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      Chapter One

The opposite of excitement isn’t sadness. It’s not depression. No, the opposite of excitement is caution. And let me tell you…caution sucks. Caution tortures and bleeds humans’ natural spirit of adventure, and it smothers any chance of injecting life into our lives. By and large, our species has surrendered to caution, and the resulting peace has given way to safety devices, speed limits, legal disclaimers, skinny jeans, hipsters, and entirely safe, but boring, toys.

What’s my point?

My wife and I had stalked, killed, and mutilated caution, and we’d never felt more alive. Not literally, of course, but for a suburban couple, it was a pretty close analogy. Nicole and I had embarked on a risk-filled, thrill-ride when we opened our marriage to Collin, and after a few bumps and bruises, we were having more fun than we ever thought possible. Our lives were filled new experiences, new people, and amazing-fucking-sex.

It’s awesome.

Caution may keep people alive, but it also leaves their lives adrift in a sea of dull, lifeless, monochromatic gray, forever bereft of the vivid colors and experiences that make life worth living. Nicole and I had thrown ourselves into the cuckold lifestyle arena, and both of us preferred the heat of battle to the safety of the stands.

A little dramatic maybe, but these were the thoughts echoing in my brain as our party finished dinner. We left the restaurant with plans for a quiet night at Collin’s house. The girls split up. Nicole went with her boyfriend, and Cynthia wrapped her arm around mine, kissed my cheek, and whispered her desire to ride in my Mustang. We were the same height with Cynthia wearing heels, and her body felt great next to mine. Her perfume, a light citrus scent, filled my nose. She was gorgeous, and even though she wasn’t into men, it was nice to have someone so obviously attractive on my arm. I smiled as we waited for the valet, because every guy who passed with twenty feet of us craned his neck to get a better view.

Inexplicably, my thoughts drifted towards Sheila, and then towards Cassidy. I couldn’t be honest with them, and despite being gorgeous, the lack of honesty limited their attractiveness. They just wouldn’t understand, and in Sheila’s case, it could cause huge professional problems at a time when my career was taking off.

No. My situation was complicated, but perfect.

Cynthia was new, yes, but it felt amazing to be honest with her about our relationship. I freakin’ hated trying to keep things hidden. I glanced at her, and a warm smile curved her lips before she cocked her head.

“What?”

“I…”

“Nick?”

A voice I recognized interrupted me, and my head swiveled around. Whiplash! Pain exploded from my neck, radiating upwards through my brain, and I barely suppressed a groan. Cynthia noticed my reaction and, unsure how to react, she pressed herself closer to me.

Speak of the devil, and the devil appears.

Shit! Shit! Shit!

Sheila. We made eye contact, and with no other option, I smiled widely and waved. I didn’t have a ready explanation, but I wasn’t going to act guilty. Cynthia deserved better, and damn it, I didn’t have anything to hide!

Sheila was on the arm of a guy I didn’t recognize. He wore sparkly jeans, a paisley shirt popular three years ago, and a sport coat that clashed badly with his pants and shirt. I sized him up immediately.

Douche!

“Hey, you.”

Her eyes were light and friendly, but I couldn’t help noticing the once-over she gave Cynthia. She stepped forward, gave me a friendly hug, and turned to introduce the man standing next to her.

“This is Jason. Jason, this is my boss, Nick.”

We shook hands, and I kept my expression firmly neutral. He did the same, although I sensed hostility in his too-tight grip. I matched his grip, though, and smirked a little when surprise and pain flitted across his eyes.

A douche, and he’s insecure!

“Nice to meet you, Jason.”

“Same here.”

Sheila’s douche-date moved back to her side, and she motioned toward Cynthia. “Who’s this?”

Two simple words, phrased as a question, but they contained more distilled sweetness than a gallon of honey. Her sugary tone felt like a thin candy coating over a razor-sharp Damascus blade, and I had no doubt she’d skewer me if I flubbed my response.

“Guys, this is Cynthia.” My voice was calm, confident, and I sounded like a game show host. “Cynthia, this is Sheila and Jason. Sheila and I work together.”

Cynthia shook both of their hands lightly before stepping back to my side. She leaned against me, and her smile grew until it resembled a mountain lion baring its teeth. Beautiful. Deadly. While everything was light and friendly on the surface, I sensed Cynthia and Sheila were ready to bare their claws.

“Nicole and I are double-dating tonight,” I explained. “Cynthia has never ridden in a classic car, and I offered to let her ride with me.”

“Ahhh,” Sheila replied, with a nod. “It is a nice car.”

“My wife is riding with Cynthia’s date, because she’s never ridden in a Range Rover.” I chuckled at my own statement. “Now I’ll probably have to get her one.”

Sheila and Jason smiled, but didn’t laugh at my half-hearted joke. Silence and his twin brother Awkwardness dropped from a parachute and landed right in between us. I started to excuse us, but Cynthia took that opportunity to strike first.

“Those are beautiful earrings,” she said. “Are they rhinestones?”

Sheila’s expression froze, and when she replied it was through gritted teeth. “Diamonds.”

I resisted the urge to step back, out of reach of the two combatants, and I noticed Jason was also wearing a surprised, slightly-scared expression. Sheila shifted her feet, braced Cynthia, and showed her own teeth.

War had just been declared.

“Those are cute shoes.” Sheila motioned at her feet, and then cocked her head. “One of your regulars buy them for you?”

“Some of us are worth more than others.”

Jason and I exchanged a quick glance, and I jumped in. “Sheila, Jason, it was nice to meet you. Have a good night.”

“You, too.”

His response was delivered over his shoulder as he steered Sheila around Cynthia. They disappeared inside the restaurant, and I glanced at Cynthia. She was smiling up at me.

“What?”

“That’s the infamous Sheila your wife is so worried about?” I nodded dumbly. “Honestly, she isn’t nearly as gorgeous as your wife. I don’t know why Nicole worries about her.”

“I agree. I’ve told Nicole I’m not interested in Sheila.”

“Good. Because she’s like Wal-Mart. Cheap, easy to find, and open twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week.”

She added the last part with an evil smile, and I couldn’t help laughing. Men get a bum rap for violence. Women can be ten times as lethal.

Still, I felt obligated to defend Sheila. “Stop it. I work with her. She’s a good person, and she has a bright future at our company. I can’t explain why Nicole is threatened, but please don’t be mean.”

“Oh, all right.” She tightened her grip on my arm. “You’re no fun.”

Finally the valet pulled up in the Mustang, and I held the door open for her. I got a nice look at her legs when she slid into the passenger seat. I smiled to myself, tipped the valet, and slid into the driver’s seat. As soon as I was belted in, she kissed my cheek.

“What was that for?”

Cynthia shrugged. “Just because.”

I shook my head, sighed quietly, and we left the parking lot. Silence decided to ride along with us for a while. It was an easy passenger. Our silence wasn’t heavy, full of awkwardness and unspoken words. It was an easy, relaxed silence, and we enjoyed it.

“I really like your car. Can I drive it sometime?”

“Anytime you want.” I glanced at her. “I don’t mind if family members drive my car.”

Cynthia was a new addition, but she already felt like family. She was clearly important to my wife, and that made her important to me.

Several seconds later, her hand settled over mine. “Thank you.” Her soft voice caused me to glance at her again. “My son has been my only family since my divorce, and I didn’t realize how lonely I felt…until recently.”

“You don’t have any other family?”

She shook her head. “Only child, and my parents died a few years ago. My parents tried everything to have a child, but no luck. They’d given up hope, when one day my mom suddenly gets knocked up. Bingo, here I am.”

“I’ll bet your dad was surprised.”

Cynthia rolled her eyes. “He was shocked, but happy, and he wasn’t worried I might be the mailman’s kid. My parents wanted children so badly, it wouldn’t have mattered if I came out green.”

I nodded, and decided to broach a related subject. “Speaking of kids…”

“Yeah?”

“You’re great with kids, and my girls like you.”

She clapped her hands. “Success!”

“Anyway, I want you to know I’ll support your relationship with Nicole,” I said. “You make her very happy, and I’m sure my daughters will see that, too.”

“Thank you.” Cynthia twisted in her seat and studied me for a moment. “Your daughters are great, and I’ll talk to Jasmine whenever you and Nicole are comfortable.”

“Let’s talk to Nicole first. Get her thoughts.”

“Sounds good.”


      Chapter Two

We pulled into Collin’s driveway, and walked into the house. Collin and Nicole were nowhere to be seen, but two towels had been laid over a couch. I glanced out the window. Nicole and Collin were in the swimming pool…naked.

“Looks like we’re going skinny-dipping,” I said.

She clapped her hands again. “Ooooh, goody.”

Collin’s house had lots of rooms, so Cynthia and I picked rooms across the hall from each other. I wasn’t sure if I was spending the night, but I thought I’d at least have a spot to drop my clothes. Of course, the chastity belt stayed on. Freed from the support of my boxer briefs, it swayed from side to side as I moved around. It didn’t hurt, but at the same time, it worried me. If I started horsing around, I didn’t want my plastic-covered junk flopping around wildly. The chastity device had just enough weight to hurt and potentially cause serious damage. I checked the drawers, hoping for a swimsuit, or even a pair of compression shorts, but no luck.

Cynthia’s voice reached me from the doorway. “You coming?”

I paused for several seconds before I answered, “I’d hoped to have something to keep my junk in one place. A swimsuit, compression shorts, or something to secure it. The last time I went skinny-dipping with my chastity belt, I was sore the next day, and I really don’t want to risk an injury.”

Cynthia popped her head in my room. She glanced at my junk, smiled, and cocked her head for a second. She snapped her fingers. “I think I have something. Follow me.”

I swallowed carefully. "Great."

She grabbed my hand, and led me into the master bedroom. She pushed me on the bed, held up a finger, and started searching through drawers.

“Aha.” She smiled triumphantly, and motioned me over. “Come here.”

I recognized the fabric in her hand, and barely suppressed a wince. She held several bathing suits. My sigh blew my cheeks full, and my shoulders slumped.

She narrowed her eyes. “You wanted something to secure your package, right?”

“Yes,”

She held up the bikini bottoms. “Well, these will work.”

“I don’t know,” I vacillated.

“Nick.” Her demeanor hardened in a flash, and she moved to stand directly in front of me. Her eyes made contact with mine. “I’ve made my decision. You’re wearing one. Now you can pick one, or I’ll choose for you.”

My heart thudded in my chest, and I swallowed nervously. A jolt of lust shot through my body, and I barely suppressed a shiver. It was an order, and it left no room for argument.

“Now.”

A strong wave of submission washed through me, and I dropped my eyes. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Good, boy. Let’s start with this one.”

The bikini bottoms were solid black with white trim, and they had a thin G-string connecting the front and back. I stepped into them, and pulled over my chastity belt. Secretly I hoped they’d be too small, but the weight I’d lost recently, helped them slide easily over my hips.

“Very nice,” she murmured. “Turn around.”

I did a slow turn, and her hands glided over my waist and ass. Her hands were warm this time, and her touch felt nice.

When I completed my turn, she shook her head. “Take them off. We can do better.”

I slid them off, and accepted the new bikini bottoms she held out to me. We repeated the process several times, and each time, she caressed my waist and ass. Her touch felt exciting and disconcerting at the same time.

Cynthia declared herself satisfied on the fourth bikini, and a light beige, almost flesh colored fabric covered my waist. Instead of a G-string, it had several gold hoops that secured the back and front to one another. The material was light, but strong, and tight enough to support my junk. Fortunately, my new swimwear came with a mostly-full back. Cynthia instructed me to spin once more, and her hands gripped my ass cheeks. She pressed herself against my back, and moved her hands over my crotch.

When her teeth bit my ear, I yelped, “Easy!”

“This is so hot,” she whispered.

Her hot breath made goosebumps break out over my body. She turned me around, and a positively evil grin curved her lips. She ran her index finger down my chest, lightly scraping my skin with her nail, all the way to the top of the bikini bottoms. A gasp escaped me. The light pain-pleasure sensation was supremely erotic.

Her eyes studied me the entire time. “Collin gave me authority over you, didn’t he?” It was a rhetorical question, and we both knew it. “You’ll obey me, won’t you?”

My mouth was too dry to respond, so I moved my head in a jerky nod.

“Get on your knees.”

I dropped to the carpet without hesitation. My eyes never left her model-perfect face. Her evil smile widened, and she grabbed the back of my head.

“You’re going to get me off, Nick! Or should I call you Nicky?” She laughed deliciously. “I like that. Nicky. With your little penis locked away, you’re just like a girl.” She pulled my head towards her body. “And I like girls, so lick my pussy…Nicky.”

Two perfect legs moved apart, just enough to give me access to her pussy, but not so far that she had trouble standing. Unlike my wife, who was completely bare, Cynthia had a nicely trimmed landing strip. My eyes locked on it, and I found it amazingly sexy. The sweet scent of her skin moisturizer and the unmistakable smell of her pussy reached my nose. I inhaled that olfactory ambrosia greedily, as if I’d suddenly become addicted to it.

My new dominant girlfriend clearly worked out, and my eyes lingered on her flat stomach, complete with a perfect set of six-pack abs. The only imperfection lay in a small horizontal scar, clearly from a C-section, but to my eyes it only enhanced her sexiness. The scar made her more real, a little less perfect, but even more desirable at the same time. Rationally, it made no sense, but from a primal, visceral viewpoint…I loved it.

I extended my tongue tentatively at first, because I hadn’t been with another woman since…well, in a long time. Despite my desire, I was wracked with worry.

I worried my wife would be upset.

I worried Cynthia wouldn’t find my pussy-licking skills adequate.

I worried… Hell, I worried about everything, but that worry disappeared when her voice pierced my brain.

“Fucking lick it already!”

Her voice was husky with lust and impatience, and her fingers gripped my hair. She pressed my head forcefully against her crotch. My worry disappeared, and my hesitation evaporated when my flesh met hers. Raw hunger surged through me, and I pressed my face into her pussy, harder, and more insistent. I was good at eating pussy; I knew it, and Cynthia was going to know it, too.

My hands slid slowly up her legs, savoring the warm, smooth flesh. I pulled her towards me, and she spread her legs further. A low groan left my mouth, and I felt myself descend into my own pool of lust. Just before I lost my capacity for rational thought, my brain ticked off my situation.

My cock was restrained.

My body was shaved.

I wore bikini bottoms, and I was kneeling before a blonde goddess.

My wife was skinny-dipping with her boyfriend.

At that moment, everything was right in my cuckold world.

Another groan. Cynthia tasted amazing. My tongue found her clit, and circled it with slow precision. She moaned loudly. The muscles in her legs quivered on either side of my face, and she gripped my hair tightly. A burst of pride washed over me. My sole focus was satisfying her, and based on her reaction, I was excelling. My tongue moved with reckless abandon, her breathing grew heavy, and moan after urgent moan filled the air.

My hands moved around her hips and settled on her perfect, firm ass. Another wave of submission, stronger this time, flowed through me, and I wanted nothing more than to spend all day on my knees in front of her. My tongue continued its gentle assault, and her body began to shudder. A crescendo was building. Her fingers tightened their grip on my hair until it became painful, but I couldn’t risk stopping. A moment later, she cried out, and squished my face against her pussy, her hips bucked forward, and her hand gripped my shoulder for balance. A long, loud moan rolled echoed in the room, and her pussy clenched around my tongue. Her body jerked and bucked above me several times before her orgasm released its grip on her body, and her breathing eased. A few seconds later, she pushed my head away.

I’d been so focused on bringing her pleasure, I’d closed my eyes to concentrate. Now I opened them, and hesitantly looked up until I could see her entire body. Cynthia leaned back against the wall, eyes closed, still breathing heavily. She was obviously recovering from a fantastic orgasm, courtesy of her girlfriend’s cuckold husband.

Happiness and pride competed for dominance within me.

Yeah, baby!

I can’t explain it, but giving her an orgasm fulfilled me, made me happy, and I desperately wanted to do it again. I wanted to spend all day between her legs, listening to her moan, and feeling her writhe against me. In a strange but powerful way, it was more satisfying than experiencing my own orgasm.

A soft clapping sound came from the doorway. Cynthia let out a little yelp, and her hands tried to cover her body. Startled, I jerked, and spun around to find Nicole and Collin smiling at us from the doorway. They were both naked.

“Wow,” Nicole said. “Nick, I think you’re better at oral sex then I am.”

Collin chuckled, slid his arm around Nicole, kissed her head, and whispered something in her ear. She leaned against him, nodded in response, and gave me an approving smile. I studied them, and couldn’t help thinking they looked great together. The contrast in their skin was very sexy. Collin’s heavily muscled body dwarfed Nicole’s, and his impressive cock hung between his legs…long, thick, and almost erect. My wife saw where I was looking, and winked at me before lightly running her fingers over his shaft.

“You two up for some skinny-dipping?” Collin asked.

“How about it?” Cynthia’s hand dropped on my shoulder, and I jerked my eyes away from Nicole and Collin. “Wanna hit the pool, Nicky?”

“Sure.”

She pulled me to my feet, and slid her hand inside mine. Whatever reservations she’d had about being naked had obviously disappeared.

We followed Nicole and Collin out of the room, and I couldn’t help feeling disappointed. For a moment, I’d secretly hoped Collin would take Nicole right then, in front of Cynthia and me, but he obviously wanted to wait.

Nicole dropped back and started whispering with Cynthia, and they stopped in the kitchen. I found myself walking next to Collin. He didn’t say anything about my bikini bottoms, and when we got next to the pool, he gave me a hard push.

“Time to get wet.”

I came up sputtering, and flipped him the bird. “Payback’s a bitch.”

He dived gracefully into the pool, swam under the surface, completed a smooth underwater quick-turn, and swam back over to where I was standing. I splashed him when he surfaced.

“Do you have to be good at everything?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Don’t hate the player; hate the game.”

“Movie lines? Really?”


      Chapter Three

The girls finally appeared, and took seats at a table. Collin and I joined them after several minutes of swimming. I grabbed a towel and started drying off, but Collin decided to air-dry, and he stood close to Nicole and Cynthia. Both women were staring hungrily at his body, clearly loving the way the water beaded on his dark skin. My wife rubbed her legs together unconsciously. Cynthia noticed and rolled her eyes, but didn’t say anything.

I’d expected the girls to be self-conscious (I know I was) about being naked outside, but they weren’t. Not at all. Cynthia and Nicole appeared completely comfortable being naked, and Collin certainly didn’t seem concerned. Of course, if I had his body, I’d love to be naked around two beautiful women.

I shook my head, and forcibly moved my attention away from his body. There were two gorgeous, naked women at the table, and here I was enviously checking out another dude.

What the fuck, Nick?

“Nick.”

Collin’s voice interrupted my thoughts, and my face got hot when I met his eyes. I silently prayed he hadn’t seen me checking him out.

“Yes, Collin.”

“I hear you can make a decent Sangria.”

“Are you kidding?” I puffed up my chest. “It’s fucking famous.”

“Good. Go make some for us.”

I stood, and ran a towel over my body again.

“Now, cuck.”

“Yes, sir.”

A sarcastic remark died on my lips. I didn’t want to test him. This wasn’t a dinner party with lots of guests, and I didn’t want to push any limits with Cynthia present.

I stepped into the kitchen, opened the refrigerator, and made a mental inventory of the right ingredients. Of course, he had everything. He had the best of everything. I grinned as I picked an expensive wine, found a high-quality cognac, and a great bottle of flavored schnapps. I collected everything, and brought it all into the kitchen. A few minutes later, I taste-tested my Sangria, and smacked my lips with satisfaction.

Awesome!

A thought occurred to me, and I opened the refrigerator again. I’d bent over to check a bottom compartment when cool hands circled my waist.

“Ack!”

“Hey, Nicky,” Cynthia’s voice cooed at me. “What are you doing?”

I glanced over my shoulder. “Finishing up the Sangria.”

Honestly, I was a little confused. I’d really enjoyed the oral sex earlier, but I wasn’t sure where that left us. I was pretty damned sure she wasn’t interested in me, so why was she in here?

“What’s up?”

“My girlfriend is sucking her boyfriend’s cock, so I thought I’d come see if you needed help.” I stared at her, speechless, and she returned my stare for a second before shrugging her shoulders. “I agreed to share her.”

With no idea how to respond, I retrieved two glasses and filled them with ice. I added some raspberries and a slice of orange before filling the glass with Sangria.

I handed it to Cynthia. “Here you go.”

“Wow.” Her voice held genuine surprise. “This is really good.”

“I excel at a few tasks, and Sangria is one of them.” I blew on my fingernails, and rubbed them across my shoulder.

“Whatever.” Cynthia rolled her eyes and took another sip. My resolve evaporated, and I stepped over to the window. Sure enough, Nicole was sucking Collin’s cock hungrily. She’d twisted her chair to face him, and he stood in front of her, his hands intertwined in her hair. Her hands held his ass, and she used her grip for leverage as she slipped his huge cock down her throat. A satisfied smile curved his lips.

The cool water from the pool had shrunk my cock, but now it reacted enthusiastically. My chastity belt instantly announced its presence, and pulled strongly against my scrotum. Cynthia had followed me over to the window, and her hand rubbed my back.

“Your wife can really suck cock, Nicky,” she commented. “I can’t believe she can deep-throat his monster.”

“Yeah.”

My voice sounded hoarse, and I tore my eyes away from my cock-sucking wife and her lover. I glanced over my shoulder at Cynthia. Her hand had moved down to my ass. She caressed it for a moment before she slipped her hand inside the fabric and gave it a gentle squeeze. Of course, my chastity belt pulled even harder against my scrotum. I bit my tongue. She snuggled up next to me, put her hand on my chin, and forced me to look outside.

Nicole was attacking Collin’s cock with reckless abandon. She took it completely down her throat until her nose pressed against his groin, and held her head steady for a moment before pulling back. She repeated that process several times before she lifted his cock, and dropped her head to suck on his balls. He shifted in place, widened his stance, and pushed his cock in and out of her mouth. It looked like he was being rough, but my wife seemed to love it. Her hands gripped his ass tightly, her nails dug into his skin, and when their eyes met, hers held only adoration.

“Wow,” Cynthia breathed. “No gag reflex. Your wife is quite the slut.”

I searched for a response, but before anything came to mind, Collin’s head rolled back, and a long, loud groan filled the air. His lips moved, but he held his body still, and I could almost see his orgasm wash through his body. My wife’s cheeks bulged, and her mouth clamped onto his cock. Her throat moved convulsively and I worried she’d choke, but she didn’t, and nothing leaked from her mouth.

My wife swallowed all her boyfriend’s cum.

When she pulled back, her eyes were bright with satisfaction, and her lips curved into a wide, happy smile. She hadn’t let go of his war-cock, and she rubbed his cock over her mouth and face. He said something unintelligible, and she swatted his ass playfully before she glanced at the windows, and saw Cynthia and me watching her. Her hands flew to her face, and a deep blush colored her cheeks. Her reaction only lasted a second, though, and she dropped her hands, smiled at us, and stuck her tongue out. Collin, unperturbed by having spectators, just smiled and waved, his cock hanging thickly between his legs.

“Your wife is soooo hot,” Cynthia murmured into my ear. Her hand found mine, and she moved it down between her legs. “I’m wet, aren’t I?”

Confused, aroused, and unable to form words, I barely managed a nod. A seductive laugh breezed past her lips, and she turned me around until we faced each other. Her gaze slid down my body until it landed on my chastity belt. It held raw lust, and a mischievous smile tugged at her lips, when she looked back up again.

“Come, Nicky.”

She pulled me towards the bedroom by my chastity belt, and I duck-walked awkwardly behind her. I sacrificed my dignity, but avoided a painful experience at the same time. I knew she saw my discomfort, but also sensed it excited her, and she gave my chastity belt a quick, sharp tug.

“Hurry, bitch.”

We arrived in her bedroom, and she pushed me back on the bed. My heart was pounding so hard, I worried it was going to burst from my chest, and icy fear rushed through me as she mounted the mattress.

“Just lay there, and lick my pussy.” Her hand slapped my cheek, not hard, but enough to enforce her next command. “Don’t fucking touch me either, understand?”

I nodded frantically.

“You keep your little bitch-cuckold man-hands off me. I let you touch me earlier, but that’s it, got it?”

Another quick nod.

“I touch you!” She pointed her finger at me. “You don’t touch me.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Cynthia straddled my face. “Now. Get me off again, and don’t stop until I tell you.”

My tongue found her sweet, soft, and deliciously wet pussy, and I dove into action. I slid my hands under my ass so I wouldn’t accidentally grab her hips. The memory of the sharp tug on my chastity belt I’d received earlier remained clear in my head.

Time stopped. The world melted away. Only one thing existed in my consciousness: Cynthia’s delicious pussy. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoyed every second of it. Her body was harder, more muscled than my wife’s, and I could feel every muscle in her thighs jump and quiver as pleasure flowed through her body. The muscles in her legs clenched spasmodically on either side of my head several times and, combined with her moans and cries, I counted at least three orgasms.

“Stop!” Cynthia finally commanded. “Enough!”

She rested her hands against the wall, her chest heaved, and I sheathed my tongue with no small amount of pride. Okay, maybe sheathed is a bit much, but that’s the way it felt. My tongue had become a sharp, dangerous pussy-slaying weapon, and I felt like an oral sex ninja master.

My dominant girlfriend collapsed on the bed next to me. Her chest was still heaving, and I couldn’t help staring at her. I’d like to think I was discreet, but I knew I wasn’t. My eyes devoured her smoking-hot, naked body. Her skin shone with a light sheen of sweat, and I barely resisted the urge to run my tongue along her firm muscles.

Post-orgasmic shudders rippled through her body. “Wow. You’re good at that, Nicky.”

I smiled. “Thank you.”

She turned onto her side and stared directly at me. “I wasn’t too hard on you, was I?”

“No, not at all.”

She nodded, and looked down for several seconds, before continuing, “I know Collin said you were supposed to do what I tell you, but I just want to make sure you’re okay with me giving you direction.”

“Yes. I’m fine with it.”

“Good.” She took a breath. “I’m glad, because it’s fun and kind of kinky.”

I chuckled. “I think so, too.”

She winked at me, but her smile faded. “When my marriage ended, and I came to grips with the fact that I prefer women, I decided to explore my sexuality. I visited several gay and lesbian clubs. I dated all different kinds of women…and experimented.” She blushed. “A lot. It was fun. I met some really nice people.”

I turned to face her, and motioned for her to continue.

“Some of the women I met were…” She searched for the right word. “Dominant, I guess. It was part of their personality, though, not a role they were playing.” Memories assaulted her for a moment before she shook her head. “Butch women can be demanding, but exciting, and I met a few at these clubs.”

“Really?” It was intriguing, because I’d never been exposed to that lifestyle. “I guess I never thought of women being dominant.”

“You’d be surprised.” She glanced at me with a big smile. “They would love you.”

An uncertain chuckle forced its way past my lips. I had no idea what she was talking about, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to know more. The idea of being at the mercy of a strange woman, or women, was intriguing, but also scary as hell.

“Anyway, I had fun. I learned a lot about myself.” She walked her fingers across my chest. “I enjoy being dominant, and it’s especially kinky with you because I’ve never dominated a man before.”

“Is that right? Well, it’s fun for me, too.”

“Will you tell me if I go too far?”

I nodded. “Of course.”

Silence settled between us, but it wasn’t awkward, and that surprised me. I hadn’t been naked with another woman since before I’d gotten married, and today, I’d performed oral sex twice on a woman who wasn’t my wife. A gorgeous, dominant woman who’d used me for her own pleasure, and I’d loved it. Surrendering to her ignited my submissive cuckold lizard brain, and created a unique pleasure almost as powerful as my own orgasms.

“C’mon.” She broke the silence, and slipped her hand inside of mine. “I want some Sangria.”

“Good idea.”


      Chapter Four

We slid on some clothes, a bikini for Cynthia, and bikini bottoms for me, and walked hand-in-hand into the kitchen. Strangely, holding hands with her didn’t feel intimate or sexual. The way she gripped my hand made it feel more possessive, as if I’d become her responsibility. Her pet? The pitcher of Sangria wasn’t on the island anymore. We wandered outside, and found Nicole and Collin sitting together. The pitcher of Sangria sat on the table.

“Hey, guys.” Collin greeted us with a nod. “Nicole stole the Sangria.”

A knowing smile slid over her lips. “You two looked busy.”

Cynthia walked over, draped her arms over my wife’s shoulders, and kissed her cheek. Nicole leaned back into her, and squeezed her hands lightly.

“Sorry." Cynthia took a seat. “Nick is fun.”

“It’s fine,” she replied. “I don’t mind, and I’m sure Nick doesn’t mind, either. Do you, baby?”

I sat in the last empty chair. “No. Not at all.”

Collin glanced around the table. “What are the sleeping arrangements for tonight?”

His voice was casual, but I sensed he already had a preference. Nicole and Cynthia glanced at each other while I poured a glass of Sangria. I wasn’t really involved in this decision, so I decided to relax and enjoy my own concoction. Nicole and Cynthia continued to stare at each other for several more seconds before Cynthia finally shrugged.

“Whatever you want. I’ve been monopolizing your time lately. anyway, and you should spend some time with your boyfriend.”

It was gracious of Cynthia, even though I could tell she would’ve preferred to spend the night with Nicole. Collin nodded and mouthed thank you to her. Nicole got up and carefully sat on her lap, staring deeply into her eyes.

“Thank you.” She kissed her softly. “I’ll make it up to you.”

“Yes. You will.” Cynthia pinched her nipple, and Nicole yelped. “Besides, I want to get to know Nick.”

My wife winked at me. She was obviously fine with what Cynthia and I had been doing, and that reassured me. Since Cynthia had joined us, we’d been pushing boundaries, and I worried it would bite us in the ass. Our slow pace had evaporated before the heat and energy of a new relationship.

Nicole kissed her girlfriend once more before she walked seductively over to Collin. She wiggled her ass in his face before she slid into his lap. Her arms settled around his neck.

“Looks like I’m all yours tonight, handsome. What are you going to do with me?”

His voice was rough, serious, and he pulled her against his body. “Whatever I want.”

“Hmmm. I like the sound of that…a lot.” Nicole’s voice dripped with lust, and undisguised desire emanated from her in waves. He smiled, and motioned for her to stand. A second later, he stood and swept her into his arms.

His eyes fell on Cynthia. “If you don’t mind. I’m going to have my way with this gorgeous woman.”

Nicole giggled, and leaned against his chest as the big man carried her inside. Cynthia took a long drink of her Sangria, and while her face was expressionless, I sensed an underlying tension in her body.

“Are you okay?”

My voice made her jerk. She swallowed another gulp of Sangria, and gave me a shaky smile.

“Yes. I just need to get used to the idea of sharing her. I’ve had her to myself, and it’s been fantastic.” She sighed, and motioned at the door. “But she has Collin, and he’s been extremely welcoming. I just need to adjust, I guess.”

“If it’s any consolation, you’ve brought a lot of happiness to my wife, and I know she cares for you deeply.” It was my turn to sigh. “I know you two just met, but you’re already very important to her…and to me.”

“Thank you. That’s nice to hear.”

“You’re welcome. It’s also one hundred percent true.”

“What about you?” She squeezed my hand. “Aren’t you worried about all of this? Me. Collin. I mean…”

Cynthia left the question unfinished, but I knew what she was getting at, and it was an excellent question. The ride we’d been on lately was exciting and fun, but it had to end eventually. Would I be standing next to Nicole when it ended? Or would Collin? Or Cynthia?

“I was wracked with worry at first,” I replied. “Nicole and I spent a lot of time talking about her relationship with Collin. I was convinced she was going to fall in love with him, and sooner or later she’d leave me. I mean, he has everything, right? Money, success, good looks, an athletic body, and he’s genuinely a good person.”

“All that, huh? Now, I’m getting worried.”

I straightened in my seat, and leaned forward. “But here’s the deal. Nicole will freely admit that she loves being with Collin, but she’s not in love with him.” I made quotations with my fingers. “That’s a huge difference.”

“You’re right. For women especially, there’s a difference.”

“The other thing that makes me confident I won’t lose my wife is Collin has never asked for more. He’s never hinted Nicole should leave me. Not once.”

Cynthia cocked her head, and gave me a strange look.

“What?”

“Nothing,” she said quickly, and raised her hand. I narrowed my eyes at her, and after a second she continued, “Nicole told me about the wedding ring issue. How you settled it.”

“And?”

“I just thought it was a good solution.”

I knew immediately there was more. “Cynthia. If there’s something more, please tell me.”

My heart started beating quickly and fear spread slowly throughout my body. Was there more? Was my confidence misplaced? Did Collin want more from Nicole?

“I’m new here, and I don’t know all the personalities.”

“Tell ya what…why don’t you tell me, and I’ll help you interpret?”

She hesitated a moment, then took the plunge. “Well, you know John? Collin’s friend?” I nodded, and resisted the urge to roll my eyes. “During Collin’s party, he kept asking Collin when he was going to pop the question to Nicole.” She looked at me carefully. “He seemed really serious.”

“What did Collin say?”

“Collin just blew him off, but a few other people at the party picked up on it, and it became something of a theme. Finally I heard Collin say he’d make sure everyone got invitations to the wedding.” She shrugged. “I don’t think he was serious, but it just seemed odd to me.”

I took a deep breath. If that was it, then I wasn’t going to worry. First, I had to admit that John was a nice guy, but a fucking bullshitter, and he seemed unable to control his brain-mouth connection. I’d speak to Collin later, but I’d already spoken to him about John, and he knew my concerns.

“You have to know John. Nice guy, but he suffers from a chronic condition.”

“What’s that?”

I smiled. “Diarrhea of the mouth.”

Cynthia and I shared a laugh, and we sipped our Sangria for several moments before I continued, “John doesn’t know I’m Nicole’s husband, and he’s gone on and on about how hot she is, and how slutty she behaves for Collin.” I shook my head. “Collin and Nicole both swear most of what he says is bullshit.”

“That’s good to know.”

“Besides…” I leaned forward and poured myself a refill. I added some ice and more fruit before sitting down and smiling at her. “I think there is an even bigger, more solid reason Nicole isn’t in love with Collin.”

She held out her glass, and I stood to refill it. “What’s that? The fact that you beat him at golf?”

Cynthia had a quick wit and a solid sense of humor, and I couldn’t help laughing.

“There is that." I smiled, and held her eyes for several seconds before responding. “You.”

“Me?”

“Yes. You.” I winked at her. “If Nicole were really in love with Collin, she wouldn’t have been open to starting a relationship with you. If Collin were in love with Nicole, he wouldn’t have been nearly as welcoming.”

“Aha. Good point.”

“I trust my wife not to fall in love with Collin, not to jeopardize our marriage, and to call for a time-out if things get to heavy.” I took another sip. “That includes you. It’s pretty obvious Nicole’s falling for you, and I have the same worries about you.”

A happy, satisfied smile curved her lips, and she stepped over and kissed my cheek. She slid into my lap, and studied me for a moment.

“Thank you. That makes me happy, but I'm surprised you’re not worried I may take her away from you.”

Her comment was light and friendly, but I sensed the seriousness of it.

“Are you going to steal my wife?”

She shook her head. “No. I know what it’s like to lose a spouse, and how that also affects kids. I don’t want Nicole to feel that kind of pain. Or you.”

I took a risk, and hugged her tightly. I also kissed her cheek, but not in a sexual way. I enjoyed the feel of her naked body against mine, but I didn’t want to ruin the moment by trying to cop a feel.

“Thank you,” I whispered. “She’s the center of my world.”

“You’re welcome.” She grinned mischievously, and pinched my nipple. “Why don’t we go see what our little Nicole is up to?”

I laughed. “Okay. Lead the way.”

We stood, and she leaned in close, her voice a whisper. “Can she really take all of Collin’s cock?”

“Why don’t we go see?”

Cynthia snapped her fingers, and pointed at my waist. “Take off your bikini bottoms first.”

I slipped the bikini bottoms off my hips, and let them slide down to the patio surface. Mixed feelings ran through me as I held the small bundle of fabric. It was nice to get out of them, and I was glad I could finally take them off, but at the same time, I’d grown used to them, and they covered the chastity belt nicely. Confused and conflicted: those were my emotions when I considered wearing things like the bikini bottoms and panties.

“Everything okay?”

Her voice interrupted my thoughts, and I stared dumbly at her for a second. The expression on her face gave me the distinct impression she knew what I was thinking.

She stroked my cheek. “Whatever you’re feeling is okay. Please don’t feel ashamed or embarrassed.”

Without thinking, I put my arms around her, and held her tight. A sense of relief washed over me. Her hands slid over my back, and she returned my hug. Her lips found my cheek.

Finally I pulled back, and willed my face to be less hot. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” Cynthia motioned with her head. “Now, can we go watch my girlfriend get laid?”

I chuckled. “We have a weird situation brewing here, don’t we?”

“Different, not weird.” She held my hand, and guided me forward. “And I think it’s working for everyone.”


      Chapter Five

We walked into the house. I found Collin’s laundry room, and left the bikini bottoms in his clothes hamper. I seriously doubted he did his own laundry, and my wife would never wear them again, but I wanted to make sure they were clean.

Weird, I know.

Cynthia left me when I went to find the laundry room, and as I started towards Collin’s bedroom, I couldn’t help but smile. Our entire situation felt surreal. My wife was probably getting fucked senseless by her dominant boyfriend. I had just taken off a pair bikini bottoms, which I didn’t mind wearing, and I now stood naked in another man’s house. My cock was restrained in a plastic chastity device, and I was about to join my wife’s girlfriend so we could both watch Nicole and Collin having wild, passionate sex. Dysfunctional didn’t begin to describe our relationships, but I wouldn’t have had them any other way!

A single emotion washed over me as I neared the bedroom, and my smile widened until I almost burst out laughing.

I was happy.

Nicole’s moans drifted out the room, and I could tell she’d missed being with her boyfriend. When I reached the door, I expected to see Collin hammering her, but I was surprised to find Nicole riding his cock in a reverse facing-away-from-him position. Her eyes were locked on Cynthia as she raised her hips up, leaving only the tip of Collin’s cock insider her, before slamming them down again and taking his entire cock inside her.

For her part, Cynthia stood motionless, a small smile on her face. I couldn’t determine if she enjoyed watching her girlfriend fuck, or if she merely tolerated it. Either way, Nicole thoroughly enjoyed every inch of her boyfriend’s cock as she continued the slow-rise, slam-down style of fucking. Each time she bottomed-out on her boyfriend’s huge shaft, a moan filled with purely distilled pleasure filled the air.

I’d never seen my wife fuck in this position, and I found myself mesmerized. This wasn’t intimate fucking. It was primal fucking right out of a porn movie, and I loved seeing her be wantonly sexual. I was half tempted to scan the room for video cameras, because the scene before me was far more erotic than any porn movie I’d ever seen.

Nicole shifted tactics, and braced herself on Collin’s legs. Her hips moved in slow, undulating seductive circles, and she must have done something inside her pussy, because a surprised groan of pleasure burst from Collin. Her hips twisted further, and she cork-screwed herself up and down his cock. Collin’s eyes closed, and his back arched as waves of pleasure washed up from his groin. Finally, unable to take anymore, his hands clamped onto her waist, and he slammed her down on his cock.

“That’s it. Take all of that cock,” he commanded. “You missed it, didn’t you?”

“Yes. God, yes.”

A small, triumphant laugh emanated from him, and with a lusty growl, he shifted their position. He moved behind her, and pushed her head onto the mattress. Now she was head down, ass up, and a satisfied smile curved her lips. Collin positioned his cock, glanced over at Cynthia and me, and buried his cock entirely in her pussy in one thrust. His grin was confident; he loved being in control.

His huge biceps bulged, and his hands slid up Nicole’s back until he held her shoulders firmly. Positioned with maximum leverage, he proceeded to hammer my wife with alarming force. Worry shot through me, but it was quickly extinguished by my wife’s reaction. Nicole responded with even louder moans, and she pushed ass backwards, eagerly greeting each thrust. Her face held no mysteries, and I could almost see her orgasm building momentum.

My vision narrowed, and I realized I’d been holding my breath. I sucked in oxygen before I passed out, and glanced at Cynthia. I didn’t know what I expected, but what greeted my eyes surprised me. Cynthia’s mouth was open; her tongue flicked out and glided across her lips. A seductive wave rippled through her body, and her hands slowly caressed her tits before slipping downward until her fingers disappeared inside her pussy. Her eyes closed, her breathing grew ragged, and her fingers—now wet with her own juices—moved rhythmically around her pussy.

My cuckold lizard brain couldn’t decide which scene was more erotic. Truthfully, it didn’t matter, because my cock was firmly locked away, and my chastity belt took that moment to announce its presence. The base ring gripped my scrotum, and only moments separated me from the oncoming pain and pressure of being aroused in my plastic prison. I closed my eyes, and took a deep, cleansing breath.

Nicole’s shout snapped my eyes open. Her eyes were shut tightly, and her body trembled as an orgasm ripped through her muscles. A grimace of pure pleasure twisted her face, and the cords in her neck stood out in the low light. Collin held her firmly, his cock buried in her pussy, and beamed victoriously. Despite his grip, Nicole bucked several times before collapsing on the bed with a tired, happy groan.

Collin’s voice cut through the lust-filled air. “Cuck!”

“Yes, sir,” I croaked.

“Grab some towels, place them by the bed, and then get some bottles of water.”

I lurched from my position at the door, and strode quickly through his house. The thick, luxurious towels were kept in a separate closet near the restroom, and I grabbed four of them. When I went back into the room, Cynthia was lying next to Nicole, kissing her cheek. Her hands carefully brushed her girlfriend’s hair back from her face, and she was whispered in her ear. Collin was on the other side of Nicole, watching silently, and I couldn’t help noticing his cock was still rock hard.

The urge to stay and watch was powerful, but I knew I couldn’t succumb to it. Punishment would follow, and I didn’t want to risk ruining the moment. I dropped the towels on the bed, and grabbed six bottles of water from the huge refrigerator. Nicole had recovered enough to roll over on her back when I returned, and the erotic tableau that greeted my eyes made me stop and stare. Cynthia was on top of my wife, still naked, kissing her deeply. My wife’s arms circled her girlfriend’s shoulders, and she pulled her close, clearly enjoying the long, slow kiss.

The harsh sound of fingers snapping broke through the amazingly erotic scene in front of me. I shook my head, and glanced at Collin. He had his hand outstretched, waiting for a bottle of water, and I hurried over.

“Sorry,” I mumbled.

“Don’t let it happen again.”

“Yes, sir.”

I split the remaining bottles of water between the two nightstands, then resumed my spot in the corner of the room. Now dismissed, I could finally enjoy the erotic sights, sounds, and scents in front of me. Yes, I was definitely tempted to jump in somewhere, but I knew I wasn’t welcome.

Nicole and Cynthia finally stopped kissing, and Nicole smiled up at her girlfriend. “Sorry. I lose control when I’m with him.”

Cynthia smiled. “You lose control with me, too.”

Nicole playfully slapped her arm, but she didn’t deny it, and a cute blush warmed her cheeks as she writhed seductively below her girlfriend.

“You’re welcome to join us.”

Cynthia stared at her for a moment, clearly tempted, but the moment passed and she shook her head. “Thank you, but no. You enjoy your man.”

She slid off the bed, grabbed a bottle of water, and walked over to stand next to me. Then she slid her arm around my waist and snuggled up to me. I knew it wasn’t a sexual thing; she just wanted a warm body next to her. She kissed my cheek, and offered me a smile.

“Your wife is so fucking sexy,” she whispered. “I can’t believe she can take that entire cock.”

Nicole must have heard us, because she glanced over. “It wasn’t easy at first. Collin had to go really slow until I was stretched enough for him to fit comfortably.”

Collin chuckled. “I worried I was hurting her, but she wouldn’t let me stop.”

“You were hurting me.” She slid next to him, and ran her over his chest. “But it was a good hurt, and once I adjusted to your size, the pleasure was amazing.”

“Size matters, huh?”

“Yes!” Nicole and Cynthia said in unison.

Nicole glanced at me, blushed, and realized what she’d said. “I’m sorry, baby.”

“It’s okay.”

Yes, my feelings were hurt, but the truth doesn’t allow for feelings. I knew I was firmly average when it came to dick size, and I didn’t blame my wife for enjoying Collin’s massive war-cock. Most guys prefer bigger boobs, and I’m almost certain breast enlargements outnumber breast reductions.

The bottom line? Size matters.

Cynthia patted my back, and I received another kiss. I felt like the nerdy kid in school who’d just been picked last for the dodgeball team. Everyone was focused on my inadequacies, and it was more than a little embarrassing.

Fortunately, my wife saved me by smiling at her girlfriend. “I’m stretched to fit him now, and I can handle all of him.”

“I saw that.”

Cynthia’s response was dry as the desert. Concern etched Nicole’s face as she processed her girlfriend’s response, and she started to speak, but Cynthia walked over and put her finger on Nicole’s lips.

“It’s okay. I don’t mind.”

“Thank you.”

Nicole pulled her into another kiss, but it didn’t last long. Collin leaned forward and started kissing her body. He started on her lower back, and slowly worked his way along her spine, to her neck. Nicole broke her kiss with a giggle, and quickly started to respond to Collin’s light kisses and firm caresses. Her eyes closed, and her breathing grew heavy. She was clearly ready for more of Collin’s cock.

Throughout our marriage, my wife normally experienced one orgasm with my cock. Just one. I could make her cum more than once with oral sex, but never with my cock. Collin…was different. Completely different. It was the difference between an alley cat and a tiger. They were the same basic species, but they weren’t worth comparing when it came to performance.

Collin played Nicole’s body like a finely-tuned instrument. Her body undulated sensuously under his touch, and urgent moans filled the air. It wasn’t long before her moans gave way to deep, long glances and whispers. My assertive take-no-shit wife was begging her lover. He gently moved her onto her, and covered her body with his. A confident smile curved his lips, and he lowered his face and gently licked her sensitive nipples. A jolt of electric lust shot through her body, and she pressed her nipples harder against his mouth. Her back arched, her eyes closed, and her legs moved apart as she surrendered her body to him.

My wife had disappeared, replaced by a beautiful, sexual creature I didn’t recognize. Her breathing grew heavy, ragged, and her body responded to his every touch, every caress, with reckless abandon. She threw herself into sex with Collin, submitted to her dominant lover, and allowed him total control over her body.

“Cuck.”

Collin’s voice sliced through my thoughts. I gulped, wrenched my attention away from Nicole, and jerked my head into a nod.

“Yes, sir.”

“Come here.”

The command allowed for no hesitation, no questions, and I responded almost before he’d finished speaking. I walked over to the side of the bed and met his eyes. He smiled at me, dominant confidence oozing from every pore, and then glanced down at his cock. The erect granite shaft gleamed dully in the bedroom light. Out of the corner of my eye, I sensed Cynthia move to a better viewing spot.

Nicole’s eyes were closed. Her hands roamed over her body, massed her breasts, and brushed her pussy. Her chest heaved with unsatisfied need. Collin shifted on the bed, spread her legs even further, and moved his hips forward until the head of his cock hovered right outside her pussy.

“Put me inside her, cuck.” I stared at him, confused, and his voice grew sterner. “Grab my cock, and put it against your wife’s pussy. Don’t let go until I tell you otherwise.”

My heart thudded in my chest, and my vision narrowed. I realized I’d been holding my breath again, and I sucked in a gulp of oxygen. Collin studied me patiently, waiting to see how far his control extended. My throat acted reflexively, and I swallowed several times before a strong sense of submission washed through me. I should’ve resisted, should’ve asserted myself, but I didn’t. My eyes dropped, and I slowly reached out and grasped his cock. My body sang with electric submission, and my cuckold lizard brain cheered wildly. Another deep breath filled my lungs, and I settled my fingers around his shaft.

Purely distilled cuckold angst surged through me, and I reveled in it. My dominant had given me an order, and my hotwife’s pleasure waited on the other side of that order. Perfection. I let myself sink into a steamy cuckold pool of lust and angst. It felt great, amazing, and I never wanted to leave this moment. The tactile sensation of holding his cock felt right, and distantly, my brain started processing the information from my hand. Hard. His cock was unbelievably hard. It was also hot, almost scalding hot. My fingers held a pulsing shaft of molten sexual lava. I pressed down, careful not to jerk on it, and moved the huge tube of granite closer to my wife’s pussy.

The head of his cock contacted Nicole’s pussy, and I stopped and looked up at Collin.

“Rub the head against her pussy. Get it wet.”

His voice sent shots of electricity through my body. I moved his cock up and down, over her glistening lips, and watched as her juices coated the head of his cock. He pressed forward, fractionally, and the head of his cock dipped inside her.

“Please, baby,” she begged. “Don’t tease me.”

I glanced at my wife, and found her hungry eyes boring into me. My involvement, holding her dominant boyfriend’s cock, had increased her excitement exponentially, and she pushed her hips harder against his cock. Our eyes stayed locked on one another, and while we didn’t speak, we communicated volumes. She was not only supporting my involvement…she loved it. It clearly hit several buttons inside her, and seeing Collin direct me heightened her pleasure even more.

“Let go.”

I heard his voice, tense, hot, and dripping with lust, but the words didn’t register. My hand wouldn’t release his cock. He didn’t repeat his order, though, and a distant part of my brain worried I’d be punished later. Collin’s body tensed suddenly, and he pushed completely inside my wife. Pure, unadulterated cuckold pleasure washed through me as I felt his shaft press against her pussy, and after a second’s resistance, disappear inside my wife. I held onto his cock until my hand touched my wife’s pussy, and then I released my grip. My wife’s beautiful lips welcomed him inside her, and he sank his entire cock into her pussy. Fully buried inside his slut, he paused, and I wasn’t sure if he was letting her adjust to his size or simply enjoying the feel of her tight pussy. Truthfully, it didn’t matter to Nicole. She cried out, and her body jerked and trembled as a powerful orgasm ripped through her.

Beautifully manicured fingernails dug into his flesh and scratched their way down his back, digging in and almost drawing blood. Pleasure rippled through her body, and she writhed under him. The pleasure his cock provided overwhelmed her.

Without giving her time to recover, he started to thrust insider her—deep thrusting, using every inch of his cock to penetrate her. Each time he withdrew, my eyes were treated to a shiny black granite shaft.

A growl erupted from him, and my eyes jerked upwards. He’d moved her legs to his shoulders, and increased his pace significantly. His feet dug into the mattress to give him more leverage, and he pounded inside her. Worry spread through me, because his muscled body slammed on top of her, but it dissipated when I noticed her hands on his ass, pulling him into her.

Her voice washed the last of my worry away. “Fuck me. God, fuck me!”

My wife begged him repeatedly, and her head whipped from side to side as he claimed ownership of her pussy. His stamina was unbelievable, and he fucked her until the scent of sex hung heavy in the air.

Finally, he gave a low shout and sank inside her. “Fuck! Take it all, slut.”

“Give it to me. Fill me, baby.” She threw her head back. “God, I can feel you jet inside of me.”

He released my wife’s legs, and they settled back to the mattress. Her arms circled his shoulders, and she pulled him close. Her lips found his ear, and she whispered to him. The intimacy of the moment penetrated my cuckold lizard brain, and I suddenly felt like an intruder. I stepped back, glanced at Cynthia, and realized she felt the same.

Collin relaxed on lay on top of Nicole, resting most of his weight on his elbow. He kissed her softly. Nicole held him close, and returned his kiss passionately.

Several seconds passed, before Collin lifted his head and smiled down at Nicole. “Just don’t forget to take your pills, baby.” His voice echoed in the room. “Otherwise, you’ll end up carrying my baby.”

Nicole’s eyes widened for a second as Collin’s words penetrated her lust filled brain. Then she hugged him tightly, and her hand caressed his cheek.

“Would that be so bad?”


      Chapter Six

Collin grinned widely, but he didn’t respond. My heart almost burst when I heard their words, and I leaned against the wall to keep from falling over. I was ninety-nine percent certain they were saying that for my benefit, but the remaining one percent ate at me like a piranha. They were taking about my wife becoming pregnant, and even if they were joking, the subject was clearly out in the open. I also got the sense they’d discussed it before.

Collin’s voice once again sliced through my thoughts. “Cuck.”

“Yes, sir.”

He rolled off Nicole, and motioned towards her pussy. “Go to work.”

I should have been embarrassed. I should have felt uncomfortable, hesitant, and even reluctant; but I felt none of those emotions. A loving smile appeared on my wife’s face, and she spread her legs without embarrassment and crooked a finger at me.

“Come on, baby. I need your tongue. Collin was hard on my pussy, and your tongue is so soothing.”

I slid onto the bed, enjoying the feel of the warm sheets, and moved between her legs. The sight and scent of her used pussy was intoxicating. I paused, closed my eyes, and buried my face in her soft, warm pussy. Nicole’s moan of satisfaction greeted my ears, and a strong sense of satisfaction surged through me.

“Fuck!” Cynthia’s voice carried through the room. “That is so hot.”

“Come here.” Nicole’s voice. “Please.”

The bed creaked around me, but I focused on cleaning my wife’s pussy. Secretly, I hoped my tongue would cause her to climax. I desperately wanted to hear her moan my name, like she moaned Collin’s.

“That’s it, baby.” Cynthia’s voice was low, heated, and full of lust. I almost raised my head, but realized she wasn’t speaking to me. “Lick my pussy, like your husband is licking yours.”

My wife’s dominant girlfriend had instructed her to do the same thing as her husband. Nicole was licking Cynthia’s pussy and, strangely, that made me crazy with lust. My tongue went into overdrive, and I was rewarded with more moans from my wife. Within seconds, moans from two women filled the air in a tandem cacophony of lust and sex.

What Collin was doing during all of this, I had no idea. I wasn’t about to lift my head until my wife instructed me to stop, and that didn’t seem likely for the next several minutes. I didn’t mind. The soft, slightly salty taste of her lips was intoxicating, and I pushed my face further between her legs. Her hands caressed the back of my head, twirling my hair, and pulled my face into her pussy.

My brain lost track of time. My sole focus was pleasing my wife. As a result, I wasn’t sure how much time passed before I realized Cynthia wasn’t moaning any longer. Almost at the same time, my wife pushed me away from her groin. A loving, understanding smile greeted me when I met her eyes. She winked, at me and held out a washcloth. I wiped my face, and carefully moved off the end of the bed.

Nicole motioned me closer, and I had to lean over Cynthia to reach my wife. She kissed me gently, and her eyes held only love for me. I moved back, and surveyed the king bed. Three naked bodies were tangled on the mattress. Even if I hadn’t been wearing a plastic cage over my cock, there wasn’t room for another person. Cynthia lay on one side, Collin reclined on the other, and my wife smiled at me from her spot in the middle.

“Wow.” Nicole’s voice was tired, but satisfied, and happiness tinged her words. “What a night.”

Laughter emanated from the three naked bodies, and Cynthia leaned over and kissed her gently. Collin ran his fingers over Nicole’s skin, making circles on her stomach. His faint smile matched my own.

Porn movies are never this hot.

The perfect, sexy, erotic bodies on the bed caused a predictable reaction. My chastity belt pulled strongly against my scrotum, but it hadn’t grown painful. The sensation hovered just below uncomfortable, and it served as a constant reminder of my role in our relationship. I sighed quietly, and stepped into the bathroom to deposit the washcloth into Collin’s clothes hamper.

When I came back into the bedroom, Collin wasn’t on the bed anymore. He wasn’t even in the room. Nicole and Cynthia lay together, holding something in their hands, and staring at me with predatory smiles on their faces. My heart rate skyrocketed in the space of a second.

Two beautiful, naked women held the same type of smile a lion gives a gazelle.

“Come here, Nick,” Cynthia said. “We have something for you.”

My cheeks grew hot, and I took a breath before I stepped forward. Nicole produced a little gold key. A huge sense of happiness filled me, and I watched in happy anticipation as my wife unlocked my belt.

“Ahhhh.” I dropped my head back, and groaned. “That feels great!”

My plastic prison fell away, and my cock had no shame, because it immediately started growing. I didn’t blame it really, because it’d been locked up for a while, and there were two smokin’ hot women standing in front of me. My cock wasn’t nearly as big as Collin’s, but it rose to the occasion like a champ!

Cynthia ran her finger along my cock. “Awww. It’s cute.”

“I know, right? It’s all mine, though, so don’t get any ideas, bitch.”

“Don’t worry, baby.” Cynthia curled her hands around my wife’s face, and pulled her into a gentle kiss. When the slow, sensual kiss broke, they were both out of breath, but Cynthia managed to continue, “I have what I want right here.”

“I’m going to hold you to that.”

“Umm. Naked guy, standing in front of you.”

The girls blushed, giggled, and separated. Nicole turned and put the chastity belt on the bed, while Cynthia produced something I was very familiar with, and gave me a naughty smile.

A Fleshlight.

She wiggled it in front of me. “Nick, you’ve been so great. Nicole and I wanted to do something for you.”

“She’s right, honey. You’ve been awesome.”

Nicole slid off the bed, and stood next to me. Her warm, curvy body sending electric shocks into my cock. She ran her nails down my back, and kissed my cheek. My gaze darted around the room. Collin still hadn’t made an appearance.

Nicole saw my glance. “Collin had to step out. He needed to make a phone call.”

I glanced at my wife, and nodded in understanding. It was nice that he wasn’t in the room, because it would have been weird with him watching. Despite everything that had happened, his presence would have thrown me off my game.

Nicole’s hot breath tickled my ear. “Ready, baby?”

Cynthia grinned and added some lube to the Fleshlight, then passed the tube of lube to Nicole. Exquisite pleasure surged up from my groin as my wife gently rubbed the lube all over my cock. It was cool, almost cold, and it felt amazing. My legs trembled and I gasped, sucking in great gobs of air, as long-denied pleasure nearly overwhelmed me.

Nicole’s hand disappeared from my cock, and I glanced down to see Cynthia position the Fleshlight. “Fuck that pussy!”

Cynthia pushed the Fleshlight against my cock, and I pushed forward at the same time. The tight silicone lips enveloped my cock, and I sank deeply inside. The sensation caused me to groan, and I let my head drift back as waves of pleasure crashed through my body. I could barely remain upright, let alone pump in and out of the plastic pussy, but fortunately my wife’s girlfriend took over. Cynthia moved the Fleshlight on my cock, pulling out slowly before pushing it back in.

Several seconds passed before I regained a measure of control, and started pumping my silicone pussy. Cynthia held the Fleshlight motionless as I took over. The pleasure was excruciatingly intense, and my breath came in ragged gasps. For her part, my wife continued to encourage me. Her hands roamed over my chest and back, and she kissed my shoulder in between whispers.

“That’s it, baby.”

Nicole’s voice was soft, and her breath tickled my ear. Cynthia joined her, and I felt her free hand grasp my hip and pull me forward.

“Fuck it. Fuck that pussy!”

Their voices heightened my pleasure, and my control evaporated. My orgasm appeared without warning, and I knew I couldn’t hold it back. Hell, I didn’t want to hold it back. I desperately needed release, and I welcomed the oncoming explosion.

Nicole pinched my ass with perfect timing, and my cock burst. I cried out, unable to contain myself any longer. Shudders overwhelmed my body and I leaned forward, bracing my arms on the bed. My cock spurted into the silicone sleeve, and the sweet pleasure of a long-denied orgasm flooded my body. Spikes of purely distilled pleasure caused my hips to jerk forward into the Fleshlight.

It was sweet. It was intoxicating. It was the weirdest threesome ever.

Unfortunately it did end, and my cock softened in the silicone lips. I withdrew, and shivers exploded along my spine. My cock was extremely sensitive, and the silicone lips tickled the crap out of it. I managed a quick laugh, and more involuntary jerks and shudders racked my body before I moved around Nicole and sat on the bed.

My wife’s arms pushed me back. “Rest.”

Surprisingly, Cynthia snuggled next to me, and kissed my cheek. She smiled, winked, and lightly pinched my nipple. I jerked away from her with a laugh, and she rested her hand on my chest.

“That was fun,” she murmured. “Kinky and fun.”

“I thought so, too,” I said with a heavy sigh.

Nicole left to clean the Fleshlight, but was back quickly. I didn’t see where the Fleshlight went, but I knew I’d see it again.

My wife stood next to the bed, looking down at Cynthia and me. A gentle smile curved her lips.

“Group playtime is over. Collin and I are going to bed.”

Cynthia glanced at me. “Looks like we’re being dismissed.”

“It’s not like that, and you know it. But I’ve been neglecting Collin, and we talked about this earlier.”

I glanced between the two beautiful women, and sensed some underlying tension. Cynthia’s feelings were written on her face, and for a moment, I thought she’d object further; but she nodded, slid off the bed, and kissed Nicole on the cheek.

“I know, baby. But I’m allowed to be a little jealous, aren’t I?”

Nicole nodded without speaking, and wrapped her arms around her girlfriend. When they broke, she gave Cynthia a gentle kiss, and held her hand out to me. She pulled me to my feet, and then reached back onto the bed and retrieved the chastity belt.

“You need to go, too, Nick.” It was a command. “Another fifteen minutes of freedom, and this goes back on.” Another command.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Disappointment flooded through me, but I’d suspected my freedom was only temporary. I was in Collin’s house with two gorgeous women, and one of the women had no interest in men. There was no chance I’d be allowed to remain unrestrained.

Nicole motioned me towards the door. I walked out, leaving my wife and her girlfriend whispering together.

Collin was sitting on the living room couch, talking on his cell phone. He gave me a wave and a thumbs-up before turning back to his conversation. I’d originally thought his supposed phone call was a ruse, but it didn’t look that way.

I wandered into the room where I’d dropped my clothes earlier. No one had insisted I wear panties tonight, so I planned on sleeping commando. Well, commando with a chastity belt. Sleeping with a chastity belt wasn’t much of an issue anymore, but the early mornings were still difficult. My body still tried to give me a morning erection, but I rose early to avoid the discomfort, and usually read a book.

I released a heavy sigh as a wave of exhaustion washed over me. It honestly wasn’t that late, but tonight had been more fun than I’d anticipated. I glanced longingly at the bed, but decided on a shower first. I still had flakes of dried lube on my cock.

The spare bathroom was almost as large as our master bathroom, and the shower was huge.

Money sure is nice.

I got the water just right, found a towel, and was just about to jump in when I heard Cynthia’s voice.

“Hey, stranger.”

“Ack!” Always cool under pressure, that’s me! “Damn, don’t do that!”

I reached into the shower, and then flicked water at her. She ducked away with a giggle.

“What’s up?” I asked when she reappeared.

“I thought you’d like some company, and I wanted to see how that thing went on.” Cynthia motioned to the chastity belt.

Inexplicably, my face grew hot, but I took a deep breath and forced myself to relax. Given everything we’d shared, I had no reason to be embarrassed.

“Come on in. I’ll show you.”

It wasn’t an intimate shower between lovers. There was no attraction, no sexual energy or uncontrollable urges. It was strangely…professional. The shower easily held both of us, and with a ginormous showerhead, we could share the water without getting in each other’s way. I washed my hair and soaped my body, but concentrated on my genitals. My skin was still smooth since the last time I’d shaved, so I didn’t look for a razor.

I tried to keep my eyes on her face. Truly, I tried, but I failed miserably. When I felt myself start to stiffen, I knew my free time had expired. I motioned Cynthia back, turned the water to cool, almost cold, and adjusted the spray until it played over my genitals. The cool water was a shock, but after a few seconds, my body adjusted to it. The cool water helped everything shrink, and made the chastity belt a lot easier to slip on.

Cynthia leaned forward, and seemed to keep track of how the pieces fit together. I slipped the main ring around my scrotum, attached the top connecting piece, and finally snapped the plastic prongs into place. The last part was the tube, and my cold-shrunken cock slipped easily inside. Occasionally I’d use a little baby oil, but I didn’t need it tonight. Between my climax and the cold water, my cock was completely limp.

Once everything was tucked in and correctly aligned, I snapped the lock in place. Immediately I turned the water to a higher temperature, and shared the flow of hot water with Cynthia.

She kissed my cheek. “That was neat. Thanks for letting me watch.”

I rolled my eyes. “You’re welcome.”

We shared the hot water for a few minutes more before we were both finished. I got out first, and handed her a towel before drying off myself.

I started to leave the bathroom, but stopped when Cynthia said, “Nick, wait a second.” She held a bottle of lotion.

She motioned me over with a smile. “Your skin is dry, and I thought you’d like some lotion.”

I was confused, but I shrugged. “Sure.”

“Turn around.”

The contrast between the cold lotion and warm hands caught my breath, but I held still and enjoyed her firm touch. The scent was definitely feminine. It reminded me of my wife’s lotion. Besides the smell, though, it did feel pretty good. My skin was naturally dry, and the lotion was soothing.

Cynthia applied the lotion to my front, but let me do my groin. A few minutes later, she ran her hands over my body, nodded to herself, and pronounced me finished. Without saying a word, she grabbed my hand and led me into her bedroom. I noticed a small, carry-on, style of suitcase in the corner.

“Would it bother you if we slept together?”


      Chapter Seven

First, it’s not what you think. She was not coming onto me. Her expression and tone made that plain. Second, even if I wasn’t getting laid, it was still an opportunity to sleep next to a gorgeous female. No way in hell I was going to say no.

“I didn’t bring anything to sleep in, though, so I was planning on sleeping nude.”

Cynthia smiled at me. “I’ve got you covered.”

She dug through her suitcase before finding a few articles of clothing. “Here, try these on.”

I shook my head, because I recognized these shorts. They were yoga-style shorts, and I’d seen a thousand hot girls wear them in the gym. These were pink, bright pink, and I couldn’t believe she wanted me to wear them. She also held out a matching tank top.

“I don’t think these are going to fit,” I stalled.

“Try them on, and we’ll see.” Her eyes held mine. “Please.”

There were no other options, so I sighed and took the shorts from her. They fit perfectly. The stretchy material was snug, not tight, and I had to admit they were comfortable. I slipped on the tank top, too, and immediately resolved to start weight training. It was hugely embarrassing to have women’s clothes fit so well.

“Perfect. I got these from a clearance rack, and I was pretty sure they’d be too big.” She looked me up and down. “Looks like they fit you just fine.”

My voice held mountains of sarcasm. “Great.”

“Stop it.” She stepped forward and put her hand on my chest. “I haven’t slept with a man since my divorce, and I don’t want to be alone.”

“Fine.”

“Please.” Her soft voice betrayed her vulnerability. “These clothes and the scent of the lotion will help me tonight.”

“Cynthia, it’s fine.” I shot her a wry grin. “I get the right side, though, and if you try anything, I’ll kick your ass!”

I had to lighten the moment because I worried tears might be next, and like most men, I was completely incapable of dealing with a crying woman. Fortunately pure unadulterated laughter bubbled up from her, and she hugged me tightly.

We both completed our various before-bed rituals, and slid beneath the sheets. As promised, I got the right side of the bed.

“Are you okay with everything that’s happened?”

I shrugged. “It’s been kinky, but a lot of fun.” I’d been laying on my back, staring up at the ceiling, but after I replied, I turned to face her. “Actually, I was more worried about you. Our situation must be a little intimidating. I mean, you wanted Nicole, but she comes with two men, which is something you probably didn’t expect.”

“You’re right about that.” She blew out a big breath. “What are the chances? I meet a great, sexy, gorgeous woman who’s in a relationship with a man.” She motioned with her hand. “That’s common, unfortunately, but Nicole isn’t just in a relationship. She’s also married, and in a dom/sub/cuckold thinga-ma-bopper of a relationship. Holy shit!”

We shared a laugh. Collin, Nicole, and I had had a chance to wade into these deep waters together, but Cynthia had been forced to jump in. It had to be a shock.

“We’re a unique bunch,” I agreed.

“I like it, though. It works. I can’t explain it, but it works. I’m just not sure where I fit in.”

I saw hesitation, confusion, and a little fear in her expression. It made sense. Cynthia’s place in our lives had yet to be determined, and with her living in Dallas, it made things even more complicated.

“What do you want out of this relationship?”

“When I first met Nicole, I wanted a girlfriend, and possibly more.” Her expression grew guilty and sheepish. “Sorry. I didn’t know she was married.”

“It’s okay.”

“Now, I’m not sure. I’d still like a girlfriend, but I know Nicole has her limits, and I don’t live in this area. I guess I can keep traveling down here. I’d like to spend more time with Nikki, and I’d really like her to visit me in Dallas. It’s just that long-distance relationships rarely work, and I’d like this one to work.”

I squeezed her shoulder gently but didn’t move closer, because I didn’t want her to think I was coming onto her.

“I don’t have any concerns sending Nicole up to visit you, and I’ll gladly pay your travel expenses to come visit her. You’re a lot of fun, and my girls like you. You’re welcome anytime.” A thought occurred to me, and I propped myself up on an elbow. “Tell ya what, I’ll send you a credit card. If you keep the balance below twenty-five hundred dollars a month, we shouldn’t have any issues. If you need to go over, just let me know.”

Tension drifted into her body, and tears welled up in her eyes.

Shit!

It wasn’t my intent to upset her, but it looked like I’d succeeded, anyway. “I’m sorry. Forget I said anything.”

“No.” She pushed my chest gently but teasingly, and she wiped her eyes. “You’re just too good to be true. That’s all.”

“You just don’t know me that well yet.”

Humor was what I was shooting for, because once again the moment threatened to get heavy. Unfortunately, I’m either not funny, or it wasn’t the time or place for humor, because she stayed serious.

“I think I know you pretty well. And thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Give me a few weeks to set it up, okay?”

“Sure.” She hesitated, and a cute blush colored her cheeks.

“What?”

“I have a question, but it’s personal.”

“Seriously? After everything we’ve done?”

“Jerk.” I got another push in the chest, although she was less gentle this time. “Stop it.”

“Okay. Okay. Ask away.”

“Do you remember after Nicole and Collin were finished…”

“Yeah.” I dragged out the word.

“You went down on Nicole.”

I didn’t know where she was going, so I replied carefully, “I did. Yes.”

“You liked it.” It wasn’t a question.

“Yes.”

Cynthia didn’t respond for a full minute, but she finally looked up at me. “Are you bi-sexual?”

My eyebrows rose so quickly, they threatened to leave my face altogether. That question hit me like a ton of bricks. I moved away, flopped down on my back, and stared at the ceiling as I tried to arrange my thoughts.

Bi-sexual? Me?

It was something I’d thought about briefly, ever since we met Collin. It’s impossible for a man to don panties and a chastity belt, and not have thoughts about bi-sexuality. Yeah, I’d considered the possibility.

I’d never been attracted to men, but sometimes, in the moment, when the sex was going hot and heavy, I couldn’t help but stare at Collin’s cock. Did that make me bi-sexual? Did licking and cleaning Nicole’s pussy after they finished make me bi-sexual? I’d held his cock tonight, but that was a far cry from being bi-sexual…right?

Truthfully, I didn’t know. I guess it made me something, but was there even a name for it? Bi-Flexible? Bi-Only-When-I’m-Horny?

I rolled onto my side and faced Cynthia. “I don’t know. I haven’t given it a lot of thought. I’ve never been attracted to men, and I don’t have a secret life.” I stopped, shook my head, and corrected myself. “Well, I don’t have a secret life that involves men.”

Cynthia laughed at that correction, and caressed my cheek. “It would be okay…if you were. Honestly, it wouldn’t surprise anyone, and you’re definitely in the right company to explore it.”

“Uhhhh. What do you mean, explore it?”

“Hear me out.” She slid into a sitting position. “If you’re not sure, but you’re interested in testing your boundaries, I’m sure your wife would support it. I’d be happy to help, and I’m sure Nikki and Collin would help, too.”

“Has she said anything?” I snapped the question. “Has Collin?”

“No. Absolutely not. I was just curious, so I thought I’d ask, that’s it. That’s all.”

I had no idea how to respond, so I wimped out. “I see.”

Silence made an abrupt entrance and settled everywhere in the room. We exchanged a few furtive glances, and I sensed she wanted to continue. When our eyes met for the hundredth time, I offered her the chance.

“What? It’s okay. What’s on your mind?”

“Nick, I like you. A lot.” She took a breath. “And I don’t want to upset you.”

“You haven’t done any of those things.” I hesitated, then added, “Yet,” with a big smile. I was trying to convey that I was kidding about the last part, but once again, she remained serious. Apparently, it wasn’t the right time for humor…again.

“Would you like to try something?”

“Sure. What did you have in mind?”

“Really?”

Cynthia’s eyes grew wide, and she clapped her hands. She reminded me of my youngest daughter for a second: an excited little girl about to go on her favorite ride at the amusement park. I couldn’t help but smile.

“As long as it’s not painful.”

“It won’t be.” Cynthia motioned at the bed. “Roll onto your stomach.”

“Okay.”

I dutifully rolled onto my stomach, and adjusted my chastity belt so I wasn’t crushing anything. Basically, I gently pushed my junk between my legs and spread them slightly. It wasn’t comfortable, and I couldn’t sleep like this, but for the time being it would work.

“Now, I want you to relax.” Her voice lowered, and became sultry. Her hand settled on my back, and started caressing it. “This won’t be painful, but it will feel awkward at first.”

“Uhhhh…”

Honestly, I was regretting my cavalier decision to try…whatever it was. It was too late to back out, though, so I took a deep breath and tried to relax. Her hand circled my back for several seconds, each circle moved her hand lower. Then she slid her hand under my yoga shorts, and ran her finger along the crack of my hair-free ass.

“Yowza! Awkward was an understatement.”

“Shhhh. Just relax and spread your legs, Nicky. I’ll be gentle.”

Her breath was warm, and a rush of lust raced through my body. My heart started racing. She must have felt my body’s response because she removed her hand out, and started to rub my back again.

“Relax, baby,” she said. “I won’t hurt you.”

I nodded, took several deep breaths, and concentrated on relaxing my muscles. A moment later, I felt her hand slip beneath my shorts again. It trailed along my ass, and slipped easily between my cheeks. Slowly, her finger descended, and found the entrance to my ass. Silently I thanked God I’d just taken a shower. I’m a clean dude, and I’m careful with my hygiene, but I was super-thankful I was completely clean.

She adjusted her position on the bed, and I felt her breasts push into my back. She gently rotated her finger, and pressed lightly against my ass. I sensed she wasn’t trying to penetrate me, just get me used to the sensation. Whatever her intent, it worked.

“Whoa.”

“Shush. You just need to relax and let me do the work, baby.”

Her hot breath tickled my ear, and then I felt her tongue trace along my earlobe. Shivers shot along my spine, and goosebumps broke out over my body. I released a deep, cleansing breath, and lowered my head against the cool sheets. The scent of her body wafted down to me, and I willed my body to relax.

The sensation was pleasurable, and awkward at the same time. It was like a warm heat emanating from my ass. Under her careful ministrations, however, the awkwardness slowly disappeared, and I was left with the warm, satisfying, and growing pleasure of Cynthia’s attention. I let myself descend into a warm pool of unexpected pleasure until an unexpected groan, almost a moan of pleasure, escaped me. I pushed back against her finger, and in the back of my mind, I realized I was enjoying this experience…a lot. I breathed deeply, and sunk further into the pleasurable pool.

Her breasts pressed against my back, and I wanted nothing more than to remain under her. The pressure slowly grew, but so did the pleasure, and it wasn’t long before another moan—not a groan this time, but a moan of pleasure—burst of out me. I couldn’t stop it, and honestly didn’t want to stop it.

Cynthia ran her tongue over my ear again, and peppered the back of my neck with little kisses. The combined sensations produced waves of pleasure that crashed inside of me. Distantly, I realized she’d stopped kissing me. Her breath warmed my ear, and just when the pleasure was cresting, she bit my ear and slipped her finger inside my ass.

“Fuck!” I said with a long groan. “What are you doing to me?”

“Relax, baby.” She kissed my ear. “Now push back, and give yourself to me.”

Her words caused another moan of unexpected pleasure to burst from me, and it was soon followed by another. A sense of pleasurable helplessness surged through me, and I felt my legs move further apart. Her finger wiggled inside my ass, and the sensation was intoxicating. Without thinking, I pushed my ass back against her hand, and her finger pushed further inside me. Slowly, carefully, she moved her finger in and out of my ass, going deeper each time. Under her tender ministrations, I opened my mouth to moan again, and it was immediately filled by two of her fingers. She was using one hand on my ass, and another to fill my mouth with her fingers.

“That’s it, my little bitch.” Her hot breath tickled my ear again. “Suck on them.”

Submissiveness and pleasure washed through me, and I sucked her fingers greedily. I couldn’t get enough! I thrust my ass upward in a vain attempt to take her entire finger inside me. I wanted more. I needed more. My dominant girlfriend pushed her fingers deeper into my throat, and fucked my face with her fingers. She wasn’t gentle, but I didn’t care. I’d lost myself in a swirling pool of lust.

My cock vainly attempted to grow, and soon my chastity belt became uncomfortable. Whatever dignity I had, I sacrificed in that moment. My ass came up in the air, my head rested on the mattress, and if my mouth hadn’t been full, I’d have begged her to fuck me. My new position eased the chastity belt pressure, and I let myself dive back into subspace, placing my trust in my dominant. The world around me had ceased to exist. I was conscious only of the pleasure Cynthia was creating in my body.

At that moment…I loved her. Deeply, unconditionally, I loved her.

Time stopped. I wasn’t sure how long she held me in subspace, but eventually I came back to my senses, and I realized the moans I was hearing were my own. Cynthia continued her amazing assault on my body, but I sensed it was coming to an end. I was right. A few minutes later, she withdrew her fingers from my mouth. I sucked in great gasps of air, and barely heard her whisper, “Relax, baby. I’m going to come out of you.”

She withdrew her finger, and I suddenly felt empty. A part of me that I didn’t know how to acknowledge felt disappointed, and wanted her to continue. I rolled onto my side, though, and caught my breath.

Cynthia leaned over and kissed my cheek before disappearing into the restroom. The sound of the faucet echoed from the bathroom, and I knew she was washing her hands. I rolled onto my back, and stared up at the ceiling, trying to make sense of what had just happened.

Another boundary stretched. Another limit smashed.

Playtime with Cynthia had been fun, and if I hadn’t been wearing my chastity belt, I knew I would have spurted all over the sheets. As it was, I felt a wetness there. Sure enough, there was a small wet spot, and I wasn’t sure how that had gotten there.

“It’s from your prostate.” Cynthia’s voice startled me, and I glanced over to see her walking towards the bed. “Sometimes, when a man’s prostate is massaged or touched during anal sex, their cock leaks.”

“How the hell do you know that?”

“It’s a long story.”

“I’d like to hear it.”

She slid onto the bed, and fortunately the wet spot was directly in the middle, so neither one of us had to sleep on it. It was small, but still, it would be uncomfortable, and I didn’t want her to have to worry about it.

“When I first divorced my husband, I was a little lost. I was a bi-sexual woman who preferred women, and I was recently divorced. I didn’t have a girlfriend or any lesbian friends, so I had to learn on my own.”

“How’d that go?”

“Slow…at first. I went to a few lesbian clubs, and made some friends. It was all new, fun, and exciting. Everyone kept telling me I was really a lesbian; I just hadn’t met the right woman yet. I don’t know. It wasn’t worth arguing about, but I know I like men.”

“Can’t give us up?”

“My preference is women,” she shrugged, “but I don’t mind a little sausage now and then. I can’t explain it.”

“You don’t have to.”

“Anyway, I met all kinds at some of these clubs. There were a few butch lesbians who wanted to get serious with me, but I wasn’t looking for a relationship. Just to learn.”

Cynthia paused, and glanced at me shyly. “I also met some transgendered women.” She giggled, blushed, and covered her mouth with her hand. “They were hilarious, and a lot of fun. It was from them I learned more about…bodies.”

The way she said it was so politically correct, I had to laugh. “It sounds like you learned a lot.”

She cocked her head at me, and her eyes held apprehension. “I’m not suggesting anything, I was just answering your question.”

“Relax. I’m not offended, and I didn’t think you were suggesting anything.”

“Good. Anyway, that’s where I learned how anal penetration can cause a man’s penis to leak.”

An awkward silence grew between us, and we glanced at each other several times before she slipped beneath the sheets. I sensed she wanted to talk more, but I wasn’t sure how to carry this particular conversation forward.

I yawned. “I’m beat.”

“Me, too.” Cynthia kissed my cheek. “Will you promise me something?”

I took a breath. “Depends on the promise.”

“If you ever decide you want to try anal sex…” Her hand caressed my cheek. “Can I be your first? Please.”

“How would that work?”

“Strap-on,” she said, as though it was the most common thing in the world. “I’ve used one before, and I promise I’ll be gentle.”

Her eyes held a low-grade heat I’d seen before. “You want to fuck me, don’t you?”

She kissed me full on the lips. “God, yes. And more, if you want. A lot more.”

I swallowed carefully. “I’ll think about it.”

“Please do. Now, good night.”

She turned away from me, laying on her side, and I listened to her breathing. She was asleep almost immediately. By the way…Cynthia snores. I thought it was very cute. I rolled onto my back, and stared at the ceiling.

What the fuck just happened?

The ceiling held no answers, and I drifted off to sleep.


      Chapter Eight

My morning erection pain woke me, as usual, and I slid out of bed. Truthfully, it’s not a morning erection. It’s the pain of a not-going-to-happen morning erection attempt. The chastity belt gleefully announced its presence by tamping down on my morning wood. It’s not real pleasant, and it never fails to wake me up.

Cuckold alarm clock!

I brushed my teeth, shaved, and ran some water through my hair. Since I’d showered last night, I hadn’t planned on taking another shower this morning. I simply washed my hands, made myself presentable, and went to the kitchen for breakfast.

It was early, but not too early to start making coffee. As quietly as possible, I made a full pot, and rummaged through Collin’s pantry. Obviously he had enough stuff to feed a small army, but I settled on pancakes and sausage. There was also some fruit and yogurt in the fridge, and I suspected the ladies might want something lighter. I made a large plate of fruit, paired it with a few small bowls of yogurt, and put them back in the refrigerator.

The time on the clock told me only cuckolds were up this early, so instead of cooking, I placed everything strategically in the refrigerator. The house was silent, just like I like it, and I sat at the kitchen bar sipping my coffee. Peaceful. I really enjoyed quiet mornings like this one.

Today Cynthia had to catch a flight back to Dallas. Nicole would probably want to take her. We also had to have a conversation with Jasmine, and I hoped that would go well. Collin had mentioned getting together for dinner on Tuesday, and I made a mental note to leave work early that day.

“Good morning,” a soft voice said in my ear, and I jumped a little. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you.”

My wife smiled at me, wearing Collin’s shirt and, I suspected, nothing else. She looked gorgeous and deliciously desirable this morning. There is a just-got-up look some women have that is entirely captivating and sexy. I’m certain that same look created morning sex, and my wife definitely had it.

“It’s okay.” I licked a little spilled coffee off my hand. “I’m fine.”

Nicole sat next to me at the bar, and took my coffee. She sipped it, and made a face. “Would it kill you to put sweetener in your coffee?”

“Sorry, baby. I wasn’t expecting to share it with anyone this morning.”

Our eyes met, and we shared a knowing glance. It was nice to have a private moment with my wife, and I gave her a hug. She hugged me tightly back, and kissed my cheek several times.

I motioned around the house. “How did we get here again?”

“It’s been quite a ride, but I’m happy we’re here. Aren’t you?”

I sipped my coffee, and considered her question. We’d started this ride less a year ago, and it seemed our old life was now far away.

“It’s been fun, crazy, scary, and exciting,” I replied. “But I’m still enjoying myself, we’re doing great financially, and we’ve made some good friends.”

That earned me another hug. We held each other for a long time, and she whispered several times that she loved me. It was a nice moment, and we gripped it tightly.

Eventually Nicole released me.

“I’m going to make breakfast in a little bit,” I told her, “and then I need to go pick up the girls.”

She nodded. “I’m going to take Cynthia back to her hotel, and then to the airport.”

“I thought you would. We can meet back at our house, and speak to Jasmine.”

“Sounds like a plan,” she said, and then lowered her voice. “How do you think she’ll take it?”

“I think she’ll understand. She’s a big girl, and I got the sense she’s mostly worried we’ll split up.”

Nicole put her hand on my arm. “That’s not going to happen.”

“No, it’s not.”

I received another kiss and hug. So far, the morning was turning out great.

She pulled back, and glanced at Cynthia’s room. I saw the direction of her thoughts, and smiled.

“Go. She’s still sleeping, but I know she’d like to wake up next to you.” Nicole started to leave, but I put my hand on her arm. “Hey, by the way, I offered to pay Cynthia’s travel expenses if she wants to visit in the future.”

“That was generous.” She cocked her head at me. “She must’ve made an impression.”

I shrugged. “It looks like she’ll be part of our lives for the foreseeable future, and I wanted her to feel welcome.” Another sip of coffee. “I’ll get her a credit card. It’ll make things easier.”

She looked me up and down. “Big spender.”

I laughed hard, because that wasn’t true and my wife knew it. My beginnings were very, very humble (read poor), and I was careful about money.

“The limit isn’t high.” I kissed her. “Cynthia’s waiting for you.”

“Thanks.” She walked toward the room, but stopped and turned back. “Nice outfit, by the way.”

“Cynthia picked it out for me.”

“I like it. Nice ass.”

She disappeared into the bedroom, and I walked over and closed the door behind her. Nicole was slipping into bed with Cynthia as I drew the door shut.

Wow, now that’s a hot picture.

I’d just finished my coffee when my carefully laid plans for breakfast were torn asunder. Collin had a client call, and he needed to skip breakfast. By the sounds coming from the other room, Nicole and Cynthia were enthusiastically occupied. I stepped into the darkened room to retrieve the clothes I’d worn earlier, and I caught a glimpse of two bodies undulating under the comforter. Out of respect for their relationship, I didn’t linger.

The outfit Cynthia had loaned me got left by the door, and I re-dressed in a bathroom. Collin gave me a wave when I said goodbye, and I drove home. I wanted nothing more than to spend the day relaxing with an alcoholic beverage, or ten, and watch a game.


      Chapter Nine

The doctor sat down and met my eyes. “Unfortunately, there is no way it’s reversible.”

“Seriously? I thought these things could be reversed.”

“In some cases, yes, but not in yours.” He set his clipboard down on the counter, and met my eyes. “I removed at least an inch of tubing, and I cauterized both ends. Any reversal attempt will likely fail. Now we can try, if you want. I can open you up again, and reconnect them.” I looked at him hopefully, but he shook his head. “You’ll go through a lot of discomfort, more than a little pain, and end up exactly where you are now. I can also refer to another doctor for a second opinion.”

The doctor leaned back, picked up his clipboard, and I watched him scribble some notes on my chart in a language that looked like Russian or Greek. It sure as hell wasn’t English. He’d been my doctor for the last ten years. I trusted him. If he said there was no way to reverse my vasectomy, I believed him.

“Well, shit.”

“If you’re serious about having another child, we can try to reverse it. There are other options, too. Adoption is one. In-vitro fertilization is obviously another, but you’d have to use another donor.”

Another donor. I can’t even knock up my own wife anymore.

Needless to say, I felt sorry for myself as I left his office. Nicole and I had started to talk more about having another child, and we were getting excited about the prospect. I’d heard that most vasectomies were reversible, and the idea of another child had really started to solidify in our minds.

I wanted a boy. I know. I have two fantastic daughters, and I love them dearly. I still wanted a boy. It’s a guy thing. Testosterone-based. It defies explanation.

The drive home was quiet, and since my doctor’s appointment was in the afternoon, I didn’t have to go back to work. The girls were up in their rooms working on their homework, so I got started on dinner. We’d all agreed to start eating more seafood in our diet, so I started with tilapia. I also liked halibut, but that fish was freakin’ expensive.

I noticed the girls’ report cards were laid out on the kitchen counter. All A’s for both girls, and great comments from their teachers. They did well in school, and while I didn’t take it for granted, they hadn’t gotten a B in a while. Even Jasmine, who was taking pre-AP courses, still turned in A’s. I smiled to myself, because Nicole and I had been truly blessed. So far, there hadn’t been any bad phases or big issues, and yes, we know we’re lucky.

Our luck had run out, though, because my vasectomy couldn’t be reversed. No more kids. At least no kids that I would biologically father.

Old Nick is shooting blanks.

My hands were occupied with cooking, but my mind wandered. I wasn’t looking forward to telling Nicole. I knew she was excited about getting pregnant again. She loved being pregnant, despite all the challenges that came with it, and she wanted a boy, too. We’d mentioned having another child to the girls, and April was on the fence, but Jasmine loved the idea of a baby brother.

Jasmine. My oldest daughter. Sharp as a tack, and already developing a strong, assertive personality. She’d inherited that from her mother. Nicole and I worried about our oldest daughter. Not because of boys. Not because of grades. We worried about her because she’d noticed a change in our relationship, and she now worried we were getting divorced. Nicole and I had decided to handle it head-on, and surprisingly, the conversation went well.

“Are you getting divorced?” Jasmine asked.

Nicole and I hadn’t even sat down yet, but Jasmine wasn’t wasting any time. April was in the game room, and Nicole and I had decided the patio was the best place to have this conversation. I sat a soda down in front of Jasmine, and glanced at my wife.

“Honey, no. Your father and I love each other very much, and we’re not getting a divorce. Everything is fine between us. Things are great, honey.”

“You’re sure?” Jasmine asked. “You’re not just telling me that to make me go away?”

“Jasmine, stop. We wouldn’t lie to you. If there was even the slightest possibility that your mom and I were divorcing, we’d tell you, but we’re not. That’s the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.”

“Okay.” Jasmine nodded, and the worry and tension she’d been holding washed away. “Okay.”

“Jas, what questions do you have? What do you want to know? Your mom and I will answer any questions you ask.”

She hesitated an instant, then blurted, “Cynthia.”

I glanced at Nicole, and raised my eyebrows.

“Honey, Cynthia is a very good friend of mine. We met recently, and just seemed to click.” Nicole took a breath. “We are attracted to each other, and that’s what you saw. I apologize that you saw us kissing. I’m not ashamed of Cynthia or our relationship, but we should have been more careful. I’m sorry.”

“But you’re not leaving Dad?”

“No.” Nicole leaned forward. “I’ll never leave your father.”

Jasmine turned towards me. “Did you know?”

“Yes, I know all about Cynthia. Your mom isn’t cheating on me, or hiding anything from me.” I knelt next to my daughter. “Your parents aren’t divorcing, separating, or breaking up. It’s just that we’ve decided to explore a few things…”

“Stop!” She held her hands over her ears. “That’s enough. It’s gross to think of you two together, and I don’t care if you’re swingers. If you’re staying together, I’m happy. I like Collin, and I like Cynthia, but I’d hate both if they came between you two.”

There was a pair of collective thumps as my jaw hit the ground, followed quickly by Nicole’s, and we stared at our oldest daughter.

I recovered first.

“Jasmine, what the heck do you know about swinging?”

She rolled her eyes. “C’mon, I’m not a baby. It’s all over television. Big Love. Sister Wives. Polyamory.” My jaw dropped open again, but Jasmine ignored me and faced her mother. “Trust me. The information is out there, and it’s not hard to find.”

My crackerjack wit stumbled. “Uhh… I mean… Well… Jas…”

My daughter smiled at my stuttering. “There are lots of alternative lifestyles today.”

“Have you actually seen any of those shows?” Nicole asked.

My wife narrowed her eyes at me, and I held my hands up. “Hey, don’t look at me.”

“No,” Jasmine interrupted before Nicole could really get rolling. “But some of my friends at school have seen them. The guys think it’s great, of course, but most of the girls think it sucks.” She sipped her soda, and then threw up her hands. “I mean, why should the girls have to share one guy? Kind of unfair, if you ask me. I mean, why can’t a girl have more than one guy?”

My face got hot. “Jas…”

“Jasmine…” Nicole started at the same time.

We both stopped and stared at each other. Neither one of us was sure how to proceed.

Jasmine saved us with a smile and a laugh. “Mom, Dad, it’s okay. I was just worried you might be getting a divorce. If that’s not the case, fantastic. Problem solved, worries gone.”

“Are you sure, honey?”

“Yes, definitely. Believe me, the last thing I want to have is a discussion about sex and alternative lifestyles with my parents. It’s embarrassing enough at school.”

My teeth came together, and I realized she had a point. Parent-child sex discussions were never easy, and it was hard to determine who felt more awkward, the kid or the parent.

Nicole leaned over and put her arm around me.

Jasmine smiled at us. “Besides, I like Collin and Cynthia, and so does April.”

Nicole hugged her. “Will you promise to come to one of us if you ever have questions, or worry about anything?”

“Yes, Mom.” Jasmine drew out the word ‘Mom,’ like every teenager everywhere.

And that was it. The sum total of our conversation with our fourteen—soon to be fifteen—year old daughter, who was much more sophisticated than we had given her credit for. We walked downstairs, holding hands, and trying to process our weird conversation.

“What do you think?” Nicole asked me.

“It sounds like she knows more than we do about alternative lifestyles.”

“Nick. Be serious.”

“Seriously. She does know about alternative lifestyles, and more important, she seems to accept them. I’m a little concerned that she knew about all those shows, but kids these days have access to so much more information than we did at their age.”

“True.” She looked at me. “You’re not watching those programs, are you?”

“Are you seriously making this about me?”

“No. It’s just that we have every channel available, and I thought you might have watched them.”

“I’m definitely guilty of watching the Soprano’s, Spartacus, and Black Sails, but not the shows she mentioned, and I have a filter on all our TV’s.”

“Let’s just keep an eye on her going forward. If we see her grades slip, or if her personality changes, we’ll call a family meeting.”

“Sounds good. We have Parent-Teacher meetings in a month, and we can check in with her teachers, too.”

“Good idea, baby.”

I stopped and Nicole looked up at me. “Do you think a girls-talk is in order? I mean Jasmine may have questions she won’t ask in front of me. You should have a Spa Day, and talk about the birds and the bees.” I grinned. “How size matters. Y’know, girl stuff.”

I threw the last part in as a weak attempt to lighten the mood, and fortunately it worked. Nikki giggled, and lightly pushed against my chest. I could tell she liked the idea, though, and a few steps later, I received confirmation.

“Great idea. I’ll schedule us some time this weekend.”

“Cool. Can we go get naked now?”

“Sure. Call Collin, get permission, and I’ll meet you in the bedroom. We can free your cock, and you can fuck my brains out.”

She pinched my ass, and walked into our bedroom. Unfortunately I got Collin’s voicemail, and my wife was unwilling to bend the rules. No sex for me! Nicole did put on some extra sexy lingerie and gave me a little show, though, before she slid under the covers and snuggled up against me.

Strangely, I was happy as I drifted off.


      Chapter Ten

Nicole came to have lunch with me the next day at work, and we ate in my office. It wasn’t a routine yet, but we were having lunch together several times per week. It was cool, and both of us enjoyed it.

She was halfway through her sandwich when she hit me with it. “I want to ask you something.”

“Sure, babe.”

“Well, we’re doing much better financially now, and I was thinking about quitting work. I’d like to be a full-time, stay-at-home mom.”

I stopped chewing on my salad. As I mentioned earlier, both of us came from poor households, and I’d always expected both of us to work. Nicole had a point, though; my new position more than covered her salary, and we’d recently paid off our house, so we were solid financially.

Still, this was coming out of the blue, and I wondered if I’d missed something.

“Is there anything wrong Nicole?”

She shook her head, and sipped her soda. “There is nothing wrong. Actually, things are really, really good for us right now.”

“Just wanted to make sure. Why now?”

“I’ve been thinking about it ever since you got promoted, so it’s not new. For me, anyway. The situation with Jasmine made me stop and think about our lifestyle. It’s been a lot of fun, and I don’t have any regrets.”

I interjected, “But?”

“But it comes at a cost, and I probably should have seen that sooner. The cost is our time together as a couple, but also as a family.” She squeezed my hand. “You’ve been picking up the lion’s share of the work, and you make most of the money. It’s not fair. It’s not fair to you, and it’s not fair to the kids. If I stay at home, I’ll have more time to spend with the girls, and it’ll lighten your load, too.”

“Wow.”

“C’mon, baby. Are you going to tell me you weren’t thinking the same thing already?”

“Yes. I’d considered it.” I shrugged. “I wasn’t about to suggest you stay home, though, because I know you’ve always liked working.”

“We have options now that we didn’t have before.”

“True.” I smiled at my wife. “Can you believe where we are today?”

“I know. It’s crazy.”

“We barely had enough money for gas when we got married. Now, we’re in a position where you can stay at home.”

A cute smile tugged at her lips. “Pretty cool, right?”

“Yeah. It is.”

“Well, Mr. Successful?” she teased, and nudged me with her foot. “Can I stay home?”

“Baby, of course you can stay home, if that’s what you want. You know I can’t refuse you anything.”

“Thank you.”

“When are you going to give your two-week notice?”

“I gave it this morning.”

I almost choked on my salad. “What? Baby, you are absolutely terrible.”

Her expression turned sheepish. “Sorry. Our last conversation with Jasmine made me realize I need to spend more quality time with our kids.”

“I understand. In the future, though, can we talk about stuff like this before you make a decision?”

“Sorry, baby.” Nicole got up, cat-walked around the table, and sat in my lap. “I’ll make it up to you.”

“Yeah, right.” Sarcasm dripped from each word. “First, Collin has to actually answer his phone.”

Nicole played with my tie. “I called him this morning, silly. You’re all mine. When we get a free moment, we’ll get the chastity belt off and have some fun.”

“I can’t wait.”

She kissed me once more, and patted my chest. “Don’t forget we’re meeting Collin tonight for dinner. He said he had some stuff to discuss. Actually, he mostly wants to talk to you.”

“Stuff?”

“Yes. Stuff.” She punched my shoulder. “It’s a technical term.”

I laughed, and she slipped off my lap. Lunch was over. It was time for one of us to get back to work. She blew me a kiss as she walked out of my office. I’d miss our lunches, but having my wife at home with our girls made me feel better about our lifestyle choices with Collin and Cynthia.

I opened the file for the large construction account, and made a note to schedule a meeting with my boss. My team and I were ready to start building what-if scenarios and firm up our numbers. The preliminary meetings were done, and the owner of the construction business and his risk management team wanted us to provide them a proposal. We were in a good spot, but I needed to lock down my boss’s support.

I sent Sheila a note through our company chat program, asking her if she could stop by my office. A few minutes later, she knocked on my door.

“Hey. What’s up?”

“Will you develop two test-quotes for our construction account? We need to do a guaranteed cost option, as well as a loss sensitive option for this account. Throw in any additional coverages you think make sense, and let’s meet early next week to discuss them.”

“I’m on it, Chief,” she replied.

“How are things going with your mentor?”

“Great. She’s so knowledgeable. I’ve learned a ton in just the short time we’ve been working together.”

“Excellent. I’m glad to hear that.”

Sheila left my office with a smile, and I stared at the closed door for several seconds after she left. Ever since I’d met her coming out of Collin’s restaurant, she’d been much cooler towards me. While I was glad she was focused on business, I still worried something else might be bothering her. There were no more discussions about the firing range, or happy hours after work.

That’s a good thing, dude.

My cheeks puffed out as I exhaled loudly and tried to focus. A part of me, and not a small part, missed Sheila’s flirting and innuendos. The problem was she wanted more than witty banter, and I couldn’t provide it. That road led nowhere good…for either of us.

The rest of the afternoon passed quickly, and Nicole’s boss called to say she was sorry my wife was leaving. We talked for a little while, and she mentioned if Nicole changed her mind, she’d hire her back anytime. It was nice to hear. She also mentioned Nicole was free to leave today, instead of working the next two weeks. That was a little surprising, but it was also nice.

I left work wondering what Collin wanted to discuss.


      Chapter Eleven

Nicole entered the house on her cell phone, talking and laughing with someone. The tone in her voice gave me the impression it was Cynthia, because she was hanging on every word. It had been almost three weeks since we’d seen Cynthia, and I knew she missed her. The feeling was obviously mutual.

“I’ll talk to Nick, honey. I promise.” She listened into the phone. “That does sound like fun. Okay. I’ll talk to him, and see if we can make it happen.”

A short pause. I stopped what I was doing. Truthfully, I was eavesdropping.

“Yes. You know I do.” She paused. “Me, too.”

I could tell Cynthia was begging for a visit, and I knew Nicole wanted to go.

What was that last part? Me, too?

Nicole ended her call, and walked into the kitchen. “Hey, baby.”

Her lips brushed my cheek, and I motioned at the counter with my spatula. “Report cards.”

She picked them up, scanned them for several seconds, and kissed my cheek again. “We have great kids.”

“Yes, we do, and I was thinking we could reward them.”

“Really? With what?”

“I don’t know. Maybe a weekend in Dallas?”

Nicole squealed, and hugged me tightly. My cheek received several more kisses, and I got a pinch on the ass. “I love you.”

“Love you, too. Want to clear it with Collin?”

“Sure. We’re seeing him tonight anyway.”

“That’s true. The girls’ dinner will be ready shortly.”

“Great. I’ll pour us a glass of wine.”

“Good idea. Are we driving together tonight?”

“No. I’ll leave right after dinner for Collin’s house. I’m not sure if I’m spending the night yet, so we’ll have to play it by ear.” She winked. “You might still get lucky.”

“I’d like that. A lot.”

It was weird how this conversation was now common. We’d worked out a system where if Nicole was spending the night with Collin, she’d stay at our house until the girls went to bed. If she was just going on a date, she’d meet him after work, go on the date, and then come home. Occasionally she’d spend the night after a date, but most times she came home. It allowed her time with Collin, but also maximized her time at home. It wasn’t perfect, but with kids and busy schedules, it worked for everyone.

Now, that she was going to stay at home full-time, our system would obviously have to change.

“Gotcha.” I fished out a tilapia filet, and put it on a plate. “What time should I arrive?”

“Around eight-thirty.”

“Cool.”

“Great.”

Dinner was ready. The girls ate, but Nicole and I settled for sharing a glass of wine. We praised the girls for getting such good grades. We talked about taking a trip to Dallas for the weekend, and the girls were all for it. April even asked if Cynthia could hang out with us, and Jasmine agreed, because apparently Cynthia was…cool.

I glanced several times at my oldest daughter throughout dinner, and I couldn’t detect any changes in her.

The girls disappeared upstairs after dinner, and Nicole vanished into our room to get ready. Of course, that left Dad with the dishes and clean-up.

Yeah, I got the short end of the stick, but I didn’t complain too much.

I had it pretty good.


      Chapter Twelve

Nicole was getting ready when I walked into our bathroom. Actually, she was almost finished, but she was still in her underwear.

Holy shit! Does she look good!

She was wearing a matching bra and thong panties, stockings, and a garter belt. I didn’t recognize her lingerie. It looked very expensive, but it was worth it, and I stopped to admire my wife.

“Will you fetch the dress I laid out on the bed?”

“Sure, baby.”

I stepped into the bedroom, and picked up the dress. The material was light, satiny, and expensive. It was a wrap-style dress, and I immediately wondered where the rest of it was, because it was short. I wasn’t sure it would cover the lacy tops of her stockings.

I shrugged, took a breath, and brought her the dress.

“Thanks, baby.”

Nicole winked at me, and stepped into the dress, drawing it up slowly, and settling it in place. The zipper was in back, so she turned around and let me zip her up. She did a slow turn in front of the mirror, and made a few adjustments.

“No bra?”

“No. This dress provides enough support.”

I let my eyes travel down her curvy form. The dress did cover her stockings, but just barely, and it showed off every curve of her body. Her cleavage became a living, breathing thing, and threatened to spill out of the dress. Nicole leaned forward and gave me a little kiss on the cheek.

“I’ll see you at the restaurant, baby.”

It didn’t take me long to get ready, and I checked in with the girls before I left. They were both relaxing in the game room. They reminded me that they’d love to go to Dallas for the weekend, and I told them to pick out some activities. When I left, they were scouring the internet for fun stuff to do in Dallas.

Collin had chosen a new restaurant, and I was looking forward to trying their food. When I arrived, I gave the hostess my name, and she led me back to a circular booth. Collin and Nicole were sitting close to one another. He had his arm draped over her shoulder, and she leaned against his chest. A palpable sense of intimacy had settled between them, and I almost felt like an intruder. He kissed her gently, his arm stroking her bare shoulder, and she melted against him as their kiss transformed from casual to passionate. Her hand slid over his chest, and she unbuttoned his top button before letting her hand slide under his shirt.

My heart thudded, and I remained motionless until their kiss broke. I waited a few seconds more, then cleared my throat and stepped up to the table. Nicole sipped her drink and started to speak, but stopped when she saw me approaching. A guilty expression flickered over her face, which was unusual, and she moved slightly away from him. For his part, he handled it smoothly, as he always did, and extended his hand with a smile.

“Nick. Glad you could make it.”

We shook hands, and I slid into the booth. Collin and Nicole adjusted themselves, and faced me across the half-moon table. Once again, they were the couple, and I was the third wheel.

“Have you two ordered yet?”

“Just drinks,” Nicole said.

Yep. She’s guilty of something.

Collin motioned to the waiter. He took my drink order, explained the specials, and dropped off a menu. We all talked about the day while I found something I wanted to try, and a few minutes later, we all ordered.

Collin nodded at me. “You look like you’ve lost some more weight.”

“I’m happy to say that I haven’t lost a single pound.”

Nicole cocked her head at me, clearly confused, but Collin nodded in understanding.

“I don’t understand,” she confessed.

“I’ve been lifting weights, baby. I’ve lost some fat weight, but gained some muscle weight, so I’m feeling pretty good.”

“Wow. You go, Nick!”

I winked back, and turned my attention to Collin. “Nicole said you had some things you wanted to discuss.” I hated suspense and wanted to get right down to business.

He set his glass down. “I want you to quit your job.”

I stared at him dumbly. He couldn’t have said what I just think he said!

A wide smile crossed his face, and he held up his hand. “Let me explain. Are you licensed to sell insurance?”

I raised my eyebrows. “Yes.”

“What’s the total insurance premium for John’s accounts? For everything, all in.”

The answer came to mind immediately, because it was our biggest account. “Just over six million in combined insurance premiums.”

Collin nodded as though he expected a number that high. I studied him carefully, but he had his poker face on, and I couldn’t tell where he was going. I sipped my bourbon, and deliberately put it down. No more alcohol until I understood where this conversation was going.

“What’s the commission percentage?”

“It varies by line of business and product, but if I had to guess, I’d say around twelve percent. But John didn’t use an insurance agent; his company came to us directly.”

“Right. If John had used an insurance agent, your company would pay him approximately six hundred thousand dollars in commissions. Is that right?”

“Closer to seven hundred thousand,” I corrected. “And we’d probably also pay a bonus, too. Insurance agents typically earn commissions, plus production bonuses from insurance companies.”

He held up his glass, and nodded at the waiter.

“What’s up?”

Collin didn’t answer directly. “What do you know about my business?”

“Not much, I guess. You manage other people’s finances and investments.”

“That’s correct. Most of my clients are, or were, athletes who get paid large sums of money, and I invest it for them. Do you know what my average commission is?”

I shook my head. “No.”

“Five percent.”

“Wow, I thought it would be larger.”

“I know, right? You know the most frustrating part of my job?” It must have been a rhetorical question, because he continued without pause. “Seeing business go out the door.”

“What do you mean?”

“I can provide investment advice, and candidly, I’m damned good at it. What I can’t do, and what I have no interest in doing, is insurance. I fucking hate that shit!”

I started to see where he was going, and I suspected a negotiation was about to start.

“My clients have to go somewhere else for their insurance products. Occasionally I lose a client to another firm who provides both financial planning and insurance, and that really pisses me off.

“Yeah, that sucks.”

“It does suck. Now if I had a partner who was licensed to sell insurance, I wouldn’t have to give any business away.” He leaned forward, and studied me. “I want you to quit your job, and go into business with me. I want you as a partner.”

What the fuck?

Silence hit the table like an atom bomb. Nicole glanced at me, and we stared at each other for several seconds. My ears heard his words, and my brain understood he’d spoken English, but I couldn’t comprehend what he was saying.

Collin smiled at my reaction. “Listen, it makes all the sense in the world. You’re licensed to sell insurance, and you understand that marketplace.” He took a breath, and pointed a finger at Nikki. “You have a real estate license, and you’ve worked in the real estate business.”

“Uhhh…”

“If we were to form a partnership, I’m confident we would be extremely successful.”

“Wow. I don’t know what to say.”

“Just hear me out, okay? It’s perfect. I know the quality of your work. It’s outstanding, and you’re not a bullshitter. You’re the exact opposite of a bullshitter, in fact, and we’re going to have to work on that a little.”

“Ummm, okay.”

“Aside from my son, I can’t think of anyone I’m closer to than Nicole and you. I trust you, and I know Nicole and you trust me. I’ve talked to John, and his risk manager is leaving the company. Technically he’s getting fired, because no one wants to deal with his shit anymore. He’s getting a great severance, and a chance to spend more time with his family.”

“I can’t say I’m sorry to see him go,” I said.

The dude was a prick, and he’d been giving my staff a hard time about a few minor issues. Our conversations had also turned sharp, and despite my best efforts, I’d suspected our working relationship was headed downhill.

“No one is sorry to see him go,” he added. “Anyway, John is interested in hiring an insurance agent. He’s convinced the Board it’s in their best interest to have an independent insurance agent handle their risk management and insurance programs.” Collin paused meaningfully. “Do you know anyone who is licensed to sell insurance, and who also understands John’s business? Someone who would walk in the door and provide consistency and continuity for their insurance program?”

Holy shit!

Simply put, if I left my company and became John’s insurance agent, I’d walk into an account that paid seven hundred grand in annual insurance commissions. Honestly, the commission revenue was probably higher, but it was a good round number to start.

I hesitated, and Collin pressed his case. “We spend a few hours with an attorney, and we form a corporation. We both have the right licenses and contacts to get started right away. I have a small but growing list of new clients, and I’d refer their insurance business to you. I’m not talking small numbers here, either. All my clients have separate businesses that need insurance. All of them.”

“Wow.” I glanced at Nicole, and she nodded. “For arguments sake, let’s say I’m interested. What’s next?”

I didn’t think it was possible, but Collin’s smile got even bigger. “I’ve already invested two hundred and fifty thousand dollars into my business. I’d like you to put up the same amount. We’ll share all revenue, expenses, and bonuses equally until your side becomes its own profit center. You’ll run the insurance side of the house, and if we get any real estate business, Nicole can handle that for us. Eventually, I’d like to have a real estate unit to round out the business.”

He took a breath. “Let me be clear. When I say ‘run the insurance side of the house,’ I mean exactly that…run it. I don’t want to be involved in that part of the business. It’s your baby.”

Collin’s voice slowly became persuasive, and I got an up-close and personal view of his sales ability. He was good. He didn’t use slogans, cheap sales talk, or canned language.

“We’ll locate some new office space, hire a small staff, and hang out our shingle. The commission revenue from John’s accounts, combined with my existing revenue, will easily cover our expenses.”

“Are you sure? That seems…ambitious.”

“Honesty time.” He leaned forward. “My annual commissions are just over five hundred thousand. The commission from John’s account is seven hundred thousand, give or take a few bucks, so our annual revenue, starting out, is over a million, and I’m not counting any contingency revenue. I’d be surprised if our expenses exceed four hundred thousand in the first year.” He sat back. “Boom! We’re profitable from day one. How many start-up companies can say that?”

“Not many.”

“Damned right. And if you get the sports team out of Dallas, our insurance commission revenue alone would probably double.” He smiled. “How’d you like to work for yourself and double, maybe triple, your salary at the same time?”

“Holy shit!”

It may sound far-fetched to anyone outside the insurance industry, but it’s not. The situation he’d described was common. Individuals chose to work for an insurance company because they provided the best insurance training available. A few years working for an insurance company provided the foundation to move into selling insurance directly to customers. It didn’t work for everyone, and there were more failures than successes, but the ones who were successful were generally supremely successful.

“I need time to think about it.”

“I understand, but we don’t have much time. A month…max! John doesn’t do insurance, and he needs someone to take over for his risk manager quickly. He’s already had preliminary conversations with other board members, and they’re agreeable to you replacing him as their agent.”

“I won’t take that long.”

Collin smiled. “It would be cool to work together.”

“I don’t know.” His eyebrows rose, and he looked surprised. I held up my hand, motioning for patience “I’d like to work with you, and I’ve always liked the idea of owning my own business.”

“It’s the cuck thing, right?”

“Yes. It’s the cuck thing. Since we’ve already got this relationship going on, I’m not sure it’s a good idea to mix that with business. If we’re partners, we’re partners. I’m not your submissive, your cuckold husband, or anything other than your partner. Strictly business.”

He nodded with new respect. “Agreed. That’s the only way this will work.”

Our eyes slid towards my wife. Emotions played over face like a playground, and it was obvious she was conflicted. This was a fantastic opportunity for us. It offered a level of personal success and professional freedom we’d never even considered. There’s always a cost though, and the cost in this case was her relationship with Collin. It had to end.

I had asked Nicole not too long ago if she would stop seeing Collin, but that had been a theoretical conversation. Distant. In the future. Collin’s offer had just brought the end of their relationship into stark, immediate contrast.

“What are your thoughts, Nikki?”

A shaky smile tugged at her lips, and tears lurked in her eyes. “I guess I’d better enjoy the next month then, shouldn’t I?”

Collin and I exchanged a glance, but it was me who pressed her. “Honey?”

Nicole glanced between us for several seconds before she spoke. “I just quit my job to stay at home with the kids. I’m probably not the person you want handling the real estate portion. I don’t mind helping, but I want to spend more time with the girls. That’s more important.”

Collin nodded. “Why don’t we cross that bridge when we come to it? It would be a very good problem to have, and I don’t think it would be difficult to find you an assistant, or someone who can take over when you need to leave.”

“I agree, and the girls need to come first. Besides, I still need time to think.”

“Nothing is going to be settled tonight,” Collin agreed.

Silence settled over the table. Fortunately our food came. We ate it silently, each of us wrapped in our own thoughts, and unready to give voice to our concerns.

Finally dinner ended. I headed home, and left my wife with Collin. She looked unusually pensive when we parted, and I wondered what was going through her head.

How attached to Collin is she?


      Chapter Thirteen

The girls were still watching TV in the game room when I checked on them, and the patio beckoned, so I grabbed a cigar, a glass of scotch, and sat outside. What do you do when you’re offered a fantastic opportunity, but you’re already comfortable?

How much risk do you take in pursuit of a dream?

At what point do you choose security over success? Or even greater success?

How much success is enough?

Can I live with failure?

Is it right to risk my family’s future for more money?

Can I live with myself if I let this opportunity pass me by? Pass us by?

My head was spinning. Yes, I’d always wanted to work for myself. Sure, I’d have a partner, but I’d be the boss, and I’d have my own division of the company. I’d be walking into this new venture with a huge account paying fantastic commissions. Collin had an existing client list that provided a ready-made pipeline of prospective insurance buyers. Building relationships with new clients was the most challenging part of any business, but his clients would simply be moving their existing insurance business to our firm.

Our firm?

Collin had mentioned a starting budget of two hundred and fifty thousand dollars. That stung. A lot. We had the money, but it was just about everything we’d built over the course of our marriage. My investments, the kids’ college funds, and hell, everything but our emergency savings.

Anxiety, and more than a little fear, welled up within me. If this failed, we’d lose all the money we’d invested. Nicole and I wouldn’t be the only ones to suffer. Collin was confident we’d knock the ball out of the park, but he was confident about everything.

My conservative mind ran through a few scenarios.

The passengers on the Titanic had been confident they’d reach the States.

The Donner Party had been confident it would reach the west coast.

No one plans to fail, but it happens all the time.

The back door opened, and Nicole stepped outside. She was dressed in sweats and a t-shirt, and she looked amazing. She walked over and slid onto my lap.

“What the heck?”

Nicole shrugged. “I wanted to be with you.”

“Awesome. Is everything okay with Collin?”

“Yes. Neither one of us was feeling romantic after our discussion at dinner.” She looked out across our backyard for several moments. “Collin also mentioned he’d reconnected with someone in his past recently. Apparently, they had a brief but intense affair, and never really got over it. Both were married at the time, but she divorced recently, and reached out to him.”

I studied her. “Honey, are you okay?”

“I’m fine. Collin and I both knew it was going to end between us eventually. We were never going to be together as a couple. I wasn’t going to leave you, and he always said he wasn’t interested in a serious relationship.”

“But now he is?” I added. “And it’s not with you.”

Nicole sighed, and kissed me gently. “Honey, I didn’t want a serious relationship with Collin. Honest. I’m just sad that we’re ending, that’s all.”

“It’s been a helluva ride, hasn’t it?”

She smiled at me. “Yes. Collin was never comfortable with Cynthia, anyway. He was always nice, cordial, and friendly, but I could tell that he wanted me all to himself.”

“I see. So, is it over between you two?”

She nodded, and wiped her eyes. “We agreed we’d stay friends, but our relationship is over.”

“I expected it to end differently, I guess.”

“Me, too.”

Silence decided to make an appearance, and Nicole went inside to open a bottle of wine. She rejoined me a few minutes later, carrying a bottle of Scotch. She refilled my glass, and sat back down on my lap.

“Open your mouth,” she commanded. “And close your eyes.”

I laughed out loud until I saw that she was serious. “What?”

She tweaked my nose. “Just do it, Nick.”

A second later, I felt her slip a pill into my mouth, and the rim of my glass touched my lips. I took a sip of Scotch, and swallowed the pill.

“Are you drugging me now?”

“You’ll see.”

She set my glass of Scotch down. “What do you think of Collin’s offer?”

“It sounds too good to be true,” I replied. “We’d be risking a lot, and if it failed, we’d be in a really tough spot.”

“If it succeeded?”

“Nicole, if this succeeds….” I paused, and took a deep, cleansing breath. “We’ll have everything we’ve ever wanted and more. Money. Freedom. Happiness. Money.” Her eyes widened. “Seriously. This deal has the potential to deliver a level of freedom and financial success few people ever accomplish.”

“Quit with the big words, and just come out and say it.”

“Honey, we’d be rich. The kind of rich that lets you retire early and sail around the world. We’d have a business that lets us party with famous people.” I added that last part with a serious drawl.

“Yeah. You’re a big party animal.”

“Maybe not, but there really isn’t an upside limit, honey.”

“Wow.”

“Yeah, wow.”

We sat in silence for several moments, enjoying the night and each other’s company. Finally she smiled at me. “You want to do it, don’t you?”

A smile was my only response, and a few minutes later, I was free of the chastity belt. We’d put it back in its pouch, stowed it away, and for now…it was history. Our naked bodies came together in the cool sheets, and I paused for a moment to thank my lucky stars. I had my wife back.

She was all mine.

The pill? Cialis.

I’m not sure where she got the prescription, but the little pill she gave me was Cialis, and let me tell you something. It worked! The first time we made love, it was quick, but Nicole didn’t mind. She held me close, and whispered that she loved me. It was nice. We were coming together again without anyone’s approval or influence. A couple once more.

Unbelievably, I was ready to go about twenty minutes later. Hooray for Cialis!

I slid inside my wife the second time, and it was delicious. My cock was rock-hard, and the feeling of penetrating her felt overwhelming. Since I’d just climaxed, I had more control, and I was determined to use it.

We started in the missionary position, but I quickly moved her on top of me so I could watch her ride my cock. She closed her eye in a seductive wink before throwing her head back and thrusting her hips hard against me. Her moans were music because they were genuine, and they signaled she was close. A few seconds later, her body shuddered and a low moan burst from her as an orgasm ripped through her body. Her breasts swayed invitingly in front of me, and I gently licked her nipples.

“Holy shit!” she gasped. “Wow, that was good.”

“I’m glad you liked it.”

Nicole moved her hips on me, and gave me a naughty smile. “You’re still hard.”

“Yes. I. Am.”

“Good.” She slid off me, turned around, and positioned herself on her hand and knees. Her eyes met mine over her shoulder. “Fuck me like a slut, baby.”

My jaw dropped open for a second, but I recovered quickly, and scrambled behind her. Once again, I slid inside her easily, and I held myself fully inside her, enjoying and savoring the sensation.

My wife was mine, all mine.

I gripped her hips and pushed inside her gently at first, getting a rhythm, and then harder, faster. Our bodies moved perfectly together, and she pushed back, meeting my thrusts, and allowing me to fully penetrate her. Her hand found my wrist.

“Don’t be gentle, baby. Please.”

Her plea broke something inside me, and I dropped any remaining shred of gentleness. I hammered and pounded her, and she responded enthusiastically. Just was my orgasm threatened to explode, she slid forward and flipped onto her back. She pulled me down on top of her, and I slid inside her. A simple missionary position, but it allowed me to thrust inside her without having to focus on keeping my balance. Her hands found my ass, and her nails dug into my flesh.

“Harder.”

That was all the encouragement I needed. I savagely pushed into her, pulled out slowly, and then ripped back into her. It was primal, urgent, and she loved it. I suspected she needed it. I felt her climax again under me, and raw joy spread through me, because I’d made my wife climax twice in the same night.

My wife climaxed on my cock, not my tongue, and I felt like a man, a husband again.

Tonight I took her completely with my cock. I wasn’t as big as Collin, but it didn’t matter, not to Nicole and not to me. Collin was history. It was just us again. My cock exploded inside her, and my body shuddered from the intense orgasm.

After a long, exquisite moment, I rolled off my wife, and flopped down beside her.

“Wow. I should have gotten you some of that much earlier.”

“I’m not going to ask where you go it, but wow, it sure works. Doesn’t it?”

“Oh yes,” she breathed. “Ooooh, yes.”

I rolled off the bed, shrugged into my robe, and checked the living room. Empty. A few seconds later, I returned to the bedroom, carrying two bottles of water.

“Here you go.”

“Thank you.”

She’d moved back on the bed, and propped herself up with a few pillows. She was still naked, still gorgeous, and I was still hard as a fucking rock. I lay on the bed next to her, and we smiled at each other. Her eyes were bright, and she winked at me.

“I love you.”

“Love you, too, honey.”

“You got any left?”

A wry smile curved my lips. “Hell, yes.”

Nicole didn’t reply; she just put her water down, and slid down to my waist. She slid my entire cock into her mouth a few times before looking up at me. “I want you to finish in my mouth this time.”

“Whatever you say, baby.”

My eyes closed as her lips enveloped my cock, and purely distilled pleasure washed over me. I expected it to take a while, but she was so good at sucking cock, only a few minutes passed before I felt my orgasm building. She must’ve sensed my arousal, because she hummed lightly as she took me deeply in her mouth, creating another layer of jagged pleasure. My climax came in a rush, and I exploded between her lips. She held her mouth still, gripped my hips tightly, and swallowed my cum easily.

“Ahhhhh.” I trembled under her touch. “It’s sensitive, baby.”

She smiled at me. “I know.”

We both went into the bathroom to wash up, and then slid beneath the covers. Nicole moved next to me. Everything felt right.

In balance.


      Chapter Fourteen

“Nick?” Collin’s voice carried over from the doorway. “I’m outta here, dude. You spending the night or something?”

My business partner for the last six months entered my office.

“Nope. I just want to finish these optional quotations. We’ll have an easier time winning Taylor’s business if we can show him and his business manager a few options.” I glanced at the papers in front of me. “I’ll be saving him a lot of money, and getting him better insurance coverage. We’re in a good spot, and I hope he’ll move his business to us.”

The client in question, Taylor McDonald, was an NFL all-pro wide receiver. The guy was worth millions, and Collin handled the bulk of his money. His business manager had asked me to review his insurance portfolio, and make some recommendations. As I suspected, his insurance policies were cobbled together, and they resembled a patchwork quilt of policies. Each time he bought a property or opened a new business, his current insurance agent just wrote another policy. It was a lazy and expensive way to insure his businesses.

“What are you thinking?”

I leaned back in my chair and smiled up at him. “I’ve got a plan.”

“Oh, shit.” We both laughed before he asked, “Tell me more.”

“I’ve asked three national insurance carriers to put together a comprehensive program that provides coverage for all of his businesses.” I motioned at the documents in front of me. “Right now, everything is being held together with duct tape and spit, and it’s costing him a fortune.”

Collin grabbed a chair, and motioned for me to continue.

“My goal is to get him with one insurance carrier. The benefit to him is that he’ll have seamless coverage, and a single point of contact for coverage, claims, and billing. Since we’ll be combining everything with one carrier, he’ll receive significant discounts. Finally, since we’ve got three insurance companies competing, I can guarantee him no other insurance agent will get him a better deal.”

Collin looked impressed. “Handle it, man. Do your thing. Taylor’s influential in the league, and we’ll get a lot of referral business if we can help him out with this part of his finances. Truthfully, his business manager isn’t the sharpest tool in the shed. He doesn’t really understand insurance, either.”

“That’s obvious,” I replied. “We still presenting our options on Friday?”

“Yes. It’s the only time he’s available, so we’ve got to be ready to go.”

“I’ll be ready.”

“Excellent.” Collin stood. “See you tomorrow.”

“Night.”

Once Collin left, I swiveled my chair, and stared out the window. A nice view of the Texas Hill Country greeted my eyes.

Collin and I had been in business for six months, and sometimes it felt like six years.

Six months. A very long six months.

Six months of eighteen-hour days.

Six months of seven-day weeks.

Six months of starting each day with a thousand items, but time enough for only five hundred.

Six months of bad food, and brief moments with my family.

Six months of constant work and travel.

Bottom line….it had paid off.

We’d gotten lucky, and scored office space in a brand-new building on the top floor. Demand for office space was high, but Nicole knew the real estate developer, and we’d gotten a sweet deal. Nicole had handled the office decorations, and our offices now looked amazing. A local magazine had run a profile of our business, complete with office photos, and we’d received several walk-in customers already. My office was huge, way more space than I needed, but I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t cool.

It wasn’t easy; not one bit of it was easy. But it had paid off…handsomely. Collin handled the financial planning and investment side of the business. I handled the insurance, and my wife helped with the real estate portion on a part-time basis. We were actively searching for a full-time real estate manager.

Our company name? Endeavor Financial, Inc.

We were profitable, and growing fast. John had come through, as promised, and moved his entire account over to me. That commission revenue was critical. We had more than enough income to cover our salaries and expenses, and we’d even secured a generous line of credit. Collin had encouraged me to take a larger salary, but I’d declined. I wanted our money going into our accounts, not my pocket, until we were in business for a year.

Our next big client, another sports team, had been a disappointment. I’d flown to Dallas, and they’d really liked my presentation. Clint had been there, and he’d lobbied for us to get his business. The only challenge had been they weren’t ready to move their account. After a lot of handshakes, I’d gotten the brush off.

We love you. You’re great. But we’re not ready to make a move.

Clint had pulled me aside after the meeting. “You’re going to get our business. I’m serious. Our policies expire in ten months, and I want you back here a few months prior to our policies expiring. You give us the same presentation, and I personally guarantee you’ll win our business.”

I believed Clint, but no deal was ever done until the paperwork was signed. There were still a million things that could change. Collin was confident we’d get the account, and he knew Clint better than I did, but he didn’t know insurance, and it wasn’t just Clint’s decision.

Without that account, I needed more business, so I started digging. Collin helped by referring his clients to me, and together we struck gold. The first client he referred was so happy with the changes I recommended, he referred three brand new clients. Word spread quickly, and Endeavor Financial really started to roll.

Business is good.


      Epilogue

My life changed almost overnight, and I could barely keep track of the twists and turns fate threw at me. In the end though, Karma decided to balance the changes between good and bad results. It was a square deal, and I took it without complaint.

My old company?

When I resigned, my departure caused quite a bit of drama. The CEO came down himself, and shared his plans for my future. He offered me more money and a bigger bonus, but it would be years before my role would change. When I told him my decision was final, his face reddened, and he growled at me. Seriously, he growled. He shouted that I could never come back, and stormed out of my office. His reaction confirmed I’d made the right decision.

Sheila?

She hasn’t spoken to me since I resigned. When I made my announcement, she left the room with tears in her eyes, and I haven’t seen her since. My team threw me a going-away party, but Sheila didn’t attend. I can’t explain her behavior. It hurts though, because I thought we were friends. I suspect Sheila hoped we’d become more than friends. I don’t know. Either way, I miss her, and I wish it had ended differently between us.

Collin and Nicole?

Friends. That’s it. I know, I was skeptical, too. I was initially suspicious that their relationship hadn’t really ended, and I worried they were seeing each other on the sly. My worry caused me to do something I’m not proud of…I spied on Nicole’s phone, computer, and tablet. I checked her social media pages regularly. Nothing. Collin and Nicole ended amicably, and everything’s fine. I’m still ashamed of my snooping behavior, though, and that’s partly why I’m killing myself to make our business successful.

Collin?

He’s a great partner, and he’s never once treated me disrespectfully. Our past relationship has never come up…not once. He did start a relationship with someone from his past. She’s a blond Viking-type woman. Seriously. She’s like six feet, three inches tall, hourglass figure, naturally blonde hair, and the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen. She’s not as beautiful as Nicole or Cynthia, but she is pretty and striking. Her name is Valerie. She still lives in New York, but she’s considering a move to Texas.

Cynthia?

She has become a member of the family. Collin suggested we hire her, and I’m warming up to the idea. She’s considering moving to Austin or San Antonio to be closer to Nicole. The girls still like her, and she stays with us when she visits. She dropped a little bomb on us recently, and declared she was in love with Nicole. She announced it one night while we were sitting on our back patio. She accepts that Nicole is married, with kids, and she’s not going to leave her family.

Cynthia loves her anyway.

Nicole is conflicted.

So am I.

Jasmine and April?

They’re great. Nicole staying at home was exactly what we needed as a family. She only works part-time for Endeavor, and it’s a great arrangement. Jasmine and Nicole are almost like sisters now, even though Jasmine is only fifteen. It’s a healthy relationship, and Nicole told me that Jasmine tells her everything. I’m happy.

My youngest daughter, April, received a love note from a boy at school.

I decided to clean my shotgun…in front of April.

Me?

I’m luckier than I deserve. My life started in very humble beginnings. The only things I possessed when I left home were a good attitude and a strong work ethic. I won the lottery when I met and married my wife, and between the two of us, we’ve built a life together. It’s a life full of happiness, family, and good friends.

It’s enough.

Final Note:

Collin took over our personal finances, and I’m happy to say we’re doing well. He insisted we meet with an estate planning attorney. He even took the liberty of having the attorney come to our offices.

The attorney he recommended?

David.

In case you forgot, David is Collin’s attorney. As Collin and Nicole’s relationship was beginning, she met David several times, and there was an instant attraction between them. When we met him for the first time to discuss our estate, I swear, my wife spent the entire meeting drooling all over him. Based on the way his eyes lingered on her, the feeling was mutual. Whatever our future holds, I suspect it will include David.

And I’m not sure how I feel about him.

Something is just…off.
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If you enjoyed this story, be sure to read the rest of “The One Less Traveled,” available wherever quality books are sold!
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The Cuckold Path

On the surface, Nick has it all: a beautiful wife and family, and a great job. His life is one of clear skies, calm waters, and smooth sailing.

Just over the horizon, however, a wave is building that threatens to change his entire life. A harmless trip to a swingers club, an attempt to try something different, leads them to Collin. The handsome, rich black man immediately enthralls Nicole, his gorgeous Latin wife, and the feeling is mutual.

What follows is an exciting, gut-wrenching ride for everyone—especially Nick, who has to come to terms with his wife’s infatuation for a man who desires her. Nick is faced with a choice: remove Collin from their lives and risk his wife’s happiness, or allow Collin to remain in their lives, and risk his marriage.

Cuckold’s Chosen Path

Bored with their safe, predictable lives, Nick and Nicole embark on a relationship with Collin, a wealthy, gorgeous executive. Collin and Nicole are perfect together. An overwhelming lust and passion soon defines them. Nick finds himself accepting the role of Cuckold Husband, and he becomes addicted to watching the sexy couple. When Collin and Nicole decide to spend time alone, Nick struggles to deal with being excluded from their relationship.

As Collin assumes a dominant role, he starts making demands. First among them, is to remove her wedding rings. Nick objects, leaving Nicole in the middle, and the explosive argument that follows could endanger their budding relationship.

Cuckold’s Voyeur Road

Collin and Nicole descend even further into a sex-laden affair. Their lust and passion for each other seems limitless. Now addicted to watching the sexy couple, Nick purchases a chastity device, a toy designed to increase his frustration and pleasure as he sinks further into the role of Cuckold Husband. He continues to struggle with his own desires, which the chastity belt seems to make even stronger.

Collin and Nicole start openly dating, and Collin introduces his beautiful Latin lover to a world of professional athletes, movie stars, and super-wealthy individuals. Nicole is soon surrounded by wealthy black men, and finds Collin’s world too seductive to resist.

Nick witnesses how money, power, and her gorgeous black lover capture his wife completely. He struggles to hold onto her, maintain his career, and protect his daughters.

Cuckold’s Risky Trail

Nick is alarmed and worried when Nicole starts spending more time with Collin than with him. His career is also at a critical point, with a huge client hanging in the balance, and he desperately needs Nicole’s support. When his beautiful wife chooses Collin over her daughters, Nick explodes and confronts her. Money, power, and her gorgeous black lover prove addicting for Nicole, and Nick struggles to hold onto his wife, sign an enormous client, and protect his daughters.

Cuckold’s Journey

A happy cuckold relationship ignites into a bonfire of sex, dominance, and submission. Collin takes control of Nick. Nicole falls further under her dominant lover’s spell, and revels in dominating Nick. Their cuckold relationship deepens, and returns to the beginning. Cuckold’s Journey brings new challenges, risks, and surprising rewards as the three lovers journey down The One Less Traveled.

Cuckold's Canyon

Nicole’s sexual evolution continues unabated, and Nick finds himself swept up in the current of her growing sexuality. Nicole’s new friend, Cynthia, becomes a fixture in their lives, and despite his natural confidence, even Collin seems unsure where Nicole will take them next. What is certain is Cynthia’s desire to dominate Nick, and compete for control of Nicole’s affections.

Unwilling to risk his wife’s happiness, Nick finds himself bending to Cynthia’s will. The gorgeous, predatory blond woman views him as a conquest, and it isn’t long before she gets him all to herself.

Cuckold's Chasm

Nick and Nicole’s saga deepens even further. Nicole’s feelings for Cynthia strengthen until they threaten both her marriage and her relationship with Collin. Nick exerts herculean efforts to save his marriage, fend off a beautiful, sexy subordinate at work, and keep his own career on track. It’s a full load, and one that threatens to overwhelm him until Collin shocks him over dinner with an offer he can’t believe, and one he can’t afford to refuse.

An exciting, erotic, and wild ride comes to an end. Nick, Nicole, Collin and Cynthia were brought together by raw attraction and carnal sex. Now they must decide whether to stay together, or choose separate paths.
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J.C. Wittol is an American romance and erotica writer. He is best known as the author of ‘The One Less Traveled’ series.

His highly-regarded series centers around Nick and Nicole, a suburban couple who open their relationship and lives to Collin, a rich, handsome black man. What follows is a delicious descent into the world of Cuckold/Hotwife relationships where every boundary is pushed, and their marriage is tested by the strong pull of the cuckold lifestyle.

J.C. Wittol was born and raised in Montana where his parents swore he was raised by wolves, and educated by bears. A poor student from day one, JC focused on good books, good times, good friends, and less-than-good girls. He proudly joined the U.S. Military to see the world, and was promptly sent to west Texas, where he received a quality education in the school of hard knocks.

J.C. eventually finished college with a degree in Accounting, and after several years of crunching numbers, he returned to literature and began writing his own stories. J.C. prefers jagged edges and sharp points in his characters, and he focuses on the human drama created through cuckold, hotwife, interracial, and related erotica.

Follow J.C. Wittol by visiting Twitter (https://twitter.com/JayCWittol), Pinterest (https://www.pinterest.com/jcwittol/), Facebook (https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100010260493038), or his personal website, http://www.jcwittol.com!
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