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Chapter One
 
 
It’s been said life comes down to a few crucial moments, and these moments determine a person’s path. Significant events such as weddings and funerals, promotions and layoffs…all have the potential to scar lives or mark a significant change. Most people buy into the idea that these big events define their existence, their happiness, their successes and failures.
Most people are suckers.
The opposite is true.
Peoples’ paths in life are not determined by big events, but by the accumulation of small, seemingly inconsequential decisions. Normal, everyday choices made after a hard day’s work, a good night’s sleep, or over a drink during happy hour. These small decisions, and their consequences, carve the path people walk. Vast majorities of folks don’t realize this simple truth, which is why they look around after fifty years and have no idea how they arrived at their destination. Is it any surprise then that most people are shocked and unprepared at the curves life throws their way?
As I sat there staring at my wife and her lover, I realized that I needed to add myself to the list of ‘most people.’
Nicole and Collin finally seemed to remember where they were and pulled away from each other. Collin’s smile threatened to swallow his face. Nicole smiled as well, but her hands seemed incapable of leaving his body. They both started laughing once they realized how carried away they’d gotten.
“Wow. I was about to leave the room,” I joked. I was kidding, but only slightly. “Would you look at how vertical the walls are?
“Sorry, baby,” she offered immediately.
“Yeah, man. I apologize,” Collin added a second later, and then chuckled as he smiled at my wife. I think he got my sense of humor better than most. “I guess I missed her more than I realized.”
“Nonsense.” I waved my hand. “I’m glad we’re all getting back together. Besides, it’s nice to see her this happy again.”
That earned me a smile. She slid off his lap, and after straightening her dress, sat down next to me. She squeezed my arm. “Thank you for everything tonight. You’ve been fantastic.”
“I’m not done yet.”
A sly smile slid past my lips. Okay, yes, I was feeling the bourbon, but it was damn good! I put my now-empty glass on the table, and found the last package.
It wasn’t nestled in a bag with tissue paper.
It wasn’t wrapped in colorful box with a bow.
This package came in a tightly sealed box. I laid it on the table dramatically.
“Oh my God!” She gasped and her eyes grew wide. “Is that what I think it is?”
“Yep.” A nervous laugh escaped me, and then I motioned towards the box. “It came earlier this week, but I decided to wait until tonight to open it. Why don’t you do the honors, baby?”
Collin looked thoroughly confused at this point. She flashed him a heated smile, and then snickered before teasing him. “You, Mr. Man, are going to love what’s inside this box.”
“Is that right?”
He leaned forward as she started to open it. I’d sliced through the packing tape, so she just had to pull back the tabs and the box would open. Inside lay a square black pouch, with a zippered enclosure. She slowly, with maximum drama, drew the zipper back and pulled out several clear plastic rings. Most were circular in shape, but each had an open part at the top. Collin looked even more confused, until Nicole drew out the last, largest piece.
A short tube unmistakably shaped like a small penis.
“Holy Shit. Is that-“
“Yes!” Nicole finished for him. “It is.”
“How does it go together?”
“Why?” She replied with a smirk. “Are you thinking of putting it on?”
“Hell no,” he shot back, and then motioned at the device. “Besides, look at it. There’s no way my cock would fit inside that thing; even soft I’m way too big-” He stopped, realized what he said, and glanced at me with a guilty expression. “Sorry, I didn’t mean anything by that comment.”
“It’s okay. I understand,” I replied.
My heart thudded in my chest, and my hands trembled below the table. Nicole was still digging through the little black pouch with abandon, and she laid every piece carefully on the table, in plain view, and I started to worry the waiter or Maître-D would enter.
“Oh look, it comes with an actual lock and two keys, how devious.” She dangled them in front of me, before dropping them on the table. “It also has these little plastic ties with numbers on them.” She cocked her head at me. “That’s odd?”
“Those little plastic ties are used in place of the lock,” I explained. “They have a number, so someone can track whether or not the plastic lock has been cut.”
Nicole gave me a blank look. “Huh?”
I started to blush, but figured I had to continue. “Say I wore that through an airport, or into a federal building, or anywhere there is a metal detector. The lock would set off the metal detector.” Nicole and Collin exchanged a glance, and then nodded in unison. “The plastic ties are meant to secure the device, so it can’t be taken off, but still allow me to pass through a metal detector. The numbers on the plastic ties help make sure that they are not simply cut off and replaced.”
“Ahhhhhh.”
Nicole and Collin responded together, all of us started laughing. Nervous tension, combined with good alcohol, left all of us feeling giddy. We took turns checking out the chastity device, passing it around the table like first-graders. Nicole figured out how it went together without having to use the directions, and she gave me a naughty smile.
Collin caught the smile as well. “So when does Nicole get to lock your cock away?”
“We haven’t decided.”
Her smile grew from naughty to downright devilish. “Right now!”
“You wish,” I snapped.
“Tonight then,” she pressed.
“We’ll discuss it.”
“So who keeps the keys?” Nicole asked.
“You do, honey,” I replied. “You’ll be an official Key Holder. That’s a specific term for someone who holds the keys to a cuckold’s chastity device.”
“Aha. Is that from that website, cuckoldmarriage.info?”
“Yes, baby.”
“Wow, I need to check that site out.” She rubbed my thigh, and kissed my cheek. “So does Collin get a key?” 
“No,” he replied before I could answer. “I don’t want a key, not at this point anyway.”
The seriousness in his tone seemed unusual given the circumstances. Nicole glanced at me and then we both turned our eyes towards him.
“I realize this is a fun game right now, but chastity is a serious commitment. It’s a big step down the road of Dominance and Submission, and you should take some time to consider that while you’re having fun.”
Nicole and I exchanged a surprised glance. Neither of us had considered chastity a commitment. 
“I would accept a key,” he continued. “If both of you gave it to me, and formally accepted me as the dominant man in this relationship.” He paused. “I’m not sure any of us is ready for that, so for the time being, I think Nicole should hold both keys.”
The conversation had turned from light and playful to serious and sober, and left all of us unsure of what to say next. The chastity device lay on the table, a toy at first, now it appeared sinister.
He finally broke the tension. “Let’s put that away for now, before someone sees it. I feel like dancing anyway, let’s blow this place!”
“Great idea!”
Nicole clapped her hands. “Yayyyy!”
I suspected she’d be up for anything as long as it involved Collin. I nodded my head in defeat, and swept up the Chastity device. As I dropped it into its pouch, I felt like I was concealing contraband, a dangerous, illicit device, and then handed the pouch to my wife. She tucked it into her purse with another wicked little smile, while Collin called the waiter.
We fell right back into our routine of Nicole walking next to her boyfriend while I followed. She slipped her arm inside of his, and pressed her body against him. My heart kick-started into an even higher gear as I watched the beautiful couple glide through the restaurant, and a sense of satisfaction welled up inside of me as heads turned in their direction. Collin was handsome, yes, but heads swiveled to see my beautiful wife as well. The combustible emotional mixture of lust, happiness, worry, and excitement filled me again.
The Cuckold High!
I’d missed it. 
He helped her into his Range Rover and drove away. As I waited for my car, second thoughts and reservations tag-teamed me. I still wasn’t sure whether the chastity device was a good idea. Sure, it seemed harmless enough, and my wife clearly loved it. I was also honest enough to acknowledge I liked the idea as well. Collin’s comments however, made me wonder what, if any, changes the chastity device would bring. The valet pulled up and I shelved my doubts and reservations. The time for doubts and worries had passed; a night of dancing and watching my wife with her lover lay in front of me. I slid behind the wheel, grinning like a kid, and sped off after the horny couple.
 



Chapter Two
 
 
A line of impatient, well-dressed people lined the sidewalk as I pulled into yet another valet station. The happy couple had disappeared, and rather than wait in line, I stayed near the front entrance and texted Nicole. I did my best to ignore the glares from the people in line and the cautious expression from the bouncer. Fortunately, I received an immediate reply.
 
Nicole: Go to the front of the line. The door guy has your name!
 
Sweet! Hanging out with Collin had its rewards.
The bouncer gave me a cool once-over as I approached. He stood, held out a hand, and started shaking his head. Of course, there were some sarcastic comments from the line of people, but I ignored them and gave him my name. A cursory glance at his list, and then he cocked an eyebrow and studied me for a second, before nodding and ushering me inside. A person with an earpiece approached and pointed me in the right direction.
First Class all the way.
I didn’t kid myself though; I knew if Collin hadn’t left my name at the door, I’d never have made it inside. Nicole was one of the beautiful people, so she belonged inside, in the VIP section, on the arm of a handsome, rich dude.
Simply put, she belonged. Me? Not so much. 
I arrived in time to find him leading Nicole onto the dance floor. They passed me with a smile. She winked as she passed, already dancing as she walked, and the James Avery ring caught my eye. I was happy that she was wearing it, but I still felt a little let down, because I was back to being a third wheel. I took a deep breath, and reminded myself that this was part of the agreement. I also reminded myself that we were here tonight, because of the compromise that I suggested.
Suck it up and deal with it.
The waitress came by and I ordered a diet coke. No more alcohol for me tonight, especially since I was driving. The couch was comfortable, and I settled in to watch the two lovebirds. They held each other close during the slow songs, and kicked some ass on the fast ones. Fun to watch, they fit well together, and obviously enjoyed each other’s company. It was nice to see my wife this happy. I even got a few waves from her when our eyes met.
On my way back from the restroom, I noticed Cassidy behind the bar. Our eyes met as I approached, and a wide beautiful smile lit up her face. She came from around the bar, and wrapped me in a hug. She smelled amazing, and I couldn’t help noticing her body felt firm and curvy.
“Where have you been?”
“Uhhhh,” I stuttered. “I’ve been a homebody lately.”
“No kidding,” she replied. “I didn’t drive you away, did I?”
“Not at all,” I replied with a small shake my head. “In fact, you’re the reason I’m here tonight.”
Not a true word in the sentence.
“Ahhh,” she gushed, and then hugged me again. “It’s good to see you.”
“Same here.”
“I’m closing tonight, so feel free to stop by and keep me company.”
“I’ll try. Thanks.”
She kissed my cheek, and then whispered. “Please do.”
A quick pat on my chest, and then she slipped back behind the bar. I didn’t understand her attraction to me, but it sure was nice. A deep breath to steady myself, and then I moved towards our section.
A gorgeous, young woman stepped in front of me, and I damn near ran into her. Red hair, striking blue eyes and dangerous curves, I stuttered an apology and started to step around her. I’d always found beautiful women intimidating and disconcerting at the same time.
Don’t ask me how I landed my wife.
She stepped in front of me again, not letting me pass, and a big friendly smile lit her face. “I saw you sitting over there by yourself,” she said, and then leaned forward to whisper in my ear. Her hand slid over my chest. “You look like you need some company.”
My mouth dropped open and my brain emptied at the same time. Reckless abandon is something I’ve never inspired in women. First Cassidy, and now the gorgeous woman in front of me, I checked my surroundings to see if I was being Punked. I know I’m not bad looking, but this young woman was beyond smoking hot.
She grabbed my hand before I could respond, and pulled me onto the dance floor. With no other option, I surrendered. This wasn’t an emergency and one dance wouldn’t summon the Hurricane Nicole. I felt safe enough. I think I’ve mentioned that I’m not much of a dancer, and I usually just sway from side to side.
In this case, I barely moved at all.
She immediately put her back to me, and starting rubbing her body against mine. I’m not sure if this was actual dancing or not, but I went along with it. Hey, she was hot. My face heated up, and so did other parts of my body. I searched for Collin and Nicole, but they’d disappeared.
When she bent over and pushed her ass into my crotch, I started to worry we’d be ejected from the club. She threw me a smoldering glance over her shoulder, arched her back, and then slowly straightened. A slow, heated smile grew on her face when she saw my expression. This woman used her body and her looks with devastating effectiveness. Her arms circled my neck as she turned, and pressed herself into me again.
“You’re cute.” It was loud in the club, but we were close enough that I could hear her easily. A perfume I didn’t recognize, but that smelled expensive, filled my nose. Her sweet, minty breath coated my face. “What’s your name?”
“Nick. And thank you.”
“Nick,” she repeated with an inviting smile. “I’m Ginger.”
“Nice to meet you, Ginger.”
She pressed herself against me again. “Likewise, Nick.”
We swayed back and forth, our bodies pasted together. She held my eyes, and ran her fingers through my hair. Sexual tension filled the air, hot, sticky, and growing fast. Just when it couldn’t get any hotter, I started to push back from her; she leaned forward and planted a light kiss on my lips. Another heated smile appeared, and she spun and pressed her back against me again.
A deep, cleansing breath filled my lungs, and I took the opportunity to look for Collin and Nicole. They were sitting together, Nicole on Collin’s lap, and they were staring at me.
Staring….at me.
A light smile sat on her lips, and she winked when we made eye contact.
At least I’m not in trouble.
Collin and I made eye contact, and he made a slicing gesture across his throat. He shook his head deliberately from side to side. Ginger captured my attention again, and we danced a few more songs, before she pulled me off the floor.
“Here,” she said and grabbed my hand. A pen appeared from somewhere, and she wrote her name and number on my palm. “I’ll be here for a little while longer, but if you decide you want company tonight, or any other night,” she said with a smile. “Call me.”
“Umm, okay. Sure,” I replied.
She kissed my cheek again, before sauntering over to the bar. Within a few seconds, several men were vying for her attention. Still uncertain about what just happened, I shook my head and made my way toward Nicole and Collin. My steps might have been a bit unsteady as I walked.
“Did you have fun?” Nicole asked as I sat down.
“Uhhh. Yeah I did, but baby she asked me to dance,” I assured her.
“It’s okay. I’m not mad. I didn’t expect you to just sit here.” She took a sip of her drink, and a little twinkle flickered in her eyes. “Besides, I don’t think she’s any competition.”
Collin laughed and she slapped his knee. Clearly, there was an inside joke.
“What’s the deal, guys?”
This time they both burst out laughing. Collin saw my frustration and threw me a bone. “That young lady is a working girl.”
He used his fingers to make quotation marks around the words working girl.
My mouth dropped open. “No way.”
“True story, man.” He nodded in her direction. “She’s smoking hot, but she’s definitely a hooker.”
“I don’t believe that.” I glanced at Ginger again. Sure enough, she was already deep in conversation with another guy. The same smile she flashed at me now shined on him, and by the look in his eyes, he’d fallen under spell just like me.
Still, it was a big leap to say she was a hooker.
“How do you know this anyway?”
“I was in here a few weeks ago with a potential client and she came onto me.” He shrugged. “I know the manager here, and he filled me in after I turned her down.”
Nicole piped in. “You better have turned her down, Mister.”
“Baby, I’ve never paid for sex, and I’m not about to start.”
“Good, and speaking of sex…” Her voice trailed off.
Their eyes met, and he pulled her into a passionate kiss. Almost a minute passed before they stopped, and both of them were breathing heavy when they separated. His arms slipped around her. He stood and lifted her into his arms at the same time. Her body melted against his, and he started walking towards the door.
“Let’s go.”
I paid our bill, of course, but I didn’t mind. Initially, I thought they’d want to be alone, but he invited me to come back to the hotel. This time I breezed through the lobby. We went straight up to his hotel suite. I relaxed on the loveseat as Nicole disappeared into the bedroom.
Collin joined me in the living. “It’s been an interesting night.”
“Yes it has, but it’s also been fun.”
“I’m glad you think so.” He swirled his glass a bit. “I want to say thank you for working out this compromise. It could only have come from you, and I think it’s going to work great for everyone.”
“I hope so. I still worry about losing Nicole, but as long as we keep communicating, we should be fine.”
“I know you worry about losing your wife, but I’m honestly not a threat.” His voice was low and reassuring. “I would walk away if it looked like your marriage was in jeopardy.”
I’m not sure I believed him, but I appreciated the sentiment. “Thank you.”
Nicole joined us. Holy cow, she made an entrance. A confident, sultry smile lit her face, and she moved forward like a runway model. A one-piece lingerie suit fit her like a glove, and robbed my mouth of moisture. Resembling skimpy one-piece swimming suit, except it was completely sheer and had a thong back. She completed the look with thigh-high hose and fuck-me pumps. Her breasts pushed at the material and her little nipples were rock hard.
Poor Collin didn’t stand a chance!
She brazenly walked over and straddled him. Her lips found his before he got a chance to speak, and she ground her hips into him. Her hands found his shirt and she ripped it open. Buttons flew everywhere. Surprise widened his eyes, as his muscular chest and stomach were exposed. Seeing where this was going, he put his arms around her and stood, while her legs immediately flew around his waist, gripping him tightly, and her arms wrapped tighter around his neck. Her lips never left his skin, and she peppered his neck and face with passionate kisses.
“Nick, why don’t you follow us into the bedroom?”
Collin’s voice woke me from my daze. My cuckold engine revved, and my heart raced. Nicole’s show and aggressive behavior pushed every one of my cuckold buttons. I’d never seen her act so wanton, so in need of sex, and being invited into the bedroom was beyond anything I’d hoped for tonight. 
I jerked my head in a crazy nod, and swayed a little when I stood. My hand found the couch and I steadied myself before following the sexy couple. My cock heartily approved. It felt painfully erect and strained against my slacks. Different this time, I wouldn’t be snatching glimpses and hiding outside the door, Collin had actually invited me to watch them.
Yeah!
The sight that greeted my eyes almost was both deliciously erotic and painfully beautiful. I barely avoided an involuntary orgasm. Nicole lay with her arms above her head, and writhed slowly beneath him. His hands wandered over her body, exploring every curve, as their lips remained locked together. Lust, pure unadulterated lust, hung heavy in the air as the passion between the two lovers grew. My own excitement contributed as well, and my hand wandered below my waist. I stroked myself through my slacks, loving the erotic tableau.
Their passionate kiss finally ended, leaving both of them breathless. He rolled over on his side, his hands reached between her legs, and he gave a short pull on the body suit. She arched her back in response, and pushed her breasts towards the ceiling, as invisible snaps popped open, and the sheer lingerie slid up to her waist. His hand descended between her thighs, and a sharp intake of breath pierced the silence. Her eyes remained closed; she cupped her own breasts and pinched her nipples lightly. Her legs slowly moved over the sheets, separating even further for her lover, inviting him to take possession of her. He glanced in my direction, a small smile growing on his face, and then he whispered in her ear. Her eyes opened and she nodded at him
“Nick. Would you get us a towel?”
I shook my head and focused on his words. “Sure.”
As I darted into the bathroom, his voice followed me. “Get a hand towel as well.”
The towels were easy to find, and I returned carrying both towels. The lovers lay naked, side by side, with Nicole slowly stroking his cock. Her eyes devoured the dark shaft in her hands, and I swear she was almost drooling. She finally broke her eyes away and motioned for me to put the towels at the end of the bed. I delivered them and then started to move back towards the wall, when she stopped me.
“Honey, get naked.” She winked at me. “Then come over here.”
Unable to manage a response, I shed my clothes. My cock flopped excitedly as my underwear hit the carpet. Hard and erect, I was still nowhere near Collin’s size. The obvious difference made me feel self-conscious, but my wife encouraged me. 
“Baby, I need your tongue right now.”
She smiled and crooked her finger, beckoning me forward. Collin remained silent. He watched the interplay between us, with no smile or sarcastic expression. He was calm, but serious.
I jumped at the chance to lick my wife’s pussy. I wanted to remind my wife, and show Collin, that I could make her feel amazing as well. My tongue met her lips, and started caressing her delicious skin. The scent of lust, sex and desire felt intoxicating. Gentle, almost tentative, I stroked her wet flesh. Already soaking wet, she started moaning, and her hands gripped the back of my head as she pulled my face into her pussy. Her thigh high hose felt smooth against my cheeks. A perfume of great sex filled my nose, intoxicating me even further. No other scent inspired such lust within me.
“You are so good at that, baby!” 
“He is good at eating pussy, isn’t he?” I heard Collin’s voice, but she kept my face pressed into her pussy.
“Yes,” she gasped. “He’s amazing at it. He also likes to lick my pussy after I’ve been with you.”
I thought I heard a little giggle, but I couldn’t be sure.
Collins voice reached my ears. “Perfect.”
“Thank you,” she said after several minutes. Her hands pushed my face up and away from her pussy. “I’m ready for Collin now. Why don’t you watch?”
I moved back, disappointed and frustrated that I hadn’t made her orgasm. There wasn’t a chair in the room, so I knelt at the foot of the bed. He didn’t waste a second. While I had been licking her pussy, she’d continued working on his cock and the huge, dark weapon now sat ready for action. Her legs spread as he moved on top her, and her hands slid around his neck.
An excited smile lit her face.
Every tiny, exquisite detail unveiled itself before me. My eyes devoured the two lovers, and I resolved not to blink. I didn’t want to miss one sex-laden second. My breath now came in short pants. My heart thudded in my chest, and my hand gripped my cock. Five inches of fleshy steel, never harder than tonight, and I felt my orgasm lurking only a few strokes away.
Collin positioned his cock, hesitated for a second, and then thrust inside of her. “Dang woman, you’re so tight!”
She gasped and moaned at the same time. “Slow, baby! I have to get used to your size again.”
A low chuckle followed her moans. “Oh, don’t worry. You’ll get used to me.”
He’d stopped about half way, and then pulled out slowly. He withdrew and left the tip of his cock resting against her pussy. She groaned and pushed her pussy towards his cock. He pushed slowly inside her again, deeper this time, but not entirely inside her. Her legs quivered as held himself inside her. Once again, he pulled all the way out and paused, before pushing back inside of her. Each thrust taking him deeper inside her. He kept this rhythm until his entire cock sank inside her pussy. By this time, her hands gripped his arms tightly, and her legs circled his waist, locking him into position.
“I missed your cock so much! I love the way you fill me.” She smiled up at him and stroked his arms and shoulders. “Stretch my pussy, baby.”
Obeying her command, his pace increased. He hammered into her, and twisted his hips as he bottomed out. Nicole was beside herself with pleasure. Her head whipped from side to side, and her hands roamed over Collin’s muscular back. Moans filled the air, consistent now, and growing in intensity. Her perfectly manicured nails scratched furrows into his back, as she rode the waves of pleasure rocking her body.
A master at bringing her pleasure, he started to vary his pace. He slowed his thrusts, and covered her lips with his own. Their lovemaking turned slow, sensual, but no less intense, and I could tell she was getting close.
Barely a second later, her entire body seized and trembled, as the explosive force of an orgasm ripped through her. Her hands found Collin’s biceps once more, and she gripped them tightly. Her eyes grew wide, and she bucked wildly underneath him. Finally, she gave a shout and thrust her head back into the pillow, her chest heaving. Sweat had plastered her hair to her forehead, and after several moments of recovery, she finally brushed it away.
“I love your cock. I love the way it makes me cum!” She smiled at him and undulated her hips seductively. “C’mon baby. I’m not finished.”
He slowly pulled out of her, before thrusting in again hard. Her eyes snapped closed, and she moaned and shuddered. Throwing restraint to the wind, he picked up the pace. The muscles on his back rippled beneath his dark skin, as he hammered my wife. His breathing grew hoarse, and he grunted now with each thrust. Sensing his pleasure, Nicole lifted her head, and brushed her lips and tongue across is neck.
Finally, he gave one final groan, thrust hard inside her and held himself still. From my position, I sat captivated as his balls clenched and released. A torrent of cum filled her, I knew it and loved it.
This moment, more than any other, cemented my position as a cuckold husband.
For her part, Nicole pulled him down on top of her, and whispered in his ear. I caught snatches of her whispers.
“…feel you jet inside me.”
“needed you so badly….”
They lay together for a few minutes kissing and whispering to each other. Her hands roamed over his back and ass. She loved his muscles, and I knew from experience, she enjoyed having his weight on her. She said it made her feel feminine.
After several intimate moments, he rolled onto his back. His cum started to flow out of her and I grabbed the bath towel. She saw me approaching, lifted her hips, and I slid the towel underneath her. I tried to move quickly enough to avoid a wet spot on the bed.
Nicole stopped me as I moved back. She grabbed my hand, smiled at me, and pulled me closer. “Baby, I could use your tongue right now.” Her best puppy dog eyes assaulted me, and stole the last remnants of my resolve. “My pussy is kind of sore, and I think it would be soothing if you licked it.”
Rooted in place, I hesitated. Lust still gripped by body, and since I hadn’t orgasmed, it was difficult to exercise any control. I wanted nothing more than to dive between her legs.
My eyes found Collin.
How would he react to seeing me between her legs, especially after they’d just finished?
Would his opinion of me change?
A sudden sense of vulnerability covered me. If I gave into my lust, I’d be taking another step down the cuckold path. Yes, I’d willingly assumed the mantle of Cuckold Husband. If I did as my wife asked however, I’d be openly declaring my position as clean-up boy, and solidifying my role as the submissive in our relationship.
It wasn’t a temporary position; I’d hold that role forever.
Nicole squeezed my hand and I refocused on her face. “Please, baby.”
My worry and hesitation melted under her smile. Whatever Collin felt didn’t matter, I wanted to please my wife. Throwing away my doubts, I moved forward and lowered my head towards her pussy. The scent of sex filled my nose again, and the scent of their mixed juices made me light-headed. A heady brew of Collin and Nicole, and a surge of lust crashed through me.
I tentatively extended my tongue, and brushed her flesh. I waited a moment, and then extended my tongue again. Longer this time, I let my tongue delve into her folds. She tasted fantastic. The thought of her and Collins juices mixed drove me into a frenzy. 
My brain and body descended into a hot, bubbling pool of lust, and I surrendered to my primal desires. Rational thought evaporated, I acted solely on instinct, and allowed my wife to direct me. The light touch of her fingers became an iron command, and her soft moans sounded like a drill sergeant’s orders. I obeyed without question, and loved every second.
“Ahhhh! That feels so good.”
My efforts doubled, tripled, and her moans filled a place in my soul I hadn’t realized was empty. Nicole, Collin and I, each of us had a role, and our roles complimented each other. In that moment, the bitingly clear perfection of being a cuckold husband enveloped me.
She pushed her pussy against my mouth, and I thrust my tongue even deeper. An animal groan escaped me, filled with the raw pleasure of submission. Nicole responded by talking dirty to me.
“That’s it, baby. Clean my pussy. Collin likes a clean pussy, don’t you baby!”
“Damn straight.”
“Just like that, Cuck,” she gasped. “Shit, I’m going to cum again.”
I felt her pussy clench and spasm against my tongue. She crushed my face against her pussy. Moans, loud and hot, filled the room, as her legs trembled. My gorgeous wife clenched her thighs until I worried she might to strangle me.
Not a bad way to die.
She finally released me, and I slid back. I lay at the end of the bed, breathing heavily, and soaking in the moment. A king bed, large and luxurious, we barely had enough room for all of us. Nicole exchanged a glance with Collin, and he gave her a slight nod along with a knowing smile.
She picked up the hand towel, and draped it over my cock. She stroked me softly, gently through the towel. Desperate for attention, my cock reveled in her soft touch. Our eyes met.
“My baby hasn’t had a chance to cum yet. Does this feel good, our little cuckold?”
Unsure how to feel, I settled for a jerky nod. Her smile turned sultry, and she leaned forward and kissed my cheek. She picked up her pace, stroking me from top to bottom, and enjoying the pleasure that rippled across my face. 
“Do you want to come inside me?”
Shocked at the offer, I nodded eagerly. A patient, understanding expression greeted my smile, and she lay back on the bed with her legs spread. No teenager ever moved as fast as me, I practically jumped on her, and jerked my cock towards her beautiful folds. Unwilling to risk her changing her mind, I pushed inside her.
My wife had once felt tight around me, no longer, I slid inside her with barely any resistance. I didn’t care. Her hands moved lightly over my shoulders and caressed my back. Our eyes met, and she smiled up at me.
“It’s okay, honey. Collin doesn’t mind, and I want to feel you inside me.” She kissed me, and then tweaked my nose. “Now put your dick in me.”
My body froze, and humiliation flooded into every cell.
“I am inside you, baby.”
Her eyes widened, and her cheeks flushed, but she recovered and patted my shoulder. “Then fuck me!”
Part of me wanted to summon some outrage, boatloads of righteous indignation, and storm out of the bedroom. That part of me got its ass kicked by my overriding lust. I started pounding away, and didn’t look back.
My wife didn’t moan, or cry out, and she didn’t writhe under me like she had with Collin. Her hands ran over my shoulders, and lightly patted my back. Humiliating. I needed an orgasm so bad I didn’t care. I pumped into her for another thirty seconds, before my orgasm arrived. Relief rushed through my body, as I spurted inside her. She grabbed my ass and held me inside her.
“That’s it, baby,” she whispered in my ear.
In typical fashion, I started to shrink as soon as I finished. I slipped out and pushed back from her, sitting at the end of the bed. She offered me another smile, and then went to use the restroom, while I slipped on my boxer shorts.
Collin had remained silent the entire time. I glanced over at him and he gave me an encouraging smile. Surprisingly, the atmosphere in the room wasn’t awkward. Nicole returned from the restroom wearing a thick robe and sat next to me. “I’m glad you finished inside me. I wanted you to do that tonight.” She ran her fingers through my hair and kissed me on the cheek. “I love you.”
“I love you, too.”
“I’m going to sleep in here with Collin. You’re obviously free to use the guest room.” I wasn’t being dismissed exactly, but the message was clear. “You could stay in here with us, but the bed isn’t big enough for three, and there isn’t anywhere else for you to sleep.”
“I get it, honey.” I stood. “It’s okay.”
She smiled up at me. “You’re welcome to watch us anytime. You don’t have to stand outside the door and peek in, okay?”
I blushed and mumbled back to her. “Thanks.”
“I’m serious, honey. Collin and I want you to feel comfortable. Come inside if you want to watch.”
I squeezed her hand, nodded weakly, and then walked out of the room. I could feel their eyes on me as I left.
 



Chapter Three
 
 
The guest room hadn’t changed, and I flopped down on the bed. As soon as my back hit the mattress, I realized I’d left my clothes in the other room. I wasn’t going back to get them. I needed time to collect my thoughts and reflect. I had a lot to process, and of course, I felt differently now that I had orgasmed. The worry and the anxiousness returned with a vengeance. My mind raced, and my heart followed, but I didn’t arrive at any conclusions.
Eventually I drifted off.
I woke a few hours later and went to use the restroom. As I was leaving, I decided to check on the lusty couple. I didn’t have to sneak around anymore, Nicole had made that perfectly clear, and a shiver of cuckold excitement washed through me.
Of course, I grabbed a hand towel before I left the bathroom.
Nicole’s voice reached me before I made it to the bedroom. I peered around the corner, and saw Collin pounding her into the mattress. She was on her stomach, her head buried in a pillow, and her hands braced against the headboard.
He supported himself by his arms, while his hips thrust into her hard and fast. A light sheen of sweat covered his skin, and his torso glistened in the low light. Corded muscles moved under his skin, and outlined themselves after each thrust. Nicole moaned and whimpered, completely at his mercy, and loving every second. She made sounds I’d never heard before. As if on autopilot, I knelt at the foot of the bed, and stared mesmerized, as Collins cock slid in and out of her pussy. Her pussy lips stretched tight around his gleaming granite shaft. I was still surprised he could fit inside her, because his cock was so thick. It glistened with their combined juices.
I slid my boxer shorts down and started stroking myself.
Earlier tonight, after I came inside Nicole, I had second thoughts and seriously doubted the compromise I made with them. Now as I watched him fuck my wife senseless, those thoughts disappeared completely. My lust and desire had taken over again and I loved watching them together.
Collin gave a low groan, pushed inside Nicole, and held himself there. His heavy balls jerked as his cum flowed into my wife. She reached back, grabbed his hips, and pulled him into her. It was an awkward position for her, but it showed just how much she loved his cock. After several long seconds, he pulled out and rolled onto his side.
He noticed me at the end of the bed. “Hey, Nick. We didn’t wake you did we?”
Nicole looked over her shoulder at me and smiled tiredly. “Sorry baby, we tried to keep it down.”
“No, you didn’t wake me. I had to use the restroom.”
She moved onto her back, and motioned me forward with a smile. “Since you’re here; why don’t you come over here and sooth my pussy?”
The dirty talk from Nicole excited me even further. I can’t explain why. It’s just that hearing those words come from her normally proper mouth, sent shockwaves of electricity through my body. I between her legs without hesitation this time. She pulled my head down into her pussy, and I started caressing her swollen lips. A soft sigh, followed by a low moan washed over me.
I loved it.
A short time later, I returned to the bathroom. Fresh images of my wife and her boyfriend assaulted my brain and after a few short jerk, I blasted the toilet with my own orgasm. As I drifted off to sleep, I couldn’t help marveling at our new-normal. It felt weird and amazing at the same time.
Nicole and Collin engaged in some heavy morning-sex, and I watched again, and cleaned her again after they finished. My involvement had been hesitant at first, but no longer, now my role had become normal, even expected. They were kissing when I finished cleaning Nicole, and left to take a shower.
Surprisingly, she joined me under the hot spray. Tired, but very satisfied, we took turns cleaning each other. Collin had left several love bites around her breasts, so I handled her gorgeous breasts with care. She cleaned me as well, and when she was done, she produced a disposable razor. I gave her a questioning looked and received a very naughty smile in return.
“I want to shave your cock and balls.”
“What? Why?”
“Because, I read that it makes wearing the chastity device more comfortable.”
“Honestly, do I have to shave? Aren’t we taking this a bit too far?”
“No, baby. I want you to be comfortable when you wear it, otherwise it could be painful. Also, being shaven makes it a lot easier to keep clean. Now hold still, my little cucky.”
She rubbed some of her own shaving cream all around my groin; it smelled feminine, like strawberries. I hadn’t seen her carry it in here, but now that I looked, I realized she’d put it at the end of the bathtub.
I gasped and held my breath.
Having a razor, even a disposable one, near my junk felt supremely…awkward. I’ve never been a real hairy guy, so it went quickly. She used short, sure strokes, and rinsed the blade frequently. I held my breath once again as she got to my balls. The razor moved smoothly over my skin, and before I knew it, I was completely smooth all over.
I glanced down and a thought flashed through my mind before I could stop it.
I look like a boy!
Now free of pubic hair, my cock appeared marginally larger. She rubbed baby oil over my groin, and of course, I grew hard. I’m sure it had to do with the novelty of Nicole shaving me, or maybe it was the fact that she kept holding my cock; either way I was rock hard. Another smile, this one loaded with an expression I couldn’t identify, and then she grabbed the baby oil. She stroked me to an orgasm in record time, and allowed me to finish all over her breasts.
A few more minutes to clean up, and then we dried each other off. My clothes were still in the master bedroom, so Nicole and I donned robes and walked over.
“Why don’t you lay back on the bed baby?”
She held up the black pouch, a mischievous smile on her face.
“Are you serious?” I asked incredulously. “You want to put that on me now?”
“Why not? You’re already shaved, so it’s as good a time as any.”
“Honey, I thought we’d do that at home,” I objected. “Y’know, just you and I. Alone. By ourselves.”
She laughed and patted my chest. “After last night, we don’t have many secrets from Collin.” She walked over and pushed me back on the bed. “Besides he knows all about it, and he won’t be holding a key, so you don’t have anything to worry about.”
With no options left, I opened my robe. As I lay back, I felt terribly exposed. Naked, shaven, and laying on my back with my legs open. Nicole emptied the contents of the pouch onto the bed. I heard the clicking sound of plastic pieces, as my wife assembled the chastity device. She used the largest rings, which offered the most room possible. Smaller rings were also included with the chastity device, so that it fit a range of cock sizes.
A cold sensation around my nuts caused me to gasp. My heart kicked into over drive, and the internet research I’d done echoed in my head.
She slipped the largest ring around my scrotum. This ring served as the anchor. It prevented the device from moving upwards when, or if, I attempted to get an erection. She attached another piece that went on top of the ring and it had holes on either side of it that would allow little posts to push through and secure the big ring to the rest of the device.
She tried a few different spacers until she got the right one. The spacers allowed for room between the base ring and the actual chastity tube that secured the penis. Depending upon the size of the penis, larger or smaller spacers were available.
I watched this with trepidation, but also a little amusement. Nicole giggled as she worked, and she flashed me countless excited smiles. She showed me each piece before she attached it. Since I had just had an orgasm, I was completely flaccid, and everything seemed to slide right into place. The last piece was the most difficult. Even flaccid, Nicole had a hard time getting me inside that little tube. 
Nicole tried Q-tips….ouch!
Baby oil came next…total fail.
After the tube slipped out of her hand for the third time, colorful language filled the air. She was still cursing when she left to clean her hands and the tube.
Finally, she struck gold with a new idea. Stockings!
Stockings or hose, I’m not sure of the difference. She grabbed one of her stockings and put the open end around my penis. Then she threaded the other end through the hole at the end of the chastity tube. She positioned my stocking-covered penis at the entrance to the chastity tube and paused; she gave me a quick smile.
With painstaking care, she pulled her stocking through the end of the chastity device. The stocking gripped my penis, and pulled it into the tube. A gasp burst from me, because of the alien sensation. Nicole continued to pull on the stocking, until it exited the tube, leaving my cock fitting snugly inside the plastic tube.
Voila’. Success!
Nicole connected everything together, grabbed the lock and a positively evil smile appeared on her face. She attached the lock to the chastity device. Her eyes rose from the plastic prison until they met mine, we stared at each other for a several seconds, before she rose and our lips met.
Click!
The sound of the lock snapping closed echoed in the room. 
Our lips pressed still pressed together, my wife locked my cock in the chastity device. Nicole stepped back and admired her handiwork. She motioned for me to stand. When I got to my feet, I felt the weight of the chastity device. It didn’t weigh very much, being made of plastic, but it was just enough to focus my attention.
My mind searched for an accurate description. 
The chastity device wasn’t painful, and it didn’t pinch. The base ring sat securely around my scrotum, and pulled my cock downwards. Secure. No way, I’d be able to get an erection. Nicole motioned for me to walk, and after a few turns around the room, I knew it wouldn’t interfere with normal activity. My cock and balls swayed a bit, but otherwise they didn’t move any more than normal.
“Well?”
I shrugged. “It doesn’t hurt, but it does feel a bit weird.” I paused. “I’m just hyper-aware of my junk.”
She laughed and clapped her hands. “We did it!”
I couldn’t help laughing with her.
“Let’s show Collin!”
“Wai-.”
She darted into the bathroom before I could stop her. He’d been showering for most of the process, but he’d apparently finished and started shaving. He was wiping shaving cream off his face when he stepped into the room. I couldn’t have been more mortified.
My face had caught fire. I’m sure of it. 
“Wow. That’s quite a fashion accessory you’ve got there.” His face held no disapproval or derision, only a mildly humor expression. “It doesn’t hurt you does it?”
“No, it just feels weird.”
“Cool. It looks good on you, man.”
He gave me a light punch on the shoulder before disappearing into the restroom. A strong sense of relief and gratitude washed through me. No sarcasm, no humiliation, Collin treated this new development with only casual interest.
Nicole gave me a big hug. “I love you, baby.”
I kissed her. “You better.”
I can’t get hard!
My cock is locked!
I’m in chastity!
Those thoughts ran through my mind, a scratched record playing the same verse to an empty room. Part of me kept thinking it had to be a dream, but the constant weight around my junk felt all too real. I parked my ass on the bed, still in my robe, and studied the plastic cage securing my cock.
No pain. No discomfort.
The plastic prison made me hyper-aware of my cock and balls, but it didn’t hurt. I kept taking deep breaths to steady myself. It was surreal. Second thoughts pounded inside my head, and a tinge of fear surrounded my heart. At the same time however, it seemed deliciously kinky. An internal tug of war stretched my emotions until I couldn’t be sure of my true feelings. 
Whether it was the loss of control, or being at the mercy of Nicole and Collin, my cuckold engine started revving. Blood rushed into my cock, and immediately I felt the chastity device grip my ball sack. An erection was impossible, but I suspected my little prison wouldn’t hesitate to inflict pain. Abruptly, I forced my brain to focus on something else.
Football! I thought feverishly, nothing sexy about football!
Another deep breath.
Thinking about my situation was only going to make it worse. I got dressed and went to the kitchen. Mercifully, the coffee pot was full and I helped myself. The chastity device was surprisingly easy to wear under clothing. Even sitting down presented no problems, and only required a little adjustment. Barely noticeable when I sat, I think I was able to see it because I knew I was wearing it. I was confident that it would go unnoticed in most of my clothes, except gym clothes. Cycling was out as well, because this thing would stand out if I wore my spandex bike shorts.
The coffee was excellent and I sipped it slowly, enjoying the silence. Nicole and Collin were still in the bedroom, and I couldn’t go in there wearing the CB. Arousal would surely follow me. I called the sitter and checked on the girls, everything was fine and the sitter was getting ready to head home. My oldest let me know everything was all right, and they had started on their chores. I told them we’d be home shortly, and we’d do something together. The excitement was evident in my oldest daughter’s voice. I knew she had something in mind for today. I hung up with her, got a fresh cup of coffee and retrieved the paper from the hallway.
The financial section caught my attention. I read an article about how long the bull market had lasted, and that it was likely to end soon. The article made a lot of sense and it seemed like a good idea to take a more careful approach to investing over the next several months. I made a mental note to check our 401k’s, and see if we should move some more money into cash. It also occurred to me that I should ask Collin. He did this sort of thing for a living.
A little gold key hit the table. Startled, I jerked in my chair, and looked up to see Nicole and Collin smiling at me. They looked good together. Nicole winked at me and motioned at the key.
“You forgot to ask for your key.”
She slid into the seat next to me, picked up my hand, and kissed it gently. Wearing only her bra and boy-short, cheeky style panties, I felt my cock stiffen. A knowing smile creased her face; she knew the effect she had on me. Collin moved around the table and headed for the coffee cup. His priorities were clearly in the right place.
“Thank you, honey.”
I considered putting the key on my key ring, but immediately discarded that idea. It was an unusual key, and it was likely to prompt questions. I slid the key into my pocket and took another sip of coffee. I glanced at Nicole again, and noticed the necklace that I bought from James Avery. She was also wearing the ring from James Avery that now signified our marriage. She saw where I was looking and kissed me on the cheek.
“Our wedding rings are in my purse. I’ll put them on when we leave.”
I nodded. “Thank you.”
“You’re welcome.” She paused and let her head fall back a bit, as her hands brought her necklace out from under her shirt. Dangling at the end of her necklace was her copy of the chastity device key. She smiled over at me. “I’d like to wear my key to your Chastity device around my neck, if that’s okay.”
“Sure.” I paused. “But what are you going to tell folks who ask what the key opens.”
She giggled. “It’s so naughty isn’t it?” I felt my face get hot, and nodded in agreement. “I was going to tell them that it opens Pandora’s Box.”
Collin laughed as he took a seat across from me. His smile greeted both of us from across the table and he took a sip of coffee. “That’s funny. It also happens to be true, in a weird kind of way.”
He raised his coffee cup to me, and we toasted Nicole’s sense of humor. I was surprised at his response, I half-expected jokes and a little humiliation, but he acted as though nothing had changed. His behavior made a difference in how I looked at wearing the Chastity device. If he had been mean, or malicious, or even sarcastic, I would have taken it off already. Then it occurred to me that he probably knew that, and that’s why he was so accepting. I shook my head, I could spend days going around in circles, thinking this way. He was being cool about it and that was enough for now.
I told the two lovebirds about my discussion with the girls, and Collin mentioned that he had a full day as well. We enjoyed a leisurely breakfast, and Collin and I got into a deep discussion about the financial markets. We went deep into the weeds, and I was surprised at his depth of knowledge. He spoke easily and confidently about the stock, bond, and commodities markets and their potential direction in the near term. Because of our discussion, I decided to move some of our 401k into cash.
When we finished breakfast, I called the front desk to have our car brought around. Nicole asked me to wait for her downstairs. I nodded and shook Collins hand before heading towards the door. I took a quick look over my shoulder, and saw Nicole in Collins arms, kissing him passionately, while his hands roamed over her ass. Once again, my cock stiffened inside the plastic cage, and I felt the ring around my scrotum tighten.
I hurried out of the suite.
The challenge with being on the top floor is that it takes forever to get to the bottom floor on busy days. As I rode the elevator down and exchanged small talk with folks, I kept expecting their eyes to focus on my waist. The weight around my junk made me feel as though I must have a huge bulge. Casually glancing down, I was relieved to see that there wasn’t any bulge at all.
Nothing. I looked perfectly normal.
The car was ready, I got it started, and more importantly, got the air conditioning going. Fortunately, I didn’t have to wait long, before she strode confidently out of the sliding doors. She looked gorgeous. She wore the clothes that Collin had purchased for her. They accentuated her figure and managed to be sexy without being slutty. Heads turned in her direction as she walked towards the car. She smiled as she approached, and slid into the passenger seat. I got a kiss on the cheek and we headed home.
We held hands, but didn’t speak. She asked if everything was okay, and I replied that it was, and I had a great time. It was true and despite wearing a chastity device, I was happy with the way things were going. Even wearing my little cage wasn’t so bad. I had the key, so I felt like I was in control of the situation.
As I pulled into our driveway and shut off the car, I asked her to walk in front of me and make sure I didn’t have an unusual bulge. I didn’t want the girls to know anything. She gave me the once-over and a thumbs-up. The girls jumped out from behind the door and into our arms. I got my little one and my oldest gave Nicole a hug. I hoisted my youngest high in the air; she giggled and laughed as I twirled her around, before setting her down.
“Wow mom, you look great!” My oldest daughter was surveying her mom. “Are those new shoes?”
“Yes,” she replied and positively beamed. “Aren’t they cute?”
“Yes, can I borrow them sometime?”
I couldn’t believe she was old enough to trade clothes with my wife.
“Hey, where would you be wearing those shoes to, missy?” My voice was alarmed and I got the eye-roll from my daughter.
“Don’t worry about it, Dad.” Nicole winked at me. “Yes, you can borrow them, but let’s discuss it. Okay?” I started to reply, but she cut me off. “Honey, it’s a girl thing. Just leave it alone.”
What could I do?
Honestly, three girls surrounded me. I had no support. We definitely needed another child, and it absolutely had to be a boy! I shrugged my shoulders and headed into our bedroom, where I put on my favorite cargo shorts and a polo shirt. It was my normal weekend uniform. Nicole joined me in the closet and she started to change as well.
She noticed the question on my face. “I like the clothes Collin bought me, but they’re a little too revealing.”
That comment earned my wife a kiss and hug. 
“How do you like my bra and panties, baby?”
She cocked her hip out and then gave me a slow turn. My mouth suddenly dried up, and struggled to draw breath. My heart started pounding and I could feel the adrenaline hit my system. She now wore thong panties that showed off her ass and barely covered her pussy. They were extremely sexy and fit her perfectly. The sheer bra left nothing to the imagination, and her perfect nipples pressed against the fabric. The pull of the chastity device brought me out of my daze. I turned away and took several deep breaths. Several moments passed before I got myself under control.
“Nick?”
Concern filled her eyes, but I held up my hands.
“I’m okay, baby, it’s just that you’re very sexy and I don’t want to get hard in this thing. First, I don’t think I can, and second, it’s likely to be painful.”
“Nick.” She stepped up to me and put her hands on my chest. “You can take it off if you want. That’s why I gave you a key.”
“I want to try and wear it as long as possible. I appreciate having the key, and that makes it easier to wear. I think if you had held both keys, I’d be more anxious about it.” I kissed her nose. “Besides, it’s kinky and I’m enjoying it so far. Weird I know, but wearing it makes me feel a constant low-grade arousal.”
Nicole cocked her head to the side. “What?”
“It’s hard to explain, but I’m always aware of the chastity belt, and that keeps me on the edge of full arousal. Obviously, I’m not completely aroused, otherwise I’d be in pain, but it’s like a steady light stroking. It’s not enough to get me hard, but it’s more than enough to keep me aroused and focused.”
I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s hard to put into words I guess.”
“As long as you’re not in pain,” she said, and patted my chest. “Please take it off, if it becomes painful.”
“Sure thing, baby.” I nodded. “I’m not into pain either.”
 



Chapter Four
 
 
We dressed and met the girls in the living room. They wanted to go shopping, and of course, Nicole was completely up for it. While shopping wasn’t my favorite thing to do, I did want to stop by Barnes and Noble as well as a few other places. We all jumped into the SUV and made the trek to the new and swanky mall. It had attracted some very high-end stores, and I worried for my bank balance each time we visited, because it was easy to spend a lot of money. We made plans to have lunch at a trendy pizza restaurant. The girls went in one direction, and I went in another.
I made reservations for lunch at the pizza place, before heading over to the men’s store. The sales woman was very cute, and she flirted with me while I shopped. I knew her flirting had more to do with making a sale, than my good looks, but I played along. It seemed she made it a point to touch my arm frequently and when she picked out a tie or a suit; she always seemed to bend over in front of me. A bead of sweat broke out on my forehead as I refocused my attention on the clothes. The chastity device pulled firmly against my scrotum, reminding me that I needed to keep my attention away from her totally fine ass.
The bill for the shirts and ties was a little steep, but I liked them and they were good quality, so I handed her my credit card. I thought about possibly replacing my entire wardrobe, if I got this promotion. It would be nice to move up to the next financial rung of the ladder. This promotion would go a long way towards our kids’ college fund and maybe an early retirement.
I met my girls for lunch and we scarfed on some seriously good pizza. Nicole and I both had a glass of wine. The girls chatted happily and showed off what they purchased. I was a little miffed to see my oldest daughter carrying a Victoria’s Secret bag. Nicole saw my expression. Her hand found my arm and she shook her head.
Later, she mouthed to me.
You’re damned right later.
Okay, I understand I may be a little strict with my daughters. It’s hard to say, but I’d rather be strict now; then have to hear about them flunking out of college or worse. That comparison might be a bit absurd, but when it came to the girls, I was protective. I didn’t know how else to act.
We finished lunch and the girls wanted to hit a few more stores. I took all of the packages to the SUV and locked them in the back. There were too many bags to be carrying around the mall, and it wasn’t too hot, so I didn’t mind. My phone rang on the way back, and I was surprised to hear Collin’s voice on the other end.
“Nick. How’s it going?”
“Great. How about you?”
“Things are good.” His tone was relaxed and friendly. “I was able to finish all my errands and I wondered if you two were available for dinner.”
“That’s a good question. I honestly don’t know. Have you spoken to Nicole yet?”
“Nope. I called you first, I hope you don’t mind.”
“I don’t mind at all. Actually, I appreciate it. Thank you.”
“No problem. So what are your thoughts about dinner?”
“Well, we haven’t made any plans, so we’re wide open at this point. I don’t know what Nicole has in mind, but I’ll check with her.”
“Cool. I’d like to have dinner, so will you check with Nicole and let me know?”
“Absolutely. Thanks for the call.”
“You’re welcome.”
I put my phone away and headed back into the air conditioning. Anytime I stop by the mall, I always have to visit the electronics store. It’s a mecca for all things related to audio/visual entertainment. They always have the latest and greatest technology on display. As I was drooling over a huge 85 inch TV, my phone buzzed, a text from Nicole.
They were ready to leave and wanted to meet me at the bookstore.
As I made my way towards Barnes and Noble, it dawned on me that I’d almost forgotten I was wearing the chastity device. Besides the smoking hot girl at the suit store, I hadn’t had any issues and completely forgot I was wearing it. It wasn’t supposed to be this easy was it? I shook my head and continued to the bookstore.
Once inside, I made my way to the bathroom and ducked into a stall. Another thought had occurred to me and it scared me. I dropped my shorts and underwear and checked my junk. A sigh of relief flooded out of me. I’d worried it had cut off the circulation to my cock, and that’s why I hadn’t felt it.
The color of my scrotum was normal, thank goodness, and there was no numbness at all. Score one for the home team, I thought and pulled up my underwear and shorts. I washed my hands and started searching for Nicole and the girls. We finally hooked up and headed back to the SUV. It wasn’t until we got some private time in our bedroom that I had a chance to talk to Nicole about dinner.
“So what do you think? Do you want to have dinner with Collin?”
“I do, but we haven’t spent any time with the girls this weekend, aside from today. I don’t want to have the sitter over again, so I’m not sure what to do.”
“Well, if it was just the family, what would you want to do for dinner?” I asked her.
“The girls suggested the Joe’s Crab Shack. We haven’t been in a while, so I thought it would be fun.”
I agreed. Joe’s was a great place for dinner and we all loved the crab. Our eyes met and we both knew what the other was thinking. I raised my eyebrows and cocked my head to the side, and she gave me a naughty smile and nodded back to me.
“Are you going to call Collin or am I?” I asked her.
“I’ll call him.” She kissed me on the cheek and squeezed my package lightly. “And you can listen, chastity-boy!”
She dialed Collin’s number.
“You are a cruel little bitch, you know that?” 
“And you love it, don’t you?”
“Maybe a little.”
I was about to continue, but she held up her finger.
“Collin. It’s Nicole.” She laughed and glanced at me. “I better be the only Nicole you know.” She laughed again and listened to his response. “Yes, he is still wearing it.”
I got a wink and a smile.
“Hey, I wanted to call you back about dinner,” she continued. “Nick said you wanted to get together.”
I could hear his voice, but I couldn’t make out what he was saying. Nicole just smiled and blushed into the phone as she listened.
“You are so bad.” She giggled, shook her head, and refocused the conversation. “We’re going to Joe’s Crab Shack, and we want you to meet us there.”
His voice said something, and she nodded. “Cool. I’m glad you like it.” She paused and looked at me. I nodded back to her. “You should know that our daughters are going to be with us. We wanted you to meet them finally.”
Unable to hear his response, I went to use the restroom. Hearing only one side of the conversation was maddening. I didn’t want to eavesdrop, so I left the master bedroom and went to the living room to watch TV. Occasionally I could hear her laughter emanate from the bedroom and each time, I had to adjust my sitting position a bit. The chastity device wasn’t uncomfortable, but every time she laughed, it seemed to send a jolt through my cock.
She joined me about a half an hour later and sat next to me on the couch. She leaned her head on my chest, and we enjoyed a romantic comedy. It was nice to sit and relax with my wife. I squeezed her against me.
“This is nice.”
“I agree. Sometimes it’s just nice to relax and hold each other.” She smiled up at me. “I will always love this kind of casual intimacy, and I only have that with you.”
“That makes me happy. I need to hear things like that from you.”
She snuggled against me and we both dozed on the couch until the end of the movie. Eventually, I managed to get up and start the laundry. The girls brought their clothes down, sorted them for me, and I got the washing machine going. The dishes needed doing as well, so I started on them. I quickly found that keeping busy, helped distract me from my plastic cage. It also had the added benefit of helping Nicole around the house, which was always a good thing.
As the afternoon progressed, I was a man on a mission. I started the laundry, finished the dishes, and started on the upstairs bathroom. I cleaned it in record time. The vacuum and I didn’t exactly get along, but we were able to clean the upstairs carpets. Nicole came upstairs while I was vacuuming and gave me a funny look.
“What’s up, babe?”
She smiled at me. “Oh nothing, I was just seeing what you were doing.”
I shrugged. “Well, I thought I’d get started on some of the stuff that needs doing. I didn’t want you to have to do it.”
“You are an awesome husband.” I got a big kiss and hug. “I’m going to take a shower and get ready for dinner.”
“Okay sounds good.” I checked the clock. “What time are we meeting Collin?”
“In about two hours.”
“Gotcha.”
Two hours to get ready?
I don’t question my wife any longer; I simply accept that the universe is full of things I don’t understand. The vacuum started for me again and we tackled the downstairs carpet together. I was a little reluctant to admit it, but the vacuum and I were starting to get along.
Wonders never cease.
I finished with just enough time to grab a quick shower and get dressed. Truth be told, the shower wasn’t all that quick because I had to take time to clean my little plastic prison. It was a lot more challenging than I anticipated, and I’m glad we had a hand-held showerhead. That helped get the water inside the tube and afterwards I used Q-tips to dry and add a little baby oil inside the tube. I glanced up halfway through to see Nicole watching me with a little smile on her face.
We got the girls into the SUV. It was a regular hangout for us, and we enjoyed the atmosphere. My youngest headed right for the playground and was soon covered in sand and sweat. Her little pigtails had been so perfect when we arrived, but within twenty minutes, sweat and sand had plastered her hair to her face.
Nicole and I smiled at each other. Kids could be so carefree and it was great to watch. My oldest sat quietly and sipped her drink. I think she enjoyed the time she had away from her kid sister. They got along well, but she was at an age where she enjoyed older kids and her privacy.
“So, who’s joining us for dinner again?”
“His name is Collin,” Nicole replied. “He’s a good friend of ours and he’s new to the city.”
“Cool. What does he do?”
I took this question. “He’s a financial advisor and he handles some high-end clients.”
“How did you guys meet?”
I wasn’t sure if it was an interrogation or just a way to pass the time, but the questions were coming fast and furious, and I started to wonder if my daughter sensed something unusual. We’d been extra careful, but kids are extremely perceptive. Nicole handled the majority of the conversation.
“We met him at restaurant, slash bar, slash dance club,” she answered coolly. “He was new in town at the time and he introduced himself. Your dad and I talked with him almost all night, and I even danced a song or two with him.”
I jumped in. “Yeah, he saved me from embarrassing myself and your mom. You know your dad isn’t much of a dancer.”
My daughter smiled, she understood my lack of dancing skills, and she seemed to accept our answers. They were 99% true, so there was no reason she wouldn’t accept them. We shared a glance and then studied our menus.
My youngest daughter came back, her face flushed and covered in sand. I laughed and Nicole rushed her off to the bathroom to clean up. Just as she left, Collin entered the restaurant and I waved to him. He smiled and came over. He was wearing a snazzy t-shirt and jeans, which showed off his muscles like crazy.
“Collin. Hey, glad you could join us.” We shook hands and shared a smile.
“Glad to be here. Thank you for the invitation.” He smiled at me and turned to my daughter. “Who is this young lady?”
“I’d like to introduce you to my oldest daughter Jasmine.”
She smiled up at him, and I could tell she was intimidated. She held out her hand.
“It’s very nice to meet you, Jasmine.”
My daughter blushed before replying. “Nice to meet you too.”
“Have a seat, buddy. Nicole took my youngest to the restroom to clean her up a bit.” I rolled my eyes. “She loves the playground here.”
“I remember my son seemed to get extra dirty just before dinner.”
Jasmine jumped in the conversation. “You have a son? How old is he?”
“He’s twenty-two and a senior in college,” he replied. 
“Oh. What college?”
“Harvard.”
“Wow.”
Jasmine was impressed and so was I.
He gave her a wry smile. “He wanted to go to Florida State or UCLA for the football programs, but once he got accepted to Harvard, I put my foot down.”
This was a side of Collin I hadn’t seen before, and I decided to pursue it. I couldn’t help noticing Jasmine was having a hard time taking her eyes off him.
“Does he play football?”
Collin nodded. “He does, but Harvard doesn’t have a strong program. I told him that when he graduates, I’ll see if I can get him a tryout with a pro team. That was our deal.”
“Sweet deal,” I said and gave a low whistle.
“Well, here’s the issue. I don’t mind if he pursues football and I sincerely hope he does very well. I just don’t want him relying completely on football, and neglecting his academic work. We’ve argued about this plenty. He knows that football is a dream and a Harvard degree is a reality. Hopefully his dream will come true, but if it doesn’t, then I want him to have a solid reality to fall back on.”
It was sound thinking. Nicole came around the corner with our youngest daughter in tow. She smiled when she saw him, but kept her expression cool. 
“Hi. It’s good to see you, Collin.” 
Collin stood, a smile to match her on his face, and shook her hand. “Hi. It’s nice to see you as well. Thank you for the invitation.”
“You’re welcome. We’re happy to have you.”
“Who’s this?”
Nicole looked at our daughter and smiled. “This is our youngest daughter, April. Say hi, April.”
“Hi.”
That was it from April.
We had a good-sized round table, so there was an extra seat. Collin sat in between Nicole and Jasmine, with April and I sitting next to each other. The waiter came by and took our drink orders.
I was surprised at how good Collin was with kids. He was able to converse easily with Jasmine, but also switch gears and make April laugh. While it was awkward at first, by the time our meal arrived, we were all laughing. He was a hit. Jasmine definitely liked his company, and she laughed at all of his jokes. I also thought I saw the barest hint of a crush forming. I’d speak to Nicole about it later, and if Collin noticed, he didn’t give any indication.
The crab was good, and the girls enjoyed cracking the shells. They were good with the little pincers and it was a fun dinner. We ordered too much dessert. Nicole shared with both Collin and I, while the girls shared their own dessert. She fed Collin a piece of chocolate cake, and while the girls didn’t notice anything, I certainly did. The chastity device pulled hard against my scrotum, and I dug my fingernails into my palm. Dinner finally ended and Nicole and I picked up the tab for Collin.
As we were leaving the restaurant, the girls suggested seeing a movie. Jasmine actually turned to Collin and invited him see the movie with us. After a nod from Nicole and me, Collin agreed and we headed off.
It as a nice night and a movie was perfect.
We picked the latest superhero film and filed into the theater. I sat next to the girls with Nicole and Collin sitting on the other side of me. The girls were captivated and barely took their eyes off the screen. I glanced over at Collin and Nicole occasionally, but they were behaving themselves. Well, for the most part anyway, I did see Nicole squeeze his hand several times and whisper into his ear, but that was it.
The movie was long and it was past 11 pm when it finally let out. The girls were tired and I could tell my youngest was about to fall asleep. I loaded them in the SUV, while Nicole walked with Collin to his car. I glanced at Jasmine.
“I’ll be right back, I’m just going to say good bye to Collin. I’m going to lock the door, so just don’t get out or you’ll set off the alarm.”
She responded through closed eyes. “Sure thing, dad.”
Collin and Nicole were kissing passionately when I stepped up to his SUV. He’d pinned her against his Range Rover, and she looked tiny against his bigger frame. Collin’s hand covered her breast, and she moaned softly into his mouth. I wanted to give them some space, but the girls needed to get home. I cleared my throat as I approached and they broke apart. Nicole’s face was very flushed, an unsatisfied hunger clung to her expression, and she gave me a shaky smile.
“Sorry, baby. How are the girls?”
“The girls are tired and we need to get them home.” I paused and transferred my eyes to Collin. “It was a pleasure having dinner with you. You were definitely a hit with the girls.”
“Thanks. I had a nice time.”
Nicole looked up at him and smiled. I knew she wanted to go back to Collin’s hotel, but the kids came first, and he seemed to understand. 
“Go,” he said with a smile, and kissed her briefly. “I’ll call you tomorrow.”
She put her arm in mine, rested her head against my shoulder, and we walked back to our SUV. I was happy she didn’t suggest staying with Collin. It was further proof that while Collin was her boyfriend, family would always come first. I held the door open for her and helped her inside.
We got home in a few minutes and the girls shuffled off to bed. Nicole handled most of it, while I got undressed in our room. I lit a few candles, took the extra pillows off the bed and made it ready for us to sleep. I brushed my teeth and slid in between the sheets. I was naked except for my plastic cage, and the sheets felt cool and soft against my skin. Memories of Collin and Nicole kept flashing through my mind, and causing my plastic prison to pull strongly against my scrotum.
I tried to focus on something else.
Nicole’s voice carried to me from the bathroom. “Collin was great tonight at dinner wasn’t he?”
“Yes. The girls liked him, and dinner went a lot better than I anticipated.”
I could hear the excitement in her voice. “I’m so happy.”
“Things are going pretty well.”
The bathroom light clicked off and she walked into our bedroom. Completely naked, she stood by the side of the bed. Her necklace gleamed dully in the candlelight, and the chastity device key hung down in the center of her chest. She flung the covers back, and a delightfully naughty smile grew on her face, when she saw I wore only the chastity device. She slid onto the bed next to me.
“Why didn’t you take it off?”
The smile that lit up her face was a little scary, and her fingers played over the clear plastic. Blood rushed into my cock, my heart pounded, and the plastic prison gripped my scrotum tightly.
“I don’t know.” I shrugged and tried to act nonchalant. “I guess because it didn’t hurt, and I got used to it after a while.”
“Is that so?” She ran her fingers over my thigh. “My little Cucky likes have his cock locked away, doesn’t he?”
Her voice became light, playful, and teasing. It drew an even stronger reaction from my caged cock. My head jerked of its own volition, a poor excuse for a nod. It was all I could manage. My erotic prison gripped my scrotum, bringing a twinge of pain now, as my cock tried to expand. I took several deep breaths. Her eyes carefully studied me, her smile growing bigger at my discomfort.
“I may take your key away, chastity boy.” Her hand cupped my scrotum. “I’ll leave you in your cute little prison for a loooonnng time.” She kissed my cheek and whispered. “How does that sound?”
Discomfort faded to pain, and I winced briefly before shaking my head. 
She gripped my balls and gave a sharp pull. “Answer me!”
“Ahh! It sounds awful,” I gasped.
“I don’t think it sounds awful,” she said after a little giggle. “I think it sounds fantastic. You were such a good little cuck today. I noticed that you cleaned almost the whole house and even vacuumed.”
She ran her fingers over my chest and kissed my cheek.
“I wonder how good you’ll be after a few weeks.” She paused. “I bet you would do anything I asked, wouldn’t you?”
My muscles seized, my breathing caught in my chest, and I felt as if I’d suddenly become paralyzed. My cock strained against the plastic, and the ring around my scrotum pulled painfully. I realized she was right; I’d probably do anything for freedom after a few weeks locked in my plastic hell.  
Her eyes met mine. She knew the direction of my thoughts, and enjoyed the power she held over me. “I don’t need your cock tonight, but I do need your tongue.” She straddled my face. Her lips were wet, glistening, and I could smell her musky scent. “If you do a good job of licking my pussy, I’ll let you out.”
“Okay.”
It was the first word I’d spoken in several minutes more a plea than a response. A superior smile reflected back at me. “If not, I’m taking your key away! Now, clean Collin’s pussy!”
I’m not ashamed to admit that I attacked her. I couldn’t help myself. Licking her pussy focused my attention, and took my mind off my throbbing cock. My tongue probed, licked and flicked her flesh with reckless abandon. There wasn’t a part of her sex that I didn’t reach with my tongue.
Already aroused, she came almost immediately. I grabbed her hips, and held her steady above me. My tongue continued its assault on her folds, and I focused on bringing her orgasm after orgasm. She moaned and jerked above me, each orgasm ripping and exploding through her body.
I loved it.
A part of me enjoyed it more than having sex with her myself. Another part of me worried I’d grow to prefer this situation. My cock locked away, and my mouth pressed against her sex.
Would that be my future?
Would that be so bad?
 



Chapter Five
 
 
Nicole finally grabbed my wrists with a groan of protest. She forcibly detached my hands, and sat back with her ass resting on my abdomen. Her chest heaved from our exertions, and a light sheen of sweat covered her body. I wiped my face and smiled up at her.
“I love doing that for you,” I sighed.
A tired smile crossed her face. “You are so good at it. I can hardly move.”
She half-fell, half-rolled onto her side, and let out a tired, satisfied groan. My cock was still uncomfortably full inside the chastity device, but I waited quietly for her to recover. Her hand found my chest and she ran her fingers over my upper body. Patiently, I waited. Several minutes passed, before I glanced over and realized she’d fallen asleep.
I rolled my eyes, and let out a quiet snort. 
Frustrated, unsatisfied, and wearing an uncomfortable plastic cage, I lay there debating my next move. Sure, I could let myself out of the CB, but I wanted her to do it. I wanted her to take it off and fuck my brains out, or at least reward me with a blowjob.
Obviously, that wasn’t going to happen now!
I cursed under my breath, and slid out of bed. She remained dead asleep, so I covered her with an extra blanket, slipped on some clothes, and headed out to the living room. A partially read paperback sat on the end table.
A few minutes later, I’d armed myself with a glass of whiskey on the rocks, a good novel, and some peanuts. Reading had always been a place of refuge for me and I definitely needed it now. The chastity device could come off easily, I had the key; but I wanted a different outcome. I can’t explain why, it’s just that she was there when I put it on, and I wanted her to be there when it came off.
The paperback was an action/adventure with a tortured hero, who was exceptionally good at killing. Perfect. Despite having a simple and predictable plot, I found myself engrossed. The author was good, and the action sequences were crisp, with excellent background on each of the characters. Reading had always allowed me to block out the rest of the world and it happened again now. I jumped as a hand fell on my shoulder and looked up to see my wife smiling at me.
“You left me?” She whispered.
“You.” I paused and closed my book. “Fell asleep on me.”
I beckoned her to sit next to me on the loveseat.
“I’m sorry. It’s just that it was a long day and you were good tonight. I think I came at least four times, maybe five, I’m not sure because I stopped counting.”
She leaned against me. Her hand rested in my lap for a second, before exploring my crotch further. Suddenly, she pulled back and looked at me. “Why are you still wearing it?”
“I don’t know.” I shrugged and looked down at the book in my hands. “I just thought that since you put it on me; I wanted you to take it off.”
Her lips grazed my cheek and she hugged me tightly. She stood and grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. “Come on. Let’s go into the bedroom. I want to satisfy my husband now.”
A big smile landed on my face and decided to stay. I let her pull me into the bedroom and push me onto the bed. She slid her t-shirt over her head in a seductive wave of fabric. Her hands found the buttons of my shorts and she took those off as well as my underwear. I sat up, so she could remove my t-shirt, and she peppered my chest and stomach with kisses. The soft touch her lips across my body, combined with the soft caresses of her hands; resulted in my plastic prison becoming uncomfortable again.
My discomfort was obvious. She offered me a sympathetic smile, and then gingerly removed the first piece. My eyes found the ceiling. Piece by piece, the plastic prison fell away, but it wasn’t until the final ring came away from my scrotum, that a huge sigh of relief blew out of my chest.
Free at last.
Cool air embraced my junk, and blood rushed to my cock. Barely a second later, was my cock hard enough to cut diamonds. Her lips wrapped around my shaft, and her tongue gently tickled the head of my dick. A loud groan burst from me, followed by a soft laugh from my wife. 
“You like that don’t you, baby?” She winked at me.
“Damn straight,” I said. “You are so fucking good at sucking cock.”
“Collin says the same thing,” she teased. “I like making you feel good. Now sit back and just enjoy getting your dick sucked.”
Anyone reading this is probably nodding his or her head. Are there any husbands out there who don’t feel lucky to get a blowjob from their wife?
It’s like Christmas morning.
Anyway, that’s how I felt as my wife’s lips coaxed an unbelievable amount of pleasure out of my groin. I’d expected her to constantly tease and taunt me, but she didn’t, and that meant to the world to me. We were a couple again.
Just us two. It was all I ever wanted. All I ever needed.
A sense of reassurance filled me, because even though we were walking a road with Collin, Nicole and I remained a couple. I wasn’t losing her and I swore I’d never allow that to happen.
“I’m all yours tonight,” she said a moment later. “How do you want me?”
Her hand continued to stroke my cock gently.
“Get up here.”
It wasn’t a request. I needed to be inside her. She slid forward, rolled onto her back, and pulled me on top of her. Her lips found my neck. She kissed and sucked all over my upper body. The touch of her lips on my flesh felt electric, and combined with the scent of her body, the effect was intoxicating.
I pushed inside her, reveling at the indescribable sensation. Her quick intake of breath let me know she felt me enter her this time. Unwilling to let this moment slip away, I left myself buried inside her for several seconds, before pulling out at a snail’s pace. Our eyes met, and she mouthed ‘I love you’, before I pushed back inside her.
She felt different. Her time with Collin had stretched her; we both knew it, but her pussy still felt amazing. My rhythm was slow, deliberate, and it allowed me time to study the woman who held my heart. Her dark brown hair spilled over the pillow, gleaming in the candle light. She matched my thrusts with her hips, our bodies moving together in perfect unison. I felt her hands pulling me inside, and her fingernails dug into my skin. I kissed her lips gently, savoring the texture and taste of her lips.
A beautiful, sensual, perfect kiss.
“I love you,” she whispered after our lips broke. “Never forget that.” 
She started thrusting upwards with her hips, quick and hard. It was all I could do to hold back, but I matched her thrusts for a short time. We set a timeless rhythm, and it was only a few minutes later that I finally released. A powerful orgasm rippled through me, and it felt like it lasted forever. She held me tightly against her the entire time, and continued to hold me even after I’d finished.
Eventually, I rolled off her and slipped into the closet for a towel. I slid the towel underneath her when I returned and lay next to her. I never tired of seeing her naked. My fingers ran along her stomach and over her chest.
She clasped my hand in hers, and kissed it softly. “Why don’t we put the chastity device away for a while?”
“Why?” I asked.
She shrugged. “It’s not as exciting as I thought, and I’m not sure I see the point of it.” Her eyes met mine. “I mean, you have the key. We’re not into dominance or submission, at least at this point.”
“Yeah” I said slowly. “I have to agree. It’s kinky and new, but honestly, I didn’t get much out of it. I mean, I was focused today on getting things done, because keeping busy took my mind off it, but that’s it.”
“I also don’t like to deny you anything. You’re my husband and I still want to have sex with you.”
“Awwww. Thanks, baby.”
I nudged her playfully.
“I’m serious. I don’t want us to lose this connection. Ever. I realize we have less sex now that Collin is in the picture, but let’s not lose our own closeness as a couple. Okay?”
“Damn straight.” I looked over at her. “Collin can be a little intimidating sometimes.”
“He is a little perfect,” she said with a nod. “Too perfect.”
Her voice trailed off to a whisper.
“Is everything okay with Collin?”
“Yes. Everything is okay.” She kissed my shoulder. “It’s just that he’s too polished, too gorgeous, and it’s too good to be true. It’s hard to describe, because he is a nice man, but it’s too much sometimes.”
“Must be tough,” I replied and sarcasm dripped from each word.
“Enough about Collin.”
We slipped under the covers together and fell asleep.
 



Chapter Six
 
 
A lazy Sunday. Is there a better way to finish a weekend?
Since I’d worked my tail off the day before, there was literally nothing for me to do. I made breakfast for everyone. My specialty is “Waffle French Toast.”
Yes, you read that correctly. It’s a huge hit. I was king of the kitchen for that Sunday morning. I got hugs from the girls, and kisses from the wife. All was right with the world. Every time we got near each other, Nicole touched me, not in a sexual way, but in a nice intimate fashion. It started with a slow rub on my shoulders, then a quick pinch on my ass, and several kisses on the cheek.
Yep. It was a good morning.
I set out steaks to defrost for dinner, and claimed the best spot on the couch. A classic car auto auction had started on TV. Nicole was doing the laundry and refused any help, so I was all set. A beautiful 1969 Corvette went up for auction, followed by an equally cool 1967 Ford Mustang Fastback. Yes, I’m a classic car nut. A Shelby Mustang had just come up when the phone rang.
“Hello.”
“Nick. How’s it going, bud?”
“Great, Collin, how’s your Sunday going?”
“Not bad, man, not bad. Hey listen, I was calling because I want to borrow your wife for today. I have several homes to visit, and I could use a woman’s opinion. Do you mind?”
“Not at all,” I lied. 
Last night and this morning had been so good with Nicole, I felt more secure than ever in our relationship. Still, I’d hoped to spend the day as a family. I knew Nicole would love to go view houses, especially the kinds of houses in Collin’s price range. She peaked around the corner, and I motioned her over.
“Hey handsome,” she said after she took the phone. “What’s going on?”
I headed back to the couch, just in time to catch the final price on the Shelby Mustang. A heavy sigh left my chest; it was a great car, but way outside my price range. Nicole disappeared into the laundry room with the phone held between her cheek and shoulder, still folding the laundry as she walked. I could hear the smile in her voice.
A few minutes later she returned still smiling widely, replaced the phone, and sat down next to me. I gave her a sidelong glance and a suspicious glare. It didn’t work. She gave me a quick peck on the cheek, with a sexy smile, and got up to go change. Obviously, she’d agreed to go.
That left me to finish the laundry.
My mouth dropped open when she came out of bedroom. Holy shit. Small workout shorts that barely covered her ass, and a matching tank top that should be illegal because of the cleavage it showed, were the clothes she’d chosen. She scanned for the girls, and since they were still in their rooms, she came over and kissed me.
“I gotta go, before the girls see me. I have my cell and I’ll be back for dinner, so cook me a steak.”
“That’s what you’re wearing?”
“Yes.” Her smile turned heated. “At least until Collin sees me!”
I’m sure I nodded, but it was hard to focus on anything but the smokin’ hot body in front of me. She saw where I was looking and put her hand on my chin, redirecting my eyes. “Hey. Did you hear me, or do I need to put you back in chastity?”
“Yes. I heard you!” I glared at her. “I’ll make dinner; just let me know when you’ll be home, so the food won’t get over cooked. I’m planning on 6:30, so if you’re not going to make that time, let me know.”
She nodded and I kissed her nose.
“Now get out of here and make sure you change before you come home. Got it, you sexy beast?”
“I love you.”
“I love you too. Have a good time.”
She vanished like the wind. During commercial breaks, I handled the laundry. The girls and I played several games of Jenga after the auction ended. Of course, I sucked at it because I had thick fingers, so I usually lost; but it was fun to play with the girls and listen to them laugh. One of the benefits of this relationship is that I got a lot of extra time with the girls. It was seriously cool, and while I still dealt with the angst of knowing Nicole was with Collin; I enjoyed hanging out with my girls.
Jasmine threw a Jenga piece at me to catch my attention.
“Hey, earth to dad! We’re all done over here; do you want us to put this away?”
“Huh. Oh, yes please. Thank you, Jas.”
It was my nickname for Jasmine, and she actually liked it; well, tolerated it at any rate.
“Where’s mom?”
“Collin called and asked if she would go see some houses with him. Since he doesn’t know the area very well, he wanted some company and advice from mom.”
“Cool. But why doesn’t he ask you to go with him?” Her voice was light, but I sensed something underneath it.
“That’s a good question, kiddo.” I smiled at her. “Are you familiar with the phrase ‘a woman’s touch’?
She nodded with a quirky smile coming over her face.
“Collin wanted a woman’s opinion on the homes he was visiting. I don’t blame him either; it’s nice to have a woman’s input.”
She nodded and I thought I’d follow up.
“Jas, does it bother you if mom spends time with Collin?”
“No. He’s cool and he’s funny.” She smiled at me. “Maybe we should invite him over for dinner tonight?”
That statement made my eyebrows rise. “Really?”
“You said he was new to the city and he probably doesn’t have anyone to hang out with.”
“Good point,” I replied. “Tell ya’ what, I’ll text mom and see if Collin can join us for dinner.” I paused. “That’s nice of you to think of him.”
Complimenting my oldest always resulted in an eye-roll and a little blush. She was clearly too cool for compliments, but liked them anyway. I was starting to learn the language of the teenager. Jasmine cleaned up the Jenga game, while I put another load in the laundry. When I finished, I grabbed my cell phone with a smile and texted Nicole.
 
Hey gorgeous, you’ll never guess what Jasmine suggested.
 
What?
 
Jasmine said we should invite Collin over for dinner. Whaddya think?
 
I think it’s a great idea. Let me ask Collin.
 
Cool.
 
Collin said sure…we’ll be home by 5 pm. Love you.
 
Love you too…I’ll get another steak for Collin.
 
k.
 



Chapter Seven
 
 
Collin and Nicole arrived just as I was putting the steaks on the grill. The sound of sizzling meat filled the air and the smell was sublime. I heard the girls greet them at the door, and then walked over. Nicole got hugs and Collin received high-fives. Much to her delight, Collin tossed April up in the air and she squealed with pleasure just before he caught her on the way back down.
He was definitely a hit with the girls. All my girls. It was nice to see, because Nicole and I didn’t entertain a whole lot. Still, I was a little jealous of the attention, but I knew it would take a whole lot more than a dinner and a few jokes to replace me.
“Is dinner ready yet cookie?” Collin’s voice boomed in the house.
I laughed. “Not yet, so keep entertaining the girls while I cook!”
“No problem.”
Nicole started telling the girls about their day and the houses they visited. Collin sat next to her on the loveseat; his arm extended on the back, just above her shoulders. It was natural, casual, and beyond exciting for me. I wasn’t sure if he was doing it on purpose, but it looked like he had his arm around my wife, even if it wasn’t resting on her body.
The girls were laughing with their mom, when I finally saw what she was wearing. Her outfit must have come from his closet because it was sexy, but still acceptable for public viewing. The dress was a light cream color, strapless and the top fit like a tube top. The bottom of the dress was looser, but still managed to hug her curves. The dress came down to her mid-thigh and the color contrasted nicely with her tanned legs. Her high heels were sling-back heels and they looked very expensive. I also noticed, with a big smile, that she was wearing her wedding rings.
I left to check on the steaks, and the swimming pool. I wanted to skim the pool, in case everyone wanted to go swimming. The pool water was the perfect temperature, and after a few minutes of skimming, Collin joined me.
“Here dude, you look like you could use one of these.”
“Absolutely. Thanks, man.” I grabbed the beer and stepped over to check the steaks.
“Nice back yard. How big is this lot?”
“Thanks. It’s about three-quarters of an acre. It’s our sanctuary, and with all the trees and landscaping we have a lot of privacy back here.”
“Yeah, I see that. It’s nice.” He grabbed a seat and looked over at me. “Hey, can I talk to you about something?”
“Sure. What’s up?”
“I need a date this week.” He took a sip of his beer. “I have several parties, business events really, and I’d like to take Nicole with me.”
“What kind of parties?”
“They’re private parties at some of the local clubs. Several professional athletes and some celebrities are likely to attend. It’s a great place to meet future clients.”
“Sounds like a lot of fun actually.” I smiled at him. “You have a tough job.”
Sarcasm, tinged with envy, dripped from each word. 
“It’s a lot harder than you may think,” he replied seriously. “Imagine talking to someone with barely a high school diploma about his money, with half-naked groupies hanging off his arms. The women that attend these parties are absolutely mercenary, and they try everything to get the guys attention.” He shook his head. “I’ve had to break up a few fights between the women themselves, and let me tell you, it’s ugly.”
“How many nights?”
“I’m not sure yet. The parties are still being setup and the guest list is a little fluid. I know the party planner personally, so I should know shortly. I just want to make sure you’re okay with Nicole being out alone with me this week.”
“Yeah. It’s okay.”
I started having second thoughts the second the words left my mouth. I knew Nicole would love to go, because she enjoyed dancing so much. I started wondering what I would tell the girls.
“Thanks. I appreciate it.” He paused and looked over at me. “I wanted to talk about something else, but I don’t want to upset you or create any kind of tension between us.”
“Uh Oh, I’m not going to like this am I?”
“I honestly don’t know.” He shrugged. “Maybe we should talk about it later.”
“No. Go ahead. We have to be able to talk.”
“I agree.” He nodded. “Okay here goes. I want to have more control over what Nicole and I do together. Our situation is unique, and we may not always be in a position to check with you first when we want to do something.”
I nodded and considered his statement for a second. “I won’t ever be comfortable just going along with whatever you and Nicole decide. That’s just not who I am.”
“I thought that would be your answer.” He stood, stepped over, and stared down at me. His eyes held mine, and I saw only calm resolve reflected at me. “I won’t ever hurt your wife, or abuse your trust, but she’s my girlfriend now and I want her to be confident in that role. I don’t want her constantly worrying about whether something we do together will upset you.” He paused. “And that’s how she feels right now.”
“I’ll think about it,” I replied with a nod. “That’s all I can commit to at this point.”
“Nick.” His voice dropped an octave as he tried again. “You need to relax. Trust me, she loves being my girlfriend. You need to understand the role of cuckold husband, buddy. You’ll enjoy it, I promise. A good cuckold husband goes along with whatever his wife and her lover want, because that’s where his pleasure comes from.”
I checked the meat, stalling to think, and then closed the lid. “I’ll think about it.”
“I was hoping for more.” He smiled down at me. “Y’know, the chastity device is supposed to help cuck husbands with their emotions. Maybe you should start wearing it more often. Nicole said you took to it like a duck to water.”
I shrugged, unsure what to say next. He stepped a little closer and put his hand on my shoulder. When he spoke again, his voice was deep, soft and persuasive.
“Why don’t you put the chastity device on tonight, and let me hold the keys. Believe me; everything will be okay in a week or two.”
I slid the tongs down on the patio table and took a deep breath. My heart pounded in my chest, and blood started rushing to my face. I counted to ten and then stepped back away from him. Anger surged through me, but so did excitement, and the combination made it hard to focus. Blood rushed to my cock, and I was embarrassed to realize I was getting hard.
I shook my head. Collin may smile and play nice but I knew, deep down inside me I knew; if he ever got me in the Chastity device with him holding the keys, our relationship would change forever.
“Collin. I will think about it.”
“You do that,” he said with a confident smile. “You think about it hard.”
He clapped me on the back, and then walked back into the house. I could hear laughter coming from inside, and a new level of anxiety welled up inside me.
Was this where I started to lose my family?
Was this where I started to lose myself?
Why does this excite me so much?
Suddenly my beer tasted bitter and nasty.
You knew this would happen, and he did come to ask your permission. Deep breath and focus.
The steaks were ready, so I finished my bitter, nasty beer and carried them inside. The girls had set the table. The salad and baked potatoes already rested on plates. Nicole had changed into shorts and a dark tank top. I could tell she was braless, but the dark color hid anything inappropriate. I didn’t think the girls even noticed, but Collin did, and he smiled knowingly at her.
She was clearly dressing for him.
Dinner started, and the girls treated him like a king. Nicole prepared his baked potato just the way he asked, Jasmine put his salad together, and little April got him another beer. Jealously ripped through me, and I struggled to keep a calm expression. I was supposed to be king of this freakin’ castle. I never received this level of pampering, not even on my birthday or father’s day. Nicole and I were going to have a serious talk. She set his plate down in front of him and rubbed his shoulder briefly.
“Here you go,” she said.
“Thank you.”
She met his eyes. “You’re Welcome.”
Silverware met plates and everyone started eating. I was the last to the table, because I had to serve myself. I received many compliments on the food, and Nicole gave me a smile and a wink. Collin told us more about New York, including name-dropping a few famous people that were his previous clients. It was hard not to be impressed.
Ice cream and cookies for dessert, and my daughters served me this time…after they served Collin.
When we finished dinner and dessert and Collin finished his last story, Nicole pushed Collin and me out to the living room. We headed for my liquor cabinet, and I poured him a glass of whiskey. It wasn’t twenty-five year old Macallan, but I’m no slouch, I poured him a twenty-two year old Bruichladdich. We clinked glasses, and sauntered into the living room. Nicole joined us and sat next to Collin. She leaned up against him with a sly smile, sipping her glass of wine and running her hand up his thigh. Inwardly, I was scared, because I wasn’t sure how the girls would react.
Jasmine noticed first. “Giving Dad the cold shoulder mom?”
“No,” she replied immediately. “Honestly, Collin looked like a better pillow!”
Jasmine and Nicole shared a laugh, before my daughter continued with a dig at me. “Better watch out Dad, you have some competition.”
“I know, right. I better raise the level of my game.”
She winked at me, exactly like her mother, before coming over and giving me a hug. “Don’t worry, dad. I’ll always think you’re the best pillow.”
“Thanks, kiddo,” I said and hugged her back. “It’s okay though, I don’t mind if your mom sits with Collin. He’s a good guy, isn’t he?”
Jasmine glanced over at Nicole and Collin; they stared back at us with a careful, measuring look. “He’s pretty cool. You can come over anytime, Collin.”
“Thanks, Jasmine.” He smiled back at her. “I’d like that a lot.”
Jasmine disappeared back into the kitchen, while I found a movie on Netflix. A few minutes later, I heard her voice again.
“April and I are going upstairs to watch a movie in the game room.”
“That’s fine,” Nicole replied.
The girls trudged upstairs. Our eyes casually followed them, while trying to appear as if we were all watching the movie. The girls disappeared and Nicole, Collin and I shared a look.
“Well, that went better than I expected,” Nicole said quietly.
“Yes, it did.”
“You two have great kids,” Collin added. 
“Thank you,” I replied.
Nicole checked the stairs one more time, before giving Collin a slow, tender kiss. Her body melted against his, and her hands roamed over his chest. I divided my attention between the stairs, in case the girls came back down and watching his hands roam over Nicole. One of his hands disappeared under her tank top and covered her breast under the thin fabric. A soft moan escaped her, and I could tell he was massaging her sensitive nipple.
Excitement, worry and anger warred inside me.
In our home! Our daughters upstairs!
Her eyes rolled up and she gasped under his erotic onslaught. His carnal activities almost robbed her balance, and her hands snapped down to the armrest. She steadied herself, and let out a low whimper. Their lips met again, and she melted further into his arms.
Scared the kids might surprise us, I checked the staircase again. As I turned back, she pulled away abruptly and walked unsteadily into the kitchen. I noticed she was out of breath, lust and need filled her flushed face.
I turned back to the movie and tried to control my emotions. Yes, I was happy dinner went so well. The girls liked Collin, and they seemed comfortable with him as a friend of the family. What was more surprising though was they seemed comfortable with their mom spending time alone and being casually intimate with him. I thought Nicole sitting next to him on the couch would have prompted more questions, but it seemed to go over just fine.
She sat next to me when she returned. 
“I don’t trust you, mister,” she whispered. “You can’t keep your hands to yourself.”
“It’s yourself you don’t trust, not me. I don’t think you want me to keep my hands, or anything else for that matter, to myself.”
She gave him a shushing motion and he turned back to the movie. She leaned against me and kissed my cheek. “Dinner went well tonight, don’t you think?” 
I glanced at her, before focusing on the movie again. “If you’re asking me if the girls liked Collin; yes they clearly do like him.”
She pulled back and sat up, surprise in her eyes. “What’s wrong?”
“Nothing, but you don’t have to be so coy about it.”
“I’m sorry. I wasn’t trying to be coy.” She paused. “I just wanted to see if you thought the girls were comfortable with Collin.”
“Yes, they’re obviously comfortable with him. Let’s talk about this later, okay?”
I needed time, but Nicole apparently wanted to dissect everything immediately. Between Collin being so popular with the women in my life, and Nicole almost fucking him on the couch, I felt like I’d gotten the short end of the stick tonight. Frustrated, angry and jealous, I fumed on the couch.
Why does he have to be so fucking perfect?
“What has gotten into you?”
“Nothing.”
Irritation grew into solid anger, and I shifted away from her. Now, I was pissed. We needed to have this conversation in private. We needed to discuss the chastity device as well, and I was more than a little pissed that she told him about how long I wore it.
Fuck, can’t we have any secrets?
I knew she wanted to be with Collin tonight, but our marriage and family needed to take first place. Collin apparently noticed my mood.
“I agree with Nick.” He got up from the couch. “Why don’t you two talk about it? I’ll head back to the hotel now. Thank you for having me. I enjoyed dinner.”
He gave me a short nod and a meaningful look at Nicole. “Are you ready?”
“Yes,” she replied.
She stood and slipped her arm inside his. 
“Where are you going?” I asked her.
“I left my car at the hotel,” she replied. “Collin’s going to take me back to the hotel, so I can pick it up.”
“Okay. You kids have a good time.”
The sarcasm was thick in my voice. She met his eyes and he shook his head. They walked towards the door. She looked over her shoulder, and her mouth opened to say something, but she closed it after a second.
“Nick.” Collin turned when he got to the door. “Thanks again. I had a good time and you have a great family. I’ll check in with you this week.”
“You’re welcome. Drive safely.”
“I’ll be right back,” she offered as she walked out the door.
I didn’t answer.
The horny couple stepped out the door, holding hands and my anger built. Unable to help myself, I crept over to the window, and noticed that my wife had pasted herself against him again, clutching his arm as they walked to his Range Rover. They looked comfortable together, natural, and my heart raced as anxiety flooded my system. He helped her into his vehicle, kissing her softly before he closed the door. The Range Rover glided down the street, an expensive vehicle I could never afford, mocking me as I stood impotently by the window.
I’d missed too much of the movie beginning to catch up, and I couldn’t concentrate on it anyway, so I checked on the girls. They were engrossed in their own movie, so I took a seat on the floor with them. My anger and anxiety cooled, as I sat with my perfect daughters.
We watched the movie until ended.
Nicole still hadn’t returned.
I’m sure the car wouldn’t start.
The girls went to bed and I grabbed a bottle of water from the pantry.
It wasn’t enough apparently that she spent the day with him; then he came over for dinner, and now she was practically spending the night with him. I also doubted I’d see her much this week. Collin would keep her out, partying with rich celebrities and athletes, until they fell naked into his bed and fucked repeatedly. My hands clenched and unclenched as I continued to stew about the situation.
Despite my best efforts, my imagination ran wild. I kept seeing short, little videos play in my head. Visions of my wife, dancing and enjoying herself, and loving the attention showered upon her by rich men. Nicole would wear beautiful, sexy dresses picked out by Collin of course, and they’d laugh together when they spoke of her cuckold husband. The cuck she married forced to sit at home with only a chastity belt for company.
In my erotic, torturous visions, each night started the same.
They’d fuck in his suite. Then Collin would choose her clothes and she’d dress just for him. A VIP suite would be waiting for them at a nightclub, where she’d spend the night being shown off to his rich friends and potential clients. She’d be all over him of course, lavishing attention on her handsome black boyfriend. The intimacy between them would grow until neither of them could wait any longer. Nicole would happily suck him off in the Range Rover, and they’d spend the rest of the night with their perfect, naked bodies writhing together.
All of these little video vignettes played non-stop in my head, a relentless onslaught of erotic images tailor-made to excite and frustrate a cuckold husband. 
Fuck it.
I grabbed a cigar, another glass of whiskey, and went outside to the patio. Nicole hated it when I smoked cigars, but at this moment, I didn’t give a fuck. The night was clear, relatively cool for central Texas, and it was perfect for pissing off the wife. I enjoyed the heady taste of the cigar under the comforting blanket of the night sky. A smile creased my face, and a sense of satisfaction welled up inside, as the smoke curled around me. A small, but necessary act of rebellion, and maybe it was petty, but it felt damned good. I puffed on the cigar and tried unsuccessfully to ignore the one fact that irritated me the most.
This situation turned me on.
I was hard, almost painfully erect, and it pissed me off.
I felt powerless, submissive, and I had no idea if I hated it or loved it.
Thoughts of Nicole and Collin together turned me on. That was nothing new. However, being treated poorly shouldn’t be exciting. I couldn’t determine what irritated and excited me the most; the loss of control, or the fact that Nicole couldn’t seem to control herself around him. Either way, the result was the same; I got fucking turned on by this whole situation.
The more I considered it, the harder I puffed on my cigar, and the worse it tasted. The whiskey washed the bitter taste from my mouth, but didn’t improve my mood. I tossed what was left of the cigar into the metal trashcan. The remaining whiskey found its way into the lawn and I trudged back inside. The person I saw in the mirror as I brushed my teeth looked just like he felt, conflicted and exhausted. I slid into bed and turned off the lights. One thought echoed in my mind as I drifted off to sleep.
If she isn’t here when I wake up, she will find her shit on the curb when she does come home.
 



Chapter Eight
 
 
It never fails.
I woke up, wide-awake about four hours later. Whiskey helped me fall asleep, but I always woke up several hours later, usually with a headache. I read something about the body burning the sugar in the alcohol, and once the sugar was gone, presto, the body woke right up. It could be bullshit, but I was up and I wasn’t going back to sleep. The headache threatening to split my head in two pieces wasn’t helping either.
My hand drifted over to the other side of the bed and found Nicole sleeping soundly. Relief flooded my body as my eyes traveled over her sleeping form. It was an idle boast last night, because I knew I wouldn’t leave her. There was no way I could kick her out either. Yeah, maybe I was pussy whipped, but if you were married to her, you’d be the exact same way. It’s one of the reasons I didn’t believe Collin when he claimed he wasn’t threat to my marriage. To know Nicole, is to desire her, and I couldn’t believe he didn’t want her for himself.
Desire welled up inside me. I brushed my hand over her skin again, and leaned forward to inhale her scent. The soft, inviting smell of vanilla crept into my nose and filled me with even more desire. Her beauty was timeless, and even sound asleep, I found her breathtaking. Her dark, silky brown hair I loved so much, spilled out over her pillow. I ran my lips over the soft skin of her shoulder. I barely tasted her skin as I ran my lips down her arm; slowly I pulled back and took another deep breath.
Despite my desire, my headache wasn’t going away and she wasn’t waking up.
I carefully slid out of the bed and headed into the kitchen where I grabbed my usual bottle of water and two aspirins. I slapped my happy ass down on our comfortable couch, and thought back to Collin’s brief conversation with me about the coming week and his need for a date. On one hand, I appreciated that he asked me directly and privately. I knew he could have had Nicole ask me, and the result would have been the same, but he directly involved me in the decision. That wasn’t the behavior of a guy intent on stealing my wife.
On the other hand, he wasn’t likely to have taken no for an answer and if I had said no, it would have caused another big issue. We’d just finished dealing with the wedding ring concern and we had a good meal at our house, so I didn’t want new issues to crop up. Nicole would love to go out dancing with him and I would probably get a ton of brownie points for it as well.
On the third hand and this hand was the most powerful, the thought of them dating excited me beyond belief. It was super-hot to imagine her dressing for him, dancing with him, standing by his side all night, and mixing easily with his friends. Her social skills were razor sharp, so it’s even possible she would help him gain new clients.
The follow up conversation about the Chastity device was something I preferred to ignore. I wasn’t ready to deal with it yet. While I didn’t mind wearing it, I definitely wasn’t ready to surrender both keys to either Nicole or Collin.
Eventually the headache subsided and I got some sleep on the couch. I felt fingers run through my hair the next morning.
“Hey. You’re going to oversleep.”
Nicole’s voice was soft, but there wasn’t any warmth in it. I sat up, rotated my head in a slow circle, and noticed her expression matched her voice.
“Thanks.”
My response went unnoticed. She walked back into the bedroom without as much as a smile. I sighed. It was going to be that kind of morning and I started rehearsing my apology. The headache hadn’t returned, and the wood floors were cool on my feet, as I slowly walked through the bedroom into the bathroom. I rounded the corner into the bathroom, just as she finished brushing her teeth. She replaced the towel in the little towel rings we had by the sink and met my eyes. When she took a step towards me, I hoped for a hug.
I got a punch in the stomach instead.
“You sir, are a complete bastard.”
I was still bent over holding my stomach, when the follow up punch landed, and I nearly fell when it impacted my arm. Nicole isn’t normally a violent person, so don’t get the wrong idea; but she had clearly moved beyond pissed off and I was taking some hits. One thing was for certain, I had not married some compliant, gentle Latin woman. Actually, I’m certain she came from the complete opposite side of that spectrum.
“Yesterday was perfect until you fucked it up.”
I finally straightened and moved back a step, so I could see the next punch coming. She started listing items, counting them off on her fingers.
“Collin and I had a great morning, dinner was fantastic, the girls had a good time, and you were a great host.” She paused to take a breath, and I could see her momentum building. “Right up until the very end when you got your panties in a bunch and fucked everything up.”
“Can I talk now or do you want to hit me some more?”
My temper was starting to flare as well, but I held it in check. We’d been married long enough for me to know that nothing good happened when both of us lost our tempers.
“What? What? What do you have to say for yourself?”
“Just that I’m sorry.”
I held my hands up to surrender, but also to defend myself in case more punches were heading my way. It paid to be prepared when dealing with this pissed off Latin woman.
“Everything you just said is correct,” I said and then paused for a moment. “But I got a little tense and worried when you and Collin started making out on the couch. Nicole, one of the girls could have come back and saw you.”
“That’s why I moved away from him.”
“I know that, but I honestly thought you were going to drag him into our bedroom.”
“I wouldn’t do that, Nick. Stop it.”
Our conversation was picking up steam and our responses to each other were coming faster and faster.
“I’m just telling you what I saw and how it made me feel. You asked, remember?”
“All right, go on.”
“Then you came back and wanted to play twenty questions; acting all coy and sly, while throwing me a little pity-affection. Oh, and one other thing, where the fuck do you get off telling Collin about my wearing the chastity belt?”
“Fuck you,” she bit back. “I was just trying to get your thoughts on dinner, and Collin already knew about the chastity thing!”
“Bullshit! You had another agenda and it was fucking obvious.” I paused. “What was your plan? For Collin to spend the night at our house? No, that’s not long enough for you, how about a weekend?”
“Wait-“
“You can’t wait to fuck him in our bed, can you? Put on a show for your pathetic cuckold husband, and seal the deal with Collin. Were you and Collin planning to leave me locked in the Chastity device forever?”
Her mouth dropped open, but closed just as quickly. She shook her head and stepped closer, her finger pointing at my chest. “Okay, now you’re being a bastard again. Will you give me a chance to respond, or are you just going to continue insinuating that I’m a complete slut…and a bitch?”
I stepped back, took a seat on the edge of the bathtub and motioned for her to continue.
“Yes. Collin turns me on. You know that already. Quit acting like you’re shocked every time you see it.” She pointed her finger at me. “None of this should be a surprise to you.”
“And?” I glared back at her. “What’s your point?”
“My point.” She took a deep breath. “Is that your insecurities are the root of our problems, not me and not Collin.”
I rolled my eyes and stood. “Whatever.”
“Wait. Let me finish. Collin and I both take great care to keep you informed and involved. You can’t deny that, Nick. We discuss everything with you, before it happens. I have given you no reason to suspect that our marriage is in danger or that I might leave you.”
Silence.
She was right.
“Answer me. Have I given you any reason to suspect that you’re losing me?”
“No,” I admitted.
“That’s right and I never will.” She paused. “Collin asked your permission to take me out this week, didn’t he?”
My answer was more sullen silence and I found myself looking more at my feet than at Nicole. Finally, I threw out the answer. “Yes.”
“It was his idea to approach you directly. I offered to ask you for him, but he wanted to talk with you about it himself.”
“So?”
“If you’d stop acting like a complete ass, you’d realize these concerns are all in your head. Collin and I have treated you with kid gloves since we began.”
My head was spinning as I thought about her words. I realized she was right. Now the question was going to be whether my pride would allow me to admit it or not. She watched me work through the situation. The expression on her face lost its hostility, and transformed into the patient, loving expression I’d loved since we married.
Finally, I held up my hand.
“Okay. I guess I over-reacted last night and I apologize. I just wish you and Collin would be careful while we’re here at our house.” I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “You’re also correct that I tend to make mountains out of molehills and I will work on it. I promise. One thing though, I don’t think I’ll ever get to a point where you and Collin just do whatever the hell you want and I go along with it.”
That earned me a genuine smile and she came over, kneeled down and hugged me. The smell of strawberries entered my nose and I recognized the scent of her shampoo. Her hair was still a little moist from the shower and I held her tightly to me. She loosened her hold on me, after a few minutes and kissed me softly.
“I love you. Are we okay?”
“Yeah, baby. We’re okay. I’m sorry.”
“You’re forgiven. Now we have to get ready for work.”
Our week progressed normally. My big opportunity, that still can’t be named, was progressing well. My boss and I had regular meetings with senior management. I did the majority of the speaking, despite my boss initially telling me I would have be playing a support role. As we were leaving a meeting, I asked him about it.
“Nick, I want senior management to see you as the point person on this opportunity. They already know what my role is, so this is a good opportunity for you to shine and them to get to know you better.” He stopped and faced me. “Believe it or not, most promotions at this level are based on your personality. You wouldn’t be here if you weren’t qualified, now they want to see if they can get along with you, or if you’re just an asshole.”
“Gotcha. Thanks, Brian. I appreciate your support.”
“You’re welcome. You deserve the opportunity, but it’s up to you to make it happen. I can get you on stage, but you have to dance. Understood?”
“Completely!”
The remainder of the day was spent with my team going over ‘what if’ scenario’s. The bottom line is that opportunities like these didn’t happen often. We’d have some serious competition and we were trying to brainstorm different competitive scenarios. As we discussed the overall situation and tried to out-think our competition, I realized we needed more information. I knocked softly on Brian’s door.
“What’s up?”
“We’ve been going over the entire account several times and we’re trying to get a sense for what the competition might do on this account.” I paused. “But I’m a bit worried that we don’t know enough about the decision makers. What things do they value? What are they looking for in a business partner? How do we help them achieve their own goals?”
Brian smiled at me and said nothing, so I continued.
“I can’t help thinking that their decision will be based on more than the price of our product. Do you have any information that can help us?”
“I was wondering when you were going to get around to asking that question. Your team has been focused almost exclusively on price, which is fine at first, but I was hoping you’d make the leap to offering value over price alone.”
He motioned for me to a have a seat and we spent the next two hours going over each individual decision maker. It was unusual for me to profile an individual, their likes and dislikes, trying to get a sense for what they valued in a business partner. It was almost like playing poker. Trying to determine if someone was bluffing or not.
Nicole got home before me, and she had dinner ready for the kids. Thank goodness, for Hamburger Helper and Shells and Cheese, those two products were responsible for probably 50% of the meals we fed the girls. I loved to cook, but lately work prevented me from getting a home cooked meal on the table. The girls were at the table with Nicole, and laughter greeted me when I entered the house.
“Hey, Dad!” The girls said in unison.
“Hi, girls.”
My wife smiled at me. “Hey, baby. How was your day?”
“It was good,” replied. “I think we’re in a good position to win this account!”
“Seriously? That’s awesome.”
She looked at the girls. “Dad is working on this huge account for a professional sports team! If he wins the account, dad gets a huge promotion. Isn’t your dad the best?”
The girls got up and gave me hugs as Nicole looked on and gave me a wink. Okay, my wife is awesome. I sat down and inhaled some hamburger helper, before stepping into our bedroom to change. Nicole joined me a few minutes later. She laid out some nice dressy clothes, and then started undressing. I knew her routine by heart, and her actions were a clear indication she was going out tonight.
“What’s up?”
She glanced over her shoulder. “As a matter of fact I am going out tonight. Collin called me and he needs a date.”
“Is that so?”
I stretched the sentence out in a playful manner. When I wasn’t buried in work, I’d had a chance to think about Nicole and Collin dating this week. Long story short, I was more comfortable with it now and I was willing to give them the benefit of the doubt. Collin even put my name on the guest list so I could attend. I still wasn’t going to put the chastity device on and give him the key.
No fucking way.
Nicole asked me to help her get dressed and I was surprised at how much I enjoyed helping her. It was completely weird, but exciting at the same time. She picked out three different dresses and I helped her try on each one, and of course, helped her pick out shoes. Now don’t get me wrong, I’m completely clueless about shoes and dresses, but I gave her my opinions on each one.
The best part of the night was watching her put on her thigh high hose. Holy shit that was erotic. She slowly slid each one up her thigh and adjusted it, before giving me a naughty smile. She stepped into her dress and pulled it up. A quick look over her shoulder at me and I stepped forward to zip up her dress.
“No underwear?” I whispered to her as I raised the zipper.
She gave me a sly smile over her shoulder. “No, not in this dress.”
I was stunned. Those few words were probably the most erotic thing I’d heard since…well since the last most erotic thing. What can I say; my erotic-thing meter had seen a lot of use lately.
Her perfume smelled amazing and I couldn’t resist running my hands over her skin and dress. The little black dress fit her like a second skin and emphasized all best parts of her body. She had to remove my hands several times. The dress showed just the right amount of cleavage and it was long enough to come to her mid-thigh.
Classy, but extremely sexy, just like my wife.
“Nick. Stop it.” She looked at me. “I’m going out with Collin tonight.” She pushed me away from her gently. “Seriously, you need to stop touching me and keep your hands to yourself!”
Denied simple touch and contact with my beautiful wife drove me crazy. I read about teasing and denial on the cuckold website, but I doubted it could ever become exciting. Experiencing it firsthand gave me an entirely new appreciation for it. Of course, I wanted more!
“Are you meeting him at the bar?”
“No. I’m meeting him at the hotel and we’re driving over together.”
“Good. I feel better knowing that you’ll be escorted in and out of the bar.”
“I’ll be fine.” She checked her makeup one last time, snapped the lock on her purse, and patted my chest. “Thank you for your concern. Collin will take care of me.”
I got a kiss on the cheek as she walked out of the bedroom. Of course, I admired her backside as she walked away. It was amazing. She stopped at the door and turned back to me.
“I’m off. Are you going to be okay?”
“Absolutely.” I smiled confidently at her. “I’m all good, have a great time tonight and be safe.”
A wink, a smile, and she was out the door. The thought of her entertaining guests with Collin was exciting for me, and I knew she was looking forward to it as well. My wife had always been good with people and they responded to her.
The girls were upstairs and I went to check on them. My youngest, April, was getting ready for bed and I tucked her in. We read part of a book together, before I gave her a kiss on the forehead. The Little Mermaid nightlight lit the room in a warm soft glow. She looked so much like her mother when she slept, it was hard for me not to stand there all night and watch her sleep.
Jasmine was lost in her headphones and computer. She gave me a smile and wave as she continued to work on the computer. School was starting soon and she was working on the homework she received at the end of last school year. I motioned for her to take off her headphones.
“Hey, kiddo. How’s it going?”
“Good dad, what’s up?”
“Would you mind if the sitter comes over for a few hours? I wanted to go meet a friend for a quick drink.”
“Sure. Y’know I’m getting old enough to watch April. You don’t always have to get a sitter.”
“Honey, I think you’re right, but mom still wants us to get a sitter. Just for a little while longer. You okay with that?”
“Yes, for now, but dad can we talk about it with mom? Soon?”
“Absolutely, Jas. I love you.”
“Love you too.”
The headphones went back on and I left her room. The sitter was available and came down to watch the girls. I told her I would only be a few hours.
“It’s not that I don’t appreciate the extra money; but Jasmine is old enough to watch April.”
I nodded and resisted the urge to roll my eyes. Holy cow, it was a conspiracy or something.
“Yes, we talked about that already. I’m going to speak with my wife and see if she can get comfortable with Jasmine and April being home alone.”
“Okay. Have a good time, see you in a few hours.”
“Thanks.”
My heart was racing as I stepped into our closet. I had ironed a shirt and put some clothes aside earlier so I started to get dressed. Nicole had got me some ‘going out’ clothes recently, so I slipped them on and put my sports coat over the top. The shirt had a crazy design on it that Nicole said was in fashion. The jeans were soft and fit great. I’m not a real good judge of what’s in style, but I liked what I saw in the mirror.
A couple deep breaths helped me steady myself. Initially, I hadn’t planned to attend tonight, but I changed my mind after I saw Nicole tonight. The thought of seeing them together in a social situation that didn’t include me was powerful. It was a need, a compulsion that I couldn’t explain even to myself, but I had to see them. The pleasure I received from just watching them was amazing, powerful and all-consuming, and I couldn’t wait to watch them tonight.
Tonight would be different.
Tonight I was a bystander.
 



Chapter Nine
 
 
The parking lot was packed, but I was able to find a spot well away from the door. The valet stand was open, but I didn’t want to valet park in case I accidentally ran into Collin and Nicole. Secretly, I was hoping they wouldn’t notice my presence tonight.
A quick look, I told myself, then I’m back home and into bed.
My footsteps echoed into the night, as I approached and I was certain my heartbeat was loud enough for the door guy to hear. A line had formed outside the entrance, and I considered getting into it, but Collin said I would be able to get right in, so I took a chance. Dirty looks followed me as I approached the entrance. Two men, two big men, stood guard at the doorway. 
“Help you?” The smaller of the two asked. His tone was bored, suspicious and I could tell he was prepared to tell me to fuck off. Unless of course, I had a couple of gorgeous women on my arms because those guys always seemed to get right into a club.
“Yes.”
I gave him my name and he checked his list. His friend peered over his shoulder, and I could tell when he reached my name, because he looked up at me again and gave me a quick appraisal. His talkative friend raised his eyebrows.
“You’re good to go,” he said and motioned me forward. He leaned down and put his hand on my shoulder as I passed him. “There is a spot at the bar reserved for you. Check with the bartender when you get in and give her your name. Have fun tonight, sir.”
“Thank you.”
The club was dark with pools of light dispersed throughout the main floor. Raised VIP sections ringed the dance floor, and I could see stairs that led up to another level. My view wasn’t the best, but it appeared that the entire second floor was a VIP area and another bouncer stood at the stairs. The dance floor was crowded already and the bar area was standing room only. There was no way I was going to get a spot at the bar; it was prime real estate in this club.
One thing was obvious, as soon as I had a chance to look around. This club was full of beautiful people and I felt immediately out of place. The women were all gorgeous and wearing as little as possible. It was a buffet of hot women, and I was so glad I wasn’t wearing my plastic prison tonight. The men were all in great shape, perfectly dressed, and obviously completely loaded with money.
“So this is how the other half lives.” I muttered to myself.
A hand lightly touched my shoulder. A gorgeous waitress, showing entirely too much cleavage, was smiling at me. “Hi, Hon. Can I get you table?”
“I’m supposed to have a spot at the bar,” I said into her ear. “But that looks almost impossible at this point.”
“What’s your name?” I gave it to her and she flashed me another smile with her impossibly white teeth. “I’ll check for you. Wait here and I’ll be right back.”
“Yes, ma’am.”
Holy cow. There is more skin on display in this club than the swingers club where we met Collin.
Not that I was complaining, but holy shit there was no safe place to look. It was probably good I hadn’t come with Nicole, because I was sure I would have received several punches already.
A hand slid under my arm and I felt a body press itself up against me. Startled, I looked over and a gorgeous, petite blonde was smiling up at me. Her breath tickled my ear, as she leaned up and whispered to me.
“Are you here alone tonight?”
I nodded back. I wasn’t sure what to say, so I just waited for her to continue. I was less likely to make fool of myself, if I kept my mouth shut.
“Cool.” She giggled. “Are you an agent? Coach?”
“No, sorry. I’m more into the finance and money management.”
Okay, it was a small white lie, but I thought it was safe answer, and it was also likely to send her looking for better prey. Excitement bled from her eyes as she processed my answer and I could see the gears turning inside her head. I was right, because it was also obvious when she made her decision to move on. Her hand moved back to her side and she gave me a sympathetic smile.
“That sounds interesting, but I think I see a friend of mine.” She was already moving away, when she ended the conversation.
“Happy Hunting,” I said to her back.
My eyes followed her; because I wanted to ensure she reached her friend safely. That’s bullshit; of course, I couldn’t take my eyes off her, because she had an amazing ass. I loved the way it swayed invitingly, as she stalked more desirable prey.
Another hand reached inside my arm. I was starting to feel like an ATM machine. Fortunately, it was the waitress. She led me over towards the bar area. A bouncer saw us coming and helped part the crowd. The bar was a little elevated and roped off. As a result, I had a relatively nice, open spot at the bar complete with a nice view of the dance floor and VIP areas. I still couldn’t see the second floor but I assumed that was by design.
The bartender turned out to be another gorgeous, young woman, and I ordered a whiskey on the rocks. Booker’s bourbon was my favorite, and of course, they had it in stock. My drink arrived in record time and I leaned over to the bartender and motioned for her to come closer to me.
“Is it okay, if I stay here a while?”
“Of course!”
A smile appeared for a split second, before she moved over to take another order.
“Cool. Thank you,” I said to myself, because she was already gone.
The bourbon was excellent and I sipped it slowly, while surveying the club. Hollywood had come to San Antonio, because this place and the people inside the club redefined upscale. I recognized some athletes and even some entertainers. Relief washed through me, as I sat at the bar and appreciated my out-of-the way spot. This was definitely not my crowd, but it was damn interesting to watch. I preferred my anonymity to the fame, fortune, and loss of privacy that many of these people endured.
The bourbon was half finished when I saw Collin and Nicole enter the club. He led the way, with Nicole on his arm, and they looked great together. Confidence emanated from him. Accustomed to this type of party, he belonged here, and so did my wife. The same waitress that helped me, instantly appeared in front of him, and he smiled down at her and said a few words. She immediately signaled the bouncer and gave him a small hand-sign, which resulted in the bouncer nodding solemnly. The bouncer spoke to a well-dressed man at the end of the bar, who got up and went over to talk with Collin.
My eyes locked on the gorgeous couple as they walked towards the second floor stairs. Nicole had a cool, dispassionate expression her face that accentuated her beauty. She didn’t have the predatory hunger like some of the women, and I think that made her even more attractive. I couldn’t help but notice how much attention she received from other guys. She received attention from women as well, but their attention came coated in raw jealousy.
They mounted the stairs and disappeared. 
Anxiety, disappointment and lust flowed through me simultaneously and I gulped my bourbon. I toyed with the idea of leaving, because I couldn’t see Nicole or Collin; but the bourbon still tasted great and the club was hopping, so I decided to stay a while longer. People watching was a hobby of mine and I took decided to indulge it.
As I surveyed the crowd, I thought I could pick out the working girls and the women who were actually girlfriends or wives. The guys constantly surrounded by women, I had pegged as athletes, entertainers or just plain loaded with money, and I started to understand what Collin told me on Sunday. The girls were gorgeous, but they were also an obstacle to doing business.
As I sat at the bar, I did receive some attention and I was mildly pleased. Occasionally, a hot woman, who was completely out of my league would tap me on the shoulder and ask me to dance. As I was a horrible dancer and I wasn’t about to pay for her company; I always declined. The bartender refilled my glass and smiled at me.
“You’re popular tonight.”
I smiled and shook my head. “I don’t think it’s because of my good looks.”
A curious look passed over the bartender’s face. “Don’t be so modest. You’re a good looking guy.” She gave me a sincere smile.
“Stop it..some more!” I teased.
She laughed and moved on to another customer. Okay, so maybe I wasn’t a bad looking guy, but I was definitely married and definitely committed to my wife. I laughed at that thought, because ‘commitment’ had taken on a completely different meaning lately.
Time passed quickly as my eyes bounced from person to person. Another bourbon slid across the bar, my third one in two hours, so I made it a point not to hold it in my hand. I was comfortable with one drink an hour. Anything more than that and I’d be impaired. A heavy sigh escaped my mouth and I realized I had seen all there was to see, and Nicole and Collin still hadn’t made an appearance. I checked with the bartender and she indicated everything had been taken care of, so there wasn’t a bill to settle. I still gave her a nice tip and she pressed something into my hand with a wink. I slipped it into my pocked without looking at it and mouthed ‘thank you’.
I figured it was a free ticket to a future event.
The bar was still crowded, but the dance floor had emptied a little bit. Apparently, folks had moved back to their VIP booths and now there was more room on the dance floor. Just as I was about to get up and head for the door, I saw Nicole emerge. She was laughing and pulling someone behind her towards the dance floor. I knew her well enough to know that she had been drinking, and she was in a mood to have fun. I’d seen that look on her face many times, but it had always been turned towards me….until now.
My breath caught in my throat and I lowered myself back onto the barstool. The sight of my wife dragging another man onto the dance floor hypnotized me. I didn’t recognize him, but she was clearly comfortable with him. She started to move in time with the music. A slow, seductive rhythm and blues song played over the speakers, and she pressed herself against him. They swayed together, both smiling and talking, until she turned and pressed her back against him, a sly, erotic smile on her face. Her backside moved upwards and then downwards against his chest and stomach. She glanced over her shoulder, making sure to get his attention, and then pushed her ass into his groin. A wide smile, full of lust and anticipation, pasted itself on his face. 
A desert sprang up in my mouth.
My eyes shifted from my sexy, slutty wife, to her partner. He clearly wasn’t an athlete, because he didn’t have the body. He wasn’t fat, but he didn’t have that athlete build and he didn’t move like an athlete. I didn’t recognize him, so I ruled him out as an entertainer.
A good dancer, he moved nicely with my wife. His hands trailed along her arms and hips as he swayed with her. She raised her hands, closed her eyes, and swayed with the music, all the while keeping her back against him. His hands immediately moved to her hips and then slowly shifted to her stomach. A lustful smile crept over his face, and his hands slid upwards.
She’ll stop him. I know she will.
Like a horrible, never-ending song, his hands continued their ascent, now at bottoms of her breasts; they lingered for a moment before covering her beautiful breasts. I counted the seconds, but stopped at ten because it was too painful. Finally, she lowered her hands and turned to face him. She wiggled her finger in his face, but her expression was playful, not angry. A casual shrug lifted his shoulders and she laughed and put her arms around his neck. She rested her head on his chest, while keeping her body against him as the music played on. They slow danced together until the music ended.
Finally!
Relief filled my body, and I took another sip of bourbon, but almost spit it out. My wife stood on her toes and kissed him tenderly on the mouth. She may have meant it as a quick, thank you kiss, but it lingered and quickly turned passionate. After a ton of more painful seconds, they broke and stared at each other. She leaned up and whispered something in his ear and he nodded. They smiled at each other and hugged, before heading for the stairs. .
“I thought you were leaving?”
The bartender’s voice broke me out of my hypnosis.
“Yeah. Sorry.”
I took a deep breath and started to get off the barstool, but she reached out and touched my arm lightly. “Hey. You can stay. It’s okay.”
Unfortunately, the spell had been broken and now I felt embarrassed. Blood rushed to my face and sweat broke out along my brow. The club was dark, so I didn’t think the bartender noticed, but she could see I wasn’t comfortable anymore.
She gave me a smile and nodded. “Drive safely.”
I nodded back to her and made my way out of the club. The walk back to my car seemed to last forever. My mind replayed the video of my wife dancing with that man in my head. It was hot, sexy, sultry, and dangerously exciting.
It also hurt.
Who was he and why was she so comfortable with him? The kiss they shared at the end surprised both of them, but I was certain they both wanted more.
Did she want to date more than one guy?
Holy shit! Who was this woman?
My car finally came into view and I slid inside. I took several deep breaths and then started the engine, my hands held the steering wheel tightly as I tried unsuccessfully to focus. My cock strained hard against my pants as visions of my wife’s tits being manhandled forced themselves into my brain.
Self-control evaporated.
I glanced around and then snatched some tissues from the box I kept in the car. Seconds later, my cock was free. I stroked hard and fast, recklessly driving my body towards a desperately needed orgasm. A loud groan echoed in the car as I felt myself spurt into the tissues. I gritted my teeth and bucked my hips a few times as the orgasm boiled through my system.
So fucking erotic!
My forehead rested against the steering wheel as my chest heaved and my breathing turned from ragged to simply heavy. I replaced my junk, zipped up and stuffed the crumpled tissues into my pocked. Another quick scan of the parking lot revealed no one around. Thankfully, I wasn’t seen jacking off in my car, so I backed out of my parking space and drove home.
Embarrassment decided to hitch a ride with me.
I slammed my fist into the passenger seat repeatedly as I drove home. Frustration and humiliation flowed through me and I swore, cursed and shouted as I drove. Being a cuckold husband was much harder than I anticipated.
The emotional, lustful high of seeing my wife with another man, matched perfectly with the terrible emotional low after I finally orgasmed. Angst and anguish warred with lust and desire each time I saw Nicole now, each one gaining and losing ground depending up on the situation. I was completely unprepared for the strength of these emotions.
They controlled me rather than the other way around.
The sitter smiled at me, collected her cash, and went home. I slipped off my clothes and dropped them in the hamper. Conflicted, satisfied, and worried, the last thing I remember before sleep claimed me, was staring at the ceiling and wondering.
How does this end?
 



Chapter Ten
 
 
Nicole’s sleeping form didn’t move when my alarm clock went off. A smile washed across my face as I shuffled across the cool wood floors towards the bathroom. My wife came home last night. Whatever else happened didn’t matter. As long as I had her in my life, I felt I could handle anything. I kissed her head softly before closing the door to the bathroom, and starting the shower. 
There was nothing better than a hot, almost scalding shower. I buried my head under the spray and enjoyed the visceral pleasure. My brain started to replay the video from last night, but I shut it down quickly and focused on work. We were getting close to the final presentations and we were having meetings almost every day. The pressure on my team and me felt intense. Senior managers kept popping in and asking for updates. The decision makers were also calling to discuss various aspects of our products and frequently I had to drop everything and attend a short-notice teleconference.
Mentally I made a list of must-do items, another list of hopefully-can-do items and hoped that I’d find time for both. Sure, there were things I could delegate, but I could handle them just as quickly and easily. My mind kicked into high gear as I finished dressing, and I gave Nicole another quick peck on the cheek as I breezed out of the bedroom. She was still sound asleep, so I made a mental note to stop by her section and let her supervisor know she wouldn’t be in today.
Time for some muscle!
The engine started right up and purred nicely, as I backed out of our driveway. I turned the radio up, and bobbed my head in time with the eighties glam rock that blared over the speakers. My classic mustang needed some exercise, so that’s what I was driving today. I loved this car. It had many memories buried inside. Good memories, solid memories, and after last night it felt perfect.
Leaving early had its benefits, like light traffic, and I had time to reflect. Last night replayed itself in my mind and I had to admit that it had been fun. Yes, I just sat at the bar and ogled gorgeous women, including the bartender, but it was still fun. I was initially surprised to see Nicole dancing with someone I didn’t know, but that passed quickly as I thought about it more. Obviously, Collin had his own social circle and Nicole loved to dance, so I should have anticipated that she would dance with other people. Now the kiss she shared was a concern, but it appeared to end right there, so I wasn’t too upset. Actually, the memory of that kiss excited me more than it upset me.
The conversation Collin and I had also made a pit stop in my brain. Grudgingly, I admitted that if this was going to continue, I had to get more comfortable with Collin and Nicole as a couple. It was unrealistic of me to expect them to clear everything with me first. Establishing firm boundaries was probably a better approach and anything outside the boundaries was off limits. There was still no fucking way I was going to wear the chastity device and let Collin have the only keys. A cuck husband I may be, but I wasn’t a complete idiot.
The mustang pulled into great spot in the parking garage and I walked into the building. Nicole’s section was on the other side of the building, so I dropped my things on my desk and booted up my computer. A coffee shop was on the way and I filled up on some seriously good coffee.
“Hey, Nick,” Nicole’s supervisor greeted me with a smile. “How’s it going?”
“Great. I just wanted to stop by and let you know that Nicole wasn’t feeling well and she probably won’t make it in today.”
“Ahh. Sorry to hear that. Y’know you could have just called or emailed me.”
I shrugged. “I know, but I needed the exercise and I haven’t had a chance to say hi in a while.”
We chatted for a while about family, kids and work, the usual stuff that occupies people’s lives. Nicole’s boss was cool and we’d worked together for a short time. I knew her husband as well. They were good folks. The trek back to my section didn’t take long and my boss wasn’t in yet, so I was able to get a good start on the day. The team was almost finished with the most probable ‘what if’ scenario’s and they looked good. We had just over a week before the final presentation and I was feeling confident. I started on some of the must-do items.
“Nick!”
A voice intruded on my concentration. It was Mike, one of my newer team members.
“Huh?” I looked over my shoulder. “Sorry. What’s up?”
“Dude, you have a Jedi Master ability to concentrate.” He laughed and I made a very Jedi Master Hand movement. “I’m taking off, just wanted to say good bye. Things are looking good.”
“I agree. Good night.”
He waved and disappeared down the hallway. I turned back to my computer and realized it was past 6pm. Holy shit, where did the day go? I decided to follow Mike’s example and stop for the day. I checked my phone and realized the battery was dead. Nicole hadn’t called on the business line, so I figured everything was okay at home. I felt bad about not checking in with her, but work just got in the way.
“Daaaaad!!!!”
The girls greeted me with a shout and hugs. There is no better way to enter the house than to have your kids give you a hug.
“Hey, girls. How was your day? What did you have for dinner?”
“Great and we had leftovers for dinner.”
Jasmine answered. April nodded and squeezed me one more time, before running back to the TV.
“Leftovers huh? Wasn’t mom home today?”
“Yes, for the morning anyway, she was out running errands for most of the afternoon and got home a bit late. She said she has to go out again tonight too. So I made leftovers for me and April.”
Jasmine reached up and kissed my cheek before heading back up to her room. I set my briefcase down and grabbed a beer. Leftovers didn’t make sense, especially if Nicole had been home all day. What errands did she have to run?
Nicole stood in front of the mirror finishing her makeup when I entered. The sexy scent of her perfume reached me as I stopped to enjoy the view. She wore thigh-high hose again, no panties and no bra. Her hair looked amazing. It cascaded over her shoulders, a river of dark brown with light auburn highlights. The high-heels emphasized her legs I would have called them fuck-me pumps if they hadn’t looked so damn expensive.
“Hey, honey,” she said into the mirror.
“Hi.” I walked into the closet. “I understand you had a busy day today.”
“I did,” she replied lightly. “Thank you for speaking with my supervisor.” I nodded to her. “I called her and let her know that I wasn’t feeling well and she told me you already stopped by, so thank you.”
“You’re welcome.” I slipped on my cargo shorts and a t-shirt. “What time did you get in last night?”
“I think it was around 4 am,” she said.
“Wow and you’re going out again tonight?”
Her eyes narrowed and her reflection glared daggers at me. If looks could kill, I’m sure I would have shattered.
“Nicole,” I said and held up my hands. “I’m not trying to start a fight. I was honestly just surprised. That’s all.”
“Yes. I’m going out again tonight, but I don’t expect it to be as late.” She put down her makeup and walked past me into the closet. “I’m going out with Collin on Friday night as well.”
“I see.”
It seemed the only safe thing to say.
“Collin talked to you about this week and you agreed. Right?”
“Yes. I did.” I sighed and sat on end of the bathtub. Watching her felt too painful; I needed distance. “Did you tell the girls?”
“Sort of.”
She walked out of our closet wearing a dress that caused my mouth to drool. It draped over her shoulders and fit tightly around her waist and legs. Emerald green in color, I couldn’t begin to identify the fabric. A plunging neckline exposed a generous amount of inviting cleavage, and the green material framed her breasts perfectly. A grin slid over her face as she saw my reaction.
“Hey,” she said and waved her hands in an upward motion. “My eyes are up here.”
I shook my head. “Sorry, baby. That’s just a beautiful dress.”
“Thanks. I’m hoping for a similar reaction from my boyfriend,” she told me as she slipped on some earrings and a necklace. “Anyway, I told the girls I was going out with friends this week.”
“Okay.”
As I watched her make some final touches, I did notice the James Avery ring on her finger. I felt better about the whole situation. She enjoyed this new relationship, but for me, the Nicole wearing the ring meant she hadn’t forgotten her family.
“I’m ready to go. Will you check and see if the girls are out in the living room? I’d rather them not see me in this dress.”
“Sure.”
I checked the entire downstairs, and walked back in and nodded to her. She glided out of the bedroom, her hips swaying as she walked. Her lips met my cheek, in a brief, sanitary kiss, and I breathed in her scent.
Intoxicating.
She stopped at the door. “I love you.”
“I love you. Please be safe.”
She gave me a half-smile and slid out the door.
 



Chapter Eleven
 
 
I passed on watching Nicole that night, and again on Thursday night. The episode in the car, where I masturbated, was still on my mind. I didn’t want a repeat performance and seeing Nicole in public tended to drive me over the edge.
Fortunately, she was in bed next to me when my alarm clock went off Friday morning. I don’t know what time she got in, but she rose at her normal time, so it couldn’t have been too late. I was out the door before she was finished with her shower, so we didn’t get a chance to talk.
The stress level at work felt unbelievable. My team met each morning for 30 minutes to discuss any new events, ideas or anything that could affect our proposal. I checked in with Brian and we met with the senior managers to provide an update. Everyone seemed comfortable with the work my team had done, and I received several compliments, but the message was clear.
Win this fucking account!
My body felt wrecked when the day finally ended. Nicole had dinner ready and I thanked her with a kiss on the cheek. I hadn’t had any affection from her this week, and I started to wonder how long my dry spell would last. She served me dinner and disappeared into the bedroom. I sat down with my girls and enjoyed the meal.
Jasmine looked over at me. “Dad, what are we doing this weekend?”
“We don’t have any plans. Why did you want to do something?”
“I was thinking we could go out to breakfast tomorrow morning. We haven’t done it in a while and it’s always fun. Besides, we haven’t seen much of mom the last few days, so I thought it would be nice.”
April nodded at me. “Yeah, dad. Can we go to Magnolia Pancake House?”
I smiled at both of them. “Y’know, that’s a great idea. I’ll speak to mom, but let’s plan on having breakfast tomorrow.”
“Great.”
“Awesome.” 
The girls and I did the dishes and then rented an online movie that all of had been dying to see. As the opening credits started rolling, I ducked into the bathroom.
“Hey, gorgeous. How’s it going?”
She had her dress on already, but her alluring and flawless back stood exposed. The unzipped her dress revealed the sexy curve of her body and my eyes followed it down where it stopped, just above her ass. Her skin was flawless. I barely resisted the urge to run lips and tongue over her naked flesh.
“Nick, will you zip me up?
She stared at me through the reflection in the mirror, no smile on her face. 
“Sure, baby.”
I stepped forward and ran the zipper slowly upward to her neck. I ran my hands over her shoulders, down her sides and rested them on her hips. My body pressed against hers. I lowered my lips to her neck and kissed it softly. The softness of her skin felt excruciatingly erotic, and the light scent of vanilla welcomed itself into my nose. At that moment, I wanted to throw her on the bed, rip off the dress and take her, use her, make her my own.
“Enough!” She stepped forward abruptly, breaking my fantasy and bringing me crashing back to reality. “I need to leave.”
“Sorry,” I mumbled.
She faced me with a serious look on her face, and pushed me back. “You need to control yourself better, my little cuck husband. I’m Collin’s tonight. If you can’t control yourself, I’ll put you back in your cute little plastic prison.”
“Uhhhhhh.”
Her eyes traveled down my body, coming to rest on my groin. A positively evil smile had grown on her face, and she patted my junk lightly. “You probably need to be in it anyway. I’ll speak to Collin.”
My voice left me and I could only swallow. I managed a jerky nod. She dismissed me, took another long look in the mirror, smoothed her dress, and then nodded to herself. .
“Hey,” I croaked, finally finding my voice. “Before you go, the girls wanted to have breakfast tomorrow. We haven’t done that in a while and I thought it would be fun.”
She continued to stare in the mirror, turning her body from side to side, and checking details I couldn’t begin to understand. “That does sound fun.”
“Nicole. I’m serious.”
“Okay,” she said impatiently. “I get it.”
She finally stopped admiring herself in the mirror and flashed me an irritated glare. Despite being excited, my temper started to rise. I could see she was excited about going out with Collin, again, but we were discussing our kids! I tried again.
“We’re planning on leaving early to miss the crowd. Magnolia Pancake House. The girls definitely want you there, so we can have breakfast as a family.” I paused for effect and then emphasized, “They asked for you specifically.”
She stepped closer and kissed my cheek. “Nick. I’m coming home tonight early and I will be here for breakfast.”
“Okay. Thank you. I can tell it means a lot to the girls, especially Jasmine, who really misses you when you’re gone.”
She nodded, offered me a quick smile, and then walked out of the bedroom. I watched her walk away and said a silent prayer. I could tell that Jasmine missed her mom and this breakfast would mean a lot to her. I heard the girls talking with Nicole as I exited the bedroom.
“Wow, Mom. You look fabulous,” Jasmine said as her eyes took in her mother’s dress.
“You’re like movie star,” April added.
“Aww. Thank you.”
“You’re going to breakfast in the morning with us right?” Jasmine confirmed.
Nicole checked her watch, and then nodded. “Of course, I’m looking forward to it.”
“Awesome.”
She picked up her purse, her heels clicking purposefully on the wood floor, and walked out the door. The girls and I focused on the movie. A brief lull in the comedy allowed me to get pop some popcorn, and we scarfed on popcorn, chips and other junk food. As I munched, I realized I needed to get into better shape and I resolved to sign up for a gym membership. I tucked April into bed after the movie ended, and checked on Jasmine.
“Hey.” I smiled as I took a seat at her desk. “Would you be comfortable watching April by yourself tonight?”
“Sure.” She smiled at me. “You finally trust me enough to watch her.”
“It was never about trust. I didn’t want to thrust that responsibility on you until you were ready for it.”
“I get it. Thanks.”
“You’re welcome, kiddo. I’ll just be gone for a few hours. April is already in bed, so she should be fine.”
She winked and smiled at me. Damn, just like Nicole.
“I will have my cell phone on me, so if anything happens, please call me. I’m only a few minutes away.”
“Gotcha.”
I gave her a quick hug and headed downstairs to change.
Just a few minutes. I’ll only stay a few minutes.
Fortunately, it was the same club as Wednesday night. I guessed it was a popular club with the rich and famous. Getting dressed only took a few minutes and I was out the door.
The club was already packed when I arrived, but the door guy let me in immediately with a wink and few nods. Once inside, I found a waitress, gave her my name, and she led me to the bar. It wasn’t the same spot, but it was close and I still had a great view of the club and the dance floor. The second floor remained guarded by a bouncer.
The bartender and I recognized each other, and she brought me a drink. “Hey, handsome. Here’s a Bookers on the rocks.”
“Wow, you remembered.”
“Of course! How many good looking guys order a small batch bourbon?”
I laughed. “Probably a ton.”
She pursed her lips into a little pout. “I’m mad at you by the way.”
“What. Why?”
“You didn’t call me. I gave you my phone number.”
“I apologize. I was so tired after leaving last time; I just dropped my pants in the hamper and fell asleep.”
“Riiiiiight.” She gave me a measuring look. “Well, at least that’s one I haven’t heard before.”
“No. Seriously, I am sorry.” I sipped my bourbon and looked at her. “Honestly, I didn’t realize it was your number. I thought it was a receipt or something. So please believe me. I am sorry.”
Another brilliant smile flashed on her face. “You’re forgiven.” 
I hesitated. “You should know though, I am married.”
“I know. I saw the ring on your finger.” She leaned forward, over the bar, and whispered in my ear. “Think about it.”
She settled back behind the bar, wrote her number down again, and passed it to me with a wink. I gulped my bourbon and accepted her number again. She made a phone with her hand, and then left to handle another customer.
There’s no freakin’ way that just happened.
I knew I wasn’t bad looking, but women like the bartender didn’t pay attention to me. She was simply out of my league, and in a club like this, she had to have plenty of other guys to choose from. I sipped my bourbon and made a mental note to throw her number away. Another woman in my life was a temptation I didn’t need.
My eyes drifted over the crowd. I didn’t see Collin or Nicole on the dance floor. The VIP areas were full, but I thought I caught a glimpse of Nicole. A group of about six or seven people stood in the corner of a VIP area.
Beautiful people.
All of them were standing, talking, and laughing together. The in-crowd. I watched them for a while and when some bodies shifted, I finally saw my wife. She 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. Her eyes were lit up with laughter and humor as she listened, while Collin looked on, a little smile playing over his face. If I had to guess, I’d say it was a story that Collin had heard before, but was new to Nicole.
I tore my eyes away from the party and scanned the crowd. I didn’t want to get caught staring. A smorgasbord of beautiful women filled the club. Flesh glistened under the club lights, scantily clad women competed for attention, and men stared hungrily. When I looked back at the party, 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; and throughout the club heads swiveled in their direction.
The urge to follow them was overpowering. I set my drink down at the bar, and indicated to the bartender that I would be right back. The crowd was thick. I made my way through the throng of bodies towards the restroom. There was no way I was going to follow the girls into their restroom, but I wanted to be a little closer to Nicole. I wanted to see her up close and maybe eavesdrop on her conversation.
I can’t explain the compulsion; I just needed to be closer to her.
A small corner stood empty. Dimly lit, it was right at the end of the hallway that led to the bathrooms. I leaned up against the wall and waited. A steady crowd of people flowed to and from the restroom and I started to think that there was no way, I’d see her. I stood even less of a chance of overhearing her as well.
Fortunately, I was wrong.
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,” she 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.”
“You’re lucky. He is gorgeous.”
“Thanks.” Her voice dropped to just above a whisper. “And keep your hands off, bitch.”
She said it jokingly and they both laughed.
“Don’t worry. I’m only interested in Tyrone. He just signed with Atlanta and the contract is insanely big. He’s the one for me and just for the record, he’s also huge.”
They both laughed and muttered something between them. 
“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.” A deep sigh echoed along the corridor. “He agreed.”
“Maybe you could have both of them.” She giggled. “Does Collin share?”
“What?” Her voice was shocked, but intrigued. “No, well, I don’t know. We’ve never talked about it.” Silence echoed in the hallway, before Nicole’s voice shattered it. “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?”
They both started laughing and I heard their footsteps approaching. I pressed myself into the corner. Fortunately, they didn’t see me and continued back to the VIP area. As I leaned up against the wall, I took deep, slow breaths. 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.
The bartender had a fresh drink for me when I returned. She sensed that something was on my mind and left me alone. I wouldn’t have minded some conversation, but how the hell do you tell someone about our lifestyle. No one would understand, no one would be sympathetic, and I suddenly felt very alone.
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 walked up behind her, laid his hands on her shoulders, and slowly ran them along her sides, before resting them on her hips. Nicole closed her eyes and leaned back into him; clearly she thought it was Collin. The attorney folded his arms around her stomach and whispered into her ear.
Surprised, her eyes opened wide. She stepped forward and turned around, her hand going to her mouth. She looked over at Collin and he laughed at her surprise. In typical Nicole fashion, she slugged the attorney in the arm and then marched over and did the same thing to Collin. She set her drink down, glared at her boyfriend. He kissed her and she melted into his arms. He held her for a few minutes, talking at her, and then let her go. She cocked her head at him, but he motioned for her to go, so she pulled the attorney on the dance floor with a big smile.
He does want to share her!
It was a repeat of Wednesday night, except no kiss, and Nicole did a better job of controlling herself. The attorney did as well and it appeared that things had settled between them. Collin spent most of his time talking with some of the men in the VIP area, but when he did watch them dance, a hungry expression filled his face.
Several songs passed, before he switched places with his attorney and started dancing with Nicole. Her eyes lit up and she pasted her body against his, moving slowly and rubbing herself over him while her hands played over his shoulders and chest. I’d never seen her act so sultry, slutty, so wanton and seemingly controlled by sexual desire.
The scene pegged my cuckold husband meter.
I glanced back at their party and found everyone’s eyes on Collin and Nicole. Even I had to admit, they were a striking couple. Watching them dance had become a spectator sport, and the club could have charged admission for people just to watch them. Mesmerized and painfully erect, I had difficulty controlling myself. The now-familiar ball of lust, anxiety, worry and desire all combined in my stomach to produce a high like no other. Like being addicted to cocaine, or alcohol, and once addicted, nothing else would suffice.
I needed a fix.
The fix was all that mattered.
I needed it regularly now.
The lusty couple finally made their way back to their VIP area and their party applauded. Nicole blushed and Collin hugged her close to him. Someone made a joke and everyone started laughing. Her new friend hugged her and gave her a kiss on the cheek. Collin kept his hand on her back, rubbing it gently for several seconds, until his hand rested at the top of her ass. She leaned into him, they kissed slowly, passionately, and I saw her fold herself against his body. Her friend smiled knowingly. The other men, including his lawyer, stared at Nicole jealously.
The ice in my glass of bourbon had melted, and the bourbon turned warm. I decided it was a sign. I wanted to watch Collin fuck my wife badly, but it wasn’t going to happen tonight. I needed to get some sleep. I knew Nicole was going to be exhausted tomorrow, but as long as she didn’t overdo the alcohol, she should be fine for breakfast.
I thanked the bartender. She put her fingers to her ear, mimicked a phone, and mouthed ‘Call me.’ I didn’t know what was going on with her, but I knew I’d never call. My world had already been turned upside down and I didn’t need to add a double somersault flip to it.
Besides, I knew Nicole would never share me.
The house was quiet when I got home and both kids were asleep. I locked the doors and dropped my clothes in the hamper, but not before digging my jeans out from the other night and shredding the bartender’s phone number. I couldn’t begin to imagine Nicole’s reaction if she found that in my pants.
My alarm clock went off at 7:00 am.
I was alone in bed.
What the fuck?
Where the hell is Nicole?
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