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  Chapter One
 
   
 
  A starter’s gun exploded inside my head, and my heart bolted off the starting line as I considered Collin’s jarring question. I started to grow lightheaded. I focused on maintaining an even pace of breathing, and willed myself to remain conscious. While his question had been simple, my answer wasn’t, and I struggled to form a coherent reply.
 
  My wife and I had embarked on an unusual lifestyle. A lifestyle where my wife, Nicole, had a boyfriend. I knew about it. I approved of it, and her boyfriend and I were good friends. It hadn’t been easy. We’d struggled, fought, separated for a short time, and then finally reconnected. Honest communication, patience, and brutal honesty had allowed us to navigate these treacherous waters, and now we’d arrived at smooth seas and calm winds.
 
  Sort of.
 
  Collin was my wife’s boyfriend. He was my friend. The question he’d posed, however, made me think there were storm clouds on the horizon.
 
  “Do I know what a submissive is?” I repeated his question. “I think so, but why don’t you explain?”
 
  He kept his eyes on the course as he responded. “You remember the first night I was with Nicole? In my hotel room?”
 
  “Definitely. I can’t forget it.” The memory made me smile. “I don’t think I slept a wink that night. Why?”
 
  “Do you remember folding our clothes, mine and Nicole’s?”
 
  “Yes.”
 
  “Why? Why fold our clothes?”
 
  I dropped my eyes to my lap, idly playing with my golf glove as I pondered how to respond. When I glanced over, I found him staring at me steadily, patiently, and with no visible disdain or derision.
 
  He simply wanted an honest answer.
 
  “I’m not sure.” I answered finally. “It just seemed the right thing to do, and I thought the two of you might appreciate it.”
 
  “I see.” He paused for a moment, obviously considering his next question. “How did it feel to wear the chastity belt?”
 
  I laughed, and immediately regretted it, because his expression was serious. I cleared my throat, shifted in my seat, and motioned vaguely. “It was unusual, that’s for sure. I had to focus on other things to keep my mind occupied. It wasn’t painful.” I searched for the right description. “Restricting. That’s the word I’d choose.”
 
  He nodded as if my response had confirmed his guess. “Nicole said you wore it for twenty-four hours, despite having the ability to take it off yourself.”
 
  “Yeah,” I replied slowly.
 
  “When I asked her about it, she said you wanted her to take it off. Is that right?”
 
  “Yes. Where are you going with this? Are you suggesting I’m a submissive, or some sort of slave?”
 
  “Whoa. Hold on.” He raised his hand, and smiled at me. “Easy there, buddy. We’re just talking here.”
 
  “What are you saying then?”
 
  He sighed. “Dominance and submission come in a wide variety of flavors, and there are oceans of differences between submissive personalities.” He paused, met my eyes, and raised his eyebrows at me. I nodded and waved for him to continue. “I asked those questions because I think you may feel comfortable with a dominant personality. It may seem like a stretch, but I think a dominant’s influence could help you develop further as a cuckold.”
 
  I didn’t know how to answer. I fidgeted in my seat for a moment before sitting forward, and staring out at the manicured course. I drew in a deep, cleansing breath, and tried to quell the fear rising inside me.
 
  Me? A submissive?
 
  My first instinct was to deny everything, accuse him of misreading the situation, and dismiss his entire line of reasoning. I mean, a real man can’t be a submissive. Right? That part of my brain took over, and for several seconds it felt good, as if I’d just fed my brain some chocolate.
 
  Just like a sugar-high, though, it didn’t last long, and another part of me soon voiced its opinion. Memories, erotic and exciting, flashed through my brain, and each one quietly reinforced his point. A growing part of me suspected he was right. I’d taken to being a cuckold husband like a duck to water. I loved it, and my pleasure grew when he took over. Our relationship suited my personality, and I suspected I’d love being submissive even more.
 
  And that realization felt like a plunge into icy water.
 
  When does a pleasurable experience become a habit, and when does that habit become an addiction? At what point does a recreational drug user become an addict? When you’re looking up from the bottom of a pit you dug yourself, can you identify the precise point when you should’ve quit digging?
 
  My knowledge of submission could’ve filled a thimble, but if it was as addicting as being a cuckold husband, I knew I’d risk losing myself to it. My tenure as a cuckold was still fairly short, but in that short time, I’d grown to love it. How would I feel if I agreed to become a submissive? Would I be able to manage it? Would I even want to? How would my wife deal with it?
 
  Ugh! I couldn’t begin to answer the questions zipping around my head. They wouldn’t stop or organize themselves, and I started to feel my emotions fray.
 
  “Hey.” His voice got my attention. “Why don’t we play some golf, and you can think about it?”
 
  I slid out of the cart, grabbed a club, and a few deep breaths later, I was ready to continue playing. Fortunately, our conversation hadn’t affected my golf game, and my shot ended up just short of the green. All I needed was a short pitch, and I would be in a good position to end the hole at par. Collin hit a great second shot, and it looked like he was going to finish with a birdie. His golf game was improving.
 
  We finished the hole with Collin only one stroke behind me. The next few holes passed quickly and quietly. We barely spoke, and I maintained my one stroke lead. Our conversation eventually picked up, we switched to trivial topics, and I told him more about my account. Now that I’d won it, I could share more information. We ended the first nine holes, and moved over to start the back half of the course. The course was quiet, with only a few golfers several holes behind us, and the morning continued to reward us with great weather.
 
  “Okay.” He glanced over at me from the tee box. “For the sake of discussion, let’s just say I think you’re right.”
 
  A hint of a smile appeared on his face. He leaned on his club and let me finish.
 
  “What would that mean? What changes would take place? I mean, you just got finished saying I’m not a pushover, but now you’re saying that I am, or I will be in the future.” I shook my head a little. “My biggest concern is that I don’t know what comes next, and that makes me nervous. It scares me.”
 
  “I understand, and I know this has to be challenging for you. Y’know, being a cuckold doesn’t mean you’re a pushover in all aspects of your life. In our situation, it simply means you’re willing to let me take a leadership role with your wife, primarily sexually, but also in other ways.”
 
  He took a few more practice swings before stepping up to tee off.
 
  “Let me tee off first; otherwise we’ll be out here all day.”
 
  “Sounds good.”
 
  He let go with another booming drive, and I watched it sail down the fairway, a little jealous at the distance he got off the tee. A petty surge of satisfaction welled up in me as I watched his ball roll off the fairway. His ball had stopped in the rough…again. A little bit more finesse, and he’d lower his scores by several strokes. I wasn’t going to tell him, though, because I’m not stupid, and I wanted to continue beating him.
 
  My drive was right down the middle, and twenty yards shorter. As I picked up my tee and walked back to the cart, I wondered if this golf game could be a metaphor for our relationship. Collin had the big drives and pushed the edges of the fairway, while I was straight down the middle, safe but not nearly as aggressive. I couldn’t help smiling as I put my club back in the bag.
 
  Golf was the perfect metaphor, and I usually won at golf.
 
  “I meant what I said.” He slid behind the wheel. “I don’t see you as a pushover. I know I can rely on you to speak up when you become uncomfortable. That’s important, because it helps all of us know your boundaries, and how far Nicole and I can push them.”
 
  I didn’t respond right away, but I did give him a short nod.
 
  “So…what would change?” He echoed my earlier question. “At first, not much.”
 
  He laughed when I threw him a sidelong, skeptical glance out of the corner of my eye.
 
  “Seriously. Look, there is a difference between a dom and a dick! A dick would start barking orders, demanding submission from everyone, and basically ruin the relationship because of his own selfish desires. Follow me?”
 
  “I think so. Yeah.”
 
  “A dom actually gives a shit about people. That’s key. He works to preserve and enhance the relationship for everyone. It’s a big responsibility, and one I don’t take lightly.” He paused meaningfully. “Ever.”
 
  We hit our second shots, and once again, I ended up in a much better position than him. His hands clenched around his club as he walked back to the golf cart. He wasn’t used to losing.
 
  “I could try and take control.” He made a grabbing motion with his hands as he drove. “But that’s not my style, and I damn sure know that wouldn’t work with you and Nicole.”
 
  “I agree. That’s just not who we are.”
 
  “I know that’s right.” He gave a short laugh, and a shake of his head. “Nicole has a temper, doesn’t she?”
 
  We shared a laugh, because it was definitely an understatement. My wife was generally an easygoing and friendly person, but she did have a really bad temper. It had actually gotten better over the years.
 
  “Besides, I meant what I said about respecting you.”
 
  He held out his fist, and we bumped knuckles.
 
  “Thanks. It’s easier to listen to your suggestions when I know you respect me and my marriage.”
 
  “I do. I honestly do.”
 
  “Cool. So, back to these ‘changes.’” I made quotations in the air. “With you as the dom in this relationship.”
 
  “No changes at first, Nick. Cross my heart!”
 
  He swung his club. The slice he laid on his ball was so severe, I swear it almost came back at us. It fell well right of the green, and some colorful language echoed over the course. Internally I had a hearty laugh, but it didn’t reach my face because golf can be a really touchy game, especially after someone hits a really shitty shot. Fights have broken out on the course over someone talking smack. I didn’t like my odds with Collin.
 
  My shot landed on the green, but I was a long way from the hole, so it looked like I would make par on this one.
 
  He continued his oration once we got back in the cart. “Nope. No changes. I want to discuss this with Nicole first, and make sure she’s comfortable.”
 
  “Really?” His response surprised me. “I thought you would have already discussed it with her.”
 
  “Noooooo! Are you kidding me? You and I need to agree before we discuss it with her.” He cocked his head. “Honestly, if I’d received her agreement before yours, you’d think we were conspiring against you. Am I right?”
 
  The way he explained it made sense. “Yeah. You’re probably right.”
 
  “See?” He held out his hand, and tilted it back and forth. “Dom. Dick. There’s a difference.”
 
  “Okay. I see your point.”
 
  “Cool. You have to be willing; otherwise it won’t work.” He drove over to the woods where his ball had disappeared. “Nicole and I will discuss it, and if she’s comfortable, the three of us will move forward together. Now I’ve gotta hike through the woods to find my ball.”
 
  He couldn’t find his ball, so he took a drop and a penalty. My lead was getting bigger. He’s not a dom out on the golf course, I thought with more than a little satisfaction. I was three strokes ahead when we finished the hole, and with the number of holes left to play, it looked like I would win convincingly.
 
  Since we seemed done with the dom/sub conversation, I decided to discuss something else that had been nagging at me. “I need to ask you a question.”
 
  “What’s up?”
 
  “How much did you know about my big account? My introduction to John right before my presentation wasn’t an accident. Was it?”
 
  A stillness came over him, and his expression grew serious. He retrieved his golf glove from his back pocket, and tugged it onto his hand before meeting my eyes. “No. It wasn’t a coincidence. I figured you’d put that together sooner or later.”
 
  “It wasn’t hard.”
 
  He nodded. “John mentioned he was looking to consolidate his company’s financial products with one insurance carrier, and when you mentioned you were working on a big account, but you couldn’t discuss it, I put two and two together.”
 
  “Ahh.”
 
  “Nick, I need you to understand something.” He paused, and waited until I nodded back to him. “I don’t normally involve myself in people’s business affairs, but I wanted to help.”
 
  “It could’ve been a disaster.” I decided to point out the obvious. “If John and I hadn’t gotten along.”
 
  “I knew John’s personality, and I knew yours. I was pretty sure the two of you would hit it off.” He leaned on his club, still looking serious. “Meeting John helped you, but it didn’t affect the final decision. If you hadn’t done a good job on the presentation, he wouldn’t have hesitated to throw your proposal in the trash.”
 
  “I figured as much. He seems like a pretty savvy businessman.”
 
  “You’re right, and he doesn’t tolerate bullshit, not from anyone. Keep that in mind as you continue to deal with him.”
 
  “I will. There is one other thing, though, about John that we need to discuss.”
 
  “What’s that?”
 
  “He thinks Nicole is your girlfriend, and it’s definitely possible that Nicole and I may meet him in an official capacity. Know what I mean?”
 
  He threw back his head and laughed, which confused me because I was a little worried about the whole situation. Irritation flashed through me, but I pushed it down and took a deep breath.
 
  “Don’t worry,” he said once he stopped laughing. “John’s been my client for almost two decades, and he’s also a close, personal friend. In his career, he’s been around professional sports and athletes, so he doesn’t shock easily, and he doesn’t pass judgment!”
 
  “Are you sure? Because this is huge, and I can’t afford for any personal issues to affect my work.”
 
  “You’re fine.” He smiled, and gave me a thumbs-up. “If it becomes an issue, I’ll speak to him privately, but he’s not down here very often, so I don’t think we have anything to worry about. In the meantime, we’ll continue with Nicole being my girlfriend as far as John is concerned. Cool?”
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Two
 
   
 
  It was the best answer I could hope for under the circumstances.
 
  “Fine.” I offered him a wry smile. “I’m willing to give this a try.”
 
  “I’ll speak to Nicole today, and we’ll go from there.”
 
  “Sounds good.”
 
  We finished up our round. I won by several strokes, and I felt pretty good as we headed into the clubhouse. He bought the first round. I stuck to beer this time, not wanting to get tipsy during lunch. We were talking about the round of golf when I felt a hand on my shoulder, and turned to see my wife smiling at me.
 
  “Hey. How was golf?”
 
  She kissed my cheek before sliding next to Collin, and his arm went around her naturally. Once again, I thought they looked great together. He answered, because I couldn’t take my eyes off my sexy wife. Her top was new, tight-fitting, and it showed just the right amount of cleavage to draw the eye. It also left her stomach uncovered. The shorts clung to her like a second skin, and while they covered her ass, they also left little to the imagination. She was definitely dressing the part of a hotwife, and Collin’s eyes reflected his approval.
 
  “Golf was great, except for the fact that Nick won again.”
 
  “Couldn’t beat him, huh? Poor baby,” she teased. “I’ll help you get over your loss.”
 
  “Yes.” He smiled down at her. “You will.”
 
  He pulled her against him, and pressed his lips against hers. The kiss started normally, but after a few seconds she moaned softly, and melted against his muscular body. I took the opportunity to scan the bar. Every guy in the place was trying to get a better look at her, but that wasn’t unusual. At least the kiss they were sharing didn’t attract any unusual attention, and since we were now members, I wanted to avoid any issues.
 
  His voice interrupted my bar scan. “Nick.” Once he had my attention, he continued in an authoritative voice. “It’s time for you to go home, check on the girls, and start thinking about dinner. Nicole and I are going to have a light lunch, and then I’m going to take her shopping. We’ll be back at your house for dinner.”
 
  My wife looked up at him sharply. “You can’t order Nick around like tha…”
 
  “It’s okay, Nikki.”
 
  I interrupted her before she got rolling, and her eyebrows disappeared under her bangs in surprise. I took a deep breath, put my empty beer bottle on the bar, and rubbed my hands together. “We had a good discussion today, and I’m comfortable with how he’s speaking to me.” Her mouth dropped open. “Collin will explain everything over lunch.”
 
  “Now I’m confused, but okay.” She leaned forward, and kissed my cheek again. “The girls already had lunch. They mentioned having some friends over, and getting into the pool.”
 
  “Cool. I’ll see you both later.”
 
  The Mustang was waiting for me as I made my way outside the clubhouse. Of course, the gorgeous concierge lady gave me a smile, and congratulated me on being a new member. The drive home was short, and the girls were on the phone two seconds after I entered, inviting their friends over for a pool party. A few minutes later, the house was full of girls. Typical teenage girl phrases filled the air.
 
  “Ooh, my God.”
 
  “He is sooooo cute.” I really didn’t like that one.
 
  “No way.”
 
  “Seriously?”
 
  “Sshh, your dad is coming.”
 
  I wasn’t too happy about the last one, either, but I accepted it as the cost of having daughters.
 
  Lifeguard duty was mine and I took it seriously, because I’d made the mistake of reading up on pool safety when we’d bought this house. It had scared the crap out of me. I’d bought a super-cool pool cover and every freakin’ safety device available, including a loud whistle.
 
  Fortunately, I didn’t have to use the whistle.
 
  The party kept me busy and focused, so I didn’t spend a lot of time thinking about my conversation with Collin, or what the sexy couple was doing. Instead, I served soft drinks, watched the pool, got snacks, watched the pool, turned down the radio several times, and watched the pool. It was almost five when the last girl was picked up by her parents, and I walked back into the kitchen to check the fridge.
 
  I’d bought steaks recently, so I decided to grill them. Risotto and asparagus made for excellent side dishes, and a bold cabernet rounded out the menu.
 
  Not bad, I thought. With any luck, we’ll be eating by six.
 
  I should’ve been tired, but I wasn’t. A low grade arousal gave me a consistent flow of energy, as if I’d been plugged into a sexual battery. I slipped my favorite New Orleans apron over my head, and went out to warm up the grill. The girls disappeared upstairs. The only part of this dinner that would be challenging was the risotto, because you have to keep an eye on it. I paused to estimate cooking times, finalize my ingredients, and then started slicing the asparagus.
 
  Focused. I was totally focused on dinner when the happy couple entered, with Collin carrying several packages. Nicole walked beside him, laughing, and as I turned to face them, she pinched his ass. He set the packages down, and sat on the couch.
 
  “Nick, bring me a beer.”
 
  No greeting. No handshake.
 
  His voice was calm, measured, and polite. I imagined military officers giving orders in exactly the same tone. My heart started to beat faster. I set my knife down, and went to the fridge.
 
  “Bottle or frosted mug?”
 
  “Bottle’s fine.”
 
  A few seconds later, I handed him a bottle of beer, wrapped in a napkin to soak up the condensation, and then returned to the kitchen. The steaks were resting on a cutting board, and the risotto was almost ready. Cooking helped, and I threw myself into it. Soft hands startled me as they circled my stomach, and the light scent of vanilla reached my nose.
 
  “Hey, honey. How can I help?”
 
  Her voice was low, smooth, and I loved the way it sounded. A sultry, sexy voice that still made butterflies take flight in my stomach. Her hands ruffled my hair, and when I turned to face her, she gave me a nice, slow kiss.
 
  “What’s that for?”
 
  “Just for being a great husband. I love you.”
 
  “I love you, too, and you can keep an eye on the risotto.”
 
  She nodded, brushed a stray hair behind her ear, and stepped closer to the stove. “I got it.”
 
  “Cool. I also decanted a bottle of cabernet.”
 
  “Excellent. You rock, my Iron Chef.”
 
  The steaks finished resting just as the asparagus and risotto finished cooking. Perfect.
 
  The girls hugged (Jasmine) and high-fived (April) Collin, and then we sat down to eat. I’m the chef, so I’m clearly biased, but dinner was excellent. Conversation flowed easily, and Collin talked about his son at Harvard. Jasmine asked several questions about the elite and expensive university, and I could tell she was genuinely interested in attending.
 
  We ended with a variety of sweet stuff: ice cream, Oreo’s, and leftover cheesecake. Once more, the girls disappeared upstairs to watch a movie, and I suspected they’d fall asleep in front of the television. Collin, Nicole, and I took our drinks to the patio, and I continued the charade of appearing relaxed and confident. Truthfully, my heart had been hammering since he’d entered our home, and I made a deliberate effort to sip, not gulp, my Scotch.
 
  He sat down, and my wife lowered herself into his lap with sultry smile. Her arms circled his neck, and she kissed him gently before she settled against him. She glanced over at me, her expression unreadable, and she ran her hand over his chest and stomach before letting it rest in his lap. He whispered in her ear. She giggled, patted his chest, and moved to a different seat.
 
  “So,” I began. “How was lunch?”
 
  They shared a private smile before he answered. “Good. We discussed a lot of things, including the conversation you and I had about John.”
 
  Nicole sat forward. “Honey, I don’t think John will be an issue, but if we see him again, I’ll just be Collin’s girlfriend. If you and John want to hang out, that’s fine. I’ll stay home, or be with Collin.” She smiled at me. “We can make it work.”
 
  “Sounds good,” I replied neutrally.
 
  It wasn’t planned, but we all lifted our glasses and sipped our drinks in unison, then realized what we’d done, and started laughing. It was one of those weird tension-breaking moments.
 
  “Nick.” He waited until he had my full attention. “Nicole is comfortable with my leadership, provided neither of you are hurt, physically or emotionally.” He smiled at me. “Especially you. Your wife is mostly concerned about you.”
 
  “Hey, that’s good to hear.” I toasted her. “Thank you, baby.”
 
  “I love you.” Her voice and expression were serious. “Please remember that as we move forward.”
 
  “I will.” I put my Scotch down. “So we’re all in agreement. What’s next?”
 
  A predator’s smile tugged at his mouth, and his eyes were bright with victory. “First things first. The restriction about you seeing Nicole in her underwear, or naked, is back on. Starting this instant, her sexuality belongs to me, and me alone. I realize you two live together, but you need to adjust your schedule to avoid seeing her naked, or in her underwear. Understood?”
 
  “Yes.”
 
  “Now, if you want to wear the chastity belt, that restriction is completely lifted. I’ve even instructed Nicole to let you see her naked, or in her underwear, as often as possible when you’re appropriately restrained.”
 
  I nodded my understanding. Nicole reached over, slipped her hand over mine, and gave it a squeeze. For his part, Collin took a generous sip of his drink before motioning vaguely with his hand.
 
  “Basically, if you’re willing to give something up, such as control of your cock, Nicole and I will make sure you get something in return.”
 
  “Understood. I’m still not sure I want to wear the chastity belt, but I understand the deal.”
 
  “Excellent. Nicole will spend next weekend with me.” I raised my eyebrows at that statement, but he held up a hand. “It’s not up for discussion. I bought a house, and I want her to spend the weekend with me. You’ll drop her off on Friday afternoon, and pick her up early Sunday afternoon.” He spread his hands, and smiled at me. “What we do during the weekend is our business.”
 
  She clucked her tongue at him disapprovingly, and turned to face me. “I will stay in touch with you. I promise I won’t leave you hanging, and he knows how I feel.”
 
  My throat had turned dry, but I managed a croak. “Good.”
 
  She gave her boyfriend a sexy little glare, and then faced me again. “Don’t worry, honey, I will not miss any family stuff, and Mr. Collin over there agrees. Don’t you?”
 
  “Yes,” he replied seriously. “Your family comes first, no matter what.”
 
  He raised his empty glass with an obvious question on his face. I nodded, grabbed his glass, and went inside to get him a refill. I told myself that I needed one, too, but honestly, I was falling into this submissive role pretty easily.
 
  Slippery slope didn’t begin to describe how I felt, but I wasn’t unhappy. I was supremely conflicted, but not unhappy. I was also desperately aroused.
 
  It was unusually quiet indoors, so I crept upstairs, down the hall, and peeked into the game room. Immediately, I hurried back downstairs to get our camera. My girls had fallen asleep on top of one another, and it was the cutest thing in the world.
 
  The girls had fallen asleep with the light on, so the flash didn’t wake them. I took at least a dozen pictures from various angles before I was satisfied I’d adequately captured the overwhelming display of cuteness. I carried April to bed, and she gave a soft murmur as I laid her down, but she stayed fast asleep. There was no way I was carrying Jasmine. I gently woke her and helped her into her room, where she flopped down on her bed. She was asleep before I closed the door. I made a drink for Collin and myself before I returned to the happy couple.
 
  “Dude, what took you so long?”
 
  “I was helping the girls get to bed. They fell asleep in the game room.”
 
  Nicole squeezed my hand, and gave me a smile. “Thanks, honey.”
 
  “You’re great with your kids.” He raised his glass in a toast, and we clinked glasses.
 
  “Thanks. They’re the center of my world.”
 
  “We should probably talk about them, then,” he said. “Don’t you think?”
 
  “What do you mean?”
 
  Nicole leaned forward. “Jasmine is almost fourteen, and she’s old enough to notice what’s going on between the three of us. I just think we ought to prepare ourselves to discuss this with her. It doesn’t have to be tonight, obviously, but we shouldn’t fool ourselves. Kids are a lot more observant than we give them credit for being.”
 
  “No.” I shook my head. “I’m not ready to discuss this with Jasmine. What the heck do we say?”
 
  She sipped her drink, shot a knowing glance at Collin, and then shrugged her shoulders. “I’m not sure, but whatever we tell her, we should do it together. I don’t want her worried that her parents are splitting up, or that something is going on behind the other person’s back.”
 
  “That makes sense, I guess.”
 
  I’d wandered into this relationship assuming we’d be able to keep our kids in the dark. That seemed less and less likely, and while my wife’s suggestion was sound, I didn’t want to discuss any of it with my daughters. The sound of Nicole giggling interrupted my thoughts, and I glanced over to see Collin smiling into his drink. A conspiratorial expression rested on both of their faces.
 
  “What?”
 
  Her giggles evolved into outright laughter, and she left the table. He answered for her. “You’ll see in a second. It’s not bad, and we’re not making fun of you. She is just happy, and excited that everything seems to be falling into place.”
 
  “Right.” My tone clearly conveyed the fact that I wasn’t buying his brand of bullshit. “Before she comes back, I did want to talk to you about something else.”
 
  “What’s that?”
 
  “Pictures. I know she’s let you take pictures of her, but that makes me uncomfortable. Every day there’s a new story about private pictures and videos being posted on the net.”
 
  “Yep. I get it. Listen, the pictures I’ve taken have been with her camera, not mine. I’ve taken a few pictures with my phone, but she’s always been fully clothed.”
 
  “Cool.”
 
  “Trust is key, buddy, and I need you to trust me.” He took a sip of Scotch. “I would never misuse the pictures I take of her, or abuse the trust you two have placed in me.”
 
  “I do trust you, but it makes me nervous.”
 
  “Understood. Why don’t we let Nicole set the limits on the pictures? She’s the one in them, after all.”
 
  “Sounds good.”
 
  My attention was drawn to movement around one of the windows, and I noticed Nicole closing all the blinds that faced the backyard. I’d closed the blinds on the second floor, but she was now closing the ones on the first floor. She returned a few minutes later wearing her thick robe, with no shoes, and I immediately wondered if she was naked underneath. She placed something on the table with a soft smile before standing next to Collin, her hand on his shoulder.
 
  My eyes fell to the table.
 
  The black pouch containing the chastity belt sat in front of me. It lay there, next to my glass of Scotch, and I couldn’t take my eyes off of it. Scotch and Chastity. Two addictive substances. Here was a cage of my own choosing. It was for me and me alone, and once it was on, I didn’t know when I’d be set free. The benefits to wearing the cage would be unrestricted viewing of the happy couple together, a cuckold husband’s dream. The drawback was that I wouldn’t be able to achieve an erection, masturbate, or feel the delicious release of an orgasm.
 
  For how long?
 
  I had no idea.
 
  His soft voice slowly invaded my thoughts, and pulled my attention away from the black pouch.
 
  “…your choice.”
 
  The first part of his statement flew right over my head, and when our eyes met, I found him smiling at me. My wife stood next to him with one hand on his shoulder, and the other hand idly playing with the sash that tied the robe together. She slowly loosened the sash, letting her robe shift open, a little bit at a time. My heart thumped in my chest. The growing amount of visible skin was flawless. Just before the robe opened completely, she stopped, and held it together with her fingers. She noticed my expression and the desire emanating from me, and she shook her head.
 
  “Nick? Are you still with us?”
 
  “Huh.” I forced my eyes away from my wife. “Sorry. What were you saying?”
 
  He chuckled. “I was saying that we’re going skinny-dipping. You’re welcome to join us, but first you need to put on the chastity belt.” He stood, and took off his shirt. His muscles rippled under his skin. His chest, shoulders, and abs belonged on a fitness magazine cover. “Otherwise, you need to go inside. The blinds are closed for a reason, and I don’t want you sneaking a peek at us. It’s your choice.”
 
  “C’mon, seriously? I’d love to go skinny dipping.” I finished the last of my drink, and pushed it away. “Look, I won’t bother you, and I’ll stay on the other side of the pool.”
 
  “No,” she answered this time. “You agreed, honey.”
 
  “I agreed, but I didn’t realize we were starting this now.”
 
  Okay, that was bullshit. I was stalling for time, trying to find a loophole, some fine print, or an exception, basically anything that would keep me from wearing the chastity belt. I desperately wanted to watch them skinny-dipping, and I didn’t want my cock locked away. Lust had been simmering in my body all day.
 
  “It’s not open for discussion.” His voice was calm, reasonable, and authoritative. He wasn’t screaming, yelling, or using his size to intimidate me, but his voice held no wiggle room.
 
  “Colli…”
 
  “No.” He stared steadily at me for a second before a gleam of mischief entered his eyes. “I tell you what, since this is your first day, I’ll work with you.” He held up a finger. “But only this once. Understood?”
 
  “Cool,” I replied with an invisible sigh. “Yes.”
 
  “You can swim with us without the chastity belt, if…” He paused, and I could see the laughter just behind his eyes. “You put on one of Nicole’s skimpiest bathing suits.”
 
  He couldn’t contain his laughter anymore, and my wife giggled behind her hand.
 
  “What?” I couldn’t believe what I’d heard.
 
  “Only the bottoms,” he clarified through his laughter. “That’s the deal. Take it or leave it.”
 
  “Collin. Come on.”
 
  “What’s wrong? I think you’d look good in a thong, or a Brazilian cut!” He laughed again before turning serious. “I told you, her sexuality belongs to me. I don’t want you interfering, and if you want to see her naked, wear the chastity belt or bikini. Either way, your cock is going to be caged, or covered by something that my girlfriend will view as non-sexual. These conditions only apply if you want to go skinny-dipping with us. Otherwise go inside.”
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Three
 
   
 
  I sucked in a deep breath and turned my gaze towards my wife, who simply smiled at me. She moved her robe a little further apart, noticed my reaction, and offered me a wink. I knew she was deliberately teasing me. Whether she wanted me to wear the chastity belt or a bikini, I wasn’t sure, but I sensed she wanted me to go swimming with them. My cock had been partially erect for most of the evening, but it had grown rock-hard since I’d sat down. There was no way I was getting the chastity belt on. My options were limited, but I thought I’d make one last ditch effort to avoid my plastic prison.
 
  “Collin, listen, I can’t wear the chastity belt because I’m already hard. It won’t go on with me erect like this, so I guess I’ll head inside.”
 
  It was a bluff, but I thought it was worth the effort. I picked up my glass, and moved towards the door. Nicole started to follow me, and his voice made both of us stop and turn.
 
  “Don’t worry.” He dropped his shorts and stepped out of his flip-flops, wearing only his boxer brief underwear. “Nicole can help you with that, buddy.”
 
  My wife guided me inside, her robe tightly belted now, and I heard a splash as we entered the house. The air conditioning felt almost cold, and I shivered as she led me over to the couch. She asked me to lay down, which I did, and then she walked towards the kitchen. I listened to the sound of her feet walking across the tile.
 
  I was erect, painfully erect, and secretly hoping for a little sex.
 
  The sound of our refrigerator opening echoed into the living room, and I wondered what the heck she was doing. She walked past the couch, carrying something, but she went into our bedroom before I could see what she held in her hands. When she reappeared, she stood in front of the couch, an evil, naughty smile on her face. Her hands were full, and I finally saw what she was carrying. In one hand, she had a bag of finely crushed ice, and in her other hand, she held a bikini.
 
  “I have a bag of ice that will help your erection go down.” She shook the bag of ice. “I also brought my favorite bikini, in case you wanted to go in that direction.” Her eyes passed back and forth between the items in her hands. “Personally, I think you should go with the chastity belt, because I like this bikini, and I don’t want to see you wear it. It’s your choice, though. I’m sure Collin will buy me a new bikini.”
 
  “Are you sure? I mean, it’s a little extreme, isn’t it?”
 
  She cocked her head, staring at me steadily for several seconds, before she set both the ice and the bikini down on the coffee table. She knelt next to the couch, took my hands, and gently kissed me. The light smell of vanilla filled the air, and she gazed deeply into my eyes.
 
  “I love that Collin is taking a more dominant role. It makes me feel…” Her eyes fell to the floor as she looked for the right words. “Fulfilled, and safe. I want him to provide us direction, guide us, and help us explore ourselves. I find it all very exciting. I know he won’t abuse us.” She smiled down at me. “Besides, I can tell you’re completely excited. It’s obvious you like where this relationship is heading, so just enjoy it. I promise, everything will be fine.”
 
  She saw my uncertainty and indecision, and gently smiled at me. “Please? You and I are finally back on solid footing, and you and Collin are BFF’s now.” I rolled my eyes, and she tweaked my nose. “Why can’t we explore this relationship together, and see where it goes? I know you have fantasies you haven’t shared, and that’s okay.”
 
  “Honey…”
 
  “Shhhh.” She lightly stroked my cheek, her fingers warm and soft, as they traced my jawline. “If it gets too intense, we’ll take a break. I promise.”
 
  I searched her eyes. I could see that she sincerely felt we could trust him, and I’d never been able to deny my wife anything. I also had to admit that I wanted this as much as my wife. Finally, I shook my head, and thrust out my hand.
 
  “Give me the freakin’ ice. Damn it, I can’t believe I’m doing this.”
 
  “Here you go.”
 
  I pulled my pants and underwear down, and carefully laid the bag of ice on my crotch. “Ho-lee shit! That’s cold!”
 
  My breath came in short gasps as icy coldness shot through my cock and balls. I swear I could feel blood rush away, screaming in pain, into the warmer areas of my body, leaving my cock and balls to suffer under the frigid sack of ice. For a brief second, I wondered if I’d made the wrong choice: maybe I should have taken the bikini!
 
  My beautiful, and evil, wife leaned over me with a sympathetic smile on her face. She ran her hand over my forehead before giving it a little kiss. “I’ll be right back.”
 
  Unsuccessfully, I tried to focus on something, anything, other than the frigid cold around my crotch. Nicole returned from outside carrying the chastity belt pouch, and she laid the different pieces out on the coffee table. It was a bit surprising how easily she identified the parts of it, almost as if she’d been practicing. Instead of leaving me again, which I expected, she sat next to me on the couch.
 
  I’m sure it was only a few minutes, but it felt like a century before she lifted the bag of ice and, with a big smile, pronounced my cock ready. Her fingers retrieved the first piece, and she slid the big base ring around my scrotum. The other parts slid on easily, and before I knew it, I was completely locked away again.
 
  “Good boy.” She patted my chest, kissed my cheek, and then left to join Collin in the pool.
 
  My eyes closed. I lay back on the couch, contemplating what I’d just done, and trying to organize my thoughts and emotions. Nicole wasn’t to blame. Neither was Collin. I’d made the choice to live in this cage, and now that it was back on, I didn’t regret the decision. I’d become addicted to the cuckold high, and I felt it rise again inside me.
 
  It’s hard to explain, but the teasing, denial, voyeurism, jealousy, and lust all swirled together in a confusing combination of searing emotions. Poured into the cauldron of my body, these emotions formed an extremely powerful brew.
 
  An emotional addiction. It’s the only explanation for the cuckold’s overpowering need to watch his wife and her boyfriend together.
 
  As I lay on the couch, wearing the clear plastic cage and contemplating life inside a plastic prison, I also considered the state of our relationship. Honestly, I felt things were good, really good, and the three of us had finally passed the rocky stages of indecision and conflict. Nicole and I had made up, and we felt closer than we had in a long time. Collin and I were on a new level of friendship, and I sincerely felt he respected my family and my marriage. He’d helped with my career, he’d been respectful around my girls, and he’d spent time discussing his desires in this relationship.
 
  By all measures, he was a stand-up guy.
 
  The last thing that crossed my mind was also the hardest to confront. Simply put, I was loving this relationship. I did want it to continue. While the chastity belt was a big step, it still excited me, and I couldn’t deny I became erect every time I thought of them together. Whether those emotions made me a cuckold husband, a submissive, or just a kinky dude, I wasn’t sure, but I was loving this ride.
 
  Finally, I pulled up my shorts, and walked into the bedroom. The last thing I wanted was my girls to see their dad less than fully dressed, and I wasn’t even able to contemplate them seeing me in a chastity belt. A robe, a pair of flip flops, and a clear plastic chastity belt were the only items I wore out to the pool. I tried to imagine wearing bikini bottoms, but I figured I’d stretched my imagination enough for one night. Besides, reality had become a lot more interesting.
 
  Before I stepped outside, I picked up some floating lights. The lights would cycle through several different settings, and they illuminated the pool in an underwater light show.
 
  Collin and Nicole were splashing each other like kids as I tossed the lights into the pool, shed my robe and flip flops, and jumped in with them. Neither made any reference to the chastity belt. It simply wasn’t mentioned, or noticed, which made it easier for me. I swam over, and we fiddled with the lights until we got them set up, and soon the pool was glowing blue, red, and green.
 
  Skinny-dipping in a chastity belt was surprisingly comfortable, because the cool water helped to keep my cock from getting hard, and the weight was hardly noticeable. We played in the water like teenagers, and my wife took turns riding on our shoulders while the other person tried to knock her off.
 
  Seeing my wife frolic naked in the water was something I’ll always remember. It was an Oscar-worthy performance, and I committed it to my mental video library. Collin and I raced a few times from one end of the pool to the other, and while he won, I claimed (rightfully) that the chastity belt caught more drag in the water and slowed me down. I thought that excuse was pretty clever, until he suggested we try racing with me in bikini bottoms.
 
  I was at a loss for a comeback.
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Four
 
   
 
  Eventually we all tired, and sat on the steps leading down into the pool. We discussed random topics, and sensed ourselves growing closer. It was the kind of ending that cemented our relationship changes. Collin never once tried to be jerk or give me a stupid order, or basically be a dick in any way. I wasn’t sure whether that was intentional, but I appreciated the fact that he didn’t feel the need to humiliate me. I’m sure Nicole would have objected, too.
 
  Speaking of my beautiful wife, I couldn’t help but notice her eyes never left his body for more than a few seconds. I caught her staring at him constantly. Her eyes glinted with lust when water beaded on his dark skin and ran over his muscles. Her eyes lingered below his waist, and I watched lust and excitement grow within her. The cock that fell between his legs caught and held her attention throughout our skinny-dipping, and she repeatedly ran her hands over his muscular ass.
 
  We were sitting on the steps, talking about nothing, when she finally lost control. I was in mid-sentence when she pushed him back and straddled his body. Her lips descended to his chest, and she started gently kissing it, working her way towards his nipple. When she reached it, her tongue circled it several times before her white teeth bit it playfully.
 
  At first, he seemed amused. He gave me a little eye-roll, but that stopped immediately when her teeth pinched his nipple. His head rolled back, and a low groan rumbled past his lips. Her hands slid slowly over his abs, descending until they slid beneath the water’s surface. The water rippled as she grasped his cock and started gently stroking it, keeping her lips on his nipple the entire time. Another groan, louder this time, escaped him, and I could almost see pleasure flood his body. My wife obviously knew exactly what excited him, and she was expertly applying that knowledge.
 
  She softly moaned, and his cock breached the surface of the water. It continued to get harder under her tender touch. My mouth dropped open when I got a good look at the black shaft between her hands. I’d known he was large. That wasn’t a surprise. I’d seen his cock from across the room, but tonight I was much closer than I’d ever been, and I realized he was positively huge. How my wife fit all of him inside her was a mystery, because her fingers barely fit around the circumference of his cock.
 
  “Nick, get us our robes?”
 
  Collin’s voice was harsh, breathless, and it carried an urgency that didn’t allow for objections. I heard him, and I understood him, but I couldn’t move. She didn’t pause in her assault on his body except to move slowly over his chest and take his other nipple into her mouth. His fully-erect dark shaft pumped up and down in her hands as he moved in time with her stroking. They moved together with no awkwardness, no hesitation, and I realized it was the kind of sex that happened when two people were completely comfortable with one another.
 
  “Nick!”
 
  His voice held the whip of command, and I realized I’d lost myself in the moment. The intensity of their sex left me unable to move. I shook my head, and scrambled out of the pool. He’d given me an order, and I felt compelled to obey.
 
  When I returned, he was able to pry her away from his body just long enough to don his robe. Then, with her lips still pressed against his body, he picked her up and carried her towards the door. I hurriedly draped the robe over her naked body, covering what I could while staying out of their way. It was a delicate operation, because he was still fully erect, and I didn’t want to get stabbed.
 
  I opened the door, and stepped out of their way. He carried her through the house to our bedroom. It finally dawned on me that he planned to fuck her in our bed. Collin was going to fuck Nicole, my wife for over a decade, in our marital bed. That realization washed over me as though I’d been dunked in ice water.
 
  It was powerfully erotic.
 
  I felt the chastity belt grip my scrotum as blood rushed to my cock, causing it to grow and fill the plastic cage. I felt pressure at first, as my cock expanded, but that soon turned to discomfort as the base ring pulled forcefully on my scrotum. I stopped to take a breath, standing slightly bent over, and I fought to soothe the jagged lust that coursed through my system.
 
  The bedroom door stood open. The moans and whimpers of foreplay drifted out to me. The lusty couple had disappeared inside, and despite my overwhelming desire to follow them, I hesitated outside the door. I leaned up against the wall, breathing heavily, and desperately tried to assert control over my emotions.
 
  The bed squeaked. I recognized the sound. Collin and Nicole had moved onto the mattress.
 
  A few seconds later, more moans replaced the squeaking. The discomfort of the chastity belt threatened to grow into outright pain, but my desire to watch Nicole and Collin consumed me.
 
  Fuck it!
 
  I peeked around the corner.
 
  Collin lay on his back with his arms behind his head, his eyes closed, and a confident smile curving his lips. Nicole crouched between his legs. Her head moved up and down over his cock, and she used her hands to stroke the portions of it not being touched by her lips. Her ass was in the air, her legs spread in a classic and enormously sexy, doggy-style position. I’d seen porn stars who couldn’t manage that position half as well as my wife.
 
  The wetness of her pussy drew my attention. She’d arched her back, and I had an excellent view of her glistening lips. Spellbound, I watched as she easily took his cock into her throat. Each time she raised her head to take a breath, her saliva coated his cock all the way down to his balls. Despite his size, my wife could swallow his entire cock.
 
  Their robes lay in a pile by the bed, so I quietly moved into the room on my tiptoes, and picked up the robes. Being able to focus on something other than sex kept the discomfort of the chastity belt at bay. I couldn’t control my cuckold desire, though, and after a few seconds, I glanced back at the bed. His eyes remained closed, but I saw Nicole’s flick over in my direction briefly before focusing again on his cock. I could scarcely believe how thoroughly she threw herself into sex with him.
 
  Insatiable. The word echoed in my mind. It was a poor, but adequate, description for my wife’s behavior.
 
  The chastity belt had grown uncomfortable, and the base ring pulled hard on my scrotum. I backed into the closet, and hung up their robes. I remained in the dark, quiet closet, and focused on slowing my heart rate. It took several moments to calm my mind and body, and I heaved a sigh of relief when I felt the pressure on my balls lessen.
 
  When I walked back into the room, they’d switched places. Nicole lay on her back, hands stretched above her head, and her fingers gripped the metal mesh of the headboard. She’d thrown her legs open, spread wide for her lover, and her breath came in short pants. An expression of lustful anticipation filled her face as she stared up at him. He knelt between her legs, and his long, thick cock lay on her stomach. It stretched from her pussy to her belly button, and I still struggled to understand how my wife could take such a monster.
 
  Based on her expression, however, she could barely wait for him to fill her.
 
  Once again, the chastity belt pulled hard on my balls; my cock strained against the clear plastic tube encasing it. He glanced at me as I moved into the bedroom. I’d intended to watch from the corner until the pain and discomfort of the chastity belt became unbearable.
 
  “Nick. You okay?”
 
  “Um, yeah. Sure,” I stuttered. “At least, I think so. Chastity belt is getting uncomfortable, so I don’t think I can stay much longer.”
 
  He glanced at the chastity belt, and then motioned me over. “Come here for a second.”
 
  I froze. “What do you need?”
 
  He motioned again. “Come over to the mattress.”
 
  I swallowed my fear, and managed to get my legs moving. I slid onto the mattress and knelt next to him, careful to keep my hands at my side. He rubbed the tip of his cock against her wet pussy, and used her wetness to coat the large head. She groaned in frustration, and tried to slip him inside her by moving her hips lower. His hand came down gently on her stomach, preventing her from moving further.
 
  “See,” he said with a chuckle. “She can’t wait for me to fuck her.”
 
  “Stop teasing me!” Her voice was hard and frustrated, but then she whimpered, “Please!”
 
  He didn’t respond, and her voice trailed into a long frustrated groan as he continued to stroke her pussy lips. Finally, after several long seconds, he tapped her clit with the head of his cock.
 
  “Just wait, baby.”
 
  She whimpered again, and seemed ready to cry as she gripped the sheets tightly. A surge of jealousy spiked inside my body, and I realized that I’d never driven her to this kind of sexual frenzy. Humiliation burned within me, but it was extinguished by my overwhelming excitement. I was secretly glad her eyes were closed, because I didn’t want her to see the war of emotions playing across my face.
 
  “Nick.” I glanced up at him. “Watch your wife.”
 
  “Uh…”
 
  “It’s okay, cuck.” He saw my expression, and smiled. “I’m not hurting her. I promise.”
 
  The head of Collin’s cock was completely coated with her juices. Ready. He positioned his cock against her lips, hesitated a brief second, and then pushed strongly inside her. Nicole reacted as if she’d received an electric shock. A grimace of pain flickered across her face before she arched her back, and let out a loud moan full of raw need. Purely distilled lust filled her eyes, and her legs clamped around his waist. Her hands flew to his arms, and she gripped his muscular triceps with an intensity that only comes from extreme pleasure.
 
  “Yes!” Desire rippled through her body. “Fuck me!”
 
  Collin’s breathing was steady, his body controlled, and despite her legs around his waist, he started to pull himself out of her. Her eyes snapped open, and another frustrated whimper pushed past her lips. She gripped his arms so tightly, the knuckles on her hands grew white, and her eyes begged him to push himself back inside her. She tried to pull herself onto his cock, but once again, he stopped her from moving.
 
  “She used to have a hard time taking my cock.” His voice was calm. “But I’ve stretched her pussy, and now she’s custom-fitted…just for me.”
 
  Before I could form words, he pushed into her pussy again, balls deep, and held himself completely inside her. Another loud, satisfied moan from Nicole echoed in the room, and I went to make sure the bedroom door was closed. I didn’t want the girls to hear their mother, and investigate. I returned, and knelt down to next to the bed, mesmerized by the show. Watching him fuck my wife had become my greatest source of pleasure.
 
  His shiny black granite shaft pounded inside of her in long, deep thrusts. He swiveled his hips slightly each time he pushed inside her, and she responded with unbelievable enthusiasm. Nicole lost herself in the pleasure that racked her body. Her eyes were shut tightly, and her head whipped from side to side as she continued to moan.
 
  “Nick. Hand me her panties.”
 
  His voice was steady, low, and completely full of dominant lust. I scrambled over to the dresser, snatched a pair of clean panties from the drawer, and handed them to Collin. When I moved back into a kneeling position, I watched with baited breath to see what he planned.
 
  He balled them in his fist, and held his hand next to her face. He pulled his cock almost completely out again, hesitated, and waited until he had her attention. Her head stopped moving, and her eyes snapped open. Another pleading expression covered her face.
 
  Still, he waited.
 
  A confident smile pulled at his lips, and I sensed he loved being in control. With no warning, he thrust hard and fast inside her pussy, and her eyes bulged at the sudden onslaught. A moan of exquisite pleasure opened her mouth, but before she could let the moan loose, he stuffed her panties past her lips. The moan was cut off before it had a chance to escape, and he gently but firmly closed her mouth with her panties still inside.
 
  “Control yourself, you little whore. You don’t want to wake the kids.” He gave her jaw a little shake. “You understand me, slut?”
 
  She nodded submissively, and her expression left little doubt she was enormously excited by his treatment. My wife loved it.
 
  “Good.” He smiled down at her. “Besides, you said you wanted to taste pussy. Well, you can start by tasting your own.”
 
  Her eyes widened at his comment, her body shuddered, and she moaned softly around the material in her mouth. A furious blush colored her cheeks. I didn’t have time to consider his words because he started fucking her again in hard, steady strokes. She dropped her legs from his waist, and spread them even wider over the mattress.
 
  “You like that,” he said through gritted teeth. “Don’t you, you little slut?”
 
  Her blush grew even darker, and she glanced at me before she nodded at her boyfriend. His words excited her, that much was obvious, but they also made her feel submissive, and I suspected she enjoyed being dominated as much as she enjoyed his cock. Her face grew frantic, her motions grew jerky, and I sensed she was close to an orgasm.
 
  “Yeah. You like the idea of tasting another woman’s pussy.” He chuckled. “I’m going to take you to a lesbian club, and let a bull-dyke teach you to eat pussy. How’s that sound? You can eat a little pussy before I feed you my black cock.”
 
  Her body stiffened as he teased her. A long, low, involuntary moan tore from her as a powerful orgasm rippled through her body. Her arms and legs shook, and she bucked underneath his body. Like a slot machine, her eyes seemed to spin in her head, and I saw the whites of her eyes several times. Finally, her body relaxed, she settled back on the mattress, and her chest heaved from the exertion.
 
  I couldn’t move. The sex I’d just witnessed was beyond my wildest imagination, and I’d never seen my wife have such an intense orgasm.
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Five
 
   
 
  He tenderly removed the panties from her mouth, and she immediately took a huge breath. Her chest rose and fell as she slowly recovered from the powerful orgasm. His lips covered hers, her arms slid around his shoulders, and they lay kissing for several minutes, obviously enjoying the intimacy before he slowly pulled out of her pussy. The bed squeaked as he lay beside her and allowed her to recover. His cock, still rock-hard, lay thickly on his stomach.
 
  “Nick.” I shook my head. “Get a bath towel and two hand towels.”
 
  My cock swayed in the chastity belt as I hurried into the bathroom closet. The base ring gripped my scrotum with savage intensity. The plastic cage was uncomfortable again, growing painful, and I wished my cock would reach an agreement with the damned chastity belt, because the pain was now hovering just below unbearable.
 
  Collin and Nicole were facing each other, laying on their sides, and kissing when I returned. I wasn’t sure what he intended, so I stood quietly and waited for further instructions. Nicole had apparently recovered, because she was kissing him urgently and stroking his cock.
 
  He saw me standing with the towels, and broke their kiss. “Lay the bath towel on the bed, and hang onto the hand towels.”
 
  “’Kay.”
 
  “Kneel down beside the bed like you did before, and watch as I cum inside your wife.” He gave her hip a slap, and pushed her away. “Get on your knees, baby. I’m not done with your pussy.”
 
  Obediently she rolled onto her hands and knees, and positioned herself over the bath towel. Understanding flowed through me as he slid behind her, one knee out to the side, and without any hesitation, he buried his cock inside her pussy. Another loud moan echoed in the room.
 
  “Quiet, bitch!” He reached forward, and pushed her head into a pillow.
 
  Another moan, softened this time by the pillow, hung in the air. She arched her back, pushed her ass back into him, and took all of his cock inside her. I loved the way her pussy stretched around his cock. It was like a vice, and I saw that he was right; her pussy had stretched to fit him.
 
  Distantly, I wondered if he’d stretched her permanently.
 
  He clamped his hands on her hips, and proceeded to pump into her hard, almost savagely. Initially I was worried he’d hurt her, but she obviously loved it. She moaned constantly into the pillow. Her body moved in time with his thrusts, and she pushed back just as he thrust forward. They’d fucked each other enough to know what they both liked, wanted, and needed from their sex. It wasn’t long before another orgasm rippled through her body. Her hands pounded the mattress, and her moans turned frantic as he continued to fuck her through another orgasm.
 
  A loud slap jarred me out of my trance. I jerked my eyes upward, but he didn’t acknowledge my presence. He was obviously close. His breath had grown ragged, and he now fucked her in short, shallow strokes. Another slap. She whimpered, pushed her ass back, and clenched the sheets in her fists. He pulled back, hesitated for a second, and then thrust hard inside her with a groan. My position allowed me to watch his balls clench several times as his cum flooded my wife’s pussy.
 
  “Yeah. Take it all, slut. I’m going to pack your pussy.” He laughed. “I hope your birth control pills work, otherwise I’m going to get you pregnant!”
 
  His words sent shock waves of excitement through my body. Privately, I’d started to consider having my vasectomy reversed, so we could try for another child. I wanted a boy, but like any parent, I really wanted another happy and healthy baby. Hearing him talk about getting my wife pregnant scared me, but it also sent a powerful jolt of electric excitement coursing through me. Immediately, the chastity belt ratcheted up the pain, and I stifled a cry. Pain and pleasure twisted inside me. I dropped my head, focused on my breathing, and several moments passed before the pain receded.
 
  I risked a glance above the mattress.
 
  Collin had flopped down on the bed, and they lay together holding hands. Their mutual smiles were a testament to their amazing sex, and I could almost see them glowing with happiness.
 
  “Nick. Hand me a hand towel.” I tossed the towel to him, and he motioned at Nicole. “Why don’t you clean her up? I understand you enjoy it, and I know she needs a good cleaning.”
 
  Surprised, embarrassed, and humiliated, I knelt frozen beside the bed. I didn’t realize my wife had told him about our sex. I couldn’t help thinking if I cleaned her now, I’d be crossing another line. I’d be taking another step down this submissive cuckold road.
 
  Nicole shifted on the bed, spread her legs slightly, and motioned me forward. “C’mon, baby.” Her voice penetrated my thoughts. “I really need your soft tongue. It’s soothing. Collin was hard on my pussy tonight.” She paused. “Please?”
 
  Finally, I broke out of my paralysis. I took a deep breath, jerked a nod at her, and started to move onto the mattress.
 
  “Why don’t you let her sit on your face?” His voice was calm, and he motioned at the mattress. “That’s a much better way to clean her pussy.”
 
  I jerked my head in a nod, and tried to suppress the embarrassment that flooded my system. I avoided his eyes. I wasn’t ready to risk seeing derision or contempt flashing back at me.
 
  Nicole reached out, took my hand, and guided me onto the bed. I lay back, my heart pounding in my chest, and waited for her to make the next move. She offered me an encouraging smile before she straddled my face, and lowered her pussy until it hovered just over my lips. My tongue flicked out briefly, tentatively, and I tasted her creamy, slightly salty lips. The smell of sex was almost overpowering, but it was also hugely erotic, so I flicked my tongue out again. My confidence grew as my tongue slid along her wet flesh.
 
  That’s all it took.
 
  My inhibitions evaporated. This was my release, sweet and powerful, and I claimed it.
 
  A dam burst inside me, and suddenly I couldn’t control myself. My tongue took on a life of its own, and it urgently, recklessly, penetrated her pussy. My hands locked onto her hips. I wouldn’t let her move. I found myself pushing my head against her groin, striving to get my tongue as deep as possible inside her pussy, and frantically working to get her spotlessly clean. The scent of wet flesh, sex, and mixed juices intoxicated me.
 
  I was dimly aware of her moaning and shifting above me. As seconds turned into minutes, I also sensed several orgasms shake her body, but I was lost in the taste, feel, and smell of her pussy. I had a black belt in oral sex, and I desperately tried to show off my talent and skill.
 
  “Enough.”
 
  Nicole pried my hands off of her hips, and gently pushed my head back into the pillow. The sound of her breathing was the only sound in the room as she slipped to the side of me, and lay next to Collin. His arm settled around her, and he pulled her close. His dark skin and huge muscles contrasted erotically with her lighter skin and petite body.
 
  “Great job, buddy. I think you made her cum twice.”
 
  His tone was light and friendly, and the smile on his face was absent any disdain, arrogance, or animosity. I was surprised at how good his compliment made me feel.
 
  “Three times.” Her hand reached over and patted my chest. “He can always make me cum when he goes down on me.” She winked at me. “He’s the best at it.”
 
  I smiled back at them, rolled off the bed, and went to the bathroom to clean up. Cleaning my wife had focused my mind enough that my cock had shrunk within the chastity belt. As a result, it was no longer painful. The face I saw in the mirror as I washed my hands looked happy, content, and at peace with tonight’s activities.
 
  They were whispering softly when I came back in the room. She said something to him, and he shrugged noncommittally before my wife smiled at me.
 
  “Honey, come here.” She motioned me closer, and I slid onto the bed. “That chastity belt looks uncomfortable, and it needs to come off. You’ve been so good; I think you deserve some time outside of that belt.”
 
  Shocked and surprised, I stared at them for a moment before I recovered. “Okay. Who has the keys?”
 
  The little lock on the chastity belt opened easily, but the rest of the parts were more difficult to remove. My cock remained semi-hard, so sliding off the plastic tube became a delicate operation. Finally, after several careful tries, the tube released its hold on my dick. She removed the ring around my scrotum next, and I felt blood rush into my groin. I let out a groan of relief, and slumped onto the mattress.
 
  Now freed of its restraint, my cock had no shame. Less than ninety seconds later, I was at full hardness. It felt freakin’ great. Just the sensation of having a hard cock, free of restraint, felt awesome. My hand drifted lower until my fingers slid across my shaft.
 
  It was free. It was hard.
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Six
 
   
 
  The lust I’d been suppressing surged through me, and I desperately wanted the relief of an orgasm. Unconsciously I started to stroke my cock. The sound of plastic hitting our wooden nightstand broke through my excitement. I watched my wife reclaim her spot on the bed, lying next to Collin, and resting her head on his huge chest.
 
  “It’s okay.” His voice washed over me like a wave. “Go on.”
 
  I cocked my head at him, and he gave a soft laugh. Nicole slapped his thigh lightly before looking at me. “The second hand towel is for you,” she explained. “Stroke your cock, baby. Collin and I want to watch.”
 
  “You’ve earned some relief, buddy.”
 
  My cock remained rock-hard in my hand. I glanced at it, but stopped stroking, because indecision filled my brain. I desperately wanted to climax, that much was obvious, but I hadn’t counted on having an audience. Another wave of embarrassment, tinged with humiliation, surged through me.
 
  Would they make fun of me?
 
  “Here,” she said. “I’ll get you started.”
 
  She retrieved some lube from our nightstand, poured some into her hands, and rubbed them together to warm the lube. Cold lube is a huge shock to private parts, so I appreciated her taking the time to warm it. Her fingers encircled my shaft, and I gasped out loud at the beautiful, erotic sensation. My eyes closed.
 
  Her lips brushed my cheek, and the mixed scents of vanilla and cologne filled my nose. It was a heady brew, and I inhaled deeply. My wife stroked my cock with slow, careful strokes, and I felt my orgasm quickly build. My hips moved to match her strokes. My eyes opened, and I found her watching me, gauging my reaction.
 
  Without warning, she stopped.
 
  Her hands abruptly left my cock, and she sat back on the mattress. She picked up the remaining hand towel, and started wiping the lubricant off her hands. I stared at her blankly for several seconds. She noticed my stare, smiled sweetly, and tossed hand towel on the bed in front of me.
 
  “I told you, honey, I just wanted to get you started. You have to finish.” She cocked her head, and offered me a wink. “Collin and I want to enjoy the show.”
 
  “Yeah,” he added. “We just put on a show for you, so now you can give us one.” They both nodded at me. “That’s fair, isn’t it, cuck?”
 
  A shot of embarrassment, followed by a humiliation chaser, jolted my body…but my overwhelming sense of lust wouldn’t be denied. I slowly started to stroke my cock, tentative at first, unsure if I should visibly enjoy it, but I soon lost my shyness and my strokes increased. My mouth fell open, my breathing shortened, and I closed my eyes as visions of Collin’s cock ramming into my wife’s pussy played through my head.
 
  Less than a minute later, I frantically snatched the hand towel, and slapped it over my cock. The sweet explosion of an orgasm rocked my body. My cock jerked, and my hips bucked as cum spurted into the towel. The exquisite pleasure forced me to cry out, uncontrollable shudders shook my muscles, and my hips dry-humped the air several times before I finally gained control over myself.
 
  Fortunately the towel caught everything, and I was left gasping for breath. I slumped onto the mattress, barely able to maintain a sitting position. My muscles trembled, my lungs gasped for air, and for a moment, I worried I’d pass out.
 
  A light applause sounded from across the mattress, and I found my wife and her boyfriend clapping softly. The expressions on their face weren’t disdainful, and the applause wasn’t sarcastic. Reassured, I smiled back at them. Nicole held her arms out, and motioned for me to lay next to her. Her arms circled me as I lay down. She stroked my hair, and whispered softly that she loved me, and she would always treasure this night.
 
  My emotional state was utterly twisted and confused. It’s hard for me to explain. My lust subsided, and I felt myself fall from my sexual mountain peak…but instead of a hard crash, I experienced a nice soft landing. My wife’s physical attention and soft whispers cushioned my fall, and put me back together. The last several hours had left me feeling frayed and vulnerable, and her attention helped me collect myself and regain control of my emotions.
 
  As my true personality began to assert itself, I realized I didn’t feel any regrets. A sense of loss, and sometimes remorse, normally filled my body after an orgasm, but that didn’t happen this time. Instead, I lay peacefully next to my wife, and enjoyed the feel of her arms around me.
 
  My eyes were growing heavy when she gently shook me.
 
  “Honey, Collin and I want to some privacy. Go sleep on the couch for the rest of the night.”
 
  I lifted myself up on my elbow, and stared at her for a moment. Her fingers slid through my hair, and she smiled at me.
 
  “Are you sur…”
 
  “Let’s go, cuck.”
 
  His voice cut through my question, leaving no room for objection. I noticed he’d become fully erect again, and lust filled his eyes. I slid off the bed, took the towels into the bathroom, and slipped on some clothes. When I returned, he was moving on top of her. He gave a sharp jerk of his head, motioning me out of the room, and I dropped the clean towel on the bed. As I closed the door, I heard the sharp intake of breath from my wife, followed by a low, lustful moan.
 
  “God, yes. I love your cock!”
 
  The living room was silent. I walked quietly over to the closet, and retrieved a blanket and pillow. I laid everything out of the couch, and then decided to check on the girls again. I found them both sleeping soundly. The couch beckoned to me, so I laid down, and tried to empty my mind.
 
  Unfortunately, now that I was alone with my thoughts, my brain decided it wasn’t tired anymore. I tossed and turned, but I couldn’t get images of Collin fucking Nicole out of my mind. They’d fucked in our marital bed. Point of fact, they were still fucking in it. I should’ve been upset, but I wasn’t. It was highly erotic and frustrating, mostly because I was stuck on the couch. I wasn’t bothered by Collin fucking her under my roof.
 
  No, if anything, I was upset because I wanted to watch them, and I wasn’t allowed.
 
  Now that I was out of the chastity belt, my cock chimed in, and let me know that it also liked the idea of watching. Blood filled my cock, and I was fully erect within the space of a few seconds. The blanket flew back, and I tiptoed over to the bedroom door. I secretly hoped her moans would be loud enough for me to hear. I paused and listened. No sounds emanated from the bedroom, and disappointment flooded through me. Slowly, carefully, I put my ear to the door. Faint murmurs, voices, low moans, and grunts were all I heard.
 
  The sounds were very faint. Too low to be exciting.
 
  A cool draft of air played across my feet as I stood with my ear against the door. When I glanced down, I realized I’d forgotten about the small space between the door bottom and the floor. We’d replaced the carpet with tile, and a small space had been left between the floor and the bottom of the door. We hadn’t thought it needed to be fixed, and we’d lived with it ever since.
 
  That little space came in handy. I knelt down, lowering my head to the floor, and placed my ear next to the open space. The sounds were much clearer. In the back of my mind, I noted that I looked really funny with my head down at the floor, and my ass cocked in the air. If Nicole or Collin saw me like this, I would never live it down, but I couldn’t pull away, either.
 
  “Fuck me! Fuck me!”
 
  Her voice carried the same urgency I’d heard earlier, and the sound of flesh slapping together reached my ears. I also made a mental note to replace the mattress and box springs, because the squeaking interfered enough to be irritating.
 
  “You love my cock, don’t you, baby?”
 
  His voice taunted her, and the squeaking slowed in intensity when there was no response.
 
  “God, don’t stop! Don’t pull out! Please! Please!”
 
  “Say it. Admit you love my cock!”
 
  “I love your cock. I love it. I love it so fucking much!”
 
  The squeaking resumed its fast pace, but he continued to tease her.
 
  “You love black cock, don’t you?”
 
  “I love your black cock, baby!”
 
  “Just my black cock, or all black cock?”
 
  A low moan from her filled the room, and I heard her voice over the squeaking. “Just you… Ooooooh!” Heavy panting reached my ears. “Just your black cock, baby.”
 
  “That’s right. You’re my slut, and don’t fucking forget it.”
 
  The tone in his voice was low, commanding, dominant, and a little scary, but it drove me wild. I straightened up, dropped my shorts and underwear to my knees, and knelt back down. It was harder to stroke myself in this position, but I didn’t care. The squeaking increased, and from the intensity of Nicole’s moans, I guessed an orgasm was rocking her body.
 
  Collin’s baritone voice broke over the squeaking in a sharp but urgent command. “Open your mouth!” New squeaking sounds reached my ears, and I imagined him moving over the bed. “Yeah! That’s a good slut, swallow it all.” His voice drew out each word, except ‘slut,’ which remained hard and sharp. “Stroke and swallow, baby!”
 
  His breathing was almost louder than her moans, and I imagined her stroking his cock, and guiding all his cum into her mouth. He finally gave a little laugh, and the bed squeaked again. It sounded like he fell onto the mattress.
 
  “Ugh! Collin!” Her voice cut through his laughter. “It’s all over my face! Will you hand me a towel?”
 
  “Sorry.” His voice bordered on laughter. “You need to control my cock better; otherwise that’ll happen.”
 
  “Bullshit! You just wanted to cum on my face. I know you!”
 
  His laugh was short. “Damned right! You like it, too, don’t you?” No response from her, and he pressed his case. “Don’t you?”
 
  “Maybe.” She paused. “Okay, yes. I think it’s kinky and exciting. It makes me feel like a wanton slut, but it’s so messy.”
 
  “That’s what I thought.” He paused. “I’ll bet our little cuck would love to see me cum all over your face.”
 
  She giggled. “You know he would.”
 
  The sounds of kissing were faint, but delicious, and I imagined them kissing passionately on the bed. The squeaks were light and faint, as though they were positioning themselves for sleep. Nicole’s voice sounded tired when it finally reached my ears, and I could hear fatigue in her voice.
 
  “Nick did really well tonight, didn’t he?”
 
  “Yeah. He did great. He’s got the makings of a first-class cuckold. That’s for sure.”
 
  “I agree.” Silence took over, and I was just about to go back to the couch when she spoke again. “I love him, Collin. Please remember that.”
 
  “I will. I promise.”
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Seven
 
   
 
  My heart swelled at her words. I lurched to my feet and made a beeline for the bathroom, holding up my shorts with one hand and stroking my cock with the other. The toilet invited me in, and I started to cum as soon as I reached it. Fortunately most of my cum made it into the great white ceramic goddess, but I did need to spend a little time cleaning after I finished.
 
  I looked at myself in the mirror, and evaluated the face I saw. I’d thought I’d see regret, remorse, and embarrassment, but I saw a man who was immensely satisfied, happy, excited, and still very much in love with his wife.
 
  The face in the mirror smiled, and I smiled back.
 
  The relaxation that came after an orgasm was better than any massage, and the sensation of sleep overtaking my body was delicious. My head hit the pillow, and I ‘konked-out,’ as I used to say as a kid.
 
  A light shaking on my shoulder woke me up, and Collin’s smiling face was the first thing that registered when my eyes opened. It was still dark outside. I glanced at the clock to see it was 4:30 a.m. I shook my head and tried to focus as he knelt down by the couch.
 
  “Hey, bud, I wanted to say goodbye. I’m not staying the whole night, because I think that might be awkward for everyone, especially the kids.”
 
  “Yeah, okay. I agree. Good thinking.”
 
  His expression turned serious. “I think last night was awesome, and I thought you handled it very well. I just wanted you to hear that from me.”
 
  I was unsure about how to respond, so I settled for a short nod. Fortunately, that was enough.
 
  “I’ll check in with you this week, and maybe we can have lunch or something. Sound good?”
 
  “Sounds great.”
 
  “All right. Take care, buddy. Nicole wants to see you.”
 
  He offered me his fist, and we bumped knuckles. As soon as the door closed, I stowed the blanket and pillow back in the closet. One last time, I went up and checked on the girls. They were still asleep, so it looked like we were in the clear. I nearly broke my neck rushing down the stairs. My heart was pounding when I made it safely to the bottom and rushed into the bedroom.
 
  “Get in this bed with me.” She reached an arm out to me and flipped the blanket back with the other, revealing her naked body. “Hurry. It’s cold.”
 
  I hesitated, unsure of how to proceed. “I’m not wearing my chastity belt. Won’t Collin get upset?”
 
  “Nope. You’re all mine, no restrictions until after breakfast. Now get in here, mister.”
 
  My clothes hit the floor. I scrambled into the bed, wrapped my arms around her tightly, and pulled our bodies together. Warm skin, firm muscles, and our bodies fit perfectly. Her breasts pushed against my chest, and I ran my tongue along her neck. The flavor of sweat and salty flesh coated my tongue, and the scent of great sex filled my nose.
 
  “I love you so much, baby!” She pressed her cheek against mine, and her warm breath caressed my ear. “Thank you for last night. You were great!”
 
  “You’re welcome. I had fun.”
 
  “Good.” She giggled, and squirmed against me. “You want to have some more fun?”
 
  I pulled back slightly, and narrowed my eyes at her. I loved the soft beauty of my wife’s face, but I wasn’t sure if she was kidding, and I didn’t want to be denied this morning. She kissed me gently, holding my head with her hands, and sliding her body gently across mine.
 
  “I’m serious. I’ll do anything you want, honey. I want to please you.”
 
  Her words struck a chord deep inside me, and I felt a deep swelling love course through my body. She sensed it, too, and kissed me again, holding me tightly against her.
 
  I’d like to say I got rock-hard and fucked my wife senseless. But that didn’t happen. We simply adjusted ourselves into a spooning position, and continued to hold each other until sleep claimed us both.
 
  Sunday morning dawned, and it was probably the best Sunday morning I’d had in a long time. We showered together, and washed each other’s bodies. The moment was tender, intimate, and neither of us wanted it to end. The moment did end, however, when my wife went down on me. She jerked my cock over her tits, letting my cum spray wildly over her chest. A kinky little surprise. I returned the favor, licking and sucking her pussy until she came twice. The water started to turn cold, and our skin was pruning when we exited the shower. We dried each other off, and shared deep and meaningful glances.
 
  The biggest thrill of the morning, though, was watching her get dressed. She slipped on sexy new underwear…thong underwear that fit like a second skin, and of course, they came with a matching bra. The ensemble looked expensive, although I’m not a good judge of women’s lingerie. I hadn’t seen anything like it in her Victoria’s Secret catalogs. She caught my eye in the mirror, and her lips curved into a smile.
 
  “Collin bought them for me,” she explained. “He asked me to replace all of my underwear and lingerie.”
 
  “Really?”
 
  “Yes.” She gave a little laugh. “He’s a little possessive, and he wants to make sure I’m wearing only items he’s bought for me.”
 
  “I see. Are you okay with him being possessive?”
 
  A curious expression popped onto her face, and she cocked her head. “Why wouldn’t I be?”
 
  “I don’t know,” I replied. “It just doesn’t seem like you’d allow him to be possessive.”
 
  “I know,” she said with a chuckle. “If you’d told me when this started that I’d like a dominant, possessive guy, I’d have laughed in your face.” Her expression turned serious, contemplative, and her eyes met mine. “I can’t explain it, but I like that he takes charge. He makes me feel feminine and sexy.”
 
  “Wow.” I had to swallow twice before I could continue. “That’s actually kind of hot, baby.”
 
  She blushed. “I know, right?”
 
  “Yeah.”
 
  “I love pleasing him when we’re together. I love seeing his eyes light up when he sees what I’m wearing.” She shrugged and rolled her eyes. “Right now, I’m loving everything about this relationship.”
 
  My heart was racing. Hearing my wife tell me about her lover was exciting. I was also glad to hear he was possessive, because I knew she’d be safe with him.
 
  She must have guessed the direction of my thoughts, because she stepped over to me in her new underwear, and put her hands around my neck. Our lips met, and she gave me a soft, lingering kiss. The warm feel of her skin touched my soul, and my hands went around her waist as I inhaled the scent of her skin.
 
  Her hands found my chest, and she gently broke the kiss. “I love you.”
 
  I smiled at her. “I love you, too.”
 
  She patted my chest lightly. “Go make breakfast for all your girls.”
 
  “Yes, ma’am.”
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Eight
 
   
 
  The rest of the day was all ours. I made the girls’ favorite again, waffle French toast, and we planned to visit the mall for some more school shopping. The girls needed a ton more stuff, of course, because nothing fit, or it wasn’t in style anymore. I swear fashions for teenage girls change by the second. Everything in their closet was “so five minutes ago, Dad.”
 
  Nicole handled the shopping, but in between racks of clothes, she held my hand and leaned up against me. We darted off to the in-store coffee shop for a couple of latte’s. Nicole even endured the Sony Store, and she let me look at some of the fine audio/visual entertainment equipment. I even got the nod for a new television, so I was pretty happy.
 
  We had a family lunch at a little outside bistro. We left right after lunch so the girls could get in the pool, and I could start planning dinner. We stopped off at the grocery store, and I picked up some specialty hamburgers that the butcher section makes as a special-order item. They’re filled with cheese and stuff, and are pretty freakin’ tasty.
 
  We were lounging out by the pool, watching the kids play in the water, when Jasmine decided to rock our worlds.
 
  “Hey, Mom. Did Collin spend the night last night?”
 
  I have to give credit to Nicole because she didn’t pause, make a face, or give any indication that anything was out of the ordinary. She would have made a great poker player.
 
  “No. He did stay with us past midnight, but he didn’t spend the whole night.” She smiled at Jasmine. “Why do you ask?”
 
  “Oh. No reason. I just got up to use the restroom, and I noticed his car was still parked at the curb.”
 
  “Well, your father and Collin drank more Scotch than normal, and he wanted to wait until he was safe to drive. He left early this morning.”
 
  “Cool.”
 
  I thought I’d explore this a bit more. “Is it okay if he stays over at our house?”
 
  “Yeah. Collin’s cool!” This was April finally joining the conversation, and answering before her sister. “We like him.”
 
  Nicole and I shared a laugh, and April ducked back under the water.
 
  “How about you, Jas? Are you okay with it?”
 
  “Sure. I like him too, and he’s really cool and funny.” She shrugged her shoulders. “Besides, he doesn’t seem to have any other friends, and it’s nice to have company over.”
 
  “Cool.” I winked at her. “I just don’t want you to spoil him, and forget about your dad!”
 
  “No chance. You’re pretty cool yourself!”
 
  “Thanks, kiddo!”
 
  Dinner was great. Afterwards, we watched a movie in the game room. The girls scarfed on some popcorn while Nicole and I shared a really nice bottle of wine. When we went to bed, she pulled a long t-shirt over her head. It fell past her knees.
 
  She caught my look, and smiled at me. “I didn’t want you to have to wear your chastity belt. This covers me completely, and it’s comfortable to sleep in.”
 
  “Thank you,” I replied sincerely. “Because I wasn’t looking forward to wearing that thing tonight.”
 
  Nicole leaned over and kissed my cheek.
 
  “Baby, have you ever considered having more children?”
 
  She shrugged. “I’ve thought about it, of course, but you had a vasectomy.”
 
  “I know, but now that April is getting older, I’ve started to think about having another child.” She cocked her head at me, and I hurried to explain. “We’re still young, and we always did want to try for a boy.”
 
  “Are you serious, or just casually thinking about it?”
 
  “The more I casually think about it, the more serious I get.”
 
  “Okay. Well, let me give it some thought, too.” She winked at me. “I thought we were done with having kids, but I’ve always wished we’d had three. I don’t care if it’s a boy or not, I just always wanted one more.”
 
  “I kind of regret having the vasectomy after April. I know we discussed it, but in hindsight, I wish I hadn’t done it. Now that I’m earning more money, it wouldn’t be an issue financially.”
 
  “Why don’t you talk to your doctor? See if the procedure can be reversed. Then we can discuss it further, and see if it’s something we want to seriously consider.”
 
  “Sounds like a plan, baby.” I kissed her. “Thanks.”
 
  “You’re welcome.” She looked at me with a smile. “You know that if we do try for another child, Collin will have to wear a condom when he’s with me.” She laughed. “I don’t think he’s going to like that one bit.”
 
  “I know, right?” I replied with a chuckle. The next thought slipped out before I could stop it. “He’ll probably offer to impregnate you himself.”
 
  Nicole slapped me on the shoulder. “Stop it!”
 
  An unfinished novel lay on the nightstand next to me, and I picked it up and started to read. Casually, I rolled on my side facing my wife and studied her. A magazine lay on her chest. She was staring at the ceiling, deep in thought, and a small smile played over her lips. Her hands slowly drifted lower, and she rubbed her stomach.
 
  She glanced over, our eyes met, and a deep blush colored her face. A guilty smile tugged at her lips before she turned away from me.
 
  What were you thinking?
 
   
 
  I left for work before sunrise, because I had a ton of stuff on my plate. The biggest challenge was finding someone to take my position. The majority of my team were experienced individuals, but they had no interest in assuming a leadership position. Privately, I wanted to promote Sheila, because she did great work. I also thought she had the potential to move higher into management. I knew she was interested, and she’d already said she was going to apply. My only concern was her experience. This would be her first leadership role.
 
  My assistant wasn’t in yet, so I unlocked my office and got to work. I checked my schedule, and noticed that Human Resources had already put interviews on my calendar. I made a note to check in with John to see how the transition was going. Their risk manager and I still had a rocky relationship, so I planned to invite him to lunch. Professionalism demanded us to maintain at least a cordial relationship.
 
  I’m not sure where the e-mail fairy lives, but if I ever find out, I’m going to bomb her little house! My e-mail inbox never seemed to empty. I made good headway, and resolved to arrive at the office by 6:30 a.m., because the first hour and half was the most productive.
 
  A soft knock on the door provided just the excuse I needed to stop working on e-mail. Sheila stood at the door, smiling at me, and I beckoned her inside. I did my best not to notice how nicely her slacks fit, and the ample swell of her breasts under her shirt. The last thing I needed was awkwardness between us, but there was no denying she was pretty.
 
  “Morning. What’s up?”
 
  “Morning.” She took the chair facing my desk. “I just wanted to ask if you knew when the interviews were going to take place for your position.”
 
  “I’m meeting with Human Resources today, and we’re going to discuss that subject exactly.” She nodded her understanding. “You will be a part of the interview process, and it’s going to involve several other managers. As soon as I know more, I’ll let you know, or Human Resources will contact you.”
 
  “Thanks. I appreciate it.”
 
  “You’re welcome.”
 
  She gave me a warm smile. I buried my head in my computer, and tried not to look at her ass as she walked out of my office. I was unsuccessful, but it was just a glance. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t some lecherous dickhead who couldn’t wait to sexually harass his employee. I genuinely respected Sheila, her abilities, and I thought she could be an effective leader. Coincidentally, she just happened to be very attractive. Any red-blooded straight male would notice a petite, blonde, and blue-eyed woman with killer curves and a great smile! I made a mental note to work harder at not noticing her attractiveness in the future.
 
  The e-mail fairy had just dropped off ten more e-mails when there was another knock at my door.
 
  “Hey, baby.”
 
  It was Nicole.
 
  She stepped into my office wearing a sexy, but still professional, dress. It was hard to describe. It resembled a long men’s dress shirt, but it was belted at the waist, and it fell down to just above her knees. The top part was unbuttoned just enough to give someone a hint of her cleavage, but not enough to cause whispers. I had to remind myself to close my mouth.
 
  “Hey, gorgeous. To what do I owe the pleasure?”
 
  “I just wanted to let you know that I’m going to lunch with Collin.”
 
  “Okay. Am I invited, or is it just the two of you?”
 
  She gave me a direct look, followed by a little smile and a wink. “It’s just the two of us.”
 
  I took a deep breath, and tried to calm my heart rate. “Great,” I replied, after several seconds. “Say hi for me.”
 
  “I will. See ya tonight.”
 
  Since Nicole was my wife, and unable to accuse me of sexual harassment, I stared at her ass as she left my office. It was the highlight of my day.
 
  The day went quickly, and my meetings were filled with a bunch of legalese and warnings about the correct hiring procedures. Fortunately I shared the meetings with two other managers. We’d make up the interview team, with the final decision being a consensus decision. I left the office tired and worn out from meetings. I didn’t hear from Nicole for the rest of the day, but that wasn’t unusual given my schedule.
 
  Dinner was on the table, and the kids were just dishing up their plates, when she walked in the door. The girls got a smile and a hug. I received a kiss on the cheek. She scooped up the glass of wine I poured for her, and headed into the bedroom to change. I sat down with the girls, and we started planning for the first day of school. It was only a week away. The girls had all their school supplies, and more than enough clothes, so we just needed to get bus schedules.
 
  Nicole helped herself to my world-class spaghetti, and joined us at the table. Soon we were all laughing. It was a good dinner, and we treasured these moments. While I wondered what had happened with Collin at lunch, it wasn’t as important as family time.
 
  The girls cleared the table, and did the dishes before disappearing into their rooms. We walked into our bedroom, and I noticed that she had clothes laid out on the bed. They were the kind of clothes she wore when she went out to a club.
 
  “What’s up?”
 
  “Collin has a late meeting with a potential client who flew in this afternoon. He’s asked me to join him. This came together at the last minute, so he didn’t have a chance to give us any warning. The guy is leaving tomorrow morning, and he flew in specifically to meet with Collin.”
 
  “Okay.” I was surprised, and at a loss for a better response. “Wow.”
 
  “I’m going to stay the night with him. The moving company hasn’t gotten everything into his house yet, so we’ll be at the hotel. I’ll see you at work tomorrow.”
 
  “Is this going to become normal? Where you come home for a few hours, and then leave again?”
 
  “No. I told you this was a surprise meeting.”
 
  Her voice was curt, a little cold, and she walked into the closet. I started to follow her, but she closed the door.
 
  “You know the rules; I’m changing in here,” she said through the door. “I’ll text you the location of the meeting. And I’ll try and call you. Okay?”
 
  I let out a heavy sigh. “All right.”
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Nine
 
   
 
  A few minutes later, she stepped out of the closet looking absolutely fabulous. The dress draped loosely down her front, exposing her gorgeous cleavage, but circled tight around her hips and ass. It was a short dress that accentuated her legs. Even the click of her high heels on the tile sounded sexy. A quick glance at her ass revealed absolutely no hint of panty lines. She leaned over our bathroom counter to touch up her makeup, and her ass stuck out invitingly.
 
  My feet moved me forward, totally beyond my control, and my hand extended. I wanted a chance to run my hands over her dress.
 
  I got close.
 
  “Ah…ah…ah!” She straightened, held up a finger, and used her reflection in the mirror to look at me. “Don’t even try it, mister.”
 
  “Awww, you look so damn sexy. I just wanted to give you a hug.”
 
  “Bullshit!” She turned and pointed a finger at me with a smile. “You were going to start fondling me, and you know Collin wouldn’t allow it. I may not be naked or in my underwear, but you still can’t touch me. I also don’t want to wrinkle this dress. I’m pretty sure my boyfriend doesn’t want you touching me sexually, either.” Her voice was light and teasing, but her eyes blazed with seriousness.
 
  “I’m dying over here. You are so freakin’ sexy, and I’m hard as a rock.” I smiled lecherously at her. “Please?”
 
  She looked me up and down slowly, hesitating at my crotch, and smiling at my obvious erection. I felt like I was being inspected, and falling well short of her expectations. She seemed to make a decision, because she smiled at me and stepped back into the closet. She returned with a little gift bag, and held it out to me.
 
  “Collin and I thought this might come in handy for you.”
 
  “What is it?”
 
  “Just open it, and I’ll explain.”
 
  I took the bag. Inside was a long cylinder, and a small container of lubricant. “What is this?”
 
  “It’s a Fleshlight, silly. An imitation pussy.” She poked it with her finger. “See, you stick your little…your cock inside, and that way you can have a quickie while I’m with Collin.” She giggled before continuing, “Don’t forget to use lubricant. The sales lady told me it’s tight, so it should feel pretty good.”
 
  My voice was flat when I responded, “An imitation pussy.”
 
  She pointed at it. “It’s also clear, so you can see your cock go in and out when you’re fucking it. I’m sure it will be better than your hand!”
 
  Humiliation, embarrassment, and anger welled up inside me as I turned the damned plastic pussy over in my hands. The way Nicole was treating me turned me on and pissed me off at the same time. Lust won out, though, as it usually did, and I put the Fleshlight on the bathroom counter.
 
  “So we’re not having sex anymore? Is that it?”
 
  “We’re still going to have sex. I promise.” She put a hand on my shoulder. “It’s just that Collin wants you to ask permission to have sex with me.”
 
  I shook my head in disbelief. “What?”
 
  “Baby…” She took a breath. “It’s okay. He said he wouldn’t deny you sex. He just wants to clearly define our roles, and this is his way of asserting his leadership. He also wants to make sure I’m fresh for him when he wants me.” She paused, and shrugged. “Like tonight.”
 
  Her voice was light and teasing, but it was also pleading. This was important to her, and it obviously excited her, too. Truthfully, it excited both of us, but I couldn’t help feeling I was losing ground, bit by bit, as this relationship progressed. I’d decided to trust Nicole and Collin, though, and I had to admit that the ride had been fun. He had been pretty damned cool so far.
 
  I glanced at the Fleshlight, shrugged my shoulders, and pushed it into the nightstand. It was no coincidence that the nightstand was on my side of the bed.
 
  “Fine.”
 
  I walked my wife to the door, where she leaned forward and gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek. She was overdoing the ‘deny the cuckold’ thing, but it was exciting nonetheless. She looked beautiful, sexy, and she could easily pass for being in her late twenties. No wonder he was so possessive of her, and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d seen her this happy.
 
  Nicole stepped out into the night, slid into her car, and drove away. I closed and locked the door, and stood in the darkness. My emotions were a confusing jumble, but I wasn’t unhappy.
 
  I checked on the girls. Fortunately they hadn’t noticed their mom’s departure. They were buried in their respective electronic devices, and I received a nod from both of them.
 
  It was a weird juxtaposition for me to see my spouse so happy, and yet know that another man’s cock and presence was the source of her happiness. She was still my wife, still the mother of my children, but I shared her with another man. While I’d been hesitant at first, I’d grown to love our lifestyle, and I wanted it to continue.
 
  Like I said…weird.
 
  Once again, my eyes were on the television, and it was a pretty good action flick, but I wasn’t really watching it. Another movie was playing in my brain. An erotic movie where this beautiful, wanton slut leaves her husband to meet her boyfriend, and they run away with each other. Visions of my wife laughing and enjoying dinner with Collin and his potential client rushed across my mental screen. I knew his client would be captivated by my wife. She captivated every guy she met.
 
  Fast forward a few frames, and now they were at a night club, and she offered to dance with his client. She’d pull him onto the dance floor, and proceed to grind up against him. Of course, his client was a hugely-muscled black man, a running back or a lineman with monstrously large arms. Nicole looked tiny next to his bulging muscles.
 
  Skipping ahead a few frames, I saw Collin shaking hands with his new client, followed by Nicole leaning up to kiss his cheek. A successful business meeting, with Collin once again triumphant, and my wife kissing him passionately to congratulate him. My cuckold mind saw him carry her out of the club.
 
  The next scene was a short one. Collin driving out of the parking lot, with no sign of Nicole, because she had her head in his lap, and his cock buried in her throat.
 
  My body reacted with predictable enthusiasm as the erotic scenes flashed through my brain.
 
  The final scene contained the least amount of action, but it felt the most exciting. I saw the Range Rover pulling up to the hotel, and the doorman rushing to open Collin’s door. He slowly walked around the SUV, opened Nicole’s door, and she slid out of the vehicle with a sultry smile just for him. I envisioned myself as a bystander, seeing a beautiful glimpse of her wet pussy as she slid out of the Range Rover.
 
  My cock was unbelievably hard, my heart raced, and I realized I was panting heavily as I watched the cuckold movie in my head. I staggered out of bed, locked the bedroom door, and then hurried over to get the Fleshlight and lube. I lay back down, my heart racing, and lubed up my cock. I also squirted some lube in the Fleshlight. Without pausing to reconsider, I positioned the imitation pussy lips against the tip of my cock, and pulled it down hard. The synthetic lips gave little resistance, and spread deliciously over my shaft. I shivered and trembled under the intense pleasure of the silicone pussy. It was tight, warm against my flesh, and I briefly wondered if this was how Nicole’s pussy felt to Collin.
 
  Slowly I drew the Fleshlight up, leaving only the head of my cock inside, and then I shoved it down hard, savoring the intense pleasure of the synthetic flesh. My eyes closed. I saw him pounding her in that hotel room, bending her over the bathroom counter, and taking her pussy roughly. The sounds of sex echoed in my imagination. Her moans were crystal-clear. They rang out in my brain. I loved to hear her moaning and begging him to fuck her. Their voices, courtesy of my imagination, were hot and kinky.
 
  “Fuck me! Fuck me!”
 
  He responded with a guttural growl, and thrust inside her savagely. His large hands clamped her hips in a vice, and he buried every inch of his cock inside her.
 
  “My pussy! Isn’t it, slut?”
 
  “Yes. Oh yes, baby, it’s your pussy!”
 
  “Fuckin’ right!” He slapped her ass, once, twice, and finally a third time. I saw him grab a handful of her hair, jerk her head back, and pause his assault to give her a command. “Better remember that, bitch. Don’t be flirting with my clients unless I tell you, and don’t be fucking your husband without my permission. Understand?”
 
  “Yes, baby!” She frantically nodded, and then pushed her ass back further. “Please. Don’t stop fucking me.”
 
  A hard, satisfied laugh burst from him. “Good. You want my cock, slut?”
 
  “Yes. Yes!”
 
  “You want me to cum in you?”
 
  “Yes. I love feeling you cum inside me.”
 
  “You want my baby, don’t you?” She moaned loudly, almost screaming in pleasure as he jerked her head back again. “Bitch, answer me. You want my baby, don’t you?”
 
  “Yes.” Her response was barely a whisper.
 
  “What? I can’t hear you, slut. Say it out loud! Fuckin’ own it, bitch.”
 
  “Yes. Damn it! Yes! I want your baby!”
 
  She trembled under his grip, a powerful orgasm racking her body while he continued to relentlessly pound her. A long, loud moan escaped her as the orgasm took over her body, and her face twisted with exquisite pleasure. She gasped for breath, leaning heavily on the bathroom counter so she wouldn’t fall over.
 
  He pulled out of her. He pushed her down on her knees, stroking his cock powerfully, and a sadistic grin pulled his lips apart. She looked up at him with an adoring smile, and ran her hands over his hips and ass. She knew what he wanted. She knew how to please him, and she obviously loved it.
 
  A low groan filled the air.
 
  He pointed his cock at her face, and let go with a powerful blast of creamy white cum. Fortunately, she had her mouth in the right spot, and his cum jetted inside her open lips, filling her mouth with potent, creamy semen. The next few blasts were less accurate, and her face got coated. The sensation forced a low whimper from her, and her tongue slid over her lips. Her fingers wiped her face, and deposited his seed in her mouth. She swallowed it with a greedy smile before she finished by tenderly wiping his cock all over her face, and licked the remaining drops of cum off the tip of his cock.
 
  My cock convulsed inside the Fleshlight, and my own orgasm exploded inside the plastic device. Pleasure overwhelmed me as my orgasm, sharp and sweet, sent shivers and trembles throughout my body. Seconds turned into minutes, and several minutes passed before I was able to move again. The exquisite release of an orgasm and the vivid video relaxed my body better than any massage. The cuckold movie theater in my head produced the best porn I’d ever seen.
 
  It was almost better than actual sex...almost.
 
   

 
      
  
 
  Chapter Ten
 
   
 
  I staggered into the bathroom, cleaned the Fleshlight, and stowed it in my nightstand. I was dimly aware that I hadn’t gotten a call or text from Nicole. That bothered me, but I was too tired to deal with those emotions. Sleep, delicious sleep, claimed my body, and I slipped into darkness.
 
  The next morning found me running later than usual. I wanted to make sure the girls were set before I left. Of course, I got eye-rolls from both of them, and they pulled the covers over their heads. I knew they wanted to enjoy the last few days they could sleep late before school started. As I stepped into the garage, my mind was preoccupied with Nicole. I checked my phone, and I hadn’t received either a text or a phone call. Worry crept slowly, inexorably, into my mind, and I couldn’t help thinking this was the start of broken promises and missed commitments again.
 
  Fuck it. I’m taking the Mustang.
 
  It always made me feel better, and I let the engine rev during my commute. The high performance 429-crate engine really let my puppy scream, and when I let it off the leash, I got to work in record time.
 
  As luck would have it, I met Sheila on the way into the building. She was looking as gorgeous as ever.
 
  “Hey, Sheila.”
 
  “Nick. I love your car. Is that a Boss, or a Shelby Mustang?”
 
  I stopped, and appraised her like I was seeing her for the first time. Her eyes twinkled with humor. Any girl that knew classic muscle cars was ‘good people’ as far as I was concerned.
 
  “No. I wish. It’s just your run-of-the-mill Mach One. I had it restored, put a new engine in it, and it’s really fun to drive.”
 
  “I’ll bet.”
 
  “You like classic cars?”
 
  “Oh, yeah. My dad was a big classic car nut, and he was always restoring a project.” She laughed, and used her fingers to make quotations around the word project. “I think he did it to get away from my mom, but he let me help sometimes, and we bonded over spark plugs and 10W-30 motor oil.”
 
  “He sounds like a great guy.”
 
  “He was. I miss him.” She paused. “Some of my best memories are when we were covered in oil, and Mom was upset, because it was so hard to get out of my clothes.”
 
  We walked into the building, checked through security, and continued down the hall. “I take it your dad has passed away?”
 
  “Yes. It was just before I was hired here.” She looked down, and we walked in silence until she continued, “It was a car accident.”
 
  “I’m sorry. I know what it’s like to lose a loved one.”
 
  “Thanks.”
 
  An awkward silence walked between us. I wasn’t sure what to say next. It’s always difficult, and extremely personal, when someone discusses the death of a loved one. I figured my silence was probably what she preferred over cliché platitudes. And then a sudden inspiration hit me.
 
  “Hey. What are you doing for lunch?”
 
  “I was going to eat at my desk, why?”
 
  “I was thinking we could have lunch, and you could drive the Mustang to the restaurant and back.” I glanced over at her. “You up for it?”
 
  “Sure.” She laughed and nodded. “That sounds great.”
 
  “Awesome. Let’s get a few other people, and we can make it a group lunch.”
 
  I was probably imagining it, but I thought I saw disappointment flicker over her face. It was the right decision, though, because the last thing either of us needed was folks thinking we were having an inappropriate relationship. Nothing killed team dynamics or careers quicker than ugly perceptions about how some people were treated.
 
  The morning went quickly, and I was able to get a few interviews done with the other managers. Sheila was the first interview, and she rocked it. I made it a point to be tougher on her than the other managers. She needed to earn the position—not just in my eyes, but the other managers, too.
 
  We had one last other interview scheduled for tomorrow with someone from a different department. I suspected a little nepotism at work, because the last name of the person interviewing tomorrow was the same as another senior manager in our company.
 
  Corporate life…ain’t it grand?
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Eleven
 
   
 
  Nicole stopped by right before lunch, and a huge wave of relief washed over me. She stepped into my office, and gave me a dazzling smile before following it up with a kiss. I had a table and chairs on one side of the office, and we sat down.
 
  “Hey, I thought I was going to get a call or a text last night.”
 
  “I know. I’m sorry. I left my phone at the hotel, and didn’t realize it until later in the evening. I was actually a little frantic, thinking I’d lost it.”
 
  “Ahh. I see.”
 
  Actually, I didn’t, but it wasn’t worth fighting over unless the losing-her-phone excuse became a trend.
 
  “When we got back from dinner, it was late, and I figured you were in bed already.”
 
  “I understand, but will you text me next time? I’d rather get a text and lose a little sleep than not get a text, and lose a lot of sleep. Know what I mean?”
 
  “Yes. I’m sorry.”
 
  I dismissed her apology with a wave. “Dinner go good last night?”
 
  She smiled at me. “It went great. Collin’s new client is some sort of receiver. He’s right in the middle of his career, and starting to worry about having enough money when he finally calls it quits.” She chuckled and shook her head. “The guy’s last contract was for fifteen million dollars, and he’s worried about having enough money. It’s crazy to listen to some of these conversations, but I guess it’s normal for professional athletes.”
 
  “Wow. It sounds kind of interesting.”
 
  “Parts of it are interesting. Although it gets boring sometimes, because I’m just a pretty face to some of his clients.” She paused. “It’s more fun when the clients bring their wives or girlfriends; then I can talk to someone.”
 
  We talked for a few minutes, and I filled her in on the girls.
 
  A soft knock interrupted our conversation, and we both turned to see Sheila at the door. A plastic smile curved her lips. “Hi, Nicole. How are you?”
 
  “I’m good, thanks for asking. How are you?”
 
  “Great! Thanks.” She walked further into the office, and motioned towards me. “Mr. Nick here said I could drive his Mustang to the restaurant for lunch.”
 
  Nicole’s smile froze on her face, and she glanced at me. Yep, it was one of those we’re-going-to-talk-later glances, and I filled the ensuing silence.
 
  “Yeah,” I said, and worked to make my voice calm. “We’re having a group lunch today, and Sheila is a classic car fan, so I thought she’d like to drive the Mustang.” I met my wife’s eyes. “I was feeling a little low this morning, and the Mustang always picks me up.”
 
  Two could play at this game, and it wasn’t like I was taking Sheila to a hotel to fuck.
 
  Nicole’s response was short, curt. “Sounds fun.”
 
  Sheila picked up on the tension. “Whenever you’re ready. It was good to see you again, Nicole.”
 
  “You, too. Take care.”
 
  I was almost positive I heard the sound of two cats fighting! Nicole’s reaction surprised me, because there was nothing between Sheila and me. There never had been. We’d worked together for years now, and she’d never indicated an ounce of jealousy towards Sheila.
 
  Women!
 
  Nicole stood up. “You don’t have to leave right now,” I blurted. “We have a few more minutes.”
 
  “No, honey. I don’t want to keep you from your lunch.” She emphasized the word lunch and drew it out a bit.
 
  “Nicole, stop. It really is just lunch, and she mentioned that her dad, who passed away, was a big classic car guy. She seemed depressed, so I thought I’d let her drive the Mustang. I also insisted that we go to lunch as a group.”
 
  “Okay.” I got a funny look from my wife that I didn’t know how to interpret. “Fine.”
 
  She left without another word. Her reaction left me feeling confused and defensive, because it seemed completely out of line.
 
  Which one of us is fucking someone outside our marriage?
 
   
 
  Sheila and I walked to the Mustang, and I tossed her my keys. She caught them with a big smile. We slid into the car, and she let out a satisfied groan. “This is nice! You really went all out on the restoration.”
 
  “Yeah. Nicole wasn’t too happy, but I couldn’t resist. This is my vice.”
 
  She winked at me. “It’s not much of a vice.”
 
  The car drove great, no surprise there, and she worked the stick shift with practiced ease. I couldn’t help wondering if she handled all sticks with the same skill.
 
  It’s just lunch, Nick. Get your mind out of the gutter.
 
  The restaurant was crowded, and I worried about finding a table big enough for our group. We were waiting near the front for a waitress. “I don’t think we’re going to get a table big enough for all of us,” I commented.
 
  “Oh, sorry,” she said. “I meant to tell you that everyone else had plans for lunch. It’s just you and me today.”
 
  I started to panic. This was a popular place with folks at work, and people would definitely see us sitting together. There were two reasons why that was really bad. First, Nicole would hear about it, and she’d think I’d lied to her about lunch being a group thing. Second, it could appear that Sheila already had the job, or that I had a special relationship with her, and that would definitely get back to Human Resources.
 
  I pulled Sheila back outside. “We can’t eat here.”
 
  “What? Why?”
 
  I had a hard time believing she was this naïve. “It could appear inappropriate, especially since you’re interviewing for a leadership position that reports directly to me.”
 
  She rolled her eyes. “Relax. It’s just lunch. What could people infer from us having lunch together?”
 
  “A lot, and none of it good.”
 
  “Okay.” Sheila raised her hands, and relented. “Fine.”
 
  “Now, let’s order lunch to go, and we’ll order something for the whole team. We’ll take it back, and you and I will eat separately.” I paused. “I’m sorry, but eating together is a bad idea. If you get the job, I’ll personally take you out to celebrate, but for right now, it’s not a good idea.”
 
  “I’m going to hold you to that, mister.” She pointed a finger at me. “You’re taking me out if I get hired.”
 
  “Deal.” I held out my hand, and she shook it with a laugh.
 
  We went back in, and ordered a bunch of food to go. I also ordered snacks for Nicole’s section, because I wanted to stop by and see if she was still pissed. For once, I was proven right. We did see several folks from work, including one of the managers who had interviewed Sheila. I made it a point to explain that we were getting food for the team and for Nicole’s section. It’s a sad fact of life, but perception is reality, even if it isn’t related to the truth.
 
  When we got back to lunch, I let her pass out the food while I disappeared into my office. Suddenly I started to worry about my relationship with Sheila. Relationships that appeared inappropriate had ended several careers at this conservative company, and I damned sure didn’t intend to add my career to that graveyard. If she got hired, we’d have to have ‘the talk,’ and I made a mental note to stop by Human Resources for guidance.
 
  Midway through the afternoon, I carried the snacks I’d bought over to Nicole’s section, and gave them to her supervisor. Food always has a way of building goodwill, and I was hoping for some goodwill this afternoon from my wife.
 
  I asked her to take a short walk.
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Twelve
 
   
 
  “Honey, I’m sorry,” she started. “I guess I feel a little threatened by Sheila.”
 
  “Why now? I’ve worked with her for a couple of years.”
 
  “I’ve always felt threatened by her, but now you’ve been promoted, and that changes people’s perceptions about you, especially women. Now you’re a good-looking guy who is a great provider, and on his way up in the company. A lot of women would be willing to take a chance that you’d stray, and they’d be more than happy to snap you up.” She stopped, and rested her hand on my chest. Her eyes met mine, and a strange expression appeared on her face. “I think Sheila is one of those women. She’s young, ambitious, and she’s always had a crush on you.”
 
  This was news to me, and I couldn’t help laughing. “What?”
 
  “Honey, everyone but you can see it, and I just want you to be careful. That’s all. It wasn’t an issue before, but it could be in the future.”
 
  “Okay,” I agreed. “You’re right. I didn’t see it, but it doesn’t matter, because I’m not interested. I honestly was trying to be nice to her, because of her father.”
 
  “Did you know that the rest of your team was busy for lunch before you left?”
 
  “No. Not until we got to the restaurant. I thought everyone was taking different cars, which is what we’ve done in the past.”
 
  “A little interesting, don’t you think? She waited until you two were alone to tell you about the team?”
 
  “I get your point. Okay, I need to be more careful around Sheila. I get it.”
 
  “Yep.” She hugged me a little while we walked. “You’re quite the catch now, mister.”
 
  “Well, I’m not in Collin’s league, that’s for sure.”
 
  That comment earned me a light punch on the arm, and she pulled me to a stop again. She looked at me for a long time, searching my eyes, before she responded, “Yes. You are.”
 
  The Mustang got me home in record time. I started dinner, and decanted a bottle of wine. Nicole came home, and I could tell she was feeling the last twenty-four hours. I handed her a glass of wine. She sipped it as she walked into our bedroom, and I got the girls squared away.
 
  I stepped into my home office, and focused my thoughts. My heart pounded in my chest.
 
  I tried unsuccessfully to keep my breathing steady, because I wanted to make a phone call, and I knew it was going to be difficult. I kept glancing at my cell phone, checking the battery, and wiping the sweat off my forehead.
 
  Finally, I decided to man-up.
 
  “Hey, Nick. How’s it going?”
 
  “Good. Congratulations on your new client. Nicole told me you signed him last night.”
 
  “Yeah, it was great, and Nicole really helped me.”
 
  “She did?”
 
  She hadn’t mentioned that piece of information, and I heard him chuckle. “Oh yeah, she helped a ton. Why don’t you ask her about it?”
 
  “Uh. Okay. I will.”
 
  “So what do you need?”
 
  “Ummm. Well. I, uh…” I swallowed a few times. “I want to have sex with Nicole.”
 
  “Ah. I see.” His voice changed immediately, it became harder and deeper. “Well, cuck, I’m not sure I like the way you asked. If you can’t do better than that, I don’t think you want to fuck your wife bad enough.”
 
  I was quietly panting as my heart raced inside my chest. “I don’t understand. How should I ask?”
 
  “You need to be more respectful. Understand? Or do you need a few weeks in the chastity belt to help remind you?”
 
  The wall kept me in a standing position, barely, and I closed my eyes. I focused on controlling my breathing, and tried to take control of my emotions. A part of me was angry I had to have this conversation, but it was heavily outweighed by the feelings of anxiety, lust, and submission his voice evoked within me.
 
  “I apologize. Collin, may I please have sex with Nicole tonight?”
 
  “Almost there, cuck. When you ask me this question, or when we deal with something similar in our relationship, you will address me as ‘sir.’ Is that understood?”
 
  “Yes. I mean, yes, sir.”
 
  “Good. Now ask again.”
 
  “Sir, may I please have sex with my wife tonight?”
 
  “Very good. Put your wife on the phone.”
 
  “Ye… Yes, sir.”
 
  Nicole was in our bedroom closet, with the door closed, and I knocked softly.
 
  “What is it, Nick? I’m changing in here.
 
  “Collin’s on the phone. He wants to talk to you.”
 
  “Okay. Hang on, then.”
 
  She opened the door wearing her robe, tightly belted, and she took the phone from me. “Hey, handsome. What’s up?”
 
  She smiled at me, closed the door, and I heard her laughing on the other side. I leaned closer to the door and listened. It was odd listening to a one-sided conversation, especially when I couldn’t even see the speaker.
 
  “Yes. Of course I’m looking forward to this weekend. You’ll have me all too yourself for two whole days. What are you going to do with me?
 
  “It’s a surprise, is it? Well, then I guess I’ll wait to be surprised.
 
  “He did? Wow, you were right!” She giggled. “You weren’t mean to him, were you?
 
  “Good. You know I worry about hurting him.
 
  “I know. I remember what we discussed, but…”
 
  “Okay. Yes, I do trust you.
 
  “Do I want to? Of course, baby. He’s my husband.”
 
  Nicole’s laughter made my body tremble.
 
  “You are so bad…what? No. I’m not going to do that to him.
 
  “Baby…no. That’s mean.”
 
  More laughter.
 
  My heart raced in my chest, and sweat broke out over my body. I had no idea who would emerge from the closet. My wife? Collin’s submissive?
 
  Would we even have sex?
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Thirteen
 
   
 
  When she spoke again, her voice dropped to a whisper, and I couldn’t hear anymore. I waited a few more seconds, but gave up and went back to our bedroom. I flicked on the television, and tried to focus on the movie. She joined me a few minutes later. She looked extremely sexy wearing very short shorts and a tank top. Her nipples almost poked through the fabric, and I couldn’t help staring at her tits, because they were simply amazing. She lay on the bed next to me, snuggled closer, and rubbed her body against mine. A naughty smile lit up her face.
 
  “Baby, you are so beautiful and sexy.”
 
  “Thank you.” She ran her hand over my chest. “Collin said you want to fuck me. Is that right?”
 
  My throat felt like it had just been coated with sandpaper. I swallowed a few times before summoned enough moisture to respond. “Yes. I miss you. I wanted us to be together before your weekend away with him.”
 
  “You’re so sweet.” She ran her hands down my stomach and over my cock. My obvious erection widened her smile. “Oooooh, someone does want me.”
 
  She rolled on top of me and kissed me deeply, passionately, while rubbing her body over mine. Her hair draped over our heads, creating a beautiful brown canopy, and the scent of strawberries mixed lightly with vanilla filled my nose. The combination of scents from her shampoo and skin conditioner smelled delicious. My hands roamed freely over her body, enjoying every one of her curves and the warm feel of her skin.
 
  We continued kissing for several minutes, and I enjoyed every second of it, but finally she rolled off me, and pulled off her tank top. Her lips spread into a seductive smile, and she lay back on the mattress. Her arms lifted until they rested above her head. My eyes were glued to her breasts. They swayed invitingly, and I moved closer. My fingertips traced circles around her nipples before I cupped and caressed her full breasts.
 
  Her nipples hardened under my touch, and I let my fingers brush them softly before taking one in my mouth. My tongue swirled around the firm, puckered flesh, and her soft, satisfied moan echoed in my ear. Her hand rested on the back of my head, holding it firmly against her breast. I flicked my tongue back and forth over her nipple until her body tensed, and she gripped a fistful of my hair. Her breasts were sensitive, her nipples doubly so, and I used that knowledge to my advantage. My cock was hard enough to cut diamonds as she arched her back, and I heard another urgent moan leave her lips.
 
  “I thought you wanted to fuck me?” Her voice was low, lusty, and filled with urgent need.
 
  That was all the encouragement I needed, and I rolled off the bed, shed my clothes, and whipped the blankets back. She went through the same motions on her side of the bed, and we slid quickly under the sheets. Our bodies came together, our skin hot with desire, and our lips met in another passionate kiss. She’d obviously had enough foreplay, because after only a few seconds of kissing, she pulled me on top of her, and positioned my cock against the entrance to her pussy.
 
  Her eyes blazed up at me, brimming with lust, and her hips pushed against my cock. Briefly I considered teasing her like Collin had, but my own need made that impossible. I lowered myself on top of her, and slid deliciously inside her pussy. My own groan of lust, need, and happiness mixed with hers.
 
  “God, you feel good, baby,” she breathed. “Please fuck me.”
 
  My cock sliced in and out of her with little resistance, and while she was very wet, I knew Collin had stretched her pussy. I didn’t care. I’d missed her too much. A distant part of me, my cuckold lizard brain, was excited by the idea of Collin stretching her.
 
  Our eyes met, and I could tell she knew what I was thinking. My wife understood my cuckold side.
 
  Her eyes narrowed, and she bucked her hips against me. “You like my pussy?”
 
  “Yes,” I groaned.
 
  “Good. Enjoy it while you can. Collin may not give you permission in the future!”
 
  An electric jolt shot through my body. I jerked uncontrollably on top of her, my rhythm broken, and my orgasm approached with freight-train momentum.
 
  The smile on her face grew wider. “Not that it matters really. I can barely feel your little cock.”
 
  I groaned again, louder this time, and thrust hard inside her.
 
  “Is it even inside me?” She patted my head. “That’s okay, baby, go ahead and finish.”
 
  She turned her head to the side, and mimicked a yawn before glancing back up at me with a naughty smile. Her behavior was humiliating. It was erotic. It was frustrating, exciting, and I loved it. I did my best to pound her pussy, grinding my hips against her, and desperately hoping she’d moan like she did with Collin.
 
  She mimicked another yawn.
 
  My cock was slick with her juices, and it slid in and out with almost no friction. It still felt great to me, but I knew she wasn’t getting anything out of it. She ran her fingernails over my chest, scratching me slightly, and the pain felt exquisite.
 
  “C’mon, cucky-boy. Use that little cock to fuck your wife.” She giggled softly, and patted my chest. “I’m going to lock you up after we’re done.” She pulled my head down, and whispered in my ear. “I’m locking you up, and giving Collin the keys!”
 
  I couldn’t speak. My brain had passed beyond the ability for rational thought, let alone words, and a loud groan burst from me.
 
  “That’s right, little cuck.” Her hot breath caressed my ear. “Your little cock needs to be locked up. It’s so small anyway, and I don’t want you getting any ideas about Sheila.”
 
  Another jolt of electricity ran through my body. “I won’t…”
 
  “Your cock belongs to me!”
 
  A naughty laugh…not a giggle, but an evil, naughty laugh…echoed in my ear. She pulled me even closer, her lips lightly touching my ear, and her voice lowered even further as she teased me to orgasm.
 
  “I’m going to cover your little cock in panties, too.” She blew hot breath against my ear. “Panties will look good on you.”
 
  Panties?
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Fourteen
 
   
 
  Unable to hold back any longer, I thrust savagely and held myself inside her, enjoying the pleasure of shooting inside my wife. I couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe, and I remained motionless until I grew lightheaded. Finally I collapsed on top of her, a quivering mass of satisfied flesh. My cock slipped out, but I couldn’t make myself move, and I lay on top of Nicole. Her hands rubbed my back, her lips kissed my face over and over, and she whispered sweet, soft music into my ear.
 
  Eventually I recovered enough to roll off her. I stumbled into the closet, grabbed towels for both of us, and when I came back in the room, I noticed my wife staring intently at the ceiling. There was no indication she’d climaxed during our sex. No sweat on her brow, no heavy, satisfied breathing, and not even a touch of afterglow.
 
  “Baby, can I do anything for you?”
 
  “No. It’s okay. I’m fine.”
 
  “Are you sure? I know you probably didn’t get much out of our sex tonight.”
 
  “That’s not true. I don’t need an orgasm to feel close to you, reconnect with you.”
 
  “I know, baby, but…”
 
  “But nothing, honey. I love you. I love having sex with you, whether I climax or not.”
 
  She turned on her side, and snuggled her back up against me. Spooning was her favorite position, and I held her close, enjoying the warmth of her naked skin and the scent of her body.
 
  When she spoke, her voice was soft, concerned, and she rubbed my thigh. “You know I was just playing with you tonight, right?”
 
  “Yeah.”
 
  “It turned you on, though, didn’t it?”
 
  Silence hung between us as I considered my response. Once again, I felt like I was sliding down a slippery slope.
 
  “Please tell me what you’re thinking,” she whispered. “I love you, honey. Nothing you say will change that.”
 
  I heaved a gusty sigh, and rolled onto my back. My wrist rested on my forehead, and I finally gave in and uttered the simple truth. “Okay, yes. It excited me. All of it.”
 
  She rolled to face me, rested her hand on my chest, and stared deeply into my eyes. Her lips parted in a soft, gentle smile. “Thank you for being honest.”
 
  I shrugged my shoulders, and closed my eyes. She shook my body gently, and I dropped my arm and looked over at her.
 
  “Honey, nothing we do, together or with Collin, will change the way I feel about you. You will always be my husband, the father of my children, and the man who holds my heart.” Tears formed in her eyes, and she hugged me tight, resting her head against my chest.
 
  “Thank you,” I replied seriously. “I need to hear that from time to time.”
 
  She nodded, looked up at me with a little smile, and I brushed a tear away.
 
  “So, are you going to lock me up?”
 
  She giggled, and a hint of naughtiness came back into her eyes. “If you go to lunch alone with Sheila again, I will. You better believe it, cuck.”
 
  We both laughed, and she hugged me again. Our bodies lay together, and our hearts reconnected. It was quiet, necessary time, and our relationship needed it.
 
  “Nick…” She hesitated. “Are you sure you’re okay with the teasing?”
 
  “Yes.” I coughed to cover my mixed emotions. “I’m embarrassed to admit it, but it does excite me. I can’t explain why, but it just creates this erotic mixture of lust and frustration within me.”
 
  “Don’t be embarrassed. Everyone has quirks and fantasies.” She smiled at me, and shrugged. “Some people just like a little slap with their tickle, that’s all.”
 
  “I guess you’re right.”
 
  “Honey, I’d rather explore our fantasies together than live a life of what-if’s and should-have’s. Know what I mean?”
 
  “Yeah,” I said slowly. “And I agree.”
 
  “How about Collin? Are you fine with how he spoke to you? And having to ask for permission?”
 
  “Honestly, I’m not sure. I’m fine with you teasing me, but it’s different with him. I’m not sure how I feel about it.”
 
  “I’ll ask him to stop, if you want.”
 
  “No. I’ll speak to him directly if I need him to stop. We talked about it already.” I squeezed her hand. “Besides, the way he acts towards me now excites me, too.”
 
  “It does?”
 
  “Yeah. It’s like he’s reinforcing my role or something, and that’s exciting.” I paused meaningfully. “But like I said, I’m just not sure of my limits, and that makes me uncomfortable, too.”
 
  “Gotcha.”
 
  I raised up on an elbow. “Why don’t we continue as we’ve been doing, and I’ll tell you when it’s too much for me?”
 
  “Really?” She cocked her head, and her eyes narrowed skeptically. “Are you sure?”
 
  “Yes. It’s the only way we’re going to know our limits, and I don’t want the two of you constantly worrying about me. I’ll let you know when I’ve had too much, or if we’ve gone too far.”
 
  “Wow.” She kissed me. “You’re the best!”
 
  “Thanks, baby. But listen, when I do ask you to stop, I really need you to listen. Please?”
 
  She nodded emphatically. “Absolutely! I’ll speak to Collin, too.”
 
  “Thank you.”
 
  “You’re welcome.” She gave me a naughty smile, pushed the blankets down past her knees, and spread her legs.
 
  “Now clean my pussy, cuck!”
 
  I laughed, and dived between her legs.
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Fifteen
 
   
 
  Friday finally arrived. The start of the weekend.
 
  It was also a test of our relationship. Tension and excitement sang through my body throughout the day. Nicole was spending the weekend with Collin. I couldn’t stop that thought from circling my brain like a vulture over a dying corpse. Another boundary crossed. My emotions see-sawed from worries about my marriage to the sweet cuckold angst I’d grown to love. Time flew, and then it slowed to a crawl, only to start flying a few minutes later. My emotions were frayed by the time my day ended.
 
  One activity that had distracted me from my wife’s plans for the weekend was Sheila’s hiring. There were several interviews, all tough, but when the process finally ended, the decision was unanimous. Sheila had earned her promotion. The team was taking her out to celebrate, and I planned to stop by after I dropped off Nicole. I’d buy a round of drinks, congratulate her, and then look for the exit. I wasn’t going to stay, but I wanted to make an appearance. It was probably old-fashioned, but I didn’t want to make a habit of having drinks with my team.
 
  The sun was setting when my wife and I pulled up to the curb. I shut off the engine, and leaned my forearms on the steering wheel.
 
  “Wow. What a nice place.”
 
  I scanned the grounds. Collin’s large and beautiful home was set back from the street. The Spanish-style architecture fit perfectly among old, beautiful oak trees. The meticulously manicured grounds completed the picture. A brick path, softly lit by small lights, wound through the majestic oak trees before finally ending at a courtyard gate.
 
  Collin waited at the gate. He smiled and waved, but didn’t move towards us.
 
  My wife waved back to him, checked her makeup one last time, and turned towards me. “He just closed on it last week. He said he liked the overall style and floor plan, but it was the large lot and privacy that really sold him. He has a total of five acres, although a good portion is actually behind the house.”
 
  “I am officially impressed,” I muttered. I took a quick breath, offered my wife a shaky smile, and motioned vaguely. “You look amazing, honey. Have fun. Call me when you need me to pick you up.”
 
  “Thanks, babe. I’ll do my best to check in with you this weekend.” She slid out of our convertible, turned back, and met my eyes as she closed the door. “I’m not sure what he has planned, but he mentioned we’ll have a full weekend. He also asked me to dress sexy, so I think we’re going out later.”
 
  Her eagerness to leave and start her weekend with Collin was obvious. It was an effort, but I kept an easy smile on my face.
 
  “You definitely look sexy. Damned sexy. Are you sure you don’t want me to bring you some clothes? You didn’t bring anything with you.”
 
  I was secretly hoping I would get to see her this weekend, even if it was just to drop off some clothes.
 
  “No. Thank you.” She shook her head. “He said everything is taken care of, and he’s taking me shopping. I’ll be fine, honey.”
 
  She smiled at me one last time, her eyes bright with excitement, before she spun and started up the path.
 
  Dressed to impress, she wore a lacy top that clung to her breasts, and displayed her ample cleavage. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so her nipples were clearly visible under the thin fabric. Her tight fitting skirt flared towards the bottom, and ended an inch or two below her ass. The skirt swayed as she moved away from the car.
 
  She walked slowly, each step placed carefully to show off her legs and the curves of her body. She wanted her boyfriend to have a good, long look at the woman who’d be spending the weekend with him.
 
  His smile grew larger, almost carnivorous, as he enjoyed the view.
 
  I watched her until she stepped in to his arms. They kissed intimately before he put his arm around her and steered her through the gate. I started the engine, sucked in a deep, cleansing breath, and pulled away from the sidewalk.
 
  “Holy shit, what have we started?”
 
  Silence mocked me for asking a stupid question, so I decided to ask another.
 
  “Where will it end?”
 
   
 
   
 
  == << || >> ==
 
   
 
  If you enjoyed this story, be sure to read the rest of “The One Less Traveled,” available wherever quality books are sold!
 
   
 
  == << || >> ==
 
   
 
  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.
 
   
 
  ~~~~~ Excerpt ~~~~~
 
   
 
  We stayed for a little while longer, and Nicole danced with a few other guys, but the energy that we’d felt earlier left with Collin. Only thirty minutes after he left, she mentioned she’d like to go home.
 
  “We need to talk anyway,” she said as we left.
 
  Once we got on the road, I couldn’t wait any longer. “You wanna help me understand your behavior tonight?”
 
  “God, I’m so embarrassed.”
 
  She buried her face in her hands for several seconds, but when she faced me again, I could see more excitement than embarrassment. I wondered if she was about to beg for forgiveness, or ask for permission to do it again.
 
  “I’m sorry, honey,” she started, and put her hand on my shoulder. “I got carried away tonight, and I apologize.”
 
  “Yeah, you caught me by surprise. I didn’t think we were going to become swingers tonight.”
 
  “We’re not,” she assured me. “I love you, and I don’t want to swing with random couples we meet in a club. That just doesn’t interest me.”
 
  “Okay.” I dragged the word out. “What does interest you? You seemed to really like Collin, but he’s a single guy, and I thought… Well, shit, I’m not sure what I thought, or you thought, or we thought. Ugh! I’m so damn confused, baby. What hell are we doing?”
 
  She stared out the window for a few minutes before turning back to me. “Do you really want to know what I’m thinking? Honestly, do you really want to know? Because I love you, and don’t want to hurt your feelings, and I don’t want to jeopardize our marriage.”
 
  “Jeopardize our marriage? When did our marriage get put on the chopping block?”
 
  Somewhere along the way, we’d jumped into the deep end of the pool, and I felt like I could barely tread water. Our marriage had been fine when we left the house; now it was in jeopardy?
 
  “It’s not. I’m sorry; I’m not expressing myself well. I just…” She trailed off.
 
  “Just what?”
 
  “I just want to be honest with you, but I’m afraid you won’t want me anymore.” Tears glistened in her eyes. “You’ll be ashamed of me.”
 
  “I love you, Nikki, and I absolutely want you to be honest. Always. Please tell me.”
 
  “Okay.” Her deep, ragged sigh echoed through the car, and she wiped her eyes before continuing, “I had a discussion with Suzie. We’re in the same yoga class,” she added, and then waved her hand. “Anyway, we had lunch a while back, and she let me in on a little secret.”
 
  “This oughta be good,” I murmured slyly.
 
  “Stop it. Please, just hear me out. This is important to me.”
 
  “Fine. I apologize.”
 
  “Well, her husband used to go out of town a lot on business, and their sex life suffered. Really suffered. She told me they used to fight a lot, and almost divorced, before they worked out an agreement.”
 
  “An agreement? What type of agreement?”
 
  She took another breath. “Suzie has a boyfriend.”
 
   
 
   
 
  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.
 
   
 
  ~~~~~ Excerpt ~~~~~
 
   
 
  My body sank onto the bed, as my mind tried to make sense of everything. I’d gone from sitting alone in the hotel lobby, tortured by my imagination, to listening to Collin calmly dissect the entire cuckold/hotwife relationship dynamic. Now I found myself alone again, dismissed by the horny couple, and once again being water-boarded by my vivid imagination.
 
  To say we’d covered some serious ground tonight would a severe understatement, and I struggled to bring it all into focus. I could almost hear my heart beating, and adrenaline still coursed through my system. My hand absently wiped the sweat from my brow. A logical person by nature, I tried to collect my thoughts.
 
  I failed miserably.
 
  A confused, conflicted, and excited cuckold husband, it summarized my situation perfectly.
 
  So much to this lifestyle appealed to me, so much that I enjoyed, but I still struggled with the loss of control. That was the problem. I’d lost the ability to control the outcome, and truthfully, I didn’t have much influence either. I’d even lost control over my own lust. I felt perpetually excited around them, and that, most of all, worried me.
 
  I didn’t want to admit to Collin and Nicole that I loved watching them. I sure as hell didn’t want to admit that I found masturbating to visions and memories of them together more satisfying than having sex with Nicole myself. The consequences of those admissions were incomprehensible. As I mentioned before, I’m an analytical person, process oriented and all that stuff, and as I lay on the bed sifting through my emotions, I realized my biggest emotion wasn’t lust or excitement.
 
  It was fear.
 
  Fear for my marriage.
 
  Fear for my masculinity.
 
  Fear of an unknown future.
 
  I was afraid of the truths I’d have to face if we continued down this path. Without a doubt, my biggest fear was that Nicole would remain in our marriage, but view me as less of a man, less of a husband. I was afraid my wife would stop loving me, stop seeing me as her husband and the father of her children. The possibility her eyes reflecting disdain rather than love terrified me. I couldn’t live with that outcome, even if she could, and I knew it would end our marriage. Maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow, but eventually it would wither away until it collapsed under the weight of Collin, his money and movie star looks, and his unbelievable war-cock.
 
  Exhaustion hit me, and I gave up trying to win this particular battle. Tomorrow. I return to the battlefield tomorrow. My hands mopped my sweaty face again, and I dragged myself back to a standing position. A few deep breaths, and then I started for the restroom. Nicole met me at the door, and my jaw dropped open. Conscious, rational thought evaporated in an instant, as I stared at the most beautiful woman on the planet. Wearing a white baby-doll nightie, with matching panties, and clear plastic, stripper, fuck-me-pumps, she qualified as a national treasure. She put her hand on my chest, and slow-walked into the room, pushing me back as she walked. A playful smile tugged at her mouth. She loved my reaction. The baby-doll was completely sheer and swayed nicely as she swayed forward. Her panties were little more than a small triangle of material, and thin strings that disappeared around her hips.
 
  A satisfied and naughty expression passed over her face. She reveled in the effect she had on me, hell, the effect she had on all men. The back of my legs hit the bed, and with no idea what to do next I simply waited. Our eyes held each other. Love and affection reflected back at me in her beautiful brown eyes. Well, there may have been a little lust, but I sensed that wasn’t for me, so I held onto the emotions I knew would last. Finally, she hugged me close for a long moment, and then kissed me. A nice kiss, but also quick, with no promise behind it. I didn’t care. I loved the feel of her body against mine, her breasts were nice and full, and I could feel her nipples, hard against my chest.
 
  “Nick, do you want me to stay with you tonight? I will, if that’s what you want.”
 
  Decision time.
 
  I took a deep breath and held it. I wanted to hold her, kiss her, and fall asleep with her in my arms. I also considered throwing her on the bed and having my way with her. She’d let me, I knew she would, and I could reclaim her as mine. Maybe I’d even insist this relationship stop, and we’d resume our normal suburban marriage.
 
  Normal. Safe. Boring.
 
  A black and white future, and after experiencing the vivid colors of a cuckold relationship, I couldn’t accept that future. I’d take the emotional highs and lows, and the constant vacillating between fear and lust, over a safe, boring future.
 
  I believed Nicole when she said she would stay with me; however, I knew she really wanted to spend the night with her boyfriend. She’d stay with me because she felt obligated, not because she really wanted to be with me, and that felt wrong on multiple levels. I realized I couldn’t ask her to stay, I couldn’t deny her the pleasure she got from her new relationship. I signed up for this “boyfriend” situation and understood the risks. I might have underestimated the effect it would have on me, but that wasn’t Nicole’s issue to deal with, it was mine. We’d only been in this relationship for a short time, but I knew what I wanted, what I needed.
 
  I made my choice.
 
   
 
   
 
  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.
 
   
 
  ~~~~~ Excerpt ~~~~~
 
   
 
  Beautiful people.
 
  All of them were standing, talking, and laughing together. Nicole stood next to Collin, her arm inside his, laughing with another man who was talking with them both. He looked like the same guy she’d let fondle her and then kissed.
 
  I tore my eyes away from the party, and scanned the crowd. I didn’t want to get caught staring. When I looked back, Nicole was talking with a woman, smiling and whispering like old friends. They put down their drinks, and left the VIP area together. Arm in arm, they strode towards the bathroom.
 
  The urge to follow them was overpowering. A small corner dimly-lit stood empty. I leaned up against the wall, and waited.
 
  A loud shriek of laughter echoed in the hallway, and I glanced around the corner. Nicole and the other woman were holding on to each other and laughing hysterically. I pulled back and listened.
 
  “He’s big?”
 
  I didn’t recognize the voice.
 
  “Huge, and he knows how to use it.” I recognized Nicole’s voice and her giggle. “His body is amazing, like black granite. Fuck, I’m getting wet just thinking about him.”
 
  “Wow,” the other woman said past a giggle. “Easy there, you little slut.”
 
  “That’s exactly what I am for him.” Her voice turned serious. “I’m his slut, and I fucking love it.”
 
  “Hey, what’s going on with his attorney?” her friend asked. “Am I crazy, or did I see sparks flying between you two?”
 
  “Ugh. You’re not crazy. I think his attorney is hot,” Nicole’s voice replied. “We kissed the other night.”
 
  “No way!”
 
  “Yeah. It was spontaneous, but it was soooo nice. If I wasn’t with Collin, I think I’d have fucked him already.”
 
  “You are a slut.”
 
  “Shut up!”
 
  “Relax, baby. I get it.”
 
  “Anyway, I haven’t seen it, but he felt as big as Collin, but thicker.”
 
  “Wow. You are so bad.”
 
  “I know, I know. I told him I was with Collin, but that I was flattered.” Her deep sigh echoed along the corridor. “He agreed.”
 
  “Maybe you could have both of them,” she giggled. “Does Collin share?”
 
  “What?” Nicole’s voice was shocked, but intrigued. “No…well, I don’t know. We’ve never talked about it.” Silence echoed in the hallway before her voice shattered it again. “Do you think he would?”
 
  “I don’t know, but some guys like that sort of thing. You should talk with him about it. Wouldn’t that be a fun night?”
 
  The idea of her being with two men was overpowering…and shocking. When we’d started on this roller coaster, she only wanted a boyfriend. Now she was clearly considering two men at the same time?
 
  My eyes sought out Nicole again, and I saw her standing with the other woman, talking and laughing. Collin smiled at the two conspiring girls, then turned back to his attorney, and gave a quick motion with his head. His attorney smiled, clapped him on the shoulder, and walked over to Nicole. He laid his hands on her shoulders, and slowly ran them along her sides before resting them on her hips.
 
  He does want to share her!
 
   
 
   
 
  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.
 
   
 
  ~~~~~ Excerpt ~~~~~
 
   
 
  Nicole and I tucked April into bed later that night, and checked on Jasmine. My oldest daughter hugged my wife, and offered me a fist-bump. I’d have preferred a hug, but truthfully, I was grateful for any affection, so we rapped knuckles. Things were pretty much back to normal. I’d take it.
 
  We headed downstairs and into our bedroom, where Nicole kissed me on the cheek, and closed the bathroom door. I stared at the closed door. She was getting undressed and then redressed for Collin.
 
  She was spending the night.
 
  With Collin.
 
  Without me.
 
  It drove me crazy.
 
  We planned to meet tomorrow at the golf course. In a few minutes, my wife would leave to spend the night with another man. Cuckold angst, a combination of lust, excitement, and humiliation exploded inside my body. A heady, intoxicating brew of emotions.
 
  I loved it.
 
  The door had no answers. Although if an inanimate object could laugh, the door would’ve been laughing its ass off…at me.
 
  No other options presented themselves, so I laid down on the bed and turned on the TV. I selected a mind-numbing martial arts flick with lots of action, a low budget, and sub-titles. The fight scenes were great, but the acting was horrible. It was a perfect analogy for my current situation. The sex was great, but I wasn’t getting any, or at least not the really good sex. I wasn’t even able to watch the good sex tonight. I was alone with my imagination…which, now that I thought about it, actually produced some pretty good porn.
 
  An hour later, the bathroom doors opened. Nicole emerged a step at a time, as though she were a model on a runway. She wore a tiny pair of shorts that showed her ass off perfectly. Her breasts were barely covered by a tank top that stopped well above her belly button, and the outfit was completed by some very expensive-looking high heels. A Cheshire cat grin lit her face. She knew the effect she had on me, and she loved it. She stood next to the bed, her perfume hanging lightly in the air, and gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek.
 
  “I’ll see you tomorrow, honey.”
 
  “Are you and Collin going out tonight?”
 
  “I’m honestly not sure. He doesn’t have any business meetings tonight, but we may still catch a movie, or have drinks with some of his friends. Apparently, an old friend of his flew into town today, but he wasn’t sure if he would be able to hang out with us.”
 
  I swallowed carefully, and forced a smile. “Have fun.”
 
  Her smile grew wider, almost predatory. “I’m sure I will.”
 
  The click of her heels on the wood floor marked her departure, and I watched her hips sway as she walked out of our bedroom.
 
  My heart rate started increasing, and my breath came in short pants as I imagined every possible erotic scenario involving my wife and her lover. My imagination played extremely vivid videos.
 
  Nicole melting into his arms when she arrived.
 
  Collin carrying her into the bedroom.
 
  Another video played of my wife dressing, and modeling her clothes and lingerie. Of course, there was an extremely vivid video of Collin forcefully taking her in a variety of places and positions. Images of his body relentlessly pounding her while she begged for more flashed in my brain’s movie theater…
 
   
 
   
 
  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.
 
   
 
  ~~~~~ Excerpt ~~~~~
 
   
 
  “Nick!”
 
  His voice held the whip of command, and I realized I’d lost myself in the moment. The intensity of their sex left me unable to move. I shook my head, and scrambled out of the pool. He’d given me an order, and I felt compelled to obey.
 
  When I returned, he was able to pry her away from his body just long enough to don his robe. Then, with her lips still pressed against his body, he picked her up and carried her towards the door. I hurriedly draped the robe over her naked body, covering what I could while staying out of their way. It was a delicate operation, because he was still fully erect, and I didn’t want to get stabbed.
 
  I opened the door, and stepped out of their way. He carried her through the house to our bedroom. It finally dawned on me that he planned to take her in our bed. Collin was going to have sex with Nicole, my wife for over a decade, in our marital bed. That realization washed over me as though I’d been dunked in ice water.
 
  It was powerfully erotic.
 
  I felt the chastity belt grip me tightly as blood rushed to my shaft, causing it to grow and fill the plastic cage. I felt pressure at first, but that soon turned to discomfort as the base ring pulled forcefully. I stopped to take a breath, standing slightly bent over, and I fought to soothe the jagged lust that coursed through my system.
 
  The bedroom door stood open. The moans and whimpers of foreplay drifted out to me. The lusty couple had disappeared inside, and despite my overwhelming desire to follow them, I hesitated outside the door. I leaned up against the wall, breathing heavily, and desperately tried to assert control over my emotions.
 
  The bed squeaked. I recognized the sound. Collin and Nicole had moved onto the mattress.
 
  A few seconds later, more moans replaced the squeaking. The discomfort of the chastity belt threatened to grow into outright pain, but my desire to watch Nicole and Collin consumed me…
 
   
 
   
 
   
 
  Coming Soon:
 
   
 
  Cuckold's Cliff
 
   
 
  Nick, Nicole and Collin are sailing. They’ve overcome the struggles of a new relationship, and everyone has accepted their respective roles. Nick is a comfortable, almost eager, cuckold husband. Nicole is the hottest of hotwives, and she relishes teasing her husband and her dominant boyfriend. Colin is the epitome of class, style, and dominance, and radiates confidence.
 
  Everything is great until Collin unexpectedly takes Nicole out of town for the weekend, leaving Nick confused, scared, and angry. When Nicole is unwilling to tell him where they are, his worries multiply exponentially.
 
  Nick’s professional life is also chaotic. A beautiful, strong-willed subordinate is determined to get him naked. His loyalties are split between helping her career and keeping his marriage together.
 
  Finally his errant hotwife returns, but a shocking revelation causes him to reconsider his wife, his marriage, and their entire relationship with Collin.
 
   
 
  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.
 
   
 
   
 
  Author Bio:
 
   
 
  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/), Tumblr (http://jcwittol.tumblr.com/), Facebook (https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100010260493038), or his personal website, http://www.jcwittol.com!
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