I kept digging. Tucked in the back was a small velvet box. I opened it and found a beautiful rose-gold bracelet with a delicate diamond accent. It looked expensive. Really expensive. Underneath it was a pair of sky-high black Louboutin heels I’d never seen her wear.

My mind raced. When had she gotten these?

I closed the drawer quickly when I heard the shower stop. I rushed back to bed, heart pounding, cock throbbing painfully in my boxers. Elena emerged a few minutes later wearing just a silk robe, her skin still damp and glowing. She smelled like her usual vanilla body wash now, but I couldn’t get that cologne out of my head.

She climbed into bed and noticed immediately that I was hard.

“Mmm, what’s got you so excited?” she teased, sliding her hand down my chest to wrap her fingers around my erection.

I swallowed. “Just... you. You look beautiful tonight.”

She stroked me slowly, eyes half-lidded. “Is that all? Or have you been thinking about me working late with Victor?”

Elena smiled and kissed my neck. “He really is intense, Mark. The way he talks... it’s commanding. Confident. When he gives instructions, you just want to obey him.”

Her hand moved faster on my cock.

“Today he stood right behind me while I was presenting. I could feel the heat from his body. He’s so tall... and broad. I felt tiny next to him.”

I groaned softly. Pre-cum was leaking from the tip.

Elena’s voice dropped to a whisper. “You’re really hard right now. Does it turn you on knowing I’m spending so much time with him?”

I hesitated, then nodded.

She let out a soft, pleased laugh. “Naughty boy. I thought you might be jealous.”

“I am,” I admitted, voice strained. “But it’s doing something else to me too.”

Elena kissed me deeply, her tongue exploring my mouth while she jerked me off with long, firm strokes.

“He bought me the bracelet,” she confessed between kisses. “Said it was a congratulations gift for being accepted into the program. The heels too. He has excellent taste, doesn’t he?”

The admission made my balls tighten. I was close already.

“Tomorrow we’re working even later,” she continued, teasing the head of my cock with her thumb. “He mentioned we might need to stay past midnight some nights. Would that bother you, baby?”

“No,” I gasped.

“Good,” she purred. “Because I like how focused I feel when I’m with him. He brings out a different side of me.”

She kissed my chest, then my stomach, moving lower. But before she reached my cock, she stopped and looked up at me with mischievous eyes.

“I’m actually pretty tired tonight. Rain check on the blowjob?”

I nodded, desperate and aching.

Elena gave my cock one last slow stroke, then released it. She turned off the lamp and curled up against me, her ass pressing back teasingly against my throbbing erection.

“Sweet dreams,” she whispered.

I lay there in the dark, frustrated and painfully hard.


CHAPTER 2

THE FIRST TIME

The clock on the nightstand read 1:47 a.m.

I had been lying in bed for hours, staring at the ceiling, unable to sleep. My phone was on the pillow beside me, silent. No new messages from Elena since her last text at 7:30 p.m.: Working late again. Victor has a big deadline. Don’t wait up. Love you.

I had tried. I’d eaten dinner alone, watched two movies, even tried jerking off earlier to take the edge off, but I couldn’t finish. My mind kept circling back to her - to Victor - to the new lingerie, the gifts, the smell of his cologne that now seemed permanently attached to her skin.

At 2:03 a.m., I finally heard the key turn in the lock.

I sat up in bed as the front door clicked shut. Soft footsteps padded down the hallway. When Elena appeared in the bedroom doorway, my heart nearly stopped.

She looked completely wrecked.

Her long dark hair was messy and tangled, strands sticking to her flushed neck. Her makeup was smudged - mascara slightly run, lipstick gone. The cream blouse she’d left in this morning was wrinkled and buttoned crookedly, with one button missing entirely. Her pencil skirt was twisted, the hem riding high on her thighs. She wasn’t wearing her heels; she carried them in one hand.

Her eyes were glassy, pupils blown wide with lust. Her cheeks were burning red. She moved with this slow, sensual sway, like her body was still buzzing from something intense.

“Mark...” she breathed, her voice hoarse and thick.

She dropped her heels and purse on the floor. I could see a sheen of sweat on her chest. And then I noticed it - a slow, glistening trail running down the inside of her left thigh.

She was dripping.

“Elena... what happened?” My voice came out shaky.

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she walked to the edge of the bed, staring down at me with an expression I’d never seen before - equal parts guilt, excitement, and raw hunger.

“I fucked him,” she whispered.

The words hung in the air like a bomb.

I felt like I’d been punched in the chest. My stomach dropped. At the same time, my cock surged to full hardness so fast it almost hurt.

“You... what?”

Elena bit her lip, eyes fluttering. She reached down and slowly unbuttoned the rest of her blouse, letting it fall open. Her bra was missing. Her full breasts were exposed, nipples stiff and reddened, with faint marks around them like someone had sucked hard on them.

“Victor fucked me tonight,” she said again, voice trembling with arousal. “On his desk. I tried to resist but... I couldn’t. I didn’t want to.”

She climbed onto the bed and lie beside me.

Elena took a deep breath, then started talking.

“We were alone in his office after everyone left. I was standing at his desk, showing him the final presentation on my laptop. He stepped right behind me, pressed his body against my back, and I felt how hard he was. He didn’t ask. He just put his hands on my hips and told me, ‘I’m taking you tonight, Elena.’”

She shivered as she spoke, one hand lazily trailing over her own breasts.

“I tried to say we shouldn’t... but my body was already aching for him. He turned me around, lifted me onto his desk, and kissed me so hard I couldn’t think straight.

He pulled out his cock, and made me look at it.”

She turned her head to look at me.

“It was so much bigger than yours, baby. So thick and long. I wrapped both my hands around it and there was still room. I got on my knees and sucked him. He held my hair and fucked my throat until I was gagging and crying. I loved every second of it.”

I was breathing hard. Shame and arousal warred inside me.

Elena continued, her hand sliding down between her legs. She spread her pussy lips with two fingers, showing me the creamy mess Victor had left inside her.

“He bent me over the desk after that. He rubbed his huge cock up and down my slit, teasing me, then pushed inside in one long, hard thrust. I screamed so loud. He stretched me so much it hurt... but it felt better than anything I’ve ever felt.”

She moaned softly, rubbing her clit slowly while she told the story.

“He fucked me so deep, Mark. Hard, powerful strokes that slammed the desk against the wall. He kept slapping my ass and calling me his dirty married slut. He told me my husband could never fuck me like this. And he was right.”

She looked straight into my eyes.

“When he came... he roared. I felt every heavy pulse. He pumped so much cum into me. It felt like he was flooding my womb. I came again right then, even harder than the first time.”

Elena spread her legs wider. Fresh cum oozed out of her used hole.

“I’m still full of him, Mark,” she whispered. “Look how much he left inside your wife.”

My mouth was dry. My cock was leaking pre-cum like crazy.

Elena’s voice turned commanding, soft but firm.

“I want you to clean me up, baby.”

I hesitated, eyes wide.

She reached out and gently touched my face.

“Be a good boy for me. I want you to lick Victor’s cum out of my pussy. Right now.”

The humiliation burned through me, but so did an overwhelming wave of arousal. I moved between her spread legs without another word.

Elena put a hand on the back of my head and guided me down.

“That’s it,” she purred. “Taste what a real man left inside me.”

I pressed my tongue against her swollen pussy. The taste was strong - salty, musky, slightly bitter. Victor’s thick load coated my tongue as I licked along her slit.

“Oh fuck... yes,” Elena moaned.

I pushed my tongue inside her stretched hole. More warm cum flowed into my mouth. I swallowed it, feeling deeply ashamed but unable to stop. The filthiness of what I was doing only made me harder. I licked and sucked eagerly, drinking down every drop of Victor’s seed mixed with her juices. The wet, obscene sounds filled the room.

“You’re actually doing it,” she breathed, voice full of lust and surprise. “You’re eating another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy. God, that’s so fucking hot.”

Her thighs started trembling around my head. She grabbed my hair with both hands and ground her pussy hard against my face.

"I'm close," Elena gasped, her thighs tightening around my head.

I felt her beginning to tremble, her body tensing as she approached her peak. With a cry Elena shattered. Her body convulsed, her inner muscles clenching around my tongue as wave after wave of pleasure washed through her. I held on, drinking in everything she gave me, until finally she collapsed back against the mattress, spent.

I raised my head, my face wet with her juices and Victor's cum, my heart still pounding. Elena was watching me, her eyes heavy-lidded with satisfaction, a small smile playing on her lips.

"Good boy," she whispered, reaching down to stroke my cheek. "Very good boy."

I should have been angry. I should have been hurt, devastated by what she had done and what she had made me do. But as I looked at her, saw the peace and contentment on her face, I couldn't find it in me to feel anything but a strange kind of pride.

As she wrapped her arms around me, pulling me down onto the bed beside her, I knew my life had changed irrevocably. There was no going back now, no pretending that everything was as it had been. Something new had begun tonight, something dangerous and thrilling that I had only begun to understand.
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The next morning, I woke up feeling like I’d been hit by a truck.

Elena was already awake, standing in front of the mirror in just a silk robe that barely covered her ass. Her hair was still messy from the night before. When she noticed me stirring, she turned and gave me a soft, almost shy smile.

“Morning,” she said quietly.

I sat up slowly. My face still felt sticky. The taste of Victor’s cum lingered faintly in the back of my throat. Memories of last night flooded back - Elena’s detailed confession, her swollen pussy over my face, the way she had moaned while I licked another man’s load out of her.

My cock twitched under the sheets.

Elena walked over and sat on the edge of the bed. She stroked my hair gently.

“Are you okay with what happened?” she asked.

I hesitated, then nodded. “I... think so. It was intense.”

She leaned in and kissed me softly. “It was. I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

Before I could reply, my phone buzzed on the nightstand. I picked it up and froze when I saw the message.

Unknown Number: Your wife is incredible. She belongs to me now during work hours. Be a good husband and don’t interfere. – Victor

My stomach dropped. Elena must have given him my number.

I showed her the screen. Her eyes widened slightly, then a small, excited smile played on her lips.

“He really sent that?” she whispered, almost impressed.

“You gave him my number?”

She bit her lip. “He asked for it last night. After he finished inside me.”

The casual way she said it made my cock throb.

Elena took the phone from my hand and read the message again. Her nipples hardened visibly against the silk robe.

“This is real now, Mark,” she said, voice low. “I’m going to keep seeing him,” she continued. “Regularly. He wants me whenever he needs me during work hours - and sometimes after. I said yes.”

I stared at her, heart racing. “Just like that?”

Elena nodded. “I need this, baby. The excitement. The way he fucks me... I’ve never felt so alive.” She crawled onto the bed and straddled my waist, looking down at me. “But I still love you. This doesn’t change that. You’re my husband. He’s... my lover.”

Her words sent a confusing rush of jealousy and arousal through me.

“There are going to be rules,” she said firmly. “For both of us.”

She reached into the drawer of her nightstand and pulled out a small black box I’d never seen before. When she opened it, my eyes widened.

Inside was a shiny pink chastity cage - small, curved, with a tiny lock and key.

“I bought this yesterday during lunch,” she confessed. “Victor suggested it. He said it would help you focus on my pleasure instead of your own.”

“Elena... wait...”

“Shhh.” She placed a finger on my lips. “You loved eating his cum out of me last night. I saw how hard you were. This is what you need. What we need.”

She pulled the sheets down, exposing my erection. Despite everything, I was rock hard again.

Elena smiled. “Look at you. Already excited at the idea of being locked up for me.”

She worked quickly and efficiently. She slipped the cold ring behind my balls, then slid the pink tube over my cock. It was a tight fit - almost painfully snug. Once it was in place, she clicked the lock shut. The sound of the lock clicking made something shift inside me.

“There,” she said, dangling the tiny key in front of my face. “You’re officially in chastity. No more cumming without my permission. No more touching yourself when I’m with Victor.”

I tested it. My cock tried to grow but was cruelly trapped. The frustration was immediate. Elena stroked the cage lightly with her fingertips, teasing me.

“Victor wants to have dinner with us tomorrow night,” she said casually. “At his penthouse.”

I tensed up immediately. “Us? Like... me and you?”

“Yes.” She traced a finger around the edge of the chastity cage. “He wants to meet you properly. He thinks it’s important for you to understand your place.”

I stayed quiet, anxiety swirling in my chest.

Elena kissed my neck softly. “Say yes, Mark. For me.”

I hesitated, then nodded anxiously. “Okay... if that’s what you want.”

She smiled, clearly pleased. Then she leaned in closer, her lips brushing my ear.

“He also told me he wants to fuck me in front of you tomorrow night.”

My caged cock twitched hard inside its prison. Elena noticed immediately and let out a soft, delighted laugh.

“Oh... you liked hearing that, didn’t you?” She reached down and tapped the cage lightly. “Look at you. Twitching like a desperate little puppy.”

She kissed me deeply, her tongue exploring my mouth while she continued teasing the locked cage. My breathing grew ragged. The cage felt tighter than ever.

“Does that turn you on, baby?” Elena asked, gently squeezing my locked balls. “Knowing tomorrow night you’re going to sit there and watch Victor claim me?”

I couldn’t speak. I just nodded, face burning with shame and excitement.

Elena smiled wickedly and kissed me again.

“Good boy.”  

She curled up against me, satisfied and content, while I lay there wide awake, my mind spinning with anxious anticipation for what tomorrow night would bring.


CHAPTER 3

THE PENTHOUSE

The elevator ride up to Victor Kane’s penthouse felt like the longest thirty seconds of my life. Elena looked stunning. She wore a tight black cocktail dress that hugged every curve, the hem stopping mid-thigh, with a deep V-neck that showed off her full cleavage. Her hair was down in loose waves, and she wore the expensive rose-gold bracelet Victor had given her. She smelled faintly of the perfume he liked. I stood beside her in a button-up shirt and slacks, feeling completely out of place. My cock was locked in the pink chastity cage, and it had been throbbing on and off for hours. Every time I looked at Elena, the cage reminded me of my new reality.

The elevator doors opened directly into the penthouse.

Victor Kane stood waiting for us, looking every bit the powerful alpha he was. Six-foot-three, broad shoulders filling out his tailored black shirt, sleeves rolled up to show muscular forearms. He smiled confidently as we stepped in.

“Elena,” he said warmly, pulling her into a hug that lasted just a second too long. His big hand rested possessively on her lower back. “You look absolutely ravishing.”

Then he turned to me and extended his hand.

“Mark. Good to finally meet.”

His grip was firm, almost crushing. I forced a smile.

“Thank you for having us.”

Victor led us into the open-plan living area. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a breathtaking view of the city lights. A beautifully set dining table waited near the windows with wine already poured.

Dinner started civilly enough, but the tension was thick.

Victor sat at the head of the table. Elena sat to his right, and I was placed directly across from them. As we ate the exquisite steak and sipped expensive red wine, Victor and Elena’s flirting became more and more open.

“You’ve been performing exceptionally well,” Victor told her, his deep voice smooth. He reached over and casually stroked her arm. “I’m very pleased with your... dedication.”

Elena smiled, biting her lower lip.

“I’ve been trying my best to satisfy all your demands.”

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. My caged cock twitched hard as I watched Victor’s fingers trail down her arm. The chastity cage felt tighter with every passing minute.

Victor glanced at me. “Your wife is quite talented, Mark. Very eager to learn. She takes instruction beautifully.”

I swallowed hard. “Yes... she’s always been ambitious.”

Elena let out a soft laugh and placed her hand on Victor’s thick thigh under the table. I could see the movement clearly.

“Victor has been teaching me so many new things,” she said, looking straight at me. “Things I never knew I needed.”

The conversation grew bolder as the wine flowed. Victor openly complimented Elena’s body, telling her how much he loved the way her ass looked in the dress. She giggled and leaned into him, letting him whisper things into her ear that made her blush and squeeze her thighs together.

By the time dessert arrived, Elena’s hand was resting high on Victor’s thigh, and his arm was draped around her shoulders, fingers lightly stroking the side of her breast through her dress.

My face burned with humiliation, but my trapped cock was leaking steadily inside the cage.

After dinner, Victor stood up and offered Elena his hand.

“Shall we move to the bedroom?” he asked casually, as if suggesting coffee.

Elena looked at me, her eyes sparkling with excitement and a hint of nervousness. “Mark... are you ready?”

I nodded slowly, my throat dry.

Victor led us down a hallway into his massive master bedroom. A huge king-sized bed dominated the center. He dimmed the lights, leaving a warm glow.

“Sit there,” Victor commanded me, pointing to a plush armchair in the corner, about eight feet from the bed. “And watch. Don’t speak unless I tell you to.”

I obeyed, sitting down with my hands on my knees. My heart was pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears. Victor turned to Elena and pulled her into a deep, hungry kiss. She melted against him immediately, moaning softly into his mouth. His big hands roamed over her body, squeezing her ass and pulling her tight against his obvious bulge.

He broke the kiss and looked over at me while unzipping her dress.

“Watch carefully, Mark. This is how a real man fucks your wife.”

The dress slid to the floor. Elena stood in just black lace lingerie and heels. Victor removed her bra, freeing her heavy breasts, then peeled her soaked panties down her legs. She was already dripping.

Victor undressed next. When he dropped his pants, Elena let out a soft whimper of desire. His cock was massive - easily nine inches, thick, and rock hard. It dwarfed mine completely.

He pulled her close, their bodies pressing together, flesh against flesh. He leaned down and captured her mouth in a kiss. Elena moaned into his mouth, her hands clutching at his shoulders, her body melting against his. I watched her fingers dig into his skin, white-knuckled with desperation. Victor’s hands moved down her back, cupping her ass, squeezing hard. He pulled her up against him, grinding his hips into hers. I could see his cock growing harder, thickening and lengthening as it rubbed against her stomach.

He broke the kiss, trailing his lips down her neck. Elena’s head fell back, her eyes closed, her lips parted. He moved lower, his mouth finding her breast. He sucked her nipple into his mouth, his teeth grazing the sensitive bud.

Elena cried out, her back arching. “Yes,” she hissed.

He chewed on her nipple, pulling it, tugging at it. Her moans grew louder, more violent, echoing off the high ceiling. She was completely lost in him, oblivious to everything but the sensation of his mouth on her skin. Her hair tumbled down her back, a dark curtain framing her flushed face.

I watched from the corner. The plastic cage was agonizingly tight. My cock strained against it, desperate to get hard, desperate to feel something other than the restrictive pressure of the device. But I couldn't. I could only sit there and watch, my arousal turning into a dull, aching throb that pulsed in time with the beat of my heart.

Victor moved to her other breast, giving it the same rough attention. He squeezed the soft flesh with his large hands, molding her to his will. Elena’s hips bucked against him, seeking friction, seeking relief.

He pushed her backward suddenly. She fell back onto the black silk sheets, her hair fanning out around her like a halo. She looked up at him, her chest heaving, her legs falling open in invitation. Victor crawled onto the bed after her. He hovered over her, supporting his weight on his arms. He lowered his head, kissing her stomach. His tongue dipped into her navel, circling the sensitive indentation. Elena giggled breathlessly, her muscles twitching beneath his skin. He trailed lower, his mouth grazing the inside of her thigh.

Finally, he settled between her legs. He rose up on his knees, his massive cock standing straight out, fully erect now. It was huge, easily nine inches long and thick as a wrist. The head was dark and angry, a bead of precum glistening at the tip. It looked like a weapon, a tool of destruction designed to split her open.

He looked at me then.

His gaze cut through the dim light, pinning me to the chair. His eyes were dark, mocking, triumphant. He knew exactly what I was feeling. He knew about the cage. He knew about the humiliation. And he loved it. Elena turned her head on the pillow. Her eyes found mine in the corner. They were glassy, unfocused with lust, but she saw me. She saw her husband sitting there, watching her, trapped in his own shame.

“Watch closely, Mark,” Victor said, his eyes locking onto mine again as he gripped his cock, lining it up with her entrance. “Watch how a real cock fucks your wife.”

He moved forward, pressing the thick head against her wet opening. Elena gasped, her hands flying up to grip his shoulders. Her fingernails dug into his skin. I watched, unable to blink, as he began to push inside. The pressure looked immense. Elena’s outer lips stretched tight around the invading head, fighting to accommodate his girth.

“Ahh!” she cried out, her neck straining.

Victor didn't stop. He pushed forward relentlessly, slowly sinking inch by  inch into her body. It was a slow, smooth conquest. I watched the shaft disappear, swallowed whole by my wife’s pussy. She was so wet, so ready for him, that he slid in deep, burying himself to the hilt in one long, agonizingly slow thrust. He held it there, fully sheathed inside her. He looked down at her, studying her face.

Elena was panting, her mouth open, her eyes wide. She looked overwhelmed, filled to the brim. She looked up at him, her expression a mix of pain and intense, undeniable lust.

“So big,” she whimpered.

Victor smiled, a dark, possessive curve of his lips. He pulled back slowly, almost all the way out, until just the tip remained inside. Then, he thrust back in, hard.

“Ahhhhh!” Elena moaned, the sound torn from her throat.

He set a rhythm. It was hard and deep, punishing. In and out. His hips slapped against her thighs with a wet, rhythmic sound that filled the room. Every thrust drove her up the bed, forcing her to cling to him to keep from sliding away. I watched the scene unfold, my eyes glued to the junction of their bodies. I could see her lips gripping him, pulling at him, refusing to let him go. I could see the slick wetness coating his shaft every time he withdrew. He was fucking her with a raw power I had never possessed. He was owning her, claiming her, right in front of me.

The cage bit into me. I shifted in the chair, trying to find a comfortable position, but there was none. The frustration was maddening. I wanted to touch myself. I wanted to feel the relief of my own hand. But all I could do was watch. Victor’s pace increased. He was fucking her hard now, his breathing ragged. Elena’s moans turned into cries, her body shaking with the force of his thrusts. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, inviting him in.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she chanted, her head thrashing on the pillow.

Victor leaned down, capturing her mouth again, swallowing her screams. He squeezed her breasts, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh, pinching her nipples. She arched her back, pushing her chest into his hands, silently begging for more. The sight was obscene. It was beautiful. It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen. My wife, the woman I loved, being thoroughly used by another man. And she was loving every second of it.

Victor broke the kiss and rose up, grabbing her ankles. He pushed her legs back, spreading her wide, opening her up completely to him. The new angle allowed him to go even deeper. He slammed into her, his balls slapping against her ass.

“Look at him, Elena,” Victor grunted, not breaking his rhythm. “Look at your little husband watching me use you.”

Elena turned her head again. Her eyes locked onto mine. They were glazed over, swimming in pleasure, but the focus was there. She saw me sitting in the corner, helpless and humiliated. She smiled, a slow, wicked smile.

Victor’s thrusts became erratic. He was getting close. His breathing was harsh, his muscles tense. Elena was close too, her inner walls clamping down on him, her body trembling on the verge of release.

“Come for me,” Victor commanded. “Come on my cock, you slut.”

The dirty word hung in the air. With a cry that sounded like a sob, Elena shattered. Her body convulsed, her back arching off the bed, her head thrown back in a silent scream. I could see her pussy spasming around him, milking him, pulling him deeper.

Victor groaned, driving into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt. He held himself there, his body rigid, as he emptied himself inside her. I watched his cock twitch as he pumped her full of his cum, marking her insides just as he had marked her outsides. They collapsed together on the bed, a tangle of sweaty limbs and heaving chests. The room was silent except for the sound of their breathing.

Victor rolled off her, lying on his back beside her. Elena curled up against him, her head on his chest. He stroked her hair lazily, a satisfied smirk on his face.

After a moment, he looked over at me.

“Well, Mark, “I hope you took notes.”

He reached down, idly playing with one of Elena’s nipples as he watched me. She snuggled closer to him, her eyes closed, a contented smile on her lips.

Victor’s eyes dropped to my crotch. He knew. He knew exactly what was happening to me down there.

“Why don't you come here, Mark,” he said, gesturing to the edge of the bed. “There’s something I want you to see.”

I stood up, my legs stiff. I walked toward the bed, feeling like I was walking to the gallows. As I got closer, I could see the mess between Elena’s legs. Victor’s cum was leaking out of her, running down her thigh, a thick, white testament to what had just happened.

Victor pointed at the wet, sticky mess.

“She’s full of me, Mark,” he said softly. “Just like she was yesterday. And I think she needs cleaning up again. Don't you?”

Elena opened her eyes, looking at me. There was a challenge in her gaze, a silent dare.

“Clean me up, Mark,” she whispered. “Please.”

I looked at her, then at Victor. Victor just raised an eyebrow, waiting.

I knew what I had to do. I climbed onto the bed, moving between her legs. The smell was overwhelming, intoxicating. I leaned down, my face inches from her red, swollen pussy. I could see his cum pooling there, waiting for me. I looked up one last time. Victor was watching me intently. Elena was biting her lip, anticipation written all over her face.

I lowered my head and began to lick. My tongue pressed against her swollen, sensitive flesh, and the taste of Victor’s possession flooded my senses. I didn’t hesitate. I couldn’t. A dark, hungry instinct took over, driving me to lap up the evidence of another man’s pleasure.

I flattened my tongue, dragging it upward through her folds, collecting the warm, sticky fluid. Elena shifted on the bed. I felt her hand thread through my hair, not guiding me, just resting there, grounding me to her. Then, the mattress dipped. I heard the wet sound of lips meeting, a soft, slick noise that contrasted sharply with the lewd slurping sounds I was making between her legs. I glanced up, just for a second, unable to resist the pull. Victor had leaned over her. He was kissing her.  His hand cradled the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her dark locks, holding her captive for his mouth. Elena was responding eagerly, her body arching up toward him, her hand tightening in my hair as she moaned into his mouth.

They were locked together, lost in each other, while I was buried between her thighs, cleaning up the mess he had made. It was the perfect tableau of our new reality. I was the servant, the clean-up crew, the necessary accessory to their passion. They were the lovers.

I looked back down, redoubling my efforts. I traced the path of a trickle that had run down toward her thigh, chasing it with my tongue. Her skin was soft and hot, burning with the afterglow of her orgasm. I could feel the tremors still running through her muscles, the lingering spasms of her climax. I continued to lick, moving my attention to her clit. I lapped at the small bundle of nerves, cleaning the last traces of fluid from around it. Elena let out a soft sigh, her head falling back against the pillow.

He reached down, his hand covering one of Elena’s breasts, kneading the flesh possessively. I watched from my vantage point between her legs, seeing his large, dark hand against her pale skin. The contrast was stark, erotic. He squeezed her nipple, rolling it between his fingers, pulling a sharp cry from her throat.

"Enough," Victor said suddenly.

His voice cut through the haze of my arousal. I froze, my tongue still buried inside her.

I hesitated for a fraction of a second, confusion warring with obedience. Then, slowly, I withdrew. I sat back on my heels, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. My face was wet, glistening with her juices and his cum.

He turned his attention back to Elena, leaning down to capture her lips again. This time, the kiss was slower, sweeter. They kissed like lovers, exploring each other's mouths with a familiarity that made my heart ache. Victor broke the kiss and looked at me, a smirk playing on his lips.

"You can go now, Mark," he said, dismissing me as easily as he would dismiss a waiter. "Elena and I need some sleep."

I stared at him, stunned. "Go?"

"Yes," he said, settling back onto the pillows and pulling Elena into his arms. She curled into him without hesitation, her head resting on his chest, her leg draped over his. "Back to the guest room. Or the couch. Wherever. Just get out."

I stood up, my legs shaky. I felt utterly used, discarded like a tissue. I looked at Elena, waiting for her to say something, to protest, to offer me a crumb of comfort. But she didn't. She just snuggled closer to Victor, closing her eyes, a peaceful smile on her face. She was done with me. She had what she needed. I turned and walked toward the door. I walked out into the hallway, closing the door softly behind me. The silence of the penthouse pressed in on me. I could still taste them on my lips. I could still smell the sex on my clothes. The cage was still tight. The humiliation was still fresh. I knew where I belonged now. I knew my place.

I was no longer just her husband.

I was her cuckold.


CHAPTER 4

THE NIGHT PARTY

The days after the night at Victor’s penthouse passed in a blur of submission and aching denial. Elena had fully transformed. The shy, professional wife I married was gone. In her place was a confident, sexually liberated hotwife who no longer hid her excitement about her new lover. She started dressing more provocatively for work - tighter blouses, shorter skirts, and the expensive lingerie Victor bought her. She no longer waited for me to ask about her day. Every evening when she casually tells me how Victor had fucked her during lunch, in his office, or in the back of his car.

And I listened like an obedient husband.

Two nights later, Elena came home from work excited.

She found me in the kitchen and wrapped her arms around me from behind, pressing her breasts against my back.

“Victor is throwing a private late-night party this Saturday,” she announced. I turned around to face her. My stomach tightened with anxiety, but my caged cock twitched with interest.

Elena looked at me with bright, eager eyes.

“He wants us both to come. He specifically asked for you to be there.”

“Me?” I asked nervously.

“Yes.” She reached down and cupped the chastity cage through my pants. She kissed my neck, then looked into my eyes.

I stood there silently for a moment, heart racing.

The old Mark would have hesitated. The new Mark - the one who had eaten Victor’s cum multiple times, the one who got hard every time his wife came home dripping with another man’s load, felt something shift inside him.

“I’ll go,” I said quietly.

Elena’s face lit up with delight. She kissed me passionately, moaning into my mouth.

“Thank you, baby. You’re becoming such a perfect husband. I love how willing you’ve become.”
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Saturday arrived faster than I expected.

Elena spent the entire day getting ready. She went shopping with Victor’s credit card and returned with a scandalously short, backless red dress that barely covered her ass. She wore nothing underneath except a tiny pair of crotchless panties and the expensive heels Victor had bought her.

When she stepped out of the bedroom, she looked like pure sex.

“Do I look like a good hotwife?” she asked, spinning for me.

“You look incredible,” I said honestly.

We arrived at Eclipse just after 8 p.m. The nightclub looked elegant and upscale from the outside, with a stylish but not overly flashy entrance. A bouncer checked our names on the guest list and let us in.

Inside, the party was surprisingly normal.

The lighting was dim but tasteful, music played at a comfortable volume, and well-dressed people mingled with drinks in hand. I recognized several faces from Elena’s company - managers, team leads, and a few colleagues she had mentioned before. There were also older, more affluent-looking men and women who were clearly Victor’s personal friends.

Victor spotted us immediately and walked over with a confident smile. He was dressed sharply in a black button-down shirt and slacks.

“Elena,” he greeted warmly, leaning in to kiss her cheek. “You look beautiful tonight.”

Then he turned to me and shook my hand firmly.

“Mark. Good to see you again. Glad you could make it.”

We were led to a large reserved VIP section with comfortable seating and bottle service. Victor introduced Elena to several important people, always keeping her close by his side. I followed quietly behind them, feeling more like an observer than a participant.

He kept a hand on the small of her back while talking to others. He leaned in close to whisper things in her ear that made her laugh and lightly touch his arm. At one point, while speaking with the head of marketing, Victor’s fingers traced small circles on Elena’s hip. I sat nearby with a drink in my hand, watching everything. My chastity cage felt tighter with every passing minute. Elena occasionally glanced over at me, giving me small, reassuring smiles, but she stayed close to Victor.

As the night progressed, the energy between Victor and Elena grew bolder.

Around 10:45 p.m., Victor stood up and extended his hand to Elena.

“Come,” he said. “Dance with me.”

Elena glanced at me for a brief second, then took his hand with a radiant smile. Victor led her straight to the center of the spacious dance floor where several other couples were already slow dancing.

I remained seated in the VIP area, about ten feet away, with a clear view of the dance floor. My heart began beating faster. The music shifted into a slow, sensual R&B track. Victor pulled Elena close, one hand on her lower back, the other holding her hand. They began to sway together in the middle of the floor. Even from a distance, I could see how perfectly their bodies pressed against each other. Victor leaned down and whispered something into her ear. Elena’s lips curved into a shy but excited smile. She bit her lower lip.

My stomach tightened with anxiety.

Victor reached up and gently pulled the pin from her hair bun. Elena’s long, dark hair cascaded down over her shoulders in beautiful waves.

The sight was stunning.

Victor ran his fingers through her hair, then leaned in and kissed the side of her neck softly. Elena tilted her head, giving him better access. I could see her eyes flutter slightly.

My caged cock twitched hard.

Victor’s hand drifted lower until it rested firmly on her ass. He squeezed it slowly, possessively. Elena didn’t resist. Instead, she pressed herself closer to him.

A few people nearby started to notice. Heads turned. Conversations quieted. Some of Elena’s colleagues exchanged glances, but no one dared say anything. Victor was the boss - the most powerful man in the room.

Victor whispered something else in her ear. Elena blushed deeply, her cheeks turning a bright shade of pink. Her face was flushed with clear lust now. Then Victor hooked his finger under one thin strap of her dress and slowly pulled it down her shoulder. The strap slid off easily, exposing more of her smooth skin and the top of her black lace bra.

He squeezed her ass again, harder this time. Elena’s breathing had grown heavier. She looked completely lost in the moment, dancing slowly with him in the center of the floor. Victor reached for the other strap and pulled it down as well. Then, with one smooth motion, he unzipped the back of her dress. The red fabric slid down her body and pooled at her feet. Elena stood in the middle of the dance floor wearing only a matching black lace bra and a tiny black thong. The entire room seemed to freeze for a moment. Everyone stared. Colleagues from her office, Victor’s friends, strangers - all eyes were on my nearly naked wife.

The slow, sexy music continued playing.

Victor pulled Elena closer again, his big hands gripping her bare ass cheeks as they kept dancing. Her heavy breasts pressed against his chest, barely contained by the bra. Her face was burning with embarrassment and arousal. I sat frozen in my seat, heart pounding wildly. Anxiety flooded through me as I watched my wife being stripped and fondled in public, in front of people who knew her professionally. My chastity cage strained painfully as conflicting emotions - shame, jealousy, and intense arousal crashed inside me.

Victor’s hands roamed over her body confidently. He squeezed her ass again, pulling her hips against his obvious erection. Elena moaned softly, her head tilting back slightly as he kissed her neck once more.

More people were watching openly now. Some whispered to each other. A few men looked with clear hunger. Some women looked at me and smiled. Victor spun Elena slowly, showing off her body to the room, then pulled her back against him. Elena’s face was deep red with lust. She looked over toward me for a brief moment. Our eyes met. There was no guilt there anymore - only excitement and submission to Victor. Victor whispered into her ear again. Whatever he said made her smile and press her body even tighter against him. His hands continued exploring her almost-naked body as they swayed sensually in the center of the dance floor.

I remained seated, unable to look away, my body tense with anxiety and my mind spinning with overwhelming emotions.

This was no longer private.

My wife was being claimed publicly.

And I was forced to watch every second of it.

Elena turned in Victor’s arms, facing him now. She draped her arms around his neck and kissed him deeply, their tongues clearly visible as they made out on the dance floor. Victor’s hands roamed freely over her nearly naked body - squeezing her ass, running up her back, owning her in front of everyone.

Then he reached behind her.

With practiced ease, Victor unhooked her bra. He didn’t rush. He let the moment stretch, teasing the straps down her shoulders slowly, very slowly. Elena looked straight at me the entire time, her cheeks flushed with lust.

The bra fell away.

Her full, heavy breasts spilled free. Her dark pink nipples were stiff and begging for attention. The entire room stared. Elena didn’t cover herself. Instead, she arched her back slightly, pushing her chest out proudly as Victor’s big hands immediately claimed her bare tits. He squeezed them, rolled her nipples between his thick fingers, and kissed her neck while she moaned loud enough for everyone to hear. My chastity cage felt like it was on fire. My poor trapped cock throbbed painfully, leaking constantly now. Victor turned Elena again so she faced me. He stood behind her, one arm wrapped around her waist, the other hand mauling her left breast. Victor’s free hand slid down her body until his fingers slipped under the front of her tiny thong. Elena gasped and spread her legs slightly, giving him better access. I could see his fingers moving under the fabric, rubbing her clit in slow circles while everyone watched.

Elena started moaning louder. Her hips rolled against Victor’s hand as he fingered her right there on the dance floor. Her breasts bounced with every movement. Several men had moved closer now, openly staring at my wife’s naked tits and the way Victor was pleasuring her.

A few people laughed. The shame was overwhelming, yet my body betrayed me completely. I was painfully, helplessly aroused.

Victor finally pulled his hand from her thong and showed everyone how his fingers glistened with her juices. He brought them to Elena’s mouth. She sucked them clean without hesitation, staring at me the whole time.

Then Victor hooked his thumbs into the sides of her thong.

He pulled it down.

Slowly. Painfully slowly.

The lace slid down her smooth thighs until it dropped to her ankles. Elena stepped out of it gracefully. She was now completely naked except for her black high heels. Every inch of her body was on display - her shaved, glistening pussy, her perfect ass, her swollen nipples. The entire room was staring at my wife’s naked body.

Victor spun her around and bent her forward slightly, showing off her ass to the crowd. He slapped it hard. The sound echoed. Elena moaned and pushed back against him. I couldn’t take it anymore. I squeezed my thighs together, trying to get any kind of relief, but the cage denied me. My balls ached. Victor pulled Elena upright again and kissed her deeply, one hand between her legs, openly fingering her soaked pussy while she whimpered into his mouth.

Victor bent down, picked Elena up effortlessly, and threw her over his broad shoulder like she weighed nothing. Her bare ass was on full display, her pussy visibly wet and glistening under the club lights. Elena let out a playful squeal and laughed, her long dark hair hanging down Victor’s back.

“Time to take this beautiful lady somewhere more comfortable,” Victor announced loudly, his deep voice cutting through the music.

He turned toward the exit, carrying my naked wife like a trophy. The entire room erupted in cheers and whistles. Phones flashed. People clapped. Someone shouted, “Get it, Elena!” Another yelled, “Lucky bastard!”

Elena giggled and waved at the crowd, clearly loving the attention.

I stood frozen for a second,  then I hurried after them, grabbing Elena’s discarded dress and bra like a pathetic servant.

Just as Victor reached the main doors, he paused and looked back into the party. He spotted his two close friends near the bar.

“Marcus! Tyler!” he shouted over the music. “Come join us.”

Marcus (tall, muscular black man) and Tyler (tattooed, cocky white guy) had been watching the entire show from the side. They grinned and immediately walked over.

“Fuck yeah,” Marcus said, his eyes roaming over Elena’s naked body hanging over Victor’s shoulder.

Tyler laughed. “This night just got a lot better.”

The four of us - Victor carrying my nude wife, Marcus and Tyler walking beside him, and me trailing behind - stepped out of the club together. A few people outside stared in shock as Victor carried my naked Elena toward his black stretch limo parked at the curb. Elena’s ass jiggled with every step, her wet pussy on full display for anyone looking.

The limo driver opened the door with a completely straight face, as if this was normal.

Victor lowered Elena into the luxurious vehicle first, giving her ass one firm slap before she slid inside. Then he turned to me.

“Get in, cuck.”

I followed obediently. Victor climbed in last and slammed the door shut.

“Drive around the city,” he told the driver. “Take the long route. No rush.”

The limo pulled smoothly into the night traffic. The tinted windows meant no one outside could see in, but we could see everything. Elena sat between Victor and Marcus, completely nude except for her black high heels. Her thighs were pressed together, but I could see her arousal dripping down her inner leg.

Victor looked at me and smirked. “Mark, sit there in the corner and watch like a good boy.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my face burning with humiliation.

The limo started moving through the brightly lit streets of the city. Music played softly. Champagne was poured. And then it began. Victor grabbed Elena by the hair and pulled her into a deep, possessive kiss. His big hand immediately went between her legs, fingers sliding easily into her soaked pussy. Elena moaned loudly into his mouth.

Marcus didn’t wait. He leaned in and took one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking hard while squeezing her other breast. Tyler unzipped his pants and pulled out a thick, heavy cock - already rock hard. Victor pushed Elena onto her knees on the spacious limo floor. She was now on all fours, facing me. Victor got behind her first. He rubbed his massive cock up and down her dripping slit.

Then he thrust in hard.

Elena cried out in pleasure as Victor buried himself deep inside her. He started fucking her with long, powerful strokes, his heavy balls slapping against her. Marcus moved in front of her and fed his thick black cock into her mouth. Elena took him eagerly, sucking greedily while Victor pounded her from behind.

Tyler sat back, stroking himself and watching. “Fuck, she’s a natural slut,” he laughed.

The sounds were obscene - wet slapping, Elena’s muffled moans, Victor’s grunts. The city lights flashed across her naked body as the limo drove through downtown, past restaurants and busy streets. Anyone looking at the limo from outside would have no idea that my wife was being fucked by three men just a few feet away.

Her body shook as the first orgasm hit her. Victor didn’t slow down. He kept slamming into her, gripping her hips tightly.

They rotated.

Marcus took Victor’s place behind her. His even bigger black cock stretched her pussy wide open. Elena screamed in pleasure as he pushed in. Tyler moved to her mouth, fucking her face while Marcus destroyed her from behind.

Elena was in pure ecstasy. Her makeup was ruined, saliva dripped down her chin, and her pussy made loud squelching sounds every time Marcus thrust into her.

They changed positions again.

Victor lay back on the long seat. Elena straddled him and sank down onto his cock, riding him reverse cowgirl so I had a perfect view. Marcus stood in front of her, feeding her his cock. Tyler moved behind her and slowly pushed his cock into her tight ass.

Elena’s eyes rolled back. She was completely filled - all three holes being used at once.

The limo continued its slow tour around the city. We passed shopping centers, parks, and busy intersections. Inside, my wife was being gang-fucked by three powerful men while I sat in the corner, denied and humiliated. They fucked her relentlessly for the next hour - switching positions, making her cum over and over. Elena squirted on Marcus’s cock at one point, soaking the limo floor. She screamed their names, begged for their cum, told them how much better they were than me.

Finally, they reached their peak.

Victor came first, flooding her pussy with thick ropes of cum while she rode him. Marcus followed, pulling out and shooting across her face and tits. Tyler filled her ass with his load. Elena collapsed onto the seat, covered in sweat and cum, breathing heavily. Her body was marked with handprints and red spots from rough handling.

The limo turned around. Elena stayed naked the entire ride back. She sat between Victor and Marcus, gently stroking their cocks while they relaxed.

“This is only the beginning, Mark. Your wife belongs to me now.”

The limo made a few stops. Victor and his friends eventually got out at Victor’s luxury apartment building, leaving Elena and me alone in the back. She didn’t bother putting her dress back on. She simply sat there naked, legs crossed, looking like a queen who had just been thoroughly fucked. When the limo finally pulled up in front of our modest suburban house, the driver opened the door. Elena stepped out completely nude into our quiet neighborhood at 3 a.m. I followed, carrying her clothes like a servant. Thankfully, no neighbors were awake to see her.

I unlocked the door and she walked inside, her ass swaying beautifully. “That was incredible,” she whispered, kissing my cheek.

She went straight to bed. I spent the night on the couch, my caged cock throbbing, replaying everything I had seen tonight.
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Next evening Elena came home from work later than usual. I had already prepared dinner, hoping things might feel normal again. But the moment she walked through the door, I knew something was different. She looked stunning in a tight white blouse and pencil skirt.  

“Mark, we need to talk.”

My stomach dropped. We sat on the living room couch. Elena took my hands gently, but her expression was firm.

“I’m moving out,” she said calmly. “I’m going to stay with Victor from now on.”

The words hit me like a punch to the chest. My throat tightened.

“Ohh... please don’t leave me, Elena,” I begged, my voice cracking. “I can’t lose you. Please...”

Tears welled up in my eyes. The humiliation from last night mixed with real fear. I felt small, pathetic, and desperate.

Elena cupped my face softly.

“Shhh, baby. Listen to me. I’m not divorcing you. You will always be my husband. My sweet, loving hubby. Nothing is going to change that. I still love you. But Victor... he gives me something I need right now. Something you can’t give me.”

She leaned closer, her perfume mixing with the faint scent of another man’s cologne.

“I’ll still come see you. You’ll still be part of my life. But I’m moving in with him.”

I sat there with a sad face, staring at the floor. My heart was breaking, yet my locked cock gave a painful twitch inside the cage.

“Okay...” I whispered finally, voice barely audible. “If that’s what you want.”

Elena smiled warmly and kissed my forehead. Then her hand slid down to my crotch. She squeezed my steel chastity cage firmly through my pants, feeling how hard I was trying to get inside it.

“Good boy,” she purred. “I knew you’d understand. This little thing stays locked until I decide otherwise.”

She gave it one more teasing squeeze, making me whimper, before standing up.
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I spent the entire morning packing her things like an obedient servant. Elena had given me a detailed list. I folded her beautiful dresses, her sexy lingerie, her makeup, shoes, and jewelry. Every item I packed felt like another piece of our marriage being taken away.

By 11 a.m., everything was neatly packed into four large suitcases and two boxes near the front door.

Elena came downstairs looking absolutely elegant. She wore a classy cream-colored dress that hugged her curves perfectly, paired with expensive heels. Her hair was styled beautifully, and the chastity key - my key, hung visibly on a delicate gold necklace resting between her breasts.

She looked like a woman who had fully upgraded her life.

I stood there with a heavy heart as she inspected the packed bags.

“You did a good job, Mark. Thank you.”

She stepped forward and gave me a long, warm hug. I breathed in her scent, feeling her soft body against mine. For a moment, it almost felt like old times.

Then I pulled back slightly and looked at the key hanging on her necklace.

“You’re not living here anymore,” I said quietly, my voice trembling. “Can you... free me? Please?”

Elena smiled seductively. She touched the small key with her fingers, playing with it teasingly right in front of my eyes.

“No, dear,” she said softly, almost lovingly. “You are still my husband. This cage stays on. It reminds you who you belong to.”

She giggled  a light, happy sound that broke my heart and aroused me at the same time. Elena picked up her purse and walked toward the door. I followed her outside. She stopped at my car - the one I had worked so hard to buy and held out her hand.

“I’m taking the car too.”

I handed her the keys without protest.

She got into the driver’s seat, started the engine, and lowered the window.

“I’ll text you later, hubby. Be good for me.”

As she drove away, I stood on the driveway watching helplessly. I was left standing alone in front of our house. My wife had just moved out to live with her boss. She had taken most of her belongings, my car, and kept the only key to my chastity cage hanging proudly between her breasts.

And the worst part?

Even through the sadness and humiliation... I was more turned on than I had ever been in my life.
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A full year had passed since the day Elena drove away in my car, the chastity key hanging between her breasts like a trophy. She never came back to the house. Our communication had shrunk to a single phone call every week - usually on Sunday nights  and occasional messages with photos. That was all I got of my wife.

At first, the loneliness was crushing. The house felt too big, too empty. Her side of the bed stayed untouched. I kept her favorite mug in the cupboard, hoping she might one day return for it. But slowly, a strange new normal settled over me. I went to work, came home, cooked simple meals, and waited for her messages like an addict.

Every Sunday she would call. Her voice was always bright, confident, and happy.

“Hey hubby,” she would say sweetly. “How’s my good boy doing?”

I lived for those calls.

Even more than the calls, I lived for the pictures she sent.

Elena had transformed completely in the last twelve months. She had become even more stunning - more sexual, more radiant. Her body had filled out in all the right places. Her breasts were noticeably much bigger now, heavy and full, straining against every top she wore. Her hips had widened into a perfect hourglass figure. Her ass looked rounder, firmer. She glowed with sexual confidence.

In the photos, she was almost always with Victor. On his yacht. In expensive hotels. At private parties. Wearing tiny bikinis, designer lingerie, or nothing at all. My caged cock would twitch helplessly every time I opened a new photo. The steel prison had become painfully tight over the year. I had grown used to the constant ache, the denial, the leaking frustration.

Then one random Tuesday evening, my phone buzzed.

Elena: Hey sweetie ❤️ I’m coming home tomorrow morning. Can’t wait to see you.

I stared at the message in disbelief. My heart started racing. After one entire year, my wife was finally coming back. I barely slept that night. I cleaned the entire house, changed the bedsheets, bought her favorite flowers, and stocked the fridge with the things she used to love.

The next morning, at 10:30 a.m., a black luxury SUV pulled into the driveway. Victor’s driver stepped out and opened the door.

Elena stepped out.

I froze on the porch.

She was  pregnant.

Her belly was big, round, and prominent under a soft, expensive white maternity dress that clung to her curves. Her breasts had grown even larger - heavy and swollen with pregnancy. She looked like a fertility goddess. Her skin glowed. Her hair was longer and thicker. She looked more beautiful than ever.

“Mark...” she said softly, smiling.

I walked forward in a daze. “Elena... you’re... are you...”

She stepped into my arms and hugged me tightly. Her big pregnant belly pressed warmly against me.

“Yes, baby,” she whispered. “I’m pregnant. Six months along.”

I stood there stunned, holding my pregnant wife for the first time in a year. Her scent was the same, but somehow richer. My caged cock twitched violently inside its prison.

Victor had gotten her pregnant.

She pulled back slightly and looked into my eyes.

“Victor told me to come stay with you until the baby is born. He wants me to have the baby here... with you.”

I swallowed hard. My emotions were a storm - shock, sadness, jealousy, and a strange, deep arousal.

“Okay,” I said quietly. “That’s... great.”

Elena smiled warmly and kissed my cheek. “You’re such a good husband.”

I carried all her luggage inside - several expensive suitcases. She moved slowly, one hand resting on her big belly. Once we settled on the sofa, she sighed comfortably and rubbed her stomach.

“It’s Victor’s baby,” she said gently but firmly. “And you’re going to help me take care of him, aren’t you, Mark?”

I looked at her swollen belly. My wife was carrying another man’s child. The ultimate humiliation.

“Yes, Elena,” I answered, my voice thick. “I will look after the baby.”

She beamed and squeezed my hand. “So sweet. I knew you would. You’re going to be such a wonderful daddy to Victor’s child.”

Then she dropped the final bomb casually.

“Oh, and I’m really sorry, honey... I lost the key to your chastity cage.”

I stared at her necklace. The key was gone.

“You... lost it?”

Elena nodded, looking only slightly apologetic. “It happened months ago. I think it fell off during one of our trips. Victor said not to worry about it.”

She reached out and gently touched the bulge in my pants where the cage sat.

“Looks like you’ll stay locked for a long time, hubby. Maybe forever.”

I didn’t know what to say. So I said nothing.

Elena leaned back on the sofa, looking radiant and content. She took my hand and placed it on her pregnant belly.

“Feel that? He’s kicking. That’s Victor’s strong baby inside me.”

I felt a firm kick against my palm. Something strange happened in that moment. A wave of pride washed over me. Not the pride of a normal husband, but the deep, submissive pride of a true cuckold.

This was my purpose now.

My beautiful wife had been claimed, bred, and transformed by a superior man. She had outgrown me. And yet she still came back to me - not as a lover, but as someone who needed me to support her new life.

“I’m proud,” I whispered.

Elena looked at me with genuine affection. “I know you are. That’s why I love you. You understand your place.”

She pulled me closer and kissed me softly on the lips.

“From now on, you’re going to take care of me during the rest of my pregnancy. You’ll rub my feet when they swell. You’ll cook for me. You’ll drive me to doctor appointments. And when the baby comes... you’ll help me raise Victor’s son as your own.”

“Yes, Elena.”

Tears filled my eyes, but they weren’t only from sadness. There was peace in complete surrender.

She smiled and rested her head on my shoulder, her big pregnant belly between us.

“We’re going to be okay, Mark. You’ll always be my husband. Just... a different kind of husband now.”

Outside, the sun shone brightly. I was no longer just Elena’s cuckold.

I was going to be the father to another man’s child.

And deep in my heart, locked away with my denied cock, I had never felt more complete.

THE END
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Thank you so much for reading this book.

I would be incredibly grateful if you could take a moment to leave a short review.

Thank you again from the bottom of my heart.

https://www.amazon.com/review/create- review/ref=cm_cr_othr_d_wr_but_top?ie=UTF8&channel=glance-detail&asin=B0H2H1CJQ8

If you enjoyed this book, you may also like this femdom book bundle

https://a.co/d/0aPscX8T
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