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	Book 1 of “The One Less Traveled”

	
The Cuckold Path
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Prologue

	 

	The sun hung just above the horizon, refusing to relinquish its hold until it had inflicted the requisite amount of heat and humidity on the Texas Hill Country. Despite the temperature, a beautiful sunset unfolded over the undulating hills covered by oak and cedar trees. A rolling carpet of green and gold spread out over the horizon, and it would have been beautiful on any other night.

	I didn’t feel the heat or the humidity, and I couldn’t focus on the landscape. My brain, my heart, and my attention focused like a laser beam on the person in the passenger seat. Sure, my eyes were on the road, and I was happy the week had finally ended, but I couldn’t shake the sense that my life and my marriage were hurtling towards a cliff. I knew the cliff was there. I’d studied it, walked the edge, and looked over the side. I knew the risk, and I still drove like a lunatic towards it.

	The plain truth is that I’d wanted this night to happen. Stopping or changing course wasn’t an option, because I wanted…no, needed…to punch the gas, drive off the side, and feel the freedom only found in taking a risk. What lay on the other side of my decision, I had no idea, but I knew deep inside that I couldn’t wear the burden of safety any longer.

	Life belongs to those willing to live it.

	I stopped the car at the curb, shut off the engine, and glanced at my wife of sixteen years. “Wow. Nice place he has here.”

	“It is, isn’t it?” She offered me a quick smile, before her eyes joined mine in viewing the property. “Collin just bought it last week. He said he liked the overall style and floor plan, but the large lot and privacy it provides really sealed the deal.”

	“How much room does he have?”

	“A ton,” she replied. “More than he’ll ever need. It’s a five-acre lot, and he’s got a ton of room behind the house.”

	The home in question stood a good fifty yards from the street, and while trees covered the ground in front of it, we could still see its size and beauty. Spanish style architecture with arches, earth-toned stucco, and wrought iron accents, it sat surrounded by meticulously manicured grounds, more mansion than home. A brick path, softly lit by small lights, wound around several beautiful oak trees before finally ending at a courtyard gate. A man stood just outside the gate, waiting. He offered us a friendly wave, but didn’t move.

	My wife smiled, and waved back to him. Excitement colored her every movement, and emanated from her in waves. She couldn’t wait to leave our car.

	“I am officially impressed,” I muttered under my breath, and then offered her another smile. I hoped it looked reassuring, maybe even excited, but truthfully, I suspected I missed that expression by a mile. “You look amazing, honey. Have fun, and call me when you need me to pick you up.”

	“Thanks, babe. I’ll do my best to check in with you this weekend,” she said as she slid out of our car and closed the door. Her eagerness to leave and start her weekend showed in her every action. “I’m not sure what Collin has planned, but he mentioned we’ll have a full weekend. He also asked me to dress sexy, so I think we’re going out later tonight.”

	“Well, you definitely look sexy…damned sexy. Are you sure you don’t want me to bring you some clothes or anything? You didn’t bring anything with you.” I was secretly hoping I would get to see her this weekend. Even if it was just to drop off some clothes.

	“No, thank you. Collin said he’s taken care of everything, including toiletries, and he’s taking me shopping tomorrow. I’ll be fine, honey. You can go now.”

	She smiled at me one last time, and then started up the pathway to the house. I wasn’t kidding when I said she looked amazing. I’d married well above my weight class.

	Nicole was dressed to impress tonight. A tight-fitting lacy top clung to her body, and showed her ample cleavage. No bra tonight, so the outline of her nipples were clearly visible underneath the thin fabric. A matching skirt that fit tight around her waist and flared outward as it draped over her hips ended an inch or two below her ass. Her clothes accentuated her curves, and showed off her nicely muscled legs. Her skirt swayed as she moved away from the car, and walked slowly up the path. She took her time, one step in front of the other, a runway model walk that accentuated the positive. She wanted her boyfriend, Collin, to have a good long look at the woman who would be spending the weekend with him. For his part, Collin’s smile grew larger as he enjoyed the view.

	I watched her until she reached the gate, and stepped in to his arms. They kissed intimately before he put his arm around her, and steered her through the gate. I no longer existed to either of them. My wife had disappeared into the arms and house of her new boyfriend. Taking a deep breath, I started the car and pulled away from the sidewalk.

	“Holy shit, what have we started?” I asked myself. “Where will it end?”

	 


Chapter One

	 

	The new workout shirt felt great as I slipped it over my head, and surveyed my reflection. The mirror didn’t lie, much as I wished it would, because forty years of age had just arrived, made itself at home, and found me out of shape. If I didn’t do something soon, I ran the risk of looking exactly like my old man. A great guy, my old man, but he’d lived in a generation that smoked daily, drank often, and ate bacon every morning. When someone turned forty in his generation, they looked fifty, and had the cholesterol of a sixty-year-old. Therefore, the idea that I’d look like my dad threatened to keep me up at nights.

	Seriously, I’m not kidding.

	My metabolism had been slowing for a while, but when forty arrived, it seemed like my once-speedy metabolism had decided to put its feet up and stop working. I’d been steadily gaining weight…nothing serious, a pound here, and a pound there, just a little at first. Small saddlebags that were good for a joke or two, but unfortunately the saddlebags morphed into a full-sized belly. Adding insult to injury, a small double chin had appeared while I wasn’t watching. I’d been engaged in trench warfare with my belly for the last few years, but when forty arrived, it seemed like my belly gained a decisive advantage.

	The gym would solve everything. I planned to go hardcore, back to basics, and really shock my body into full-on rippling muscles. Visions of impressive biceps, manly pectorals and, of course, six-pack abs filled my head. I could do it, and the new workout clothes I’d bought were the right first step. UnderArmour. Just off the rack and super cool. They provided the gym-cred I needed to mix it up with the other iron pumpers. One last look in the mirror, and I walked towards our front door where my wife of sixteen years waited for me.

	“Ready to go, tiger?”

	I resisted the urge to roll my eyes, and settled for a simple smile. “Yep, let’s do this.”

	My wife Nicole is a knockout, part-time gym-rat, and sometimes I still wondered why she chose me. A few weeks past thirty-six, she regularly passed for her mid-twenties. Her Latin heritage helped, and it came with lightly tan skin, a fiery temper, but also a great sense of humor and generous heart. Her thick, silky brown hair and captivating eyes had drawn me to her sixteen years ago, and we’ve been together ever since.

	Age hasn’t affected her like it has me. She still has the same petite body she did when we met. Her chest receives a lot of attention, and it should, because she has natural D cup breasts that could keep her afloat in the roughest waters. Surprisingly, she doesn’t think they’re her best feature, but most guys would disagree.

	“How are things at work?” she asked as I merged onto the highway.

	“Good,” I replied.

	“Just good?”

	I glanced at her and shook my head. “Nothing’s changed, honey.”

	“When will they make a decision?”

	“They haven’t communicated a timetable. It could be next week, next quarter, or even next year.”

	“Why so much secrecy?”

	“Rumor mill has it that the entire company is restructuring, and there are a lot of dominoes that have to fall before they finalize our department.”

	“Is your job at risk?”

	“Everyone’s job is at risk, honey,” I replied and put my hand over hers. “But I’m not worried. Our department is highly profitable, and those aren’t the departments that normally get cut. If I had to guess, I think we’ll probably absorb what’s left of other departments.”

	“That might not be so bad,” she mused. “You might even get a promotion.”

	I chuckled. “Maybe.”

	“Hey, I almost forgot,” she said, and patted my hand. “I had a conversation with Suzie.”

	“Uh oh,” I replied sarcastically. “What did Suzie have to say?”

	Suzie was Nicole’s friend from high school, and she hadn’t been the best influence on my wife. I liked her and her husband, but she was a wild child, and liked to have a good time. Lately she’d been appearing more and more in Nicole’s conversations, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about it.

	“Stop,” she replied. “She’s my closest friend, and she likes you, too.”

	“I know, baby. Just kidding. What was the conversation about?”

	“It’s too complex to get into right now, but it’s related to our marriage-improvement project. Remind me to talk to you about it later.”

	Silence filled the car, and I suppressed the sigh and eye-roll that threatened to emerge. My fingers tightened on the steering wheel, and I took a long, slow, quiet deep breath. Marriage-improvement project. Ugh! It was my wife’s term, and she got it after watching one of those Do It Yourself shows. We’d been married long enough for things to become routine, a little stale, in our bedroom, and my beautiful wife had decided our marriage needed a makeover. I didn’t disagree, but my energy level didn’t match hers, and I felt like I’d fallen behind somewhere and now struggled to catch up.

	“Okay, baby.”

	We arrived at the overpriced but nice gym, and headed in different directions. I made my way to the elliptical machines; they’re easier on my knees than a treadmill and cooler than a bike. Nicole prefers to start with weights, so she headed through the forest of machines and into the free-weight area. One elliptical machine stood empty, and I claimed it just before another, even heavier guy. My victory earned me a scowl as he walked past, and settled onto a recumbent bike.

	A few minutes passed, and I noticed two guys talking with her, big smiles on their faces. Bulging muscles and tight workout clothes clearly communicated they were gym regulars, and I could tell they were trying to give her pointers. As if she needed them. A wry grin curved my lips, because she gets hit on all the time. I’m serious…all the time.

	Sweat poured down my face as I pumped my arms and legs. I’d be sore tomorrow for sure, but I reminded myself that pain is just weakness leaving the body. Yeah, it’s cheezy, but I needed cheezy right then, and it almost distracted me from the two men hitting on my wife. I’d grown used to it, mostly because I didn’t have a choice, and she’d never once gave me any reason for concern.

	As beautiful and sexy as she was, she was also serious about our marriage. My gaze flicked back to Nicole, and I saw the two guys still talking to her. All of them had resumed their workouts, but the two men stayed right next to her so their conversation continued. She smile politely, and laughed at a comment, but she missed the look both men exchanged as they continued their repetitions. I could almost see the raw lust roll off both of them as their eyes elevatored up and down her body. Tension rolled through my body, and I took a deep breath.

	Nicole attracted attention. Simple. While I’d grown used to it, it had also started creating another reaction I found highly embarrassing. Arousal. I’ve always found my wife beautiful, and frequently enjoy just watching her. Watching her dance is my favorite, but she’s captivating just washing the dishes.

	My reaction had changed in the last six months, and now I became aroused by her interactions with other guys. The way she smiled and joked with them…just harmless flirting, but I enjoyed seeing it. I hadn’t said anything to her because I had no idea how to deal with it; but as the two muscle heads shamelessly flirted with her, I had to forcibly tear my attention away, or risk getting an erection in my new workout clothes.

	I pushed myself harder on the elliptical until I could barely breathe, and sweat ran in rivulets down my face. We’d married young and had kids right away. Our kids were a blessing, like all kids are, but they’d created havoc with our sex lives until recently when they’d become old enough to busy themselves with their own interests. With more free time, Nicole had blossomed sexually, and now initiated sex several times a week. I hesitate to say insatiable, but damn, she’s close.

	I’m lucky, right? Yeah, not so much.

	Remember the marriage-improvement project?

	Keeping up with her sexually has become a serious challenge. She always tells me, “Don’t worry, baby, you’re a good lover.” I know she means well, but it’s the kind of reassurance that does the exact opposite. Between my expanding waistline, work, and kids, I struggled to fit everything together and still find time to rock her world in the bedroom. I’d be lying if I said I was succeeding.

	Never one to surrender, she insisted we try new things…y’know, maximize our time, so to speak. I played along. We watched porn movies together, which didn’t help because the porn actors were all rippling muscles and huge cocks, especially the black guys. We started with white people porn, but transitioned to interracial movies after our first night. Just keeping it spicy. It was while we were watching a black dude fuck the crap out of a Latin actress that she suggested another idea.

	Strip club. No, my wife didn’t want to become a stripper, but she wanted to visit a club to see what it was like. Another idea that came from Suzie. Porn movies had led to some great sex between us, so I found myself agreeing. We visited a local upscale strip club. I didn’t know upscale strip clubs existed…seemed like an oxymoron to me. But we went, and had a great time. The manager offered Nicole a job within twenty minutes of our arrival. She declined, of course, but I thought I heard a note of disappointment in her voice.

	Fun but expensive, the strip club wasn’t a long-term solution, and our jobs require us to keep a low profile. With that in mind, my lovely wife offered another suggestion. She didn’t come out and say it, but I suspected it was another one of Suzie’s suggestions.

	A swingers club.

	Y’know, swinging…no, not on a playground, but actual swinging, like sex…with other living people. Not exactly my idea of low profile, but after a lot of back and forth, we agreed to visit one of our local swingers clubs. Visit only, no fooling around. We agreed to just check things out, and push our boundaries a little. Just like the strip club, I wasn’t aware our city had more than one swingers club. Nicole did the research, and I’m pretty sure Suzie helped.

	Visiting a swingers club became our next step in the marriage-improvement project. Since we’d agreed we wouldn’t actually ‘swing’ with anyone, I felt much better about going. The strip club had been fun, and I figured visiting a swingers club couldn’t hurt.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	The elliptical machine beeped at me, and I noticed my thirty minutes had passed. Watching my wife and thinking about our sex life turned out to be a great way to pass the time, provided I could keep from getting an erection. My legs trembled as I stepped off the machine, but I managed to keep my steps steady. After wiping the machine down, I wandered into the weight machine area. The gym had separated free weights from weight machines, and in the process created a pecking order. The muscle heads lifted free weights, and the out-of-shapers used weight machines.

	Cool kids. Geeks. Just like high school.

	Any weight-lifting program worth the name starts with the bench press. It’s a man-law. I wasn’t about to break with tradition, so I found the bench press machine. I selected a respectable weight, and promptly realized it was too heavy. Swallowing my pride, I glanced around to see if anyone was watching, and then I lowered the weight. I busted out a set of ten, and then stopped to rest.

	My eyes found Nicole again, and my mouth dropped open. The two muscle heads had disappeared, and been replaced by a huge black guy who was smiling and laughing with her. His physique came straight out of a bodybuilding competition. The two previous guys were big, but this guy looked like a professional. I’m sure he had to have his clothes specially tailored.

	Nicole’s smile had been polite with the two earlier guys, but it had transformed into excited and happy with the new guy. She punched his arm and laughed at something he’d said, and I couldn’t help noticing how her eyes traveled over his body. Her expression left little doubt she approved of what she saw. His muscles rippled under his skin, and he wasn’t even exercising.

	Once again, I felt myself start to stiffen, and I threw myself into another set of bench presses. My reaction to watching my wife didn’t make sense. Married men shouldn’t get excited about their wives talking with other men. Not even flirting, just talking. It wasn’t right, but the impending visit to the swinger’s club had driven my imagination into overdrive. My chest muscles burned as I pushed up my last repetition, and I resisted the urge to look back at my wife. Right now, watching her felt erotic and creepy at the same time, and I had a workout to finish. Another set. I struggled to finish ten, but made it, wiped the machine down, and wandered over to an open back machine.

	Chest and back, those were the muscle groups I’d decided to work on. It had made sense in my twenties, and I figured I’d stick with it. The back machine had the added benefit of being out of sight of my wife and her new friend, which kept my cock from carving its way out of my shorts. As I pulled the weights down, letting the bar tap my chest, my thoughts drift towards Suzie and her effect on Nicole.

	I suspected the porn movies and strip club were Suzie’s suggestions. True or not, I didn’t mind. Any activities that kept my wife and me close were welcome. I’d won the lottery when I married Nicole, and I wasn’t about to lose her if I could prevent it. Besides, most guys had to view porn on the down-low, a secret from their spouse, but my wife insisted we watch it together, and even subscribed to a porn channel. Not a bad deal.

	The swingers club, though, was a quantum leap forward from cable TV porn and strip clubs. If Suzie had encouraged her to take that step, it worried me. We were spectators at the strip club, and casual viewers of porn. A swingers club had the potential to turn us into active participants, and that scared the crap out of me. Watching my wife be hit on was fine when I knew nothing could come of it. A swingers club was set up specifically so people could take activities to the next level, and given Nicole’s natural energy, I worried we’d get in over our head.

	I’m not saying my wife would cheat on me, not at all. I’m simply suggesting that events could spin out of control with no one at fault. A little dancing, throw in some liquor, and large quantities of lust, and it all pointed towards waking up one morning with a hangover and a supremely guilty smile. Alternatively, if I were the one indulging, I could just as easily wake up to a homicidal Latin wife.

	“Hey, Nick.” I’d just finished my last repetition, and the voice jerked me back to awareness. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.”

	“No, it’s fine. How’s it going, Suzie?”

	Think of the devil, and the devil appears.

	“Great,” she replied with an usually warm smile. “It’s nice to see you at the gym.”

	Suzie’s cute, no two ways about it. A natural athlete, her body isn’t nearly as curvy as Nicole’s, but it’s nicely shaped and firm everywhere. She’s petite like Nicole, but with blonde hair and green eyes, and I suspected she was a natural blonde, but had no way to confirm it.

	“Thanks,” I replied. “I’m not getting any younger, and I need to get serious about losing weight.”

	“I understand. Greg says the same thing, but he isn’t doing anything about it.”

	“Well, get him out here,” I replied.

	Her eyebrows rose, and she cocked her head. “Maybe you two could work out together?”

	“That’d be great,” I lied. “Nikki and I don’t work out together anyway, and I’d enjoy the company.”

	“Awesome, I’ll mention it to him.”

	“Great,” I replied with a nod. “I plan on working out in the mornings before work, so if he’s willing, I’d like a partner.

	“That’ll be perfect for him,” she said, and then motioned at Nicole. “I’m going to bother your wife now, but I’ll see you later.”

	“Sure thing. Good to see you again.”

	“Same here, and keep it up, Nick. I’ll talk to my husband about joining you.”

	She disappeared after one last smile that had a knowing quality to it, almost as if she knew something I didn’t. I shook my head, and moved to another machine. Suzie’s husband is a good guy, and we’d socialized a lot over the years, so I did like him. It’s just that I had a specific routine I wanted to follow, and working out with Greg would require me to switch it up. My other concern was consistency. He talked a good game, but when it came to actually delivering, he tended to be missing in action.

	As I stepped up to another chest machine, I noticed Suzie and Nicole talking with their heads together. Conspiratorial smiles curved their lips. When they glanced in my direction, I offered a wave, and Suzie nudged Nicole with her hip as she waved back. I had a sneaking suspicious I wouldn’t need to remind Nicole about her conversation with Suzie. Based on how they were smiling, I knew she’d bring it up again all by herself.

	I started another set, and focused my attention where it belonged. Nicole and I would speak later.

	Besides, how much mischief can two married ladies cause?

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	“How do you feel, honey?”

	“Fine,” I replied, and waved to Suzie as we passed her treadmill. She waved back, and winked at Nicole. “I’m going to be sore tomorrow, but that’s natural.”

	“You’ll feel fine in a week or so,” she replied with a pat on my arm. “It’s a marathon, not a sprint, so don’t get discouraged.”

	“I know, baby,” I said patiently. Working out with my wife provided exercise, all right…an exercise in patience. “You’re pretty popular in there.”

	“I’m a regular,” she replied with a shrug. “All the regulars know each other.”

	“Are those two guys regulars?”

	“Which two guys?”

	“The two guys who you were talking to when we first arrived,” I said, and studied her face. “Two muscle-heads?”

	“Oooooh,” she said, and giggled. “Yeah, they’re regulars.”

	“What’s so funny?”

	“Matching outfits,” she replied through another laugh. “Their outfits always match.”

	“Always?”

	“Every day. All of us think it’s kind of cute.”

	“Are they, y’know, like gay?”

	“No.” She shook her head. “At least, they’ve dated women at the gym. I’m not sure if that’s proof they’re not gay or not. It’s possible they’re bisexual.” She smiled at me. “That might explain the matching outfits.”

	With no idea what to say, I just nodded and unlocked the car. As we slid inside, I turned up the air conditioning. In Texas in the summer, air conditioning is life.

	“Would that bother you?”

	“Would what bother me?”

	“If those two guys were gay or bi-sexual.”

	I glanced at her in surprise. “No. It wouldn’t bother me in the least.” I chuckled. “Truthfully, I’d feel better if they were gay, because then I wouldn’t have to worry about them hitting on you.”

	“You don’t have to worry about them,” she said, and winked at me. “Now Chad, on the other hand…whew!” She fanned her face with her hand. “He’s all kinds of hot.”

	“Great,” I groaned. “Which one is Chad?”

	“Black guy with the gorgeous smile and cute dimples.” Her eyes lost focus as she continued her description. “Broad shoulders, perfect chest and abs, and big…” She glanced over, noticed me staring, and blushed. “Legs, big legs.”

	“Uh huh.”

	“Stop it.” She punched me in the arm lightly. “I’m married, and so is Chad. Besides, his wife works out with him, and we talk all the time. She’s unbelievably hot, and they’re both friends, so nothing will ever happen. Besides, Chad’s too big. He almost looks deformed. I like muscular guys, but not that muscular.”

	“Yeah, okay.”

	“Nick.” She put her hand on my arm. The skepticism in my voice had been palpable, and I knew she’d picked up on it. “I’m serious. I’d never cheat on you. Not with Chad, and not with anyone.”

	“I know, Nikki.” I took a deep breath. “I guess I just get intimidated around these guys with perfect physiques and cute dimples.”

	“I’ve always cared more about the size of someone’s heart. Size matters there a heckuva lot more than anywhere else, and honey, yours is the biggest I’ve ever seen.”

	“Awwww,” I replied softly. “Thanks, baby.”

	“You’re welcome. Now get me home. I’m horny, and I have to go shopping later.”

	“What about the conversation you had with Suzie?”

	“We’ll talk about that after we visit the swingers club, baby.”

	“Why then?”

	“You’ll see,” she replied.

	“Great, I can barely stand the suspense.”

	My wife and daughters disappeared into the shopping mecca that is the Shops at La Cantera. It’s a monument to shopping malls, and has just about every store known to mankind. Nicole’s not the only one who likes it; my girls enjoy it, too, and my favorite restaurant is there. It’s an open-air mall, not enclosed, so it has a lot of outdoor seating areas and beautiful landscaping.

	Our company was restructuring and I wasn’t sure of the outcome, so I spent the free time working. I’d spent the last several weeks killing myself even more than usual to make sure my productivity stayed at the top. Unemployment wasn’t something I wanted for my future, and truthfully, I didn’t think I’d lose my job. What I’d told Nicole earlier was true. My department made a ton of money for the company, and I’d been a top performer for the last several years. I felt safe, but not secure, so I resolved to put in more time.

	The other reason I felt reasonably secure is that my boss is a rising star within the company. The rumor mill has him slated for a senior management position after the restructuring. I didn’t doubt it for a second. Who would take over for him, though, was still an open question, and I wanted to be in the running. Just another reason to put in a little more time on the weekends.

	Nicole returned with shopping bags and a big, excited smile. All of them disappeared into the living room to discuss their purchases…again. No idea why…it’s an estrogen thing, I guess. As long as they were happy, though, I was wise enough not to complain.

	“Hey, honey.” Her voice broke into my concentration. “I’m going to start getting ready.”

	“Great,” I replied without looking up. “Let me know when you’re about thirty minutes from being done, and I’ll get started.”

	She laughed, and nodded. “Okay.”

	My concentration seemed to leave with her. Our swinger’s club visit hovered only a few hours away, and I had to face facts. It was happening. We were actually going to a swingers club. We’re normally a straight-arrow suburbia couple, church on Sundays, and grilling with friends on the weekends.

	None of that had changed, of course, but it seemed like we were on the verge of becoming a new type of couple. Y’know, one of ‘those couples.’ The ones the neighbors talk about in hushed whispers. The different, dangerous, scary couple who probably sacrificed cats under the light of a full moon.

	“Thirty minutes, honey.”

	I shook my head, and chuckled under my breath. We’d never sacrifice cats. Chickens, maybe, but not cats. I stepped into our bathroom, and stopped dead. My chin hit the floor, and I literally started to drool. The tight, shiny black dress she wore would have stopped traffic in the busiest intersection, but it paled in comparison to the natural beauty of the person wearing it.

	The rest of her body competed fiercely for attention, too. Her breasts were almost overflowing on top, and the bottom of the dress ended at her mid-thigh. She wore matching high heels that she laughingly called “Fuck Me Pumps,” and they did things for her legs that defy accurate description.

	“Like what you see?”

	“No.” I shook my head. “I love what I see.”

	“Good answer.”

	She motioned me towards the closet, and I focused on getting ready. After a quick shower, I decided on slacks, nice shirt, and a sports coat. Boring but safe, and I wasn’t planning on getting laid, anyway.

	Boring, but safe.

	I wondered if that wasn’t a metaphor for our marriage, and the reason we were going to a swingers club.

	Maybe it’s time for a change?

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	We were both nervous when we arrived. My wife decided to wear an overcoat as we walked in from the parking lot. With no idea what to expect, I’d prepared for the worst. As I looked around, however, I liked what I saw. It looked like a normal dance club. My wife gave me an approving smile, and I nodded back at her. We’d been in worse places, so I relaxed as we stepped up to the counter. The guy behind the counter had started drooling over Nicole when we entered, and as we approached, he came around the counter and helped her with her coat.

	We declined to sign up for a yearly membership, despite his urging, and paid for a single night. As we stepped through the double doors, I remember thinking, so far so good. As if we were about to join a cult, or be captured by naked swingers, and whisked off to Swingers Island or something along those lines. Yeah, my imagination was running free and loose tonight, and I couldn’t seem to stop it.

	Despite the early hour, the club was more than half-full, and we searched for an open table. Heads swiveled in our direction, and despite the attention, I felt invisible. People openly checked out Nicole, while simultaneously dismissing me. Men and women both appraised her as she walked through the club, and I noticed a lot of approving looks flashed her way. If anyone noticed me, they didn’t show it, and I felt both safe and disappointed at the same time. Did I want to be noticed? No. At the same time, I didn’t expect to be quite so invisible.

	Ugh. Get out of your head, Nick.

	We’d just found a small table when a single guy approached, and asked her to dance. This surprised me, because I didn’t realize single guys were allowed in, but he explained that another couple had sponsored his membership to the club. It was also Friday night, and this club allowed ‘approved’ single males to enter on Friday nights. So apparently, in the swinger world, he was considered a safe single male.

	My wife quickly accepted, and they disappeared onto the dance floor. I draped my jacket over the chair, and wandered to the bar. I didn’t need a drink; I needed a couple of glasses and ice, and the bar provided both. When I returned, I poured myself a drink: three fingers of bourbon. The club was a Bring Your Own Bottle club, and I’d brought a flask with me. Something about carrying a bottle of whiskey just didn’t seem right, but I’d known I’d need a drink or two, so I’d compromised with myself and settled on the flask. As I nursed my drink, I let my eyes travel around the club. There were different sections that included a pool table, and a sunken area with couches and chairs arranged in a rough circle. A few hallways led to other areas of the club, and I guessed that those hallways led to the ‘play areas’ the guy behind the counter mentioned.

	“Relax, buddy,” I said under my breath. “One night, that’s it. Just a good story to tell close friends later in life…really close friends.”

	The club’s website had indicated they played a variety of music, but tonight the DJ kept coming back to slow sensual music that allowed couples to get to know one another. I mean, reeeaaallly get to know each other. Nicole’s dance partner had led her to the opposite side of the dance floor, so I didn’t have a great view, but I did catch a few glimpses of her dancing very close to the guy, and clearly enjoying herself. Once again, watching her made my heart pound and my cock stiffen. It was such an erotic sight, I couldn’t take my eyes off them.

	She finally came back to our table alone, flushed and breathless. The last few songs had been slow, so she wasn’t breathing heavily because of the dancing. Her eyes were bright, happy, and a guilty smile curved her lips. The way her nipples were almost poking through the fabric of her dress made it clear she’d enjoyed herself.

	“I thought you got lost out there. I was going to send a search party and maybe call 911,” I said sarcastically as she sat down. It was a poor attempt at humor, and she didn’t smile.

	Irritation flashed in her eyes. “What did you think was going to happen? Besides, you really don’t like to dance, and I do.” She grabbed her drink, spilling some on the table as she did so, and then finished it in two swallows. I poured her another drink, although I didn’t add as much whiskey this time. I wanted her relaxed and happy, not drunk and pissed.

	“You’re right, honey. Please don’t be mad. You stayed out there a little longer than I anticipated, and I felt neglected. I’m sorry.” I handed her the drink, and took her hand. “I want us to have fun tonight, so feel free to dance your ass off.”

	She took a sip of her drink, then leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. “Are you sure? Because I don’t want to upset you. I really feel like dancing and having fun tonight.” She paused and met my eyes. “So you’re sure you’ll be okay if I dance a lot with other men?”

	“Absolutely.” I put on my most reassuring smile, and made the decision to open up and confide in her. “Actually, watching you dance with him turned me on. You looked hot, and he was clearly into you.”

	“Good.” She loves compliments, and this one also happened to be true. A playful smile curved her lips. “He was nice, but not really my type. He offered to show me around the club, but it’s early and I want to dance. We have plenty of time to check out the club.”

	“Agreed,” I replied. “The night is young.”

	“So,” she began, and cocked her head at me. “It turns you on to watch me, huh?”

	“Well…”

	Just as she finished her question, her eyes rose from my face to something behind me, and a strong, deep baritone voice sounded over my shoulder.

	“I apologize for interrupting, but you are absolutely gorgeous. May I join you two?”

	The voice came around from behind me, and I got a chance to see the speaker, a well-dressed black man with sharp, expressive eyes and an easy smile. I stood as he moved around the table, and I realized he towered over me. I missed my professional basketball career when I topped out at five feet, nine inches, and this guy stood at least six to eight inches over me. I guessed he reached at least six foot two, maybe taller. Nicole stood, too, and smiled widely at him as he approached.

	“Hi. My name is Collin,” he said, and took her hand. “I noticed you on the dance floor, and I had to come over and meet you. You are an amazing dancer.”

	“Thank you.” My wife beamed up at him, and made no effort to take her hand back. “I’m Nicole. We don’t get out as often as we used to, and I really miss dancing.” She paused, and then motioned at me. “Sorry, this is my husband, Nick.”

	He finally broke eye contact with her as she finished and mentioned my name.

	“Nick,” he said, repeating my name as though he wanted to remember it. “Nice to meet you. You’re a lucky man.”

	“Nice to meet you, too…and yes, I’m the lucky husband. Thanks for coming up and introducing yourself.”

	I wanted to be gracious, and at first glance, he seemed like a genuinely nice guy. I figured it must take courage to approach a couple in a swingers club.

	Nicole was devouring him with her eyes, so I motioned to the empty chair. “Why don’t you join us?”

	His smile widened, and he nodded his thanks before all of us sat down. We were at a small round table that had three chairs, so we were able to carry on a conversation despite the music. His gaze locked onto Nicole, who was still smiling at him, and he started the conversation.

	“Is this your first time at this club?”

	“Yes,” she replied with a nod. “Is it that obvious?”

	“No,” he assured her, and shook his head. “It’s not obvious at all. In fact, this is my first time, too. The couple who invited me here tonight are VIP members, and they mentioned that they hadn’t seen you here before, so I thought it might be your first time.”

	He spoke easily and managed to converse with both of us, even though my wife received the majority of his attention. The three of us talked for a several minutes, and when he shared a funny anecdote with us, she put her hand on his arm as she laughed…and left it there.

	When the next song came on, he motioned at the dance floor. “Would you like to dance?”

	“Yes.” Her reply was out of her mouth almost before he stopped speaking.

	“Do you mind, Nick?” He glanced at me, and smiled apologetically. “I understand I’m supposed to ask you first.”

	“That’s fine,” I surrendered with a forced grin. “You two kids have fun.”

	My wife’s reaction surprised me. She’d always said she didn’t find black men attractive, but she looked at Collin like a starving person at a buffet. She’d also described that weight-lifting guy Chad like he was the epitome of hotness. I didn’t know if her taste in men had changed, or if she’d kept her taste for black men a secret during our marriage. Either way, my heart started racing as they walked away.

	He led my wife to the center of the dance floor, and I couldn’t tear my gaze away from them. This time I had a good view, despite the mostly-full dance floor.

	Their mutual attraction felt palpable, almost a visible presence, and I half-expected sparks to start flying between them. A slow R&B song emanated from the speakers, purely distilled audio sex, and she pressed her back against his chest and leaned into him. The music amplified their connection. As their bodies pressed together and swayed with the music, she moved her hips sensuously against him.

	Erotic. It was the only word that came to mind, and it described them perfectly. Dancing at its most sensuous.

	I felt lucky to be a spectator.

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	Song after song, I enjoyed the show. At one point, I noticed her hand move over his groin, up and down, and then she looked up at him in surprise. He smiled, placed his hands around on her stomach, and pulled her hips into his groin. Her hands rose until they rested behind his head, pulling him closer until his lips rested against her neck. A wicked, delighted smile lit her face. They moved as though glued together, and danced that way for several songs. Towards the end, she smiled wickedly, and moved his hands over her breasts. His own smile appeared, a perfect match for hers, and I knew what he’d learned.

	Yes, her breasts were real, and they were spectacular!

	The slow songs finally ended and were replaced by faster songs, the kind my wife really enjoys. They peeled themselves apart, took a moment to catch the beat, and then the real show began.

	My wife can dance! Hands down, she can move her body. She’d taken lessons as a kid and continued all the way through high school, where she led the dance team at sporting events. Nicole can dance…but let me tell you something, she met her match with Collin. He kept up with my wife easily, and showed off some real skill on the floor. I wouldn’t swear to it, but there may have been a little breakdancing. Several other couples on the dance floor stopped, and just watched them. When the song ended, they received a small round of applause. Nicole blushed, Collin smiled and waved, and when the next song started, they continued getting their groove on.

	A call of nature hit, and I ventured in search of the restroom. I needed a break, anyway. They’d been dancing long enough for jealousy to rear its ugly head. It was an emotion that threatened to kill our night. I pushed it down by recognizing that if he wasn’t on the floor with Nicole, it would’ve been me out there. I chuckled wryly, because my fear of dancing overpowered every other emotion. Yeah, I can be a chicken, but in my defense, you haven’t seen me dance.

	The men’s restroom was little more than a closet, which explained the line outside the door. It contained only two urinals (one not working) and one stall, so it filled up quickly despite man’s ability to pee standing up.

	After washing my hands, I decided to take a tour of the club. Whatever assumptions or biases I brought in tonight shattered against the granite wall of reality. The club was nice, clean, and well-maintained. The majority of people were in good shape, well-dressed, and almost painfully polite. I’d seen worse at a dance club, for sure.

	As I walked back, a scantily clad woman distracted me by trying to pull me onto the dance floor. I managed to focus on her face despite her sheer negligee, and asked for a rain check. She pouted for a moment, but her disappointment passed quickly, and she let me go with just a kiss on the cheek.

	Once free from the nubile threat to my marriage and my life, I threaded my way through the club. When I approached our table, I saw Nicole and Collin locked in a passionate kiss. My steps faltered, and I bumped into a table before I stopped. An apology, or what was supposed to be an apology, tumbled from my mouth, and I smiled weakly. I managed a few more steps before I stopped again.

	Whoa! I’d like to say he was kissing her, but truthfully, she was giving as good as she got. I felt myself get instantly hard. Watching my wife kissing another man pegged my erotic meter in a second, and I felt jealousy mix with excitement to create a heady emotional brew. His hand rested on the Nicole’s cheek as he kissed her, prolonging their lip lock.

	The kiss broke. How much time passed, I couldn’t tell you, but they were both breathless. Hell, I was breathless! Nicole leaned her head on his shoulder, and continued to hold his hand. I finally got my feet moving towards the table again, and they looked up at me as I approached.

	I forced a smile as I sat down. “Hey, get a room, you two!”

	They smiled at me. I smiled back. No one spoke. Nicole took her head off his shoulder, and moved her chair closer to me. She covered my hand with her own, and flashed me a hopeful smile. She’d crossed a line tonight. We both knew it, and her smile was her way of starting her apology.

	Was I mad? Yeah, a little, but my lust and excitement blunted most of my anger.

	“Whew.” He leaned back a bit, and took a breath. “Nick, your wife is intoxicating! I hope you don’t mind, but I couldn’t help myself.”

	My heart was beating in my chest, my dick was hard, and I needed a breath before I could respond. “I’m a bit surprised, but I don’t mind. You two have really connected tonight. Honestly, it was kind of hot.”

	He chuckled a little, and a knowing expression crossed his face before he glanced at my wife. He knew or suspected something, but what it was, I had no idea. Nicole smiled at him again, and then turned her guilty but excited gaze toward me.

	“He’s such a good dancer, honey,” she gushed, and squeezed my hand. “Collin was also telling me about his recent move to San Antonio.”

	She spoke quickly, and I could tell she didn’t want to start analyzing the kiss. Neither did I, so a subject change was fine with me. One look was enough; we both knew we’d be having a pointed discussion later.

	“Right.” He picked up where she left off. “I just moved to San Antonio, and my friends invited me out with them tonight. We’re just friends, but we’ve known each other for well over 20 years. We started out in the military, and we’ve kept in touch ever since. I wouldn’t normally have come to a swingers club, but I’m new to San Antonio, and I thought it might be fun.”

	We all started to relax a bit more, and I made drinks for everyone. Collin and I both liked Single Malt Scotch, so I poured each of us a glass. “What business are you in, Collin? Do you mind if I ask?”

	He looked a bit embarrassed at this point, and paused slightly before answering. “No, I don’t mind. I’m sort of a retired Financial Advisor.”

	“Sort of?”

	“I used to run my company in New York. My firm specialized in financial planning for unique individuals with large incomes. My company did well, and another firm made me an offer I couldn’t refuse.” He shrugged and took a sip of Scotch. “The offer coincided with another change in my life, and I needed a change of scenery, so I jumped at the opportunity.”

	His humility struck me as entirely genuine. No acting, no arrogance or putting on a show; each humble word rang true. My own background is financial, too, so I knew the type of success he described wasn’t built on luck.

	“Now I’m back in San Antonio, and I’m bored. I no longer have a company to run. I don’t need a job at this point, so I have a lot of time on my hands.” He shrugged, and sighed. “I’m way too young to start playing golf all day, and while I have hobbies, I miss the challenge of running a business. It may sound strange, but I really enjoy helping people manage their finances. It’s something I’m good at, and I miss it.”

	We all fell silent. Our conversation had hit a lull, and Collin motioned at us. “Enough about me…what about you two? What brings you to a swingers club?”

	“Curiosity.” Nicole took the lead while I continued to nurse my glass of Scotch. “We wanted to see what a swingers club was like, even though we’re still not sure about actually ‘swinging’ with other people.” She made quotations in the air around the word ‘swinging,’ glanced at me, and then continued, “I also love to dance, and the online reviews said good things about this club.”

	She glanced at me again, and I could tell she wanted me to take over, so I set my glass down and leaned forward. “Yep. Besides, I figured she’d get the chance to dance.” I paused, and smiled wryly. “With someone who can actually dance. I’m not very good, and I normally just shuffle my feet and try not to embarrass her.”

	“Cool.” He smiled and nodded. “So what do you guys do for a living?”

	“Insurance,” I replied. “We both work for the same insurance company.”

	He listened politely as I spoke, but reserved most of his attention for Nicole. I didn’t take it personally, because I didn’t expect him to lavish attention on me. It wasn’t that kind of club.

	Nicole and I spoke for a few minutes more about ourselves before he glanced at his watch and grimaced. “Nicole, Nick, I need to get going. I know we just met, but I have an early tee time tomorrow morning. I promised my attorney a round of golf, and I need his help in setting up my new business. Unfortunately, it’s not something I can cancel; otherwise I would. I’m really enjoying myself tonight.”

	My wife was disappointed, but she tried her best to hide it. “Are you sure you can’t stay a little longer?” She leaned towards him, exposing almost all of her breasts, and kissed his cheek. I managed to keep my jaw from impacting the floor this time, but it wasn’t easy. What the hell? Who is this woman sitting next to me?

	He clearly enjoyed the view. He smiled, tilted his head, and kissed her again…a soft, lingering kiss that left both of them wanting more.

	“I’m sure,” he said after reluctantly breaking the kiss. “I can’t miss this meeting, and it’s hard to get a tee time at this course. I’d love to meet with you two again, though. Why don’t we have dinner next week?”

	“Uhhhh…” I struggled to find my voice.

	“Sure,” Nicole said brightly.

	He reached into his wallet, took out a card, and scratched something on the back before handing it to me. “Here’s one of my old cards. My personal email and cell number are on the back. Let me take you to dinner, and we can get to know each other better.”

	One glance at my wife, and I knew we’d be seeing him next week. “Sure thing, Collin,” I replied. “We’ll check our schedules, and send you an email.”

	We all stood. Collin hugged Nicole again, and as they separated, Nicole put her arms around his neck and kissed him again.

	“Hmmmm, that was nice,” he murmured after the kiss broke.

	When they separated for good, Collin reached over and shook my hand. “Nick, it was nice to meet you. Take care of this beautiful lady.”

	“Yes, sir. That’s always my first priority,” I said pointedly. Our eyes met, and he understood the message beneath my words. “It was nice to meet you. Drive home safely.”

	 


Chapter Six

	 

	We stayed for a little while longer, and Nicole danced with a few other guys, but the energy we’d felt earlier left with Collin. Only thirty minutes after he left, she mentioned she’d like to go home.

	“We need to talk anyway,” she said as we left.

	Once we got on the road, I couldn’t wait any longer. “You wanna help me understand your behavior tonight?”

	“God, I’m so embarrassed.”

	She buried her face in her hands for several seconds, but when she faced me again, I could see more excitement than embarrassment. I wondered if she was about to beg for forgiveness, or ask for permission to do it again.

	“I’m sorry, honey,” she started, and put her hand on my shoulder. “I got carried away tonight, and I apologize.”

	“Yeah, you caught me by surprise. I didn’t think we were going to become swingers tonight.”

	“We’re not,” she assured me. “I love you, and I don’t want to swing with random couples we meet in a club. That just doesn’t interest me.”

	“Okay.” I dragged the word out. “What does interest you? You seemed to really like Collin, but he’s a single guy, and I thought… Well, shit, I’m not sure what I thought, or you thought, or we thought. Ugh! I’m so damn confused, baby. What hell are we doing?”

	She stared out the window for a few minutes before turning back to me. “Do you really want to know what I’m thinking? Honestly, do you really want to know? Because I love you, and don’t want to hurt your feelings, and I don’t want to jeopardize our marriage.”

	“Jeopardize our marriage? When did our marriage get put on the chopping block?”

	Somewhere along the way, we’d jumped into the deep end of the pool, and I felt like I could barely tread water. Our marriage had been fine when we left the house; now it was in jeopardy?

	“It’s not. I’m sorry; I’m not expressing myself well. I just…” She trailed off.

	“Just what?”

	“I just want to be honest with you, but I’m afraid you won’t want me anymore.” Tears glistened in her eyes. “You’ll be ashamed of me.”

	“I love you, Nikki, and I absolutely want you to be honest. Always. Please tell me.”

	“Okay.” Her deep, ragged sigh echoed through the car, and she wiped her eyes before continuing, “I had a discussion with Suzie. We’re in the same yoga class,” she added, and then waved her hand. “Anyway, we had lunch a while back, and she let me in on a little secret.”

	“This oughta be good,” I murmured slyly.

	“Stop it. Please, just hear me out. This is important to me.”

	“Fine. I apologize.”

	“Well, her husband used to go out of town a lot on business, and their sex life suffered. Really suffered. She told me they used to fight a lot, and almost divorced, before they worked out an agreement.”

	“An agreement? What type of agreement?”

	She took another breath. “Suzie has a boyfriend.”

	“Wow,” I managed. “You mean, in addition to her husband?”

	“Yes.”

	“Does he know, or is she cheating on him?”

	Nicole stared at me steadily. “He knows, Nick.”

	“What the fuck? How does that work?”

	“It wasn’t easy at first, but they love each other, and neither wanted a divorce. They spent a lot of time discussing it, and her husband confided that he also likes the idea of watching her with another guy. It really turns him on.”

	A class-five tornado erupted in my stomach, but I kept my face impassive. Apparently it worked, because she continued with almost no break. I noticed a small, wicked smile appear, and her eyes twinkled with excitement.

	“He loves to masturbate when she tells him all the sexy details of her sex with her boyfriend.” She smiled at me. “Occasionally, he gets to watch them.”

	“How long has she had a boyfriend?”

	“It’s not what you’re thinking,” she continued. “She doesn’t jump into bed with every guy at the gym. Her first relationship lasted three years before he transferred out of state. She’s been seeing her current boyfriend for almost two years, and it’s working great. Her boyfriend’s a part of their family. He frequently stays the night, and she’ll spend the weekend with him sometimes.”

	I cocked my head sideways, and looked at her from the corner of my eye. “Are you sure her husband is okay with this arrangement? I mean, come on. What is he getting out of it?”

	“Baby, he gets everything out of it,” she insisted, and began counting on her fingers. “First, he gets to keep the wife he loves dearly, and their marriage stays intact. That’s important to both of them. Second, he knows his wife is happy and satisfied sexually. She’s not out at bars, finding and sleeping with random guys. Third, he gets to watch or hear about all of their sexual encounters, so he also gets rewarded sexually.”

	“So his wife gets all the sex she wants, and he has to make do with…what? His hand?”

	“It’s not like that, honey. Quit being so negative. Of course he still gets to have sex with his wife.”

	“I see.”

	“The last thing she mentioned, and I thought this was important…” She paused meaningfully. “He has a close friendship with his wife’s lover. They do all the guy stuff together, and it works great.”

	“Sounds almost too good to be true.”

	“Nick,” she said slowly, “it works. There is no cheating, because they discuss everything as a trio. No risk of diseases, and all of them can maintain their privacy. That’s difficult to do when you go to a swingers club that’s open to the general public. So you see, baby, their arrangement works great for everyone involved.”

	We rode in silence for a while, both of us staring out the windshield, lost in our own thoughts. I wasn’t sure what to say, or how to react. My wife was clearly serious, and it was brave of her to broach the subject. I wanted to avoid upsetting her or hurting her feelings, but I still wasn’t sure whether she wanted us to pursue that kind of relationship.

	Tread carefully.

	I took a deep breath. “Okay. So what are you saying? You’re interested in pursuing this type of arrangement, or lifestyle, or whatever? Correct?”

	“I’m honestly not sure.” She reached over, and put her hand on my arm. “The bottom line for me is that I love you, and I don’t want out of our marriage. We both want to spice things up, and I think this might be a good approach.”

	“Nicole, I don’t want a girlfriend. Heck, I’m apparently not satisfying the woman in my life now…why would I want another woman I couldn’t satisfy?”

	Sarcasm laced my response, but my words held too much honesty to be funny.

	“Stop it, Nick!” she snapped, and her eyes flashed with anger. “You know that’s not true. You do satisfy me when we have sex…it’s just that I would like sex more often.” She sighed, and motioned vaguely with her hands. “When the girls came, sex became a luxury, something we squeezed in when we had the chance. Now they’re older, more self-sufficient, and you and I have a chance to have some fun. Be a couple again, and try things we never had time for before.”

	“I get it, honey. I’m sorry. I was just trying to lighten the mood. Do I have to make a decision right now, or can we talk about this some more?”

	“Of course,” she said, grinning slyly. “But all this talk of boyfriends and girlfriends has made me horny. Watch this.”

	She slid her dress over her head and threw it into the back seat, exposing her amazing chest. I almost ran off the road. When I had the car under control, I glanced over and enjoyed the view. Her nipples were rock-hard, and she pinched then lightly as she cupped her breasts. She was clad only in a tiny pair of panties and her stripper heels. I thanked my lucky stars again for bringing her into my life.

	“God, that feels good. I’ve been so horny all night,” she breathed as her hands moved down her body. My mouth was suddenly desert-dry, and I had to swallow several times before I produced enough moisture to whistle softly. Her tiny sheer panties were dark with moisture. “See, baby, I’m all wet. I need to take these panties off.”

	Her panties slid down her legs, and joined her dress in the back seat. Completely naked now, my wife continued to massage her breasts. A soft moan escaped her. I knew from experience her nipples were very sensitive. Another moan echoed in the car, this one louder and more urgent. She shifted in her seat, and braced both feet on the dash.

	Staying focused on the road had become a herculean task, but I rose to the occasion and kept us from wrecking. Unable to help myself, I reached over and slid my fingers inside her. She moaned even louder, arched her back, and covered my hand with her own.

	“Mmmm…that feels good, baby. Isn’t my pussy wet? Would you like to fuck my pussy tonight?” I could tell she was close to an orgasm as she put her hand over mine, and started to push my fingers harder against her clit. “How about if my boyfriend comes over and fucks me tonight? Would you like that?” Her voice was playful, innocent and wanton. “I’ll bet you’re hard right now, just thinking about it.”

	She reached over and grabbed my cock which, of course, was hard as a rock and making a tent of my slacks. “Ooohh, look who’s turned on! You like the thought of another man fucking me, don’t you?”

	She continued to thrust my fingers in her pussy, but her enthusiasm threatened my control of the car, so I moved my hand back to the steering wheel. Crashing would be monumentally horrible.

	Nicole barely noticed. Her breathing had become labored, and she was moaning almost continuously. She was using both hands now to get herself off. One was pinching her nipples while the other was busy working her clit. Only a few more moments passed before she came with a shout, and her hips rose off the seat. Her orgasm exploded inside her, and lasted for several seconds. I watched as her body jerked and trembled with exquisite pleasure. She finally flopped back in the seat, gasping for breath, and giggling softly. Once she caught her breath, she smiled at me.

	“Wow, that was really good. See, I told you…you’re a good lover.”

	“Honey,” I chuckled, and shook my head. “I barely did anything. I tried to help, but I had to keep my hands on the wheel. We passed several cars and a few semi-trucks, so I’m sure they got a little show.”

	She didn’t look embarrassed at all. “It’s your fault. You took me to a swingers club, let me dance with a handsome guy, and then tolerated my antics. Our conversation in the car was just icing on the cake. You’ve made me super-duper happy tonight, and I’m going to make you happy now, baby!”

	She leaned over to unbutton my slacks and lower my zipper. My wife has always said I’m good-sized, but at five and a half inches, I know I’m below average. The locker room doesn’t have many secrets, and I’d seen enough guys to know I’m on the lower end of the size spectrum. Although my wife has never commented that she wants a bigger cock, I can tell sometimes that she wishes I could push further inside her. She took my hard cock out, and licked the top for several seconds.

	“Ummm, I like your pre-cum, baby. It tastes good.” She continued to lick the head of my cock for a while. I moved my hand from the steering wheel and placed it on the back of her head, pushing gently.

	“C’mon baby, stick all in your mouth,” I encouraged her. “Don’t tease me.”

	She laughed, and continued flicking the tip of my cock with her tongue. It felt amazing and maddening at the same time.

	“Patience, baby. I’m going to suck your cock so good, you’ll give me anything I want.”

	Lust overpowered the small spike of fear that pierced my brain. I didn’t want to think about how right she was, because I’d never been able to deny my wife anything. Her lips enveloped the tip of my cock, and holy shit, it felt good. She slid my entire length inside her mouth with ease. I’d never caused her to gag before, and she didn’t tonight. I’d like to say I lasted for a while, that I had porn star stamina, but that’d be a bald-faced lie. A few minutes later, the sweet release of an orgasm surged through my body, and I struggled to keep the car on the road. She swallowed easily, tucked me back into my slacks, and sat up to kiss me on the lips.

	“You taste good, baby, as always. When we get home, I’m going to wear you out!”

	She ran her fingers through my hair, and kissed my cheek again. We both knew that wasn’t going to happen. I rarely came more than once, and it took several hours for me to recover enough to get hard again. Repeat performances, common in my twenties, were now sadly a thing of the past.

	“Thank you, honey. Let’s see how I feel when we get home. You were amazing tonight, though, and I think you’re beautiful and sexy.”

	We pulled into the driveway of our home without saying anything more. Despite her invitation, I could tell she was tired, and I was, too…so after checking on our girls, we went right to bed.

	Sleep evaded me, and I tossed and turned for most of the night. The thought of my wife with another man kept running circles in my head, a movie that never ended.

	Guilt also riddled me, because I hadn’t been completely honest with Nicole tonight. The idea of starting this relationship appealed to me, but I had purposefully withheld that information. As it stood now, it was all her idea, and she was the one pushing us in this direction.

	Why wasn’t I honest with her? I don’t know. I just wasn’t ready to own my desires.

	 


Chapter Seven

	 

	I woke the next morning with a nice headache, courtesy of the Scotch I’d drunk the night before, and a raging erection. My wife slept peacefully beside me, and as always, I thanked my lucky stars when I looked at her. Beyond gorgeous.

	Our conversation the night before woke up, too, and demanded more of my attention. The idea of my wife being with another man made me jealous, no question about it. I also wasn’t sure I’d be able to live with another man between her legs. As those images assaulted my brain, my erection stiffened further, and stood in stark contrast to the fear and jealousy I felt. That arousal forced me to consider more than just my fear and jealousy. I’d be lying to myself, and to my wife, if I didn’t acknowledge that I was equally turned on by the idea.

	Taboo? Maybe, but thinking of my wife with another man turned me on. Visions of her fucking another man had begun to occupy my mind almost obsessively. I almost felt drunk, like a mental shot of whiskey or tequila. These thoughts and visions ran through my head as if they were cars on a NASCAR track.

	My beautiful wife. A single, immutable truth filled me as I studied the person who held my heart. Deep inside the core of my being, I knew seeing her happy was more important to me than anything. If I objected, I knew she’d drop the entire thing, and we’d go back to our lives. But I also knew that nothing in our marriage would change, and she’d continue to smile bravely while hiding her true feelings. She’d die inside…maybe not today, tomorrow, next week, or even next year, but I knew she’d wither away until nothing remained except the pain of an unanswered question.

	What if?

	I loved her too deeply to risk that future. I’d do anything for her, and as long as we were careful, I believed her idea could help our marriage.

	Careful not to wake her up, I slid out of bed. Cooking in our family is my territory, and I love it. French toast was on the menu this morning, and I gathered the ingredients. Done right, there is no better breakfast than French toast. My girls love it, and so does Nicole. I also took out some bacon because, well, no family breakfast is complete without bacon.

	About thirty minutes into making breakfast, I felt two warm arms encircle my waist, and two perfect breasts press into my back. She nuzzled my neck, and kissed my cheek.

	“Good morning, honey. Thanks for making breakfast. Mmmmmm, French toast, my favorite.” She smiled at me. “You’re a great husband and father. I love you very much.”

	“Awwww. Stop it some more,” I teased, and then kissed her back. “I love you, too. Breakfast is almost ready. Why don’t you call the girls, and we can get started on our Saturday.”

	Breakfast went well, and the French toast disappeared quickly. We lingered over the bacon, though, and planned a strategy for the weekend. Our girls had plans with their friends for most of the day—and being teenage girls, their plans involved shopping, boys, and more shopping. They promised to keep their cell phones with them, and stay out of trouble. Kids are a blessing; don’t let anyone tell you differently.

	Boys are still a constant worry, of course, and our girls get the normal amount of attention; but so far, their focus has been on sports and school. Aside from normal school dances, we haven’t had to worry about dating or steady boyfriends. Yes, I’m grateful for that, and yes, I know it won’t last.

	The girls left the house in a whirlwind, and I started sorting the laundry for the family. Whites, light clothes, and dark clothes, those were the piles I created. We split laundry duty, but between you and me, I do it most of the time.

	Nicole came in to help. “So, do you want to continue our conversation from last night?”

	“Hmmm, which conversation do you mean, honey? The one where we discussed refinancing the house, or the one at the swingers club where you almost devoured Collin with your eyes? Or the one in the car on the way home when you got naked?” A wide smile curved my lips, and I winked at her for good measure. Sarcasm is always on tap at our house.

	I received the normal “smart ass” look from my wife. “Duh, the one about refinancing the house, because that one turned me on soooo much.”

	“Okay, okay. Yes, let’s continue the conversation where you got naked. I was definitely paying attention during that conversation.”

	I ducked when she threw some laundry at me, her panties from last night. I recognized them as they flew past my head. Ahhh, good memories.

	The light moment lasted a few seconds longer; then I brought us back to reality. “Seriously, I think we should discuss this some more,” I acknowledged. “It’s a huge step, Nikki. We’re not talking about a one-nighter with a swinger couple. This would be a long-term relationship with a steady guy. We have kids, jobs, and a marriage to protect. We need to tread carefully.” I stopped sorting laundry, and we made eye contact, “Honey, I love you. I need you in my life, and I honestly worry this could be a situation where I could lose you. Porn movies and strip clubs are one thing. Inviting someone into our marriage, which is what we’d be doing, is completely different. I don’t know how we get around that, but you should know it’s my primary concern.” I shrugged, and moved more laundry into piles.

	“You’re right,” she agreed. I stopped folding clothes, and cupped my ear. “I know I don’t say that often,” she admitted with a rueful shrug, “but you’re definitely right in this case. I think we should come up with some ground rules that help us keep focused on what’s important.”

	“Definitely,” I said with an emphatic nod. “This has to be a situation where everyone is comfortable, or it won’t work. Even if the sex is spectacular, if it’s not working for everyone, it’s not working at all. Agreed?”

	“Yes, baby.” She dropped her laundry, stepped over, and hugged me. “I definitely agree. Our marriage is the most important thing to me, too.”

	“Okay, gorgeous, what’s our next step?” I bent down, and kissed her lightly. “How do we go about finding a guy? What a weird question for a husband to ask his wife,” I added, and shook my head. The whole situation was surreal. “I don’t really want to go to the swingers club again. It was fun, but I’m just not comfortable in that atmosphere.”

	Nicole didn’t respond right away. She stood next to me, studying the shirt in her hands, until I nudged her with my hip. She blushed, and continued sorting clothes. I got the sense she didn’t want me to see her expression.

	“I was sort of thinking about getting in touch with Collin. All of us seemed to get along last night. He was fun to talk to, and a great dancer.”

	“Is that all?”

	“Fine, he’s super handsome, well-built, and successful. Happy now?” She glared at me playfully before her expression turned serious again. “I didn’t get the sense he was some online weirdo or flake. He drinks whiskey, and you two seemed to get along. Why not?”

	“Wow.” I raised my eyebrows a bit, and busied myself with the clothes. It was easier to talk about this whole thing if I didn’t make eye contact. “You’ve always said you weren’t attracted to black men. I know it’s not a racial thing, but you’ve always said black men weren’t your preference.” I finally met her eyes, and narrowed my eyes at her. “Is it the size thing? Because you know that’s just an urban legend.”

	“I know. I know.” She giggled, and put her hand over her face for a second. “Honestly, it’s just that most of the black men I’ve met have been so arrogant and aggressive. That’s a turn-off for me. I’ve never been attracted to bad-boys, thugs, chollo’s, or whatever, regardless of their color.”

	“That’s good, because you definitely didn’t marry a bad-boy.”

	“On purpose,” she replied without missing a beat, and then cocked her head to the side. “The one thing that really impressed me about him is that he was confident, but not arrogant. He’s clearly been successful, but he’s modest about it. No boasting. No bragging. No gangsta bling. When you were in the restroom, we got a chance to talk, and he was charming, witty, articulate, and funny. He’s unlike most of the black man I’ve met…so yes, I’d definitely like to start with Collin.”

	“Um, okay…”

	She cut me off, flashed me a naughty smile, and poked me in the chest. “Besides, I definitely think Collin fits the myth about black men. I got a quick feel of him on the dance floor, and he’s, ummm…well endowed.”

	I honestly didn’t know how to respond, so I picked up a pile of laundry and put it in the washer. After adding the detergent and fabric softener, I grabbed a small cup of coffee, and returned to help Nicole sort the last of the laundry.

	“Honey, I’m not sure what to say.” I took a deep breath, and plunged in. “I really like everything you’ve said, and yes, I liked him, too. He seems like a cool dude. I like that he’s a professional, and we’ll probably have a lot in common. Scotch drinker, always a good thing.”

	“I know you like your whiskey, honey. So what’s bothering you?”

	“Honestly, he seems like just the kind of guy that would put our marriage at risk.”

	Her mouth dropped open, and she stared at me for a second before recovering. “What?”

	I put my hands out. “Just listen, please? All the reasons you just mentioned are true, but they’re also the reasons I can see you developing serious feelings for him. He’s handsome, wealthy, single, good-looking, and fun. Call me crazy, but that’s someone who could come between us.”

	Nicole had gone back to staring at the clothes in her hand. This was new territory for both of us, and I hoped she was taking the time to seriously consider my position.

	Several seconds passed before she came over and hugged me. “You’re right. This is a tough situation. This relationship only works if I’m attracted to the guy, and there’s always the risk that our sex might turn into something more. I don’t see a way to avoid it.” She took a deep breath, and squeezed me arms. “Let’s take it slow, talk a lot, and trust one another to know when things are getting too far outside our comfort zone.” She kissed me once, twice, and then a third time. “You know that I love you, right, honey?”

	“I do, and I love you, too.” My arms tightened around her, and I whispered into her hair, “I need you in my life, Nikki. As we dip our feet into this pool, please remember that, okay?”

	She smiled at me, and moved her body against mine. Her breasts pressed against my chest, and her hip managed to brush against my hardening cock. “Good. All this talk about boyfriends has made me horny. Let’s go do something about that right now. The girls are out of the house for a while, so let’s get naked!”

	She giggled as I chased her into the bedroom. Once inside, she pushed me back onto the bed. “Just watch,” she commanded.

	She was wearing one of my work shirts over a white tank top and black skirt. Her eyes held mine as she unbuttoned my work shirt, and let it slip from her shoulders. Her nipples were hard, and easily visible through the tank top. A sexy, confident smile curved her lips. I’d handed her control, and she knew it and loved it. She massaged her breasts for a moment before she slowly moved her hands under her skirt. Her thong panties appeared, and she slid them down her legs until they crumpled on the carpet. A sexy kick of her legs, and her panties flew right at me.

	“Am I wet, baby?”

	Her panties were soaked, and smelled delicious. My dick had no shame. It was hard enough to cut diamonds as I watched her slip the tank top over her head. Almost completely naked, she stood holding her tank top, staring down at me like a predator savoring its moment of victory before sinking its teeth into its prey. She tossed the tank top behind her, and finally dropped her skirt to the carpet. She loved being naked. Her smile widened as she moved on top of me.

	Nicole’s pussy was completely bare, and it looked amazing. She’d paid for one of those laser treatments, so she didn’t have to shave. Her pussy was bald 24/7, and I loved it. Her legs held my head securely, and I inhaled her scent, enjoying the musky scent of her body mixed with the vanilla lotion she used on her skin. My gaze traveled up her body, lingering on her flat stomach before moving to her perfect breasts, and finally meeting her eyes. Raw lust and desire reflected back at me from her beautiful brown eyes.

	“Mmmm! God. I need you,” she breathed heavily, and straddled my face. “Lick my pussy, baby.”

	Whatever control I had left evaporated, and lust exploded inside me. My tongue met her soft, moist, silky lips. She tasted amazing. Oral sex was my specialty, and I poured myself into it. I thrust my tongue as deep as possible at first, then moved outward and flicked her clit.

	“That’s it! God, that feels so good,” she breathed. Her words turned to moans, and her hips bucked over my face. “Don’t stop! You lick my pussy so good, baby!”

	She leaned back, and stroked my cock through my jeans as I continued my assault. I moved my tongue in and out before focusing again on her clit. My hands locked on her hips to keep her from moving off my tongue. I could almost feel her orgasm building.

	“Yes, yes, yesssssss.”

	Her hand clenched and grabbed a handful of my shorts just as her orgasm ripped through her body. So powerful, I could feel her legs tremble on either side of my face. I’d lost myself in bringing her pleasure, so I didn’t realize I was close to an orgasm, too. Her hand continued stroking me, and I felt myself explode. Hot, sticky cum filled my underwear, and my hips bucked as my orgasm flooded my body. Embarrassment replaced the sweet pleasure of my orgasm, and my face burned with embarrassment.

	My wife looked at me and smiled. “Did you just cum? In your pants?”

	“Uhhhh, yeah, I guess I did.” My face could have fried an egg, it felt that hot. “I’m sorry.”

	“Wow.” Nicole smiled mischievously. “You like this idea of me having a boyfriend, don’t you?”

	“Maybe,” I hedged. Her eyes narrowed at me, and I knew the game was up. “Okay, yes. It turns me on. I get even more excited when I see how much this idea turns you on, so it builds on itself.” I shrugged my shoulders. “I can’t explain it.”

	“Good. Now go clean up, and come back in here. I’m not done with you yet.”

	Nicole moved off me, and I scurried into the bathroom. My clothes, especially my sticky underwear and shorts, went into the hamper. I toweled myself clean, and went back into the bedroom. Nicole was lying on the bed, still naked, and rubbing her clit. Her body still coursed with arousal, and as I watched her, she arched her back, and her large tits pointed directly at the ceiling. A few seconds later, she noticed me standing there, and motioned between her legs.

	“Get over here,” she directed. “I’m still really turned on.” As I settled between her legs, she gripped handful of my hair, and pulled me against her. “I love the way you lick my pussy, and if I get a boyfriend, I think you’ll be licking my pussy a lot more. Won’t you, baby?”

	An obvious rhetorical question I didn’t bother answering. I couldn’t anyway, because she laughed softly, and it turned into a moan as she pulled me tight against her. Another three orgasms passed and my tongue had grown sore before she’d finally had enough. Oral sex is her favorite with me, and I’m great at it. That is not a boast; I have a black belt in oral sex.

	After a long shower where our skin wrinkled and pruned, we emerged from our bedroom, exchanging guilty smiles.

	The rest of the weekend went quickly as we went about the normal busy lives of a suburban family.

	On Sunday night, she slipped into bed next to me, naked as usual, and kissed my cheek. “I left a voicemail for Collin.”

	My heart flipped over. “Is that right?”

	“Yep. Ready or not, here we go,” she teased.

	We’d discussed it earlier, so it wasn’t a surprise, but I still felt a boatload of anxiety, nervousness, and excitement bubble up inside me.

	Playtime had ended.

	Now it was for real.

	 


Chapter Eight

	 

	When we got home from work on Monday, I was running on empty. Nicole’s announcement that she’d contacted Collin had kept me up most of the night. Visions of my wife and Collin, and not just sexually, zipped through my head. A movie locked on fast-forward, showing everything from the most erotic scenes to the inevitable heart-wrenching ending where my wife leaves me for the rich, handsome black man. It didn’t make for a restful night.

	I made dinner, washed the dishes, and cleaned up the kitchen. My strategy was to keep myself busy until exhaustion took over. After I’d done everything I could think of, my wife pulled me over to the couch. She snuggled up against me, and rested her head on my shoulder. Sleep had been lurking over my shoulder for almost an hour, and as soon as I sat down, I felt it start to steal over my body. Our girls were in their room, texting or working on their homework, so we had a rare chance to enjoy a quiet moment.

	The phone rang.

	Nicole saw the caller ID flash across our television, and she squeezed my shoulder and flashed me an excited glance. She leapt up, grabbed the phone, and then rushed back to the couch. Another excited smile flashed across her face before she tucked her hair behind her ear, and punched a button on the phone.

	“Hi, Collin.” Each word dripped with eagerness, and I could just barely make out his voice over the phone. “Thanks for calling us back.”

	While I could hear his voice over the line, understanding him was out of the question. Whatever he said, though, she liked it because she laughed for several seconds. Fortunately she wasn’t facing me anymore, so I could roll my eyes in safety.

	“Absolutely, just let us know when and where,” she said. “Thursday’s good, and yes, we know that place.” She laughed again, blushed, and then glanced at me. “Well, tell me what you think is sexy, and I’ll see if I have that in my closet.” Her smile broadened as she listened. “Yes, I have a little black dress. Doesn’t every woman? Mmmmm, I think I can find some thigh-highs, and wear those for you, too.” She winked at me. “Anything else?”

	His laugh at her last comment was loud enough for me to hear clearly. My face grew hot, because the chemistry between Nicole and him had its now-predictable effect on me. I shifted my position on the couch. She glanced over at me, then down at my crotch, and smiled knowingly as she continued her conversation.

	“Okay, we’re all set for Wednesday. We’ll see you there,” Nicole replied and laughed again. “Take care, Collin. Bye.

	“Yayyy!” She returned the phone and joined me on the couch, where she kissed my cheek and snuggled up against me again. “We’re meeting him on Wednesday at seven for dinner. He suggested that new steak restaurant we saw the other day, Carne.”

	I nodded absently. “Sounds fun.”

	“He’s so easy to talk to, and funny,” she continued without missing a beat, and I wondered if she’d even heard me. “I think we’re going to have a great time, even if this doesn’t work out.” She nudged me with her hip. “He wants me to wear a little black dress and thigh-high hose. I have the dress, but I’ll need to pick up some hose at Victoria’s Secret. Is that okay, honey?”

	“Sure, get whatever you need.”

	A small smile played across her lips. “Thank you.”

	Turning back to the movie, I couldn’t help being impressed. I’d unsuccessfully tried to get a reservation when Carne opened. They were booked solid for at least three months. Even speaking to the manager hadn’t worked, and when I’d asked if they could make an exception, he’d flatly refused. Carne was the hot new restaurant in San Antonio, and I couldn’t understand how Collin had managed to get us tables on such short notice.

	I said as much to Nicole. “Wow, he has good taste in restaurants. That steakhouse has great reviews, and it’s impossible to get reservations. I tried a while back, and they said they were booked in advance for months. I wonder how he was able to get us reservations.”

	She responded with a shrug, and I let it drop. I’d ask him at dinner. At least we’d have something to talk about other than my wife and her thigh-high hose. Knowing my wife, I suspected she’d pick up an entirely new little black dress for our date.

	The next three days were a blur. Surprisingly, we didn’t talk about our upcoming date much, and before I knew it, Wednesday had arrived and we were both getting ready.

	I slipped on some slacks, a nice shirt, and a sports jacket. Bingo, I was ready.

	Nicole on the other hand…well, she took a bit longer. I didn’t mind. Watching her get ready had become my favorite spectator sport. She’d taken a half-day off from work, and had the full spa treatment. Her hair had been styled, nails done, facial, the whole works. She looked amazing. Her Latin heritage provided her with nicely tanned skin, and she was practically glowing as I watched her get ready.

	We were in the master bathroom, and I watched her from my seat on the bathtub. My heart quickened as my eyes drank in my beautiful wife. She possessed an undefinable sensuality that was on full power tonight. Only partially dressed, she wore a pair of lacy black thong underwear, brand-new thigh-high hose with lacy tops…black, of course…and black high-heeled shoes. The shoes were Christian something-or-other. Red soles. Expensive. The shoes, combined with her stockings, did amazing things for her legs.

	Soft music played over a little speaker attached to her phone, and she swayed in time with the beat. Her perfect breasts moved hypnotically. I love watching my wife. Did I mention that already? I don’t know why. It’s a mystery, but it’s something I’ve always enjoyed.

	“Like what you see, honey?”

	Her voice shook me out of my reverie, and I found her studying me, by way of her reflection in the mirror. Her excited, eager, and slightly wicked smile met my gaze.

	I shook my head. “Of course, baby. You look truly radiant tonight, and I’m damned proud to be your husband.”

	“Do you think Collin will like what he sees?”

	“Yes. I think he’ll start drooling when he sees you, along with every other guy within a mile radius.”

	“Good! That’s what I’m going for tonight.” She smiled, and started applying her lipstick. Almost done…she always ended with lipstick…and I felt a pang of disappointment, because I didn’t want this moment to end.

	“Honey, go get my dress from the hangar and bring it in here.”

	Happy to be of use, I rushed into the closet and brought back the dress. I held it out to her, and she stepped into it. It was one of those dresses that’s easier to step into than to pull over her head. Weird. She zipped up the dress from the side, and gave me a slow circle.

	“Well?”

	“You are stunningly beautiful, honey,” I said after a low whistle. “Nations have gone to war over women half as beautiful as you. I love you very much.”

	“I’ll take that,” she gushed, and practically beamed at me. “Thank you. I love you, too. Are you ready?”

	“Yep, let’s roll.”

	We arrived at the restaurant a short time later, and used the valet for our car. An arrogant and bored-looking maître-d met us inside. I got a cursory glance, while my wife received the hungry-eye stare. I briefly considered saying something, but rejected that idea; I didn’t want anything spoiling our night. In the back of my mind, I was surprised at how much I wanted this night to go well.

	“Hi, we’re meeting a friend of ours tonight for dinner. The reservation should be under the name Collin.”

	The maître-d consulted his list, looked back up at us, and his face paled. “Of course, sir. Welcome to Carne. We’re happy to have you this evening.” His voice had turned oily smooth, and he came out from behind his podium. “Your table is ready. Mr. Collin phoned ahead to say he was running a bit late, but asked that we take care of you. Is there anything I can get for you, before we seat you?”

	“Uhhh…”

	Our new best friend, the maître-d, interrupted me before I could answer. “Mr. Collin mentioned you like Scotch, and we have an excellent selection. In fact, we just received a bottle of twenty-five year old Macallan. Can I interest you in a glass?”

	“Sure,” I stammered. “On the rocks, if you don’t mind. That would be great.”

	The maître-d bobbed his head. “Yes, sir, and would the lady like anything? We serve excellent mixed drinks, and we have a large wine cellar. We just received a new shipment of Far Niente Chardonnay that is outstanding.”

	“A glass of your chardonnay would be perfect. Thank you.”

	“Excellent.” He turned his head and nodded to the waiter standing nearby, who disappeared like magic. “Right this way, folks.”

	He waited a heartbeat before leading the way to our table. Nicole and I exchanged a confused glance before we followed him. All eyes followed my wife as we walked through the restaurant, and I thought I saw a man get elbowed by his obviously unhappy dinner companion. A small flight of stairs met us in the back, and we climbed towards a set of heavy curtains. Nicole glanced over her shoulder, confused again, and all I had to offer was a shrug and a smile.

	“Here we are.”

	The maître-d pulled back the curtains. We walked through…and stopped. My mouth dropped open, and based on Nicole’s sudden stillness, hers did, too. A beautiful and totally unexpected view of the Texas hill country greeted us. Rolling green hills, covered in oak and cedar trees, extended for miles in front of us. The sun hung off to the side, setting just above that carpet of green, and adding a blanket of gold in the sky above it.

	“Wow!” Nicole and I said at the same time.

	This was an exclusive restaurant, but we had just reached another level of privacy. Only one table near the floor-to-ceiling windows occupied the large room. In one corner stood a private bar; in the opposite corner a couch, love seat, and two chairs created a semi-circle around some low tables. Quiet, intimate and private, it also seemed surreal and impossible.

	How the hell did Collin make this happen?

	“Mr. Collin asked us to make this entire room available to him for the night. There won’t be any other guests in here tonight, so please enjoy yourselves. Michael is your waiter and bartender, and he will remain on the other side of the curtains. If you need anything, simply call his name. Your drinks will be here momentarily, so please relax…and thank you for dining at Carne tonight.”

	At that, the maître-d left.

	“Umm, wow.” Weak, I know, but it was all I could manage.

	“Yeah, wow.” Nicole nodded, and then smiled at me. “This is a little intimidating.”

	“No kidding. Well, let’s enjoy the view.”

	I moved towards the couch and chairs, because they looked the most comfortable. Every inch of this room had access to the view, so we didn’t lose anything by not being next to the window. We had just sat down when Michael moved through the curtains with our drinks.

	“Good evening, folks.” He stepped forward. “Here is your Scotch, sir, and the lady’s glass of chardonnay.” He handed us our drinks, and made it look cool at the same time. “If you need anything else, just call my name. When Mr. Collin gets here, I’ll let all of you know more about our menu and specials tonight.”

	“Great,” I replied.

	Nicole smiled at him. “Thank you.”

	He retreated through the curtains while Nicole and I sat in silence. Our eyes alternated between the view and each other, but we didn’t speak at first. Our confusion over the restaurant, combined with our nervousness over this meeting, robbed us of any conversation. I sipped my Scotch, cocked my head at the glass, and then took another sip. Man, was it good. A twenty-five year old bottle of Macallan was way outside my budget, so this Scotch was a rare treat. As good as it was, though, I resolved to have only one glass. I wanted a clear head tonight.

	Nicole and I chatted about the restaurant, and wondered how Collin was able to arrange for us to have this entire room to ourselves. I was impressed, and I could tell Nicole was, too.

	Collin arrived about ten minutes later. Despite my better judgment, I had ordered another glass of Scotch. It was awesome, and I was halfway finished when he entered the room. “Nick, Nicole, thanks for coming.”

	He approached us both with a smile, and moved towards Nicole first. He gave her a big hug that lasted longer than a normal hug, and when they finally separated, she moved to his side and slid her arm inside of his. If her actions surprised him, he didn’t show it. He held his hand out to me.

	“I’m sorry I’m late. There was a traffic accident on the way here. Traffic was re-routed onto the access road, but it didn’t help any. Unfortunately, there wasn’t anything I could do to get here faster.” He seemed genuinely concerned that we’d had to wait on him.

	“Don’t worry about it, Collin,” I assured him. “We’ve been enjoying the view, and I’m seriously enjoying this Macallan. This stuff is amazing.”

	“I’m glad you like it.” A wry smile appeared on his face. “I’m a fan of it, too, although it’s Cask Strength,” he warned. “It’ll sneak up on you.”

	Nicole jumped into the conversation, and slid closer to him as she spoke. “Okay, enough about whiskey. How did you get reservations at this place, and how on earth did you get them to reserve this room for you?”

	“It’s a secret,” he said with a chuckle, and modestly shrugged. “I can’t divulge that kind of information.”

	“You better confess, mister.” She narrowed her eyes, and looked at him steadily. “I’ll torture the information out of you.”

	“Okay, okay, I’ll tell you, although I may want you to torture me later tonight.” He winked at her and continued, “I own this restaurant.”

	Silence fell as Nicole and I just stared at him.

	 


Chapter Nine

	 

	“I’m sorry,” I managed after a good thirty seconds. “Did you just say you own this restaurant?”

	Collin nodded. “Yep, I met the chef when I lived in New York. He was the executive chef at one of my favorite restaurants, and when I found out he was from San Antonio, we became friends. When I sold my business, I asked him if he wanted to take a shot at opening a new restaurant in San Antonio. He jumped at the chance, and tada; I’m in the restaurant business.”

	Before we could respond, the maître-d entered the room. “The appetizers you ordered are ready, sir.”

	Collin looked at him sharply for a moment, and then nodded. “Thank you. Bring them in.”

	“I’m on the fence with that guy,” he said after the maître-d disappeared. “We’ve gotten complaints about his handling of customers. I’ll speak to the chef later, because we may need to make some changes.”

	It was clear that he had high expectations for his staff, and the maître-d wasn’t meeting those expectations.

	He motioned for us to sit down, and we took our seats at the table. The appetizers arrived, and he gave us some background on the restaurant. Nicole and I had been fortunate enough to dine in most of the nice restaurants in San Antonio, but the food and level of service at Carne was outstanding.

	Michael came back in, followed by another man, the executive chef. He shook hands with Collin, and explained the menu to us. Collin offered to order for Nicole, and by the look in her eye, I could tell she approved. I managed to order for myself, and ordered another glass of Scotch. We spent most of the dinner talking and laughing like old friends, which surprised me because we’d just met him.

	He had an easy manner about him. I worked and interacted with salespeople all the time, and they could be entertaining. In most cases, though, everyone senses it’s just that: entertainment, with the intent to get you to buy something later. Not Collin. His words carried a sincerity that made him instantly trustworthy and genuine. He also made an effort to keep me involved in the conversation. Surprisingly, we had more in common than liquor, and that connection made it easier for me when he turned his attention to Nicole.

	Despite my resolution, I ordered another drink. In fact, I’d just started my third glass of Scotch, and it tasted as good as the first. I was feeling no pain. Dinner finally ended with a dessert course that Collin and Nicole shared. I settled on coffee.

	“Wow,” I said patting my stomach. “What a fantastic meal!”

	“I’m glad you liked it.”

	“Loved it,” I emphasized, and stood. “Where are the restrooms?”

	He gave me directions, and I excused myself. My steps were a bit unsteady as the three glasses of high-quality scotch made their presence felt. I wasn’t drunk, but I couldn’t drive, either. I splashed some water on my face, washed my hands, and took a deep breath. Between my nervousness, and the unbelievable restaurant, I’d overindulged tonight.

	“Easy, Nick,” I said to my reflection, who didn’t look the slightest bit tipsy. “Don’t make an ass of yourself tonight.”

	The cold water on my face woke me up, and I felt better as I walked back to the table. When I returned, they were leaning close together and whispering like teenagers. Her hand rested on top of his, and she smiled openly at him.

	As I took my seat, they separated, and she squeezed my arm. “Honey, how’s the Scotch? Are you doing okay?”

	“I’m good, although you should probably drive us home. The Scotch was excellent, but holy cow, was it strong!”

	I’m fairly certain I didn’t slur any words when I responded, although she gave me a funny look and a patient smile. She glanced at Collin, who gave her a slight nod and a knowing look before she turned back to me.

	“I’m glad, baby. If you’re up for it, Collin suggested we go to a nightclub nearby. They have a local band and a nice dance floor.”

	When I looked at him, his face had a completely neutral expression, and I vowed never to wager with him. Nicole’s eyes were bright, however, and I could tell she liked the idea of dancing some more with Collin. Outnumbered, slightly drunk, and having a great time, I conceded defeat with a wide smile.

	“I’m good. Let’s go,” I offered. “I’m even feeling like dancing myself. I’ve decided I’m going to call in sick tomorrow, take the whole day, and get an early start on the weekend.”

	Nicole squealed, leaned over, and kissed my cheek excitedly. “Really? Great idea. I’ll do the same. Yayyyy,” she replied, and danced in her seat. “I’m going to use the restroom, and then we can leave.”

	Collin and I laughed at her response, and he called for Michael. I sipped my coffee while she excused herself to use the restroom and check in with her parents, who were watching our kids. She returned shortly, and let me know our kids were fine. They’d stay the night with her parents so we could stay out tonight. Her parents had even offered to take the kids to school so we could sleep in.

	Jackpot!

	“Ready?”

	He’d directed his question at Nicole, and without waiting for a reply, he moved over to her side of the table. She nodded, and the smile she sent him clearly reflected that she liked his manners. He insisted on paying for everything, of course, and it felt weird not to have to settle the check, but he assured me that dinner was on the house. She slid her arm inside of his as we moved through the restaurant.

	I was a bit surprised that she took his arm, rather than mine, when we were leaving, but I didn’t say anything. They looked good together. Hot jealousy washed through me, but cold excitement countered it, and the result was a hot, steamy emotional concoction more intoxicating than the Scotch. I suddenly felt like a third wheel, and enjoyed it. Part of me was jealous, sure, but an even larger part enjoyed watching her with Collin.

	My heart thudded heavily in my chest as I walked behind the new couple. I worked to keep my face impassive, but I couldn’t help noticing a few questioning glances from the other patrons. It could have been my imagination, but it looked like some people recognized that Nicole had come in with me, but was now on the arm of another man. That realization only made my excitement and emotional high even worse.

	I can’t explain why, and it didn’t make sense, but it’s exactly how I felt. What the hell?

	“Why don’t we ride together,” he suggested as we made the parking lot. “It’ll be easier, and I have room for everyone. That okay with you, Nick?”

	“Sure,” I replied. “I shouldn’t be driving tonight, anyway.”

	The valet had his Range Rover waiting for us. Nicole winked at me, and took the front seat while I climbed into the back seat. As soon as I sat down, I made a mental note to get a Range Rover. Everything about the vehicle was top-of-the-line.

	Collin settled behind the driver’s seat, and said something to Nicole. My position in the back seat made it awkward to carry a conversation, so I let them do most of the talking. We made it to the nightclub several minutes later, and the bouncer ushered us to a private area.

	“Did you arrange for us to have a private area, or do you own this place, too?”

	“Nightclubs are a tough business,” he replied seriously. “I’ve always avoided them, but I spoke to the manager earlier, and asked him to reserve this area. It’s better than having to search for a table, and it gives us more room.”

	Nicole expression matched my own, and we couldn’t help being impressed. He seemed to think of everything. No trace of arrogance. though, and I knew that scored him huge points with my wife. She hated, absolutely hated, arrogant men.

	“C’mon, sexy,” she said as she grabbed his hand. “I want to dance.”

	She pulled him on the dance floor, and I smiled graciously when she winked at me as they moved away. Our waitress stood nearby, and I ordered a bourbon on the rocks even though I knew I shouldn’t. Since I didn’t have to get up early the next morning, and the night was still young, I figured fuck it. My drink materialized in record time, and I settled on the couch to watch the show.

	Nicole’s dress really complimented her figure, and as she danced, it moved up her thighs. The lacy bottom part of her thigh-high panty hose peaked out under the hem of her dress. They danced through several fast songs, their bodies alternately coming together and then separating as they moved in sync with one another. Erotic as hell. Of course, my body reacted with enthusiasm and, given the tent in my slacks, I didn’t plan on getting up anytime soon.

	During a slow song, he pulled her close and ran his hands over her back before they finally came to rest just above her ass. She melted into his body, obviously enjoying his arms, and they moved easily, seductively together. She rested her head on his chest, occasionally looking up at him with a dreamy smile, and I saw them kiss several times. Light kisses, but each one longer than the last, and the promise and hope for something more lay just under the surface.

	My wife had just kissed another man.

	 


Chapter Ten

	 

	We’d been married sixteen years, and in that time, neither of us had been intimate with anyone else until tonight. I expected to feel hurt, angry, and betrayed…but truthfully, I wasn’t any of those things. Scared, yes. Worried I’d lose my wife, definitely. The emotional turbulence in my body however, tilted more towards excitement than any other emotion. My hands trembled slightly, and in a rare moment of clarity, I realized I was enjoying this night and everything it promised.

	The band took a break, and they came back to our section. Nicole sat down in between Collin and me, but she leaned up against him. The waitress brought another round of drinks, and I noticed I was the only one with an alcoholic beverage. They’d switched to soft drinks. We tried to talk, but it was virtually impossible, at least for me. Nicole and Collin pressed their lips against each other’s ear with they spoke, so I’m sure they were able to converse. His lips brushed her throat each time he spoke to her, and she shuddered each time his lips brushed against her sensitive neck.

	As the night progressed, and I had another bourbon, Collin and Nicole went back to the dance floor several times. Once Nicole dragged me out with her, and I shuffled my feet until Collin rescued me.

	“Nick.” He almost yelled my name into my ear, and tapped me on the shoulder in the middle of a song. “Mind if I cut in?”

	Mixed feelings coursed through me as I walked back to the VIP area. Relief flowed through me because I wasn’t dancing anymore. Disappointment competed for the top spot, though, because I wanted the time with my wife, and I hoped the band would play a slow song. A smile from the cute waitress was enough for me to order another bourbon. I was way past my limit, but I needed something to manage my emotions, and Makers Mark provided the right kind of assistance. Nicole’s happy smile and undulating body held my eyes as the liquor slid its way down my throat.

	A slow song, my slow song, started and the two lovebirds pressed their bodies together. Sexual tension filled their movements. I loved watching them. I hated watching them. My emotions refused to pick a direction. Another gulp of bourbon. The comfortable leather sofa beckoned, and I dropped onto it with a heavy sigh. The room tilted and then steadied, and I ran a hand over my face. One moment I was fine: the next I was struggling to stay awake. The slow, bittersweet song now felt like a lullaby. Nicole and Collin remained on the dance floor and, despite being aroused, I could barely keep my eyes open. A strange dichotomy: my dick was hard, but my eyelids were drooping. I put my drink on the table and sat back, intent on asking them if we could leave when they returned.

	“Hey, tiger,” a voice whispered in my ear. The voice and a constant gentle shaking brought me around, and I saw Nicole standing above me. She had her purse in her hand, and Collin’s sports jacket over her shoulders. She motioned towards the exit, and Collin held out his hand. He helped me up with a humorous smile, and steadied me as I made it to my feet. We exchanged a smile, and he clapped me on the shoulder as we started for the exit. The night air felt good, and I noticed Collin’s awesome SUV waiting.

	“C’mon, honey,” Nicole’s voice called from somewhere, and I felt her arm guide me to the vehicle.

	Collin was sitting in the driver’s seat, and he watched patiently as I climbed into the back. Nicole helped, and I when I made it, I leaned my head back and closed my eyes. I wasn’t exactly sleeping, but I wasn’t paying much attention, either. Alcohol, a great meal, and a late night all conspired to rob me of my energy. Okay, maybe it was mostly the alcohol. My eyes remained partially open, and I followed their conversation. I was inebriated, not stupid, and I suspected the ride home would be…entertaining.

	“I really don’t think it’s a good idea for you to drive home tonight. It’s late, and Nick’s barely awake. Why don’t you come to my place? My hotel is nearby, and I have a two-bedroom suite. There’s room for everyone, and it’s got a great view. We can get Nick squared away, and talk some more.”

	“Thank you, I appreciate the offer.” Through my mostly-closed eyes, I noticed her glance back at me and shake her head with concern. “I’m a bit surprised, he normally doesn’t drink this much. That Scotch must have been great. He’s either asleep or passed out at this point, so let’s go to your hotel.”

	“Excellent. We’ll be there in a few minutes, so sit back and relax.” He chuckled, and winked at her. “You heard me warn him about that Scotch, right?”

	“Yes, I remember.”

	“Good. I don’t want to catch the blame for his hangover tomorrow. It’s great Scotch, but unless you’re careful, it’s really easy to drink too much.”

	“Don’t worry. Nick won’t blame you.” She leaned over and ran her hand over his shoulder, letting it come to rest on the back of his neck. An intimate gesture. Her eyes traveled over his face. “I’ve had a great time tonight. Thank you.”

	“You’re welcome. It’s been fun for me, too.”

	She sat up, and leaned forward in her seat. “Oooh, that feels good. I like these shoes, but I’m glad to finally take them off.”

	He snorted. “Uncomfortable, but cute, right?”

	“Exactly.”

	“I figured. Well, they did look good on you, and you’re legs looked fantastic in them.” He smiled at her again. “You’re welcome to take anything else off, if you want.”

	It came out as a joke, but an unmistakable offer lurked underneath his words. She stared at him without replying, and then lifted her hips. I couldn’t see everything from my position, but I sensed she was leaning forward, while maintaining eye contact with him.

	“Is this what you had in mind?” She held up her thong panties. “I’ve wanted to take them off for you since I saw you in the restaurant.”

	His mouth dropped open, but he recovered quickly and nodded back, grinning widely. She tucked her panties into her purse with a heated look and naughty smile.

	True to his word, he pulled into the hotel about five minutes later. Despite my condition, I made it out of the vehicle on my own, and motioned for them to lead. Nicole kissed my cheek, and then slid her arm inside Collin’s. She carried her heels and purse, and leaned against him as they walked inside. They were the couple; I was the drunk third wheel. Drunk, happy, and excited third wheel.

	Walking turned out to be easy, and since I didn’t have to concentrate on my feet, I focused on the picture in front of me. They’d gotten a lead on me, but I didn’t want to catch up. My wife walked arm-in-arm with another man, sans panties, and I loved it. A real-time custom porn movie where I was a spectator, and had front row seats. Somewhere along the way, between dinner, dancing, and whiskey, we’d crossed a line. Hell, we’d been crossing lines all night, but now, in the hotel on our way to his room, it became real. Collin was a great guy, but things were moving so fast.

	Too fast? I’d agreed to everything, but I still felt like I’d been shot out of a cannon.

	Seeing them together felt exiting in a way that defied easy explanation. They couldn’t wait to get naked. That much was obvious. What was equally clear and equally arousing was that I wanted to watch them. All of us were willing participants, so why did I feel so conflicted?

	I’d thought this situation, through…spent time considering all the angles. But now that it was happening, I realized I still had questions…and concerns.

	Would I get my wife back?

	Would she want me again?

	What would be left for me…anything?

	 


Chapter Eleven

	 

	My emotions had been jumbled before, but as we entered the hotel lobby, they swirled together so fast, I felt like I’d stepped into the eye of a hurricane. Quiet and calm in the center, the world raged around me, and I felt helpless to stop it.

	We made it into the elevator. He held the doors for me, while my wife stood near him. I leaned up against the elevator wall, on the opposite side, and studied the mirrored ceiling. They were talking, whispering and laughing together, and I tried to follow the conversation, but fatigue continued to fight me and it began to win. The emotional rollercoaster I’d been on all night sapped my strength. The elevator doors opened. I stumbled a bit leaving the elevator, but my wife steadied me.

	“Honey, are you okay?”

	“Fine,” I replied. “Sorry, guys. I’m just tired and more than a little drunk.”

	“No worries, man,” he replied. “Let’s get you inside and settled.”

	She giggled, and wrapped her arm around me. “Before you pass out in the hallway.”

	“Just tired,” I mumbled, and then glanced at both of them. “If it’s okay with you two, I’ll just crash in Collin’s second bedroom?”

	“Absolutely,” he said over his shoulder as he opened the door to his suite. “The bathroom is stocked with toiletries, and pain relievers,” he added with a smile. “You should be all set.”

	We shouldn’t have been, because he’d been exceeding our expectations all night, but as we walked into the suite, we couldn’t help being surprised and impressed. The two-bedroom suite was huge, and professionally decorated. The windows were open, and a beautiful nighttime view of San Antonio greeted us. He seemed to take it all in stride as he dropped the hotel key on the foyer table, and came over towards us.

	I motioned him back. “I can walk, man. Thanks.”

	“Fine,” he replied. “Follow me. I’ll show you the bedroom and the bathroom. They’re right next to one another, so you should be all set.”

	“Thanks.” I managed to follow him without stumbling. Swaying, yes, but I didn’t stumble and, believe me, it was a victory. Nicole went into the restroom as Collin pointed me towards the second bedroom. I thanked him, or at least I think I thanked him, and moved into the bedroom. He offered me a friendly nod, a smile, and then disappeared down the hallway. I took off my shirt; fell back on the bed, and willed the world to stop spinning. Didn’t work.

	Nicole joined me a minute later, and started to unzip her dress. I pulled myself into a sitting position, and just stared at her. I thought for sure she would want to join Collin.

	She noticed me looking at her. “What?” she asked. “It’s been a great night, but I wanted to end it with my husband. Is that okay?”

	Her voice was indignant, and sarcasm dripped from the last few words. My mouth opened, closed, and then opened again before I formed a careful sentence. “Of course, honey. I love that you want to be with me, but…” I trailed off.

	“But, what?”

	“But I guess I thought you’d want to spend some time with Collin.”

	She slid onto the bed next to me, and caressed my cheek with her hand. “I do, honey, but things are moving kind of fast, so I thought I’d pump the brakes a bit. I spoke to Collin about my feelings, and he’s fine with how this night is ending. He’s not upset at all.”

	“Damn,” I whispered.

	“What?”

	“Don’t take this the wrong way, because I’m not mad,” I started. She narrowed her eyes at me. “But Collin’s freakin’ perfect, isn’t he? I mean, I’d like to hate the guy, but it’s pretty much impossible.”

	She relaxed, and laughed. “Yeah, he’s a rare find.”

	“He is,” I replied softly, and then made a decision. “Honey, why don’t you spend a few more minutes with him? You’ve had such a good time tonight. I’m sure he’d enjoy more of your company, and I don’t want my drunken state to ruin the evening.”

	“What are you saying?” She cocked her head and studied me. “Do you want me to sleep with Collin? This sounds like the liquor talking.”

	Drunk, tired, and horny, but I still understood what I was saying. Nicole’s happiness meant the world to me. But my words also reflected my own feelings. Yes, I worried about losing her, but even if he hadn’t been in the picture, I still would’ve worried about not being able to make her happy.

	Risk lurked behind both outcomes.

	As I stared at the beautiful woman next to me, I decided Collin presented less risk to us than the status quo. Excited and almost painfully erect, I wanted us to move forward. Managing my emotions was proving more difficult than I’d anticipated, but I pushed that concern aside. God, this entire situation was exciting, and that excitement provided the impetus for what I said next.

	“You’re attracted to him, he’s attracted to you, and we started this to spice up our marriage. I love you, and that will never change.” Another deep breath and a reassuring smile. “I am okay with you sleeping with Collin, and it’s not the liquor talking. I want you to be happy, honey.” I hugged her tightly for almost a minute before I drew back and gave her a mildly sarcastic smile. “Besides, I saw you take your panties off for him. Go have some fun, and let’s see where this road takes us.”

	She met and held my eyes, measuring my words and the level of commitment in them. I’d been focused on myself all night, and I realized then that she’d had her own struggles this evening. Her own doubts and desires, and I’d been oblivious to them.

	Another minute passed with us staring into each other’s eyes before she leaned forward, kissed my check, and then hugged me tightly. “I love you,” she whispered into my ear. “I love you so much.”

	When we broke our hug, she kissed me hard for several seconds before she stood. An excited, slightly scared smile appeared.

	“Will you zip me up again?”

	A simple question, an even easier task, but the act of zipping her dress felt like more…as if it were a physical seal of approval from me. She turned so I could re-zip up her dress, but met my eyes over her shoulder. Her dress felt light in my hands, the expensive material slightly stretchy, and the zipper moved upwards with barely a sound. When it reached the top, she gave me a nod that carried the full weight of our agreement, and I watched as she walked out of the room.

	She carried my heart with her.

	The room spun, and I felt light-headed. After making a mental note to breathe, I fell back onto the bed and stared up at the spinning ceiling. How long I lay there, I don’t know, but I lurched upwards just before the spinning made me sick. I used the restroom, washed my hands, and rinsed my mouth with some mouthwash. The hotel had placed some aspirin in the bathroom, so I swallowed two of them, and took a good long look in the mirror.

	My wife was with another man. She had my approval. I was drunk in the bathroom, and doing my best to keep from throwing up. Surreal. My reflection reminded me that whatever happened tonight, Nicole loved me and we’d have a future together. I decided to trust my reflection.

	Despite my fatigue and overindulgence, I couldn’t sleep. Every time I closed my eyes, the room started spinning, so I lay there focusing on my breathing and trying not to get sick. I tossed and turned for a while, and then had to use the restroom again. Shaking my head with frustration, I padded softly into the restroom. After washing up again, I started back to my room when curiosity surged through me. I stood in the hallway, uncertain what I should do next.

	Back and forth I wavered, wearing only my boxers and a t-shirt, until finally I decided to check Collin and Nicole. It had only been a few minutes…well, maybe more than a few, but if I was this conflicted, I reasoned that I would convince her to wait a bit longer. I needed more time…time to get comfortable with her being with Collin, and time to sort out my own feelings.

	One deep breath, then another, and I felt myself start to move. My bare feet made no noise on the thick carpet, but my heartbeat thumped in my chest, and I imagined I could hear it echoing in the hallway. Dizziness hit me, and I paused to take another quiet breath. One foot in front of the other, Nick, I thought and continued down the hallway, one foot in front of the other.

	Just before walking into the living room, I peeked around the corner. I didn’t want to barge in on them for…a variety of reasons.

	What I saw shocked me to my core.

	Collin and Nicole were at the windows, with the drapes open, but they weren’t talking. They were making sounds, but soft moans and low groans had replaced spoken words. She was almost entirely naked, on her knees in front of him, wearing only her thigh-high stockings. In the dim light of the San Antonio skyline, I watched as she cradled his cock in her hands. Slowly stroking it with loving precision. Her hands barely fit around it. I could scarcely believe his size. His shaft was long enough for her to use both hands and still have room on both ends, and unbelievably thick, with a bulbous mushroom shaped head. A distant part of my brain registered that he’d been circumcised, and it made the head of his cock look even bigger.

	He smiled down at my wife. “You like that cock?”

	“Beautiful.” She continued to stroke his cock, and stared up at him. “You have a beautiful cock,” she murmured. “It’s soooo big. I don’t think it will fit inside me.”

	“You’ll be fine. I promise we’ll go slow, and you’ll adjust. See how it tastes, baby,” he urged.

	As if to reinforce his suggestion, he put his hand on the back of her head, and pulled her gently to his cock. She licked the head of it, tentatively at first, and then took the tip in her mouth. A little at a time, she worked him into her mouth, until she began bobbing her head up and down. She was able to get the first few inches in her mouth before she had to back off and take a breath. She tried again, slipping him past her lips, and pushing him deep into her mouth. She continued to use her hands to stroke the portion of his shaft she couldn’t reach with her lips. His granite shaft glistened with her saliva in the low light.

	A low groan filled the air, full of lust and pleasure, before he shook his head slightly. “That’s good, baby. I like the way you suck my cock. Don’t worry about taking it all; you will soon,” he gasped. “With a little practice.”

	He slipped off his dress shirt, then his t-shirt, and let them drop to the floor. His body belonged on a fitness magazine, and a surge of jealousy spiked within me. He had what every guy wanted: a huge chest and well-defined abs. His shoulders and arms looked chiseled from rock, and I guessed that he had a body fat percentage measured in the single digits. As big as he was, his body was well proportioned. He wasn’t over-muscled, like some guys are at the gym.

	“Nice,” Nicole said after she pulled herself off his cock. She continued to stroke him while her gaze traveled over his abs and chest. “You have a nice body. A really, really nice body,” she murmured.

	Her hands left his shaft, and wandered up over his abs and chest. She let her fingers travel over his rippled stomach before moving her hands towards his waist, and slid his pants and underwear all the way down to his ankles. She’d apparently attacked him before he’d had a chance to unbuckle his pants, and now she helped him get completely naked.

	He stepped out of his clothes and stood naked before her. “You like my body?”

	“Yes, very much,” she whispered, moving her hands up and down his thick thighs. “I’ve always thought black athletes were sexy.”

	My mouth dropped open. I’d never heard her say that before. She’d always said she wasn’t attracted to black men. What else didn’t I know about my wife of sixteen years?

	Collin reached down and picked her up effortlessly. She squealed a little, and giggled as he lifted her into the air, but rested her head against his chest. He carried her to the couch, where he laid her down and started to move on top of her. She stopped him.

	“No,” she insisted with an eager smile. “Please, baby. I’m not finished with this gorgeous cock. It tastes so good, and I want to see how much of it I can fit down my throat.”

	He chuckled, and motioned her forward. “Fine with me.”

	She moved her head forward, and renewed her attention to his impressive shaft. Her hands resumed stroking him, and her head moved back and forth with increased intensity. I could tell she was really putting effort into getting as much of him down her throat as possible. My wife loved a challenge. She would take him out of her mouth and take several breaths before thrusting his cock down her throat again.

	Dizziness narrowed my eyesight, and I realized I’d stopped breathing. So powerful and erotic was the scene in front of me that I’d forgotten the most basic bodily function. Careful to remain unseen, I rested my shoulder against the wall and took several deep, quiet breaths. I flexed my knees several times, too, all the while keeping my eyes on the unbelievably erotic sight in the living room. Despite almost passing out, I couldn’t wrench my eyes off them. My erection had reached a point, where it required attention, so I lowered my boxer shorts. As my fingers encircled my own shaft, I was pleasantly surprised to find my cock hard enough to hammer nails.

	Seeing my wife sitting in front of him with her head bobbing up and down on his cock brought me to the edge of orgasm in seconds. My own orgasm threatened to break free, so I took my hand off my cock, and focused on my breathing. I wanted to avoid spurting all over the carpet.

	My suburban housewife of sixteen years worked Collin’s cock like a seasoned porn actress. At one point, she placed her hands on his ass and pulled him towards her, trying to get as much of him as possible down her throat. She gagged a few times, her stomach flexing involuntarily, but she didn’t stop. Not for an instant.

	Slurping sounds joined the moans and groans coming from the gorgeous couple, and seemed to echo through the apartment. No part of his genitals was off limits as she lifted his cock, dropped her head, and started licking and sucking on his balls. Once again surprise filled me, because she’d never done that for me, not once in sixteen years. She coated his entire cock with saliva, and I watched as he tensed and hissed under his breath.

	“Fuck, yeah. Keep sucking like that. I’m getting close. Just like that…don’t stop now, girl.”

	She kept her mouth locked on his cock, intensifying her efforts, and suddenly he let out a loud groan. His hands clenched into fists, and he threw his head back as an orgasm ripped through his body. Nicole’s cheeks bulged out, and her throat moved as she swallowed convulsively. A little streamer of whitish liquid ran down her chin and landed on her tits.

	The orgasm seemed to last forever. Finally, she popped his cock out of her mouth and licked the tip. She smiled up at him and continued to stroke his cock, careful not to rub the sensitive head. He’d softened a bit, but his cock hadn’t deflated like mine usually did, or any other normal human guy.

	“That was nice. You taste great,” she purred, and wiped the little bit of cum off her tits. Her tongue circled her finger, licking it clean. “Mmmm, I’m wasn’t sure I’d get it all! Holy cow, you had a lot stored up! Has it been a while for you?”

	He sighed, and chuckled. “Yeah, it’s been a while.”

	“I see,” she replied. “Well, I want to try and take more of your cock next time.”

	“Next time, huh? Does that mean there’ll be a next time?”

	“I hope so.” She smiled up at Collin, rose to her feet, and leaned into his chest. Her hands moved over his chest, and she smiled up at him. “Take me to the bedroom. I want to explore this magnificent body of yours, and I want you inside me.”

	She practically melted against his body, and he reached down and picked her up again. He cradled her possessively, and carried her towards the bedroom. His baritone voice penetrated the stillness as he moved towards the master bedroom.

	“C’mon, baby. You’re mine tonight, and I’m not going to waste a second.”

	I watched them disappear into the master suite. A turning point had been reached tonight, and several realizations crystallized in my mind. First, any chance I’d had at stopping Nicole and Collin had vanished. Second, I’d seriously enjoyed watching them together. I’d never seen anything so erotic and exciting in my life. Finally, while I was still nervous about where this road would lead, I loved the ride so far.

	 


Chapter Twelve

	 

	Once they disappeared into the master bedroom, I rushed back to the bathroom, not bothering to close the door. My rigid cock flopped wildly until I stood over the toilet. It took only a few jerks before my cock burst, and the delicious release of an orgasm spread through me. Plopping sounds filled the air as I spurted into the toilet, breathing heavily, and struggling to stay upright. My legs shuddered, and I put a hand against the wall for balance. My breath now came in short pants. As usual, my dick deflated so much, it almost retreated inside my boxer shorts all by itself. I wiped it off with some toilet paper, and dropped that into the toilet, too.

	Embarrassment and humiliation washed through me now that I’d satisfied myself. Whatever high I’d been on before had disappeared. Stark reality crashed into me as I carefully cleaned the toilet rim. I sighed heavily, and stepped over to the sink. My gaze stayed locked on the faucet, unwilling to risk a glance at my own reflection. I knew what I’d see, and I couldn’t risk it. I washed my hands, feeling disgusted with my behavior.

	Lust and excitement no longer held sway. They’d been replaced by a humiliating blend of emotions I couldn’t explain, and as I trudged out of the bathroom, I considered just going to bed. The spare bedroom: a safe place to lick my wounds, and drown in recrimination until sleep took me. I even managed to take a few steps in that direction before curiosity took over and stopped me.

	Memories flashed through my head. Collin carrying my wife to his bedroom. Nicole swept into his arms before he carried her into the bedroom. I wavered again in the hallway, struggling to determine the right course of action. I knew what they were doing. I’d seen the living room show. I didn’t need to see anymore, but that’s not to say that I didn’t want to see any more.

	I’d ridden the crest of my emotional wave before it crashed down. The trough was the worst, where the emotional low took over and threatened to drown me. The seesaw of emotions swept me along until I vacillated between the sharp peak of lust and the valley of humiliation. Back and forth. As I considered what to do next, I felt myself rise out of the emotional trough, and start to climb again towards the crest. My heartrate increased, and I surrendered to my growing lust, succumbed to it completely as excitement and worry surged through my body.

	Once again, the heady mix of emotions pushed me towards the bedroom. The valley was behind me, the peak in front, and I knew it had to keep climbing. I stepped carefully down the hallway again, moving faster, because I knew their location and could barely wait to watch them again.

	When I passed the living room, something caught my eye. Their clothes, discarded on the floor, and left to wrinkle. I found myself fascinated by their clothes. My brain picked out certain items: Collin’s shirt, Nicole’s dress. They symbolized something important, but I didn’t know what. Without understanding why, I picked them up. The scent of perfume mixed with cologne filled my nose, and I felt myself start to stiffen.

	I carried them to the couch, and carefully folded Nicole’s dress. No bra, of course, and her panties were in her purse, so I picked up her high heels and placed them on the carpet in front of the couch.

	Collin’s clothes were next. I started with his slacks, and then moved onto his shirt and t-shirt. His socks and shoes went right next to hers.

	When all their clothes folded neatly, I stepped back and studied them. I still had no explanation for my actions, but I felt better, as if it had been the right thing to do.

	My mind rationalized my behavior. I told myself it was to give them more private time, but I knew that was bullshit. Maybe I didn’t want their clothes to wrinkle? My brain recognized even smellier bullshit.

	I brushed my fingers over Nicole’s dress. The soft, silky feel of the fabric felt nice, and I imagined her warm skin beneath the fabric. Unable to stop myself, I found her purse and retrieved her panties. They were still moist. I brought them near my face, closed my eyes, and inhaled a scent more intoxicating than the best perfume. Dizziness returned, and I took several deep breaths before I opened my eyes.

	I folded her panties, and placed them under her dress. As I straightened, I realized I’d become fully erect again.

	What is wrong with me?

	I didn’t have an answer. Unable to explain my behavior, I gave up and stepped towards the master bedroom. The door had been left ajar, and I prayed it wouldn’t squeak as I gently pushed it open further.

	They were lying on the bed, facing each other, and kissing passionately. His darker skin contrasted nicely against hers, better than any porn movie I’d ever seen. The striking difference in their skin tones was supremely exciting; something so simple couldn’t have been more erotic. He massaged her breast, and lightly pinched her nipple. She moaned into his mouth, and ran her fingers over the cock pressing against her stomach. He rolled onto his back, and pulled her on top of him.

	“Are you ready?”

	She looked at him intently for a second before she nodded, and then raised her hips. She rubbed the tip against her wet lips, and moaned softly before she found the angle she desired. Even from my vantage point, I could see she was wet, ready, and the tip of his cock quickly became shiny and slick. With a soft grunt, she lowered herself onto his cock.

	“That’s it. Just take it slow.”

	His voice was calm, gentle, and his hands moved from her hips to her breasts. Her hands pressed down on his chest as she braced herself. Slowly she descended, and her breathing came in quick, shallow pants.

	“So thick,” she gasped.

	She stopped moving, threw her head back, and gasped for breath. Under her, Collin waited patiently, caressing her arms and whispering encouragement. His voice too low for me to hear, but she nodded, gasped a response, and then steadied herself and continued to sink further. A second passed, and then another, before she hissed and slowly raised her hips until only the tip remained inside her.

	“You’re splitting me in two,” she said in between breaths.

	“We’ve got all night,” he replied gently. “Take your time.”

	“All night,” she whispered.

	Another breath and she lowered herself again, this time descending even further. Fear spiked in me, and I became afraid she’d hurt herself trying to take him. So far, she’d only managed to fit half of him inside her, and her body seemed tensed with pain. Her lips clung tightly around his cock as she raised and lowered herself in shallow dips. Each time she lowered her hips, she grunted, and took a little more of him. Mesmerized by the show, I had to remind myself to breathe as lightheadedness returned and made me dizzy.

	“I can’t believe it,” she moaned through gritted teeth. “You’re so long and thick, I can feel every bit of you inside me. You feel,” she gasped, and took several quick breaths. “Good. So good!”

	“After tonight, no one else will satisfy you,” he murmured, and pulled her head down. What started as a passionate kiss turned soft and tender after a few seconds, and lasted for a long time. A confident glint showed in his eyes when their lips separated. “You’re almost there, baby. Just a few more inches of this black cock.”

	She nodded, and continued to raise and lower herself carefully. Her breathing grew more harried as pleasure replaced pain, and she increased her pace. After several minutes, she let out a loud moan, and sank down until he disappeared completely inside her.

	“I did it,” she gasped. “I did it. God, you’re bumping against my cervix.”

	“Good job, baby,” he said, and rested his hands on her hips. “It’ll be easier next time. I promise.”

	“I hope so,” she breathed. “I want to feel this way again. So full, so fucking full.”

	Now accustomed to his size, she started to move up and down in slow, deliberate movements. All the way up, until only the tip remained inside her, and then she dropped her hips and he slowly disappeared inside her. Repeatedly, up and down, her pace increased as pleasure replaced pain. Her moans became louder, closer together, and more urgent as she bounced up and down with increasing speed. Another orgasm loomed, for Nicole this time, and my hand drifted towards my groin.

	Collin had moved his hands to her hips, and was helping her move up and down. By the look in his eyes, he knew she was close, and when her orgasm burst, he held her down, completely impaling her on his amazing shaft as her orgasm ripped through her body. Her head thrust back, and she cried out with pleasure. My spot at the door gave me a perfect view of her shuddering body, and my own excitement almost peaked when her toes curled tightly. Finally she fell forward, completely spent, and let her head rest on his shoulder.

	“You are amazing,” she murmured. “I almost passed out.”

	“I’m glad I can make you feel so good. Are you ready for round two, or do you need more time to recover?”

	“Hmmmm.” She pushed herself up, took a deep breath, and then nodded. “I think I’m ready, but go slow. Please.”

	“Of course,” he said, and reached up to kiss her again.

	Her hands slid around his head as they kissed, holding his lips against hers and prolonging the moment. He grinned when they broke, his hands clamped on her hips again, and he rolled her around until she lay underneath him. A smooth move, it allowed him to reposition their bodies while staying completely insider her. She let out a little squeal of pleasure before her arms encircled his neck, and she pulled him into a deeper, even more passionate kiss.

	Desire seemed outlined in her every move, and despite her words, nothing suggested she wanted him to go slow. Nevertheless, he worked himself in and out of her in a slow, gentle fashion. He pulled out almost the entire length before pausing briefly and pushing back inside of her. A slow, measured, intimate fucking that allowed her recover, adjust to his size in this position, and feel every bit of him.

	It didn’t take long for her to want more. “Don’t tease me, please,” she begged.

	When he heard her words, he thrust into her with surprising force. Icy fear washed through me for a second before her moan of pure pleasure echoed in the room. Her hands gripped his ass, and pulled him into her. He ground down and twisted his hips before pulling all the way out again. Another urgent moan, and her nails scratched over his skin.

	“Please, baby! Please!”

	“Please what? What do you want? Tell me, or I’ll stop,” he commanded.

	His voice was gentle, but it carried an unmistakable note of authority. He’d actually stop fucking her if she didn’t answer, and her eyes snapped open and locked on his.

	“I want you to fuck me. Fuck me with your gorgeous, amazing, huge black cock.” She paused and stared in his eyes. “Please.”

	He’d been waiting for that exact response, and thrust hard into her again. She responded with another enormous orgasm. Her body shuddered, and she gripped his arms tightly as her head whipped from side to side.

	Several seconds passed before she regained control over herself. “Incredible!” she gasped as she recovered. “You’re incredible.”

	He didn’t bother responding. Obviously past words, he continued to push inside her, not as savagely as before, but just as insistently. He expertly balanced her need to recover with his desire to finish inside her. I felt like I was watching a master at work. My hand slid inside my boxer shorts, and found my own cock had recovered, too. I stroked it frantically as I watched Collin play my wife like a fiddle.

	She gradually caught her breath, and started matching his thrusts with her hips. The energy between them felt like a palpable force, and the scent of carnal activities filled the air. My wife had started moaning again, at a level well beyond anything she’d ever done with me. My hand jerked crazily on my cock, my own orgasm fast approaching. In between moans, she gasped something to him.

	“What? I didn’t hear you.”

	“You don’t…” she gasped. “You don’t have to be gentle.”

	“C’mon, you can do better than that,” he teased gently.

	He stopped deep thrusting, and started using shallow strokes. A groan of frustration and raw lust escaped her, and her hands scrabbled across his shoulders.

	“NO! God, no! Harder, fuck me harder! Please!” she begged.

	As she pleaded, her hands descended to his ass, and she tried to pull him inside her. With that encouragement, he started pounding her with reckless abandon. His strokes were deep, fast, and hard. She loved every second, and happily took every inch of his cock. Her moans increased, and within seconds, a third orgasm wracked her body.

	Collin’s thrusting became jerkier, uncontrolled, and his breathing intensified. Only a few more seconds passed before he gave a loud groan. She answered by wrapping her arms around his neck, and gripping his waist with her legs. Like a spider, she pulled him to her, captured him, and held him against her as his own orgasm poured inside her.

	“I can feel you jetting inside me,” she breathed. “I can actually feel you cum.”

	Their lips met hungrily. She wouldn’t let him go, and continued to hold him tightly as they kissed. I lost track of time, but sensed that several minutes passed before they started whispering too low for me to make out what they were saying. I sensed it was time to leave. If I stayed any longer, they’d see me with my hand in my boxers, jerking my cock and watching them.

	I retreated into the bathroom again, where it only took a few jerks before I spurted into the toilet. As I caught my breath, I felt another wave of disgust sweep over me for enjoying that as much as I had. Again. Twice in one night, I’d masturbated to the sight of my wife with another man. My desire and lust satisfied, I felt those heady emotions disappear.

	The emotional high was replaced again by an emotional low that felt equally as powerful. The jagged highs and lows I’d felt tonight were exhausting, and I walked back into the bedroom feeling spent and miserable…sexually satisfied, but drifting in a pool of humiliation.

	Fatigue finally came to claim me. I slipped under the covers, and drifted off to the memory of Nicole moaning and begging for more cock.

	 


Chapter Thirteen

	 

	The urgent need to piss competed with the pounding in my head in a battle to wake me up. The fierce competition ended in a tie, and found me flopping out of bed and stumbling towards the bathroom. The sky was just starting to lighten, and one glance at the clock revealed I’d only gotten a few hours of sleep. I also noticed that I was still alone in the bed. Nicole hadn’t come to join me like she promised. I wondered if there were going to be more broken promises in our future.

	Still half-drunk, and still filled with sleep, I staggered into the bathroom and relieved myself. I took two more aspirin and drank some water before I crept down towards the master bedroom. Nicole’s voice, specifically her moans and cries, reached me before I got close to the door. They were hot and urgent, but sounded low, almost muffled.

	Morning sex.

	I peeked into the bedroom again, and saw Collin taking her doggy-style. His broad back tapered to a muscular ass that hammered into my wife with machine-like precision. The muscles in his arms rippled under his skin as he held her hips tightly. She’d clearly adjusted to his size, and now took all of his cock without any difficulty. The reason Nicole’s moans were so low became immediately apparent, because she had her face buried into a pillow. She was actually moaning loudly, almost screaming, but the pillow muffled her moans.

	A long groan full of primal lust and release filled the air. He gave a strong final thrust, and held her hips tightly against him. His balls moved up and down as his cum flooded her pussy. Nicole purred on the pillow, breathing heavily, and pushing back against him. His hold on her hips loosened eventually, and I moved back out of the doorway, but stayed right outside their room.

	“I love your cock.” Her voice broke the silence. “I hope we didn’t wake up Nick, but it’s hard to control myself with you.”

	His laugh followed her voice, and I heard the bed squeak. “What, you don’t moan like that with Nick?” he asked. “I’ll bet you don’t beg for more of his cock, do you?”

	She responded with a whisper, and whatever she said made him snort. She continued to whisper, and they both chuckled together. Feeling even worse, I went back to the bedroom. In a single night, I’d gone from husband to the butt of a joke. I felt humiliated, belittled, and betrayed by both of them.

	Despite my hurt feelings, the sight of them fucking had a predicable effect on me. Collin fucking her doggy-style flashed through my head, and I made a quick detour into the bathroom. I jerked off again, spurting my essence into the pearly white porcelain goddess. A sterile process, it took less than two minutes. My stamina sucked. I slipped back into bed feeling even worse, and laid there staring at the ceiling, hoping my wife would show up.

	She didn’t.

	The sun had risen fully when I woke again, and I could hear voices in the other room. Anger filled me first as I dressed in the same clothes from last night. I’d known Nicole would sleep with him, but I wasn’t prepared to be ignored and marginalized. She should have come to bed with me at some point last night. I moved towards the door, and eavesdropped on their conversation. I half-expected them to be making fun of me again.

	I heard my wife’s voice first. “How do you like your coffee?”

	“Black and strong, of course,” he chuckled.

	“You’re so bad,” she giggled. “That’s how I take my men, silly.”

	“Men? I’m not the only one?”

	“Stop it,” she chided him. “You’re the only black man in my life.”

	“I’m kidding. A little cream, two sugars is fine. Thank you.”

	I peeked around the corner. He sat at the table in pajama pants and a t-shirt. She put his coffee in front of him, kissed his cheek, and then sat next to him. She wore a shirt that could only be his; she’d rolled the sleeves up, and buttoned a few of the buttons. It fit like a loose dress, falling almost to her knees. A strong pang of jealousy hit me, because she looked great. Inviting and sexy. She’d freshened up, and possessed that gorgeous “morning-after” look. So beautiful it hurt.

	She sipped her coffee, and peered at him from above the rim of her cup. They sat in silence, just staring at one another for several moments. I got the sense both of them were trying to read the other person’s thoughts. Finally, she looked down and took a breath, obviously preparing herself to discuss something serious. I knew the signs. When she met his eyes again, a resolved expression had appeared on her face.

	“Collin, I had a great night last night. I want you to know that before anything else is said. You’re a great guy, and you’ve been very generous with me and my husband.” She reached across the table, and took his hand. “So thank you.”

	“But?” He looked at her steadily. “Sounds like there’s a ‘but’ coming.”

	“Not at all.” She shook her head and smiled. “No but’s. I’m sincere. I had a great time, and I wouldn’t take anything back. Nothing. I just don’t know where we go from here. I’d like to hear your thoughts now, before Nick gets up. I think it will be easier that way.”

	She leaned back and took another sip of her coffee.

	“Fair enough,” he said with a smile. “I like you. That much is obvious, right? I had a great time last night, too, and I want to see you again. It’s that simple. I like Nick, I know you’re married, and I’m not trying to come between you two, but I want to see you again.”

	“I want to see you again, too. Nick and I have talked about me having a boyfriend, but we’ve never done this before. We don’t know how this will work, or if it’s even possible, but I’d like to try with you.”

	He sipped his coffee, and nodded. “I’ve had friends that had relationships with white couples before, so I know about the lifestyle.”

	“Lifestyle?” she asked with a question on her face. “We’re not swingers, Collin.”

	“No,” he laughed, and shook his head. “I know you’re not swingers. This type of relationship or lifestyle.” He paused, and used his fingers to mimic quotations around the word ‘lifestyle.’ “This type of relationship is more common than you realize, particularly within the black community. It’s common for a white couple to have a black boyfriend…for the wife. It’s actually called a cuckold or hotwife relationship.”

	“Oh.”

	She looked both relieved and interested as she took another sip of her coffee. I leaned forward, too, because I had to hear more. I was tempted to go into the kitchen, but I suspected I’d get a more unvarnished version by eavesdropping.

	“Yep. I mentioned before that I had a unique clientele in my previous business. Well, they were primarily athletes, mostly black, but I had all races. I became friends with some of my black clients, and they were offered these types of opportunities all the time. A few were long-term relationships, but most were short-term. My clients frequently switched teams and moved around, so long-term relationships were difficult.”

	“Hmmmm, interesting,” she said and gave him a quirky smile over her coffee. “I’m want to learn more, but we probably shouldn’t get too far ahead of Nick.”

	“Makes sense,” he replied with a nod. “How do you suppose your husband is going to react to last night?”

	“I’m not sure. This is new to both of us.”

	She stood, and he moved his chair back so she could sit down on his lap. Her arms settled around his neck, and she studied him for a moment. “I’m glad you’re so accepting of this situation. It really helps, but I need to get something off my chest.”

	“Uh-oh,” he said with a smile. “Something more?”

	“Please just hear me out, okay?” He nodded, and she took a breath. “You were amazing last night, and I really hope we can continue to see each other.”

	“I think we covered this already.”

	“Shush.” She swatted his chest, and put a finger over his lips. “I love my husband and my family, and they are my first priority. I want to be clear about that from the start, because I think you deserve to know what I’m thinking and how I feel.” She paused and leaned forward slightly. “I will never leave Nick.”

	A shout of pure joy almost exploded from me, and I danced back, pumping the air with my fist. Whatever anger I’d felt before disappeared in an instant, replaced with purely distilled happiness. My wife is a stud! I’d married an amazing woman, and she still loved me! She still loved me! After last night, I was seriously worried about where I stood, but now after hearing her, I couldn’t feel more secure about our marriage.

	I crept back to the doorway.

	“That’s fine.” He squeezed her hands. “Actually, it’s great, and I’m relieved to hear it. Family should come first. As I mentioned before, I’m not looking to break you two up, and I’m not interested in playing the field. So I think this relationship fits for all of us, and as long as we keep open lines of communication, we should be fine.”

	She smiled, and kissed him again. Her hips wiggled a certain way on his lap, and I could tell she was being turned on again. If I waited any longer, they’d probably descend back into sex, so I cleared my throat and walked out of the bedroom.

	Nicole stood and ran towards me, wrapping me in her arms when we collided. She held me tight. Her shoulders shook, her breathing grew labored, and I realized she was crying. I glanced over at Collin for help, but he had a confused look on his face, too. Left with no other option, I held her, and whispered that I loved her. She finally kissed my cheek and pulled back, her eyes brimming with tears.

	“Hey, what’s wrong, honey? Are you okay?”

	She nodded, and wiped her eyes. “I just love you, and I had an amazing night last night. I wouldn’t have been able to do that without a great husband who I love very much.” She laughed and cried at the same time, but managed to continue, “I’m crying because I’m happy.”

	Collin and I both laughed. I hugged her again, before we both walked over to the table. Nicole insisted on getting me a cup of coffee while I took a seat. She kissed my cheek again before sitting down in between Collin and me. Silence followed as we all looked at each other. A few seconds passed; then we all started talking at once, stopped, and then laughed at our nervousness together. That really broke the tension.

	Feeling better about my marriage, I decided to lead off. “So did you two kids have fun last night? From the way you’re smiling, I’m thinking you did; both of you look guilty of something.”

	I had a strategy. If I kept the focus on them, I hoped they wouldn’t think to ask me anything. I wasn’t ready to tell them I had watched them fuck. Candidly, I wasn’t sure how I felt about it myself. The whole jerking off in the bathroom thing was going to stay between the great white porcelain goddess and me. And she wasn’t talking.

	They shared a meaningful glance before Nicole responded. “Yes.” She placed her hand on his. “Last night was wonderful.”

	A hot surge of jealously burned in me as he squeezed her hand. At the same time, I felt myself stiffen under the table. I shifted a bit in my seat, and a sense of frustration filled me, because just seeing them hold hands now excited me.

	How do I stop this train?

	“That’s right, Nick,” Collin replied. His voice sounded confident. “Nicole and I are going to start seeing each other.” He paused, and met my eyes directly “You’ll be okay with that, won’t you?”

	More of a statement than a question, and I knew he wasn’t asking my permission. I glanced at my wife, and she stared back at me without saying anything. She seemed fine with his quasi-question.

	I sipped my coffee, and considered the situation.

	A week ago, I would have told him to go jump in a lake. But a week ago, my wife and I had been a completely different couple. A lot can happen in seven days. Case in point, the last twenty-four hours had changed my perspective on many things, including myself. If Nicole had been the only one getting something from this deal, I might have objected, but after last night it was obvious to me that I enjoyed myself as much as her…maybe more.

	“I’m fine with it, I think,” I began. “Nicole and I talked about her having a boyfriend, but it’s new to us, so I think there’s going to be an adjustment period.” I leaned forward, met his eyes directly, and delivered what I hoped was a clear message. “All of us need to be patient with one another.”

	“Agree,” Nicole said quietly.

	“Good, then it’s settled.” He finished his coffee, and rose. “I’m going to change, and then drive both of you back to your car. I have a meeting this morning, and then I’m free for the rest of the weekend. How about I give you a call later, and we can get together again. Sound good?”

	He spoke to both of us, but I got the sense the invitation was really for my wife. At the same time, I was happy that he had a take-charge approach, because I had no idea what to do next. I sensed Nicole didn’t, either, and if we were going to move forward, someone had to choose the direction.

	“Sounds great,” I replied for both of us.

	I managed to keep my voice level, and Nicole reached over and squeezed my hand. Collin smiled, and gave us a thumbs-up as he moved towards the master bedroom. Then he did an abrupt double-take and looked back at us.

	“Nicole, I thought your clothes were in the bedroom, but they’re over here, and they’re folded.”

	“Folded?”

	“Nick? Did you fold our clothes, buddy?”

	He looked at me steadily, and she followed his gaze. I’m sure I turned a nice shade of red, pink, or even purple. I looked down at my coffee, and I could feel their eyes on me. Words escaped me; I shrugged, and sipped my coffee again. The chances of me saying something stupid dropped significantly if I kept the hole under my nose closed.

	“Well, thanks, buddy.” He rescued me after the longest few seconds of my life. “Nicole, your dress is over here, whenever you’re ready. I’ll get changed, and we can go.”

	He disappeared into the bedroom, and after a final curious glance at me, she walked over and picked up her clothes. A mischievous smile curved her lips as she walked to the bedroom, and she angled her head, motioning for me to follow.

	As soon as I stepped into the bedroom, she pushed me on the bed, and pulled down my boxers. My cock sprang free, already hard from our discussion at the table.

	“Look at you! You’re hard as a rock!” She gently stroked me. “You like me having a boyfriend? Don’t you? It turns you on!”

	I simply nodded, and enjoyed her hands on my cock. My back arched involuntarily as she cupped my balls, and continued to ask me questions. A beautiful, erotic torture.

	“You like the idea of me getting black cock? Of Collin fucking me regularly? He has a huge cock, you know, and it feels soooo good inside me.” She stared into my eyes, watching and gauging me as she stroked my shaft. “Do you want to watch next time?”

	“Yes,” I croaked.

	She cooed at me. “Want to watch him sink his cock all the way inside me?”

	I lost it. My stamina had disappeared somewhere, and I jetted in her hands with a groan. I felt some hit my shirt, but I didn’t care. She continued to stroke my cock, a happy, satisfied smile on her face. The last spasms of my orgasm subsided, and I smiled wryly at her.

	“Wow. You horny little devil. I don’t think that took longer than three minutes!”

	“Yeah,” I replied. My face felt hot, and I glanced down at my flaccid cock. “I guess I was a little turned on.”

	“A little?” she asked rhetorically, and then winced. “Sorry, baby, I should have brought a towel, but you didn’t have much. Be right back.”

	She scooped what little cum she could find into her hands, and went to wash her hands. I pulled up my pants, and re-arranged my shirt. Fortunately, the spot on my shirt wasn’t in an obvious place, so I could wear it home. I suspected my wife knew that I’d masturbated last night, but thankfully, she didn’t say anything. She re-appeared a few minutes later, got dressed, and we left.

	Nicole held his hand the entire trip back to the restaurant.

	 


Chapter Fourteen

	 

	The drive over to pick up our car was quick and quiet. An easy silence hung in the air. None of us really knew what to say, and by mutual consent, decided not to say anything. As he dropped us off, he mentioned again that he would call us later.

	Nicole’s parents had left a voicemail and confirmed that they’d gotten the kids to school, so we were able to head right home. We both jumped into the shower, and took turns washing each other. I got hard almost immediately, and she studied me for a second, a humorous glint in her eye.

	“Wow. Are you taking something?”

	I blushed a bit, and shrugged my shoulders.

	“Honey,” she added with a small wince, “I’m too sore to take you inside, but I’ll still take care of my man.”

	She smiled, knelt down, and took my entire cock in her mouth. As usual, she could fit my entire length into her mouth with no difficulty, and it felt awesome. She excelled at oral sex, and I knew she enjoyed it. I moved my hands to either side of her head, and pushed in and out of her mouth quickly. Visions of the blowjob she’d given Collin passed through my head, and I came almost immediately.

	Despite my previous orgasms, I couldn’t seem to last more than a few minutes. It bothered me, but she didn’t seem to mind. She swallowed, straightened up, and kissed me deeply, thrusting her tongue into my mouth. My eyes widened in surprise, but I found it raw, erotic, and I could tell she’d been aroused, too. When she pulled back, she was breathing heavily.

	“You like the way I suck cock, don’t you, baby? Do you like the way you taste?”

	She was teasing, but there was an edge to her voice, and I nodded and kissed her again. We finished our shower, and she claimed she was too sore for sex, even oral sex, so we took a nap. So much had happened in the last twenty-four hours, we both needed to sleep.

	She dropped off right away, but I struggled to find sleep. As I lay there, staring at the ceiling, I remembered vividly how she had responded to Collin. How she’d moved against him, smiled at him, and seemed to lose herself when they had sex. Exciting, erotic, and addicting. I knew I’d become hooked on watching them. Now that the sex had ended, though, my anxiety took over again, and I worried about how this would affect us.

	My own reaction bothered me, too. The constant never-ending push-pull of emotional highs and lows made sorting out my own emotions almost impossible. It seemed I felt either high on lust, or hungover on humiliation. Finding a happy medium seemed impossible. Lying in bed with only my thoughts as company, I felt embarrassed and humiliated with how many times I’d jerked myself to orgasm. Stamina? What stamina? I’d climaxed so fast, I swear I’d set a record. My wife wasn’t the only one who had lost control.

	Folding their clothes? What the fuck had possessed me to fold their clothes?

	Sleep claimed me before I found an answer.

	I ended up sleeping for about six hours. It felt great. I got dressed, brushed my teeth, and went to check on the girls. It had been an early-release day at school, and they’d ridden the bus home. We were fortunate the bus stop was only four houses away. They’d already made themselves lunch, and were watching TV. My oldest sprawled out over the entire loveseat, a plate on her stomach, and her head propped up with a pillow. My youngest was in the middle of the couch, sitting cross-legged with her plate in her lap. A happy sense of contentment filled me, because…well, just because.

	It’s a parent thing.

	My stomach growled as I moved towards the kitchen, and I threw together a PB&J in record time. I dropped some chips on the plate, and made a beeline for the empty spot on the couch. My youngest looked up at me as I sat down, and I winked at her. She giggled back at me.

	“Watcha watchin’, kiddo?” I asked as I offered her a potato chip.

	She popped it into her mouth with a smile. “Jersey Shore.”

	“What?”

	I dropped my sandwich and lunged for the remote. I almost got it, but my oldest kid was quicker.

	“She’s just kidding, Dad! Jeez, you’re so easy.”

	I got the eye-roll from my oldest as she settled back. She’s a great kid, but she suffers from excessive sarcasm, and I’m sure it’s a chronic long-term condition. My youngest dissolved into a fit of giggles next to me.

	“Aha. You two are ganging up on me again. I’m on to you now!” I smiled to myself as I enjoyed the moment. My hangover had finally passed, and I felt much better. “So what do you two want to do for the rest of the day? Mom and I have the day off, and the sky’s the limit.”

	“Arcade!”

	“Waterpark!”

	The girls shouted their answers at the same time. I laughed as my youngest stuck her tongue out at her older sister, who responded with her customary eye-roll.

	Nicole walked out of our bedroom with a big smile. “What’s going on out here?”

	The mother side of her personality had appeared. She was dressed normally, and still she looked great. Her shorts were old cut-off jeans she’d had for years, and they showed a lot of leg. Nothing inappropriate, but you couldn’t help noticing she had great legs. A faded t-shirt, a souvenir from our trip to South Padre Island, covered her upper body, and she’d tied it at her waist. It had started its life as a large, but it had shrunk in the wash, and now fit her very nicely. Her hair was still wet, uncombed, and she wasn’t wearing makeup, but she looked gorgeous. In my humble opinion, she looked the best when she got up in the morning, although she thought I was nuts. She returned from the kitchen with a soda, and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

	“We were just trying to plan the rest of our day, babe. The girls suggested either the big arcade place, or the waterpark. What do you think?”

	“Hmmm, tough choice, but I would suggest SeaWorld. It’s Friday, and most folks are going to be at work, even though it’s summertime. There will be smaller crowds and definitely shorter lines, although the girls mostly go to the wave pool.” She took a sip of her soda before continuing with a smile, “Besides, we can go to Dave and Busters tomorrow, and then I can take the girls shopping.”

	The girls erupted with shouts, clapping, and a bunch of laughter. My wife and I both got big hugs from both of the girls. Our daughters assured us we were the best parents ever, right before they rushed off to change. Of course, they left their dishes for Nicole and me to clean up.

	I looked over at my wife. “Ahhhh, kids…they’re a work in progress.”

	In addition to doing most of the cooking, I also did a fair bit of cleaning up, too. What can I say? I’m well-trained. When I finished in the kitchen, I walked into the master bedroom, and heard her phone ring.

	“Hey, handsome!”

	I swear I could hear her smiling. She looked up at me when I walked into the bathroom and mouthed, “It’s Collin.”

	I nodded, and sat on the edge of the bathtub. My heart sped up, and I started to get anxious. My wife grinned widely as she listened.

	“We had a great time too, and we’re fine with what happened. Nothing has changed, I promise,” she assured him.

	“No, no, Nick’s fine, too. Thanks for asking.” She glanced in my direction, and then laughed. “You’re so bad. No. I’m not wearing anything sexy! Plans? Well, we’re headed to the waterpark with the kids this afternoon. We’ll probably be there for a few hours.”

	As she listened, her smile grew even larger, and the familiar burn of anxiousness filled me stomach. Her reaction both scared and excited me. I wondered if this was my future, a constant emotional metronome, swinging back and forth between lust and worry.

	Her voice brought me back to reality. “Dinner?”

	Nicole looked over at me, and I shrugged. We didn’t have dinner plans.

	“We’re free for dinner. Can we make it a bit later, though, so we can get the kids fed and situated for the night?” She nodded at his response. “Okay, sounds good. Text us the restaurant location and time, and we’ll meet you there.” She laughed again, and lowered her voice. “Well, what do you want me to wear? I see. Well, let me see if I have anything like that.”

	Nicole blushed as she moved past me and stepped into our closet. Her nipples were hard and plainly visible through her thin t-shirt. I didn’t want to hover over her, so I went back into the bedroom.

	I flicked on the TV, and flopped down on the bed. I couldn’t tell you what was playing. Sure, I was looking at the TV, and some sort of cooking show was on, but I wasn’t seeing it. My mind stayed with my wife, and I could hear the clothes hangers moving back and forth. She would describe an outfit for him, and then move on to the next one. Occasionally, it seemed like she would move back to a previous outfit, and describe it again for him.

	The thought of her dressing specifically for him excited the hell out of me, and my body reacted with enthusiasm. I just knew there would be a satisfied look his face when he saw her tonight. He’d picked her clothes, and he’d picked the restaurant. I might as well have been the chauffeur.

	I took a deep breath and tried to focus on whatever cooking show was on TV. I failed miserably.

	Why did this turn me on so much? This boyfriend/relationship thing was for my wife. It was a way for her to get the kind of sexual satisfaction she wasn’t getting from me. Spice up our marriage. That was supposed to be the end of it. Sure, I expected to benefit from some sexy stories and a happier wife, but that’s where it should have stopped. I hadn’t expected to be aroused by her having a boyfriend. I definitely wasn’t supposed to jack off several times after watching them.

	Disgust and humiliation washed through me again as memories of the previous night flashed through my head. I’d actually run into the bathroom to cum in a toilet, just like a teenage boy who discovered his dad’s stash of porn.

	Was I a voyeur? Moreover, what the heck was a cuckold? Or a hotwife relationship?

	 


Chapter Fifteen

	 

	“Hey! Earth to Nick!”

	Nicole’s voice penetrated my thoughts, and I looked over at her, desperately trying to look relaxed.

	“I’ve been calling your name for the last few minutes. You okay?”

	“Sorry, babe, I was just getting into this cooking show.”

	“Yeah, right.” Her tone made it obvious she wasn’t buying my explanation. “I’d believe you, honey, except that’s not a cooking show. It’s an infomercial for a blender!”

	“Uhhh, right. Well, it’s a pretty cool blender, babe.”

	Busted!

	My wife is many things, but stupid isn’t one of them. She studied me for a second before walking over to close the bedroom door. Then she came back, and sat next to me on the bed.

	“Baby, I know this thing with Collin has to be hard on you. I love you…you know that, right?” I nodded, and she continued, “I want us to be open and honest with each other about our feelings. Will you promise to tell me if something bothers you, or even excites you, about me being with Collin?”

	“Sure,” I replied weakly, and mentally willed my face to be less hot.

	“Nick, I love you. I love our family and the life we’ve built together. I don’t want to lose that…ever. So please communicate with me. No secrets?”

	“No secrets,” I agreed.

	“Good.” She kissed my cheek. “And I want you to know that’s fine with me if you get aroused by my relationship with Collin. It’s completely okay.”

	My wife hadn’t been fooled. She knew, or at least suspected, that I found her new relationship with Collin exciting. She leaned in and kissed my mouth, softly but firmly. I smiled at her when she pulled back. It was awesome to hear those words from her. I needed to hear them. It may sound weak, but I needed this reassurance from my wife. I think she knew that, too. She slid her hand under me, cupped my groin, and smiled.

	“I’ll take care of this later. Right now, we have to get going.”

	We got everything and everyone packed, and took off for SeaWorld. As soon as we got inside the gates, we headed straight for the huge swimming pool that created artificial waves. There were waterslides nearby, and the girls alternated between the pool and slides while Nicole and I relaxed on the lounge chairs.

	Every so often, she would get hot and wade into the pool to cool off. The guys around her would try to be discrete, but their heads always swiveled to watch her. She wasn’t even wearing a skimpy bathing suit, just her normal two-piece suit that wasn’t racy or suggestive. She was just gorgeous, and had a great body. Simple.

	We’d been there about an hour when I left to get some soft drinks. Nicole took that opportunity to cool off in the pool again. Our girls were enjoying the water slides, and they were in line again for probably the fiftieth time. All was right with the world.

	When I got back, I noticed my wife talking with three guys. All of them very fit and wore short haircuts, so I figured they were probably military. San Antonio had several military installations, so it wasn’t a stretch. They were all laughing as the waves crashed into them. One of the guys was black, and he managed to stay closest to her despite the waves. Even from a distance, I could see her eyes move over his body in between waves. She tried to be discrete, but I could tell she liked his body. They talked for a bit longer, and then she headed back to our chairs. The black guy said something to her as she was leaving, but she just smiled and shook her head. He was clearly disappointed, but shrugged and went back to his friends. She made it back, and started drying her hair.

	“Hey, babe, did you make some new friends out there?”

	“No. Those guys just got stationed in this area, and they’re just checking out the water park.” She put her towel back on the chair, and sat down. “They asked out the area, and where they could find some single women.”

	“Uh huh, I thought you might be interviewing another boyfriend out there. You and that black gentleman seemed to hit it off.”

	She smiled at me, and despite her sunglasses, I knew she had a sheepish, almost guilty look on her face. “He was very muscular.” She drew the word ‘muscular’ out, so that it was almost three words. “I liked the way the water glistened on his body, and once his swimming suit got wet, I noticed he had a nice, ummm…package.”

	We both laughed.

	“Glistened?” I shook my head. “You are terrible, just terrible.”

	She stuck her tongue out at me. Great communicator, my wife.

	We stayed at the waterpark for a few more hours. It was more than enough time for the girls to get good and tired. We stopped at McDonalds, or Micky-D’s as we call it, and grabbed dinner to go. Once we got home, I arranged for a sitter, and Nicole confirmed the restaurant with Collin. We had a few hours before we needed to meet him, so of course my wife ran to the mall. She had her black belt in shopping, so I was confident she would be back in time.

	The girls finished dinner, and disappeared into our game room to watch a movie. They’d played all afternoon in the water, and just stuffed themselves with fast food. They’d be fast asleep within a few hours; the sitter wouldn’t have to do a thing tonight. Nicole had planned to be back in two hours, and the sitter was coming over at the same time, so I had a bit of time to myself.

	Believe me, that doesn’t happen often.

	My personality tends toward analysis, and I find myself retreating to books or online research whenever I run up against a new situation. With a little time to kill, I took the opportunity to do some research. In today’s world, that means starting with the internet, and I searched for the terms “hotwife” and “cuckold.”

	The results were surprising.

	First, the search returned a ton of porn. No surprise; I expected that result. Porn aside, I found a ton of useful information for this type of relationship. It was definitely more common than I’d imagined, and there were a lot of different variations. With my limited time, I picked a site that looked the most promising.

	The website was devoted exclusively to cuckold/hotwife marriages, which was no surprise, because the website name was Cuckold Marriage. It did a great job of explaining this type of marriage from every perspective: the wife, boyfriend, and most importantly for me, the husband. It even had a frequently asked questions page, and a forum for general conversation. While there were provocative pictures, it wasn’t a straight-up porn site. The pictures illustrated a perspective or to make a specific point.

	I was captivated.

	The site had everything. Information was informative, and presented in a serious fashion. It answered most of my questions, and provided foundational information that helped me understand the challenges this type of relationship presented. My emotional rollercoaster wasn’t unusual, and my reactions were common for men in my situation. Whether that made me an actual cuckold husband or not, I didn’t know, but I felt better nonetheless.

	I hadn’t realized how much time had passed until I heard Nicole come through the front door loaded down with packages. She had made it to her usual stores, and clearly found something on sale. She always managed to find something on sale, although “sale” meant she could buy just about anything as long as she didn’t pay full price. I wasn’t kidding about the black belt in shopping. I also made a mental note to make more room in our closet.

	I shut down the computer, and met her in the master bathroom. She was already changing for dinner, and looked up at me in surprise. “You haven’t showered yet? You better get going, or we’re going to be late. Hurry now.”

	I took a quick shower, dressed, and stopped when I stepped out of the closet. Nicole was putting the final touches on her makeup, and leaning forward against her vanity. Her amazing ass stuck out a bit as she leaned even further forward to finish her mascara. She had on thigh-high stockings again, and thong panties. Actually, they were more like floss panties, but they looked great on her ass. She wore a matching sheer bra.

	I gave a low whistle. “Wow, someone stopped by the lingerie store.”

	She looked at me in the mirror, and a little smile played across her lips. “Thanks, baby. Do you think Collin will like it?”

	“Uh, is he going to be seeing it tonight?”

	“Maybe, we’ll see how the night goes. He is my boyfriend, after all. Right, honey?”

	“Yeah,” I replied slowly. “I guess he is.”

	She caught my eye and cocked her head. “What?”

	“I don’t know,” I replied. “I just wonder if we’re moving too fast.”

	“I seem to remember someone getting turned on by our new situation.”

	“Just because I get turned on doesn’t mean it’s a good thing,” I suggested with a wry smile. “A hard cock doesn’t exactly lend itself to good decision making.”

	She laughed, and nodded her head. “That’s for sure.” She put down whatever makeup tool she’d been using, and turned around. Her bra and panties looked even better from the front. “So what are you saying?”

	“I’m not sure myself,” I replied with a shrug. “It just feels like we’re moving at light-speed, and I’m still trying to deal with everything. On one hand, I’m excited, and on the other, I’m scared. I guess I didn’t expect to feel so conflicted.”

	“I see. Well, do you want to cancel on Collin?”

	“Would you?”

	She met my eyes. “Yes. In a heartbeat, if I felt it would hurt our marriage.”

	“But you don’t think it will,” I finished for her.

	“No. I don’t.” She came over, and put her hand on my cheek. “This is scary and exciting because it’s new. I think we should continue on this road for a while.”

	“Promise me you’ll say something if you think we’re getting in too deep.”

	She smiled patiently at me. “I promise.”

	“Thanks, babe. I hope he realizes how lucky he is to have you as a girlfriend.”

	“I’m certain he does, but we can talk about it more tonight at dinner,” she said, tapping her watch. “I’m almost done. Will you check on the girls and the sitter? Thanks.”

	The sitter had arrived, and was sitting in our game room with the girls. They’d broken open a few tubs of ice cream, and were lying around the TV on the carpet. I let them know we were leaving, and to call us if anything came up. I got a hug and kiss on the cheek from my youngest; my oldest told me to have a good time with Mom. I mentioned we might not be home until the next day, and the sitter said that was fine. She lived in our neighborhood—just down the street, in fact—and she was like a member of the family.

	When we reached the restaurant, I left the keys with the valet and helped Nicole out of the car. She was wearing a new dress, and while I don’t understand women’s fashions, it looked great. A dark shade of red, almost maroon, and strapless, it hugged her curves nicely and ended at mid-thigh. Horizontal seams ran through the fabric and, well, it looked fantastic. Just the right balance between classy and sexy.

	 


Chapter Sixteen

	 

	We saw Collin right away when we entered the restaurant. He was looking at his phone as he waited, while the hostess stood behind her podium, drooling over him and unsuccessfully trying to catch his eye. He looked up as we entered, and his eyes lit up. He offered me a friendly nod, but focused his attention on Nicole and wrapped her in a hug. A lingering kiss followed, and I glanced around the restaurant, waiting for them to finish their greeting. They finally broke apart, and he shook my hand and nodded to the hostess. She looked confused, which we all ignored, and started gathering menus.

	Always the smooth operator, he’d apparently reserved a private booth for us, so we didn’t have anyone next to us. Once we situated ourselves, with Nicole in between Collin and me, we ordered drinks. I stuck with soda, but she had wine, and he ordered bourbon. We made small talk until our appetizers arrived, and the waiter disappeared. A bit of nervous tension hovered over us. and for a minute no one spoke.

	“Wow,” he said lightly. “Look at how vertical the walls are!”

	We all laughed, and the tension finally broke. Nicole started the conversation. “It’s silly, but I feel a bit like a teenager on her first date.”

	“Me too,” he replied. “Well, I’ll start and you guys just jump in at any time.” Nicole and I nodded. “First things first, I had a great time with both of you last night and this morning. I wasn’t expecting us to go as far as we did, but I don’t regret it.” He met my eyes, and winced slightly. “Nick, I probably shouldn’t have suggested that Scotch, but I thought you’d enjoy it.”

	I chuckled, and held up my soda. “It was a great Scotch, but I was the one who had too many. No harm done, and it’s not your fault. You did warn me about the Scotch sneaking up on me, so we’re all good.”

	“I’m glad.” He turned to Nicole, and took her hand. “I meant what I said earlier. I want to see you again, and I want to see you often. I know you’re married and I respect that, but you and I are good together, and I want that to continue.”

	“I’d like that very much.” She met my eyes, and I nodded. “Nick and I have talked about it some more, and we want to pursue this with you. You’ll have to be patient, though, because this is new to both of us.”

	“Excellent.” He raised his glass. “A toast, then, to our new relationship. May it last a long time, and be fulfilling for everyone.”

	We clinked our glasses together, and he gently pulled Nicole closer to him. He left his arm around her shoulder, and kissed her gently. I took a sip of my soda, and realized I was going to need something stronger before the night ended. My eyes wandered away from the table while they kissed. The website I’d reviewed earlier said husbands needed to provide space so the wife’s relationship with her boyfriend could develop. I repeated that in my head several times as I studiously kept my eyes away from them.

	When I finally did risk a glance in their direction, they’d stopped kissing, but heat still filled their eyes. Nicole picked up her fork, cut a small portion of the appetizer, and slowly fed it to him. Their eyes locked as she placed the food in his mouth. An extremely intimate gesture, and my body reacted with familiar, unbridled enthusiasm. When he swallowed, she leaned over and kissed him again, another slow, lingering kiss full of unspoken promise.

	It seemed as good a time as any to use the restroom, so I excused myself with a mumble. I needed a break, a chance to catch my breath, and regain some control over my emotions. Fortunately, the restroom was empty, so I splashed some water on my face, and washed my hands. I studied myself in the mirror. My reflection confirmed my feelings; I looked scared, anxious, and excited all at the same time. It was impossible to separate or manage my emotions. They swirled and mixed too thoroughly for me to isolate just one. I threw the paper towels in the trash and headed back to the table.

	They were still sharing the appetizer, feeding each other and exchanging smiles and kisses. She had her arm below the table, and I suspected it was resting on his thigh or something else more interesting. They looked up as I approached, but didn’t move apart, and I sat down and took a sip of my soda.

	“The waitress will be back in a minute to take our orders, Nick, so you might want to decide quickly,” he offered.

	“Thanks, I will.”

	True to his word, the waitress came back a few seconds later. If she noticed a change at the table, she didn’t give any indication. I’d walked through the entrance with Nicole on my arm, but anyone looking would now know she was Collin’s date. She even leaned against him as he talked about his day.

	I was so focused on my wife, I could barely pay attention to his words. She was smiling at him and nodding, but her arm moved rhythmically as she rubbed something under the table. She’d cast me a glance occasionally, but otherwise her attention stayed focused on him.

	When he finished his story, he took a breath and became serious. “There are some things we need to talk about tonight.” He reached into his shirt pocket, pulled out a piece of paper, and passed it to me. “Nick, would you look at that and tell Nicole what it says?”

	I scanned the paper. It was a blood test, performed that day, by a well-known medical laboratory. It gave a profile of Collin’s bloodwork, his cholesterol, blood pressure, etc. A highlighted section caught my eye, titled Drugs/Diseases/Infections. This section listed every type of sexually transmitted disease I’d ever heard of and some I hadn’t, and beside each one was the word “negative.”

	I looked up. “Honey, this is a blood test for Collin. It shows that he’s completely drug and disease-free.”

	She studied him for a moment, and then kissed his cheek. “Thank you, Collin. I know sharing that information couldn’t have been easy. I honestly wasn’t worried, but I’m glad you shared that with us.”

	“It sucks,” he said with a shrug. “But at the same time, it’s the world we live in now. I wanted to make sure we started this relationship off with a strong foundation of trust. I don’t expect either of you to provide the same information. I know you’ve been married for over ten years, and Nicole mentioned she had not been with another man since you two were married. I believe her.”

	We both nodded to confirm what he’d said, and I resolved to order an alcoholic beverage the next time the waitress stopped by. We’d definitely jumped into the deep end of the pool again.

	“The other subject is a bit more awkward, if you can believe it, but we need to discuss it, too. Birth control,” he said flatly. “I should have brought it up earlier, but I got carried away. What are we doing about birth control?”

	I liked that he said “we,” when speaking about birth control. My mind flicked back to the research I’d done. A lot of guys in Collin’s position…the site called them bulls or doms…insisted on fucking wives without protection. A huge sense of relief surged through me, because we weren’t looking to have more children. I assumed that meant wearing condoms.

	“Nicole’s on the pill,” I replied after a long second. “I had a vasectomy after our second child. We hadn’t planned on having any more children, bu…”

	My wife interrupted me. “But I didn’t want to have my tubes tied,” she finished. “I wanted more kids, but we decided that two was enough.”

	“Thank you,” he replied. “I’d prefer not to use condoms, but I will, if you either of you insist.”

	“No,” she said with a smile. “You don’t have to wear a condom.”

	“Good,” he said with a shake of his head. “I’ve had them break on several occasions before.”

	He added that last part without a trace of sarcasm or arrogance. He was simply stating a fact. It was one of those facts ninety-nine percent of guys wished applied to them, myself included.

	I started to reply, but Nicole got there first. She stared at his chest when she began, but she met his eyes as she finished.

	“Condoms aren’t necessary. In fact, I’d prefer it if you didn’t wear one, I liked…” she paused and Collin and I waited for her to finish. She blushed, ducked her head, and tucked her hair behind her ear in an unconscious gesture I’d always found cute. When she continued, it was in a voice just above a whisper. “I liked feeling you finish inside of me.”

	His lips curved into a warm, happy smile before he leaned over and kissed her again. He left his lips next to her ear, and whispered for a long moment. She grinned, and she nudged him with her shoulder.

	“Shush,” she admonished. “You’re so bad.”

	I bit the inside of my lip, and willed my cock to be less hard. Seriously. I’d been hard since I’d used the restroom, and hearing her admission almost made me climax. I hadn’t even touched myself, and I’d almost lost control just from hearing my wife speak those words.

	Ugh, what was wrong with me?

	I’d read somewhere that the brain is the largest sexual organ in the human body. As a guy, I’d always doubted that little gem, but after the last twenty-four hours I’d become a believer.

	 


Chapter Seventeen

	 

	I turned my head away from the heated couple. It’s hard to admit, but I needed another break. The erotic tableau across the table had become too much, and I had my limits. I took a long, deep breath and started counting to ten, then twenty, then… Well you get the point.

	While I was counting and deliberately looking elsewhere, I noticed the server coming back with our dinner. I hazarded a glance at the lovebirds. “Hey, it looks like our dinner is here. I’m starved.”

	They tore away from each other, looked over at me blankly, and then at the oncoming server. She moved away from him a bit, and her hand finally reappeared above the table. The server put our food down, and got us refills for our drinks. We started on the food, and silence took over for a few minutes. I’d never been so happy to have a meal arrive in my life.

	My mind raced as I stuffed my mouth with food. We’d covered a lot of ground in a short time, and I barely tasted what I put in my mouth. Too bad, really, because I’m an amateur chef and the food looked great, but I just couldn’t focus enough to enjoy it. Instead of slowing down, our new relationship with Collin had sped up, and Nicole seemed fine with it. Not only fine…she seemed ready and willing to go even faster.

	Why was I surprised? She’d been fine with everything so far. I was the one struggling to catch up. It was clear to me this relationship was going to continue. While that was hugely exciting, I was more than a little scared. My wife of sixteen years and mother of our two kids had fallen for Collin. I couldn’t tell if it was simple infatuation, or the prelude to something entirely different and more serious.

	I glanced over at them as I ate. They were trying each other’s food, and feeding each other…again. No words passed between them, but based on the heat in their eyes, a lot of communication was taking place!

	I cleared my throat once, twice, and by the third time, they finally broke eye contact to look over at me. “I thought we should talk about one other subject.” I paused, and stared squarely at my wife. “Our kids. How this is going to work with them?”

	She nodded, and put her fork down. “You’re right, honey.”

	“Good point, Nick,” he offered. “Do you or Nicole have any thoughts or suggestions?”

	“I think we should keep this relationship separate from them, at least for the time being. Let’s see how this progresses, and then evaluate when, if, or how, we introduce you to our kids. How does that sound?”

	Collin nodded, glanced at Nicole in time to see her nod, and then responded. “I see your point, and I don’t want to intrude or cause any issues with your family. As I mentioned, I respect your marriage, and that includes your children. I’d certainly like to meet them someday, but we can proceed at your pace.”

	It was exactly the comment I’d hoped for.

	“Good,” I replied. “I’m glad you understand.”

	“I do,” he said and took a sip of wine before he continued, “I’d like to meet your kids, and if you want, you can introduce me as a friend from work. While I’m at your home or out with your family, Nicole and I will act as though we’re simply friends. I want you know I would never act inappropriately around your children. I have a son myself.”

	“Excellent. Thank you.”

	I was relieved, and I saw the same expression on Nicole’s face. We were both super-protective of the girls. While it may seem odd given the relationship we’d started, we were still parents, and the girls were entirely too young to understand this situation. My wife shot me a look that showed she’d been thinking the same thing. We’d been married long enough that sometimes words weren’t necessary.

	“Okay, it’s getting pretty heavy at this table. It’s time to lighten things up a bit. C’mon, it’s a Friday night, for crying out loud.” He motioned at us. “You two have a baby sitter. and it’s not a school night. Let’s go have some fun.”

	“Great idea!” I nodded, and smiled. “What did you have in mind?”

	“Do you play pool?”

	Nicole laughed abruptly and actually snorted a little bit, and then blushed and covered her mouth. I smiled at her while Collin looked confused.

	“What?”

	“Not only do I play, but I will whip your ass!”

	“Famous last words, buddy. Let’s get out of here.”

	The server came by with the check, which I snatched before Collin could grab it. I wasn’t going to let him continue to pay for everything. He might be fucking my wife, but I could at least pick up the check before I kicked his ass around the pool table.

	As we were leaving, he nudged me on the shoulder. “Nick, I hope you’re still a little hungry.”

	“What…why?”

	“Because I’m going to make you eat those bold words.”

	We both laughed, and Nicole looked at us as if we were crazy. “Men.”

	He’d left his SUV with the valet, too, and we stood talking while we waited for our cars. I guess he’d reached a point in life where he didn’t need to park his own car anymore. I didn’t begrudge him his success, not at all; truthfully, I envied him a bit. I came from humble beginnings, and while Nicole and I had done well, we were firmly middle class. Despite his obvious wealth, however, he didn’t wear it on his sleeve.

	Collin and I had started talking a little smack to each other, and I couldn’t help laughing at his responses. I suspected he could make friends with anyone, even the devil himself. Nicole just watched us and smiled, shaking her head occasionally at the two men who’d started acting like boys. She’d wrapped her arm around his, and was leaning into him a bit. It looked completely natural, and they looked good together.

	The valet finally delivered his vehicle and he opened the door for Nicole. “Nicole’s going to ride with me, Nick. She knows where we’re going, so just follow us.”

	It was a statement, and once again, his voice carried a note of authority. I stood quietly as he opened the door for her, and watched as her dress rode up her thigh as she entered his vehicle. He noticed where my eyes had landed, and he winked at me as he closed the door. A second later, they’d left, and I found myself standing alone at the valet station.

	“Sir, your car will be here momentarily,” the valet attendant said with a curious look.

	I nodded, and did my best to ignore his expression. He’d seen Nicole arrive with me, and now he’d seen her leave with Collin. Weird looks…I suspected I’d have to get used to them.

	As I left the parking lot, I might have squealed the tires as I drove away. Collin hadn’t waited for me, and I’d lost sight of his SUV. I prayed quietly that they headed towards the billiards bar. If they decided to take a detour, or head somewhere else, I was shit out of luck.

	 


Chapter Eighteen

	 

	Thank goodness for traffic lights, because I found them after only two of them. My car slid in behind them while we waited at a stoplight. My mouth dropped open when Nicole leaned over and kissed him. A long, passionate kiss. I suspected it had been building all through dinner. The light changed, but they sat there for most of the green light. I considered honking at them, but I didn’t want to risk my wife’s wrath, so I tucked my tail between my legs and waited.

	Don’t judge me! Discretion is the better part of valor. Or something.

	The billiards place was, simply put…cool. Big screen TV’s, lots of pool tables, and a sweet bar setup made it one of the most popular places in San Antonio. Upscale and without the normal chain smokers and wannabe biker/gangsters that seemed to haunt pool halls. Darts too, did I mention darts? Well, the darts were in in the middle between the big screens and the pool tables. A small dance floor sat next to the big screens. The wait staff might be hot, too, but don’t quote me on that part. Well, okay, the wait staff is smoking hot, and you can quote me.

	We were halfway there, with only about 10 minutes left of driving, when it happened. We went past another intersection, and the streetlights illuminated Collin’s SUV for a few seconds. It was enough. Nicole unbuckled her seat belt and leaned over, placing her head in Collin’s lap. He moved his arm so that it appeared to rest on the back of her head. From my vantage point, I couldn’t see very well, but I didn’t need to be in the vehicle to know what my wife was doing.

	He reduced his speed, and I followed suit. I guess he didn’t want to be pulled over for getting a blowjob while driving, or maybe he wanted me to know what was going on. Either way, I was rock-hard, and rubbed myself as I drove behind them. Erotic and humiliating at the same time…those two emotions tag-teamed in my head, and became good friends in the process. I wasn’t sure when, but at some point over the last twenty-four hours, I’d become a serial masturbator. I carefully scanned the area around me, because I damn-sure didn’t want to be pulled over for yanking on my Johnson.

	We finally arrived at the bar. Collin managed to pull into a parking spot without any difficulty. It was pretty far from the entrance, and had cars on either side, so I couldn’t park next to them. I found a spot several rows away with a shitty view of his SUV. My rearview mirror was the only option for watching, and it sucked. All I could see was some slight movements, but despite my poor viewing angle, I stroked myself as I watched.

	It didn’t take long before he tilted his head back. Like I said, my wife is good at sucking cock. For almost a minute, nothing moved in the SUV. He finally looked down and I could see his shoulders shake a bit with what looked like laughter. My wife finally reappeared and glanced around, smiling and wiping her mouth. Whether she was looking for me or just trying to see if anyone had seen them, I couldn’t tell. It didn’t matter; her smile made it clear she’d enjoyed herself. He said something to her, and she lightly punched him in the shoulder before checking her makeup in the mirror.

	He continued speaking to her, and when she finished reapplying her lipstick, she glanced over and shook her head. He leaned over and said something else, and she shook her head again. It looked like she was going to get out of the car, but he put his hand on her arm, and I got the sense he’d said ‘please.’ She studied him for a second, and then lifted her hips a bit and then leaned forward. Just then, a group of people walked between my car and Collin’s SUV, blocking my view. When they passed, I noticed Collin and Nicole walking into the bar. Nicole walked with her arm inside Collin’s.

	I should have joined them. I should have gotten out of the car, met them in the parking lot, and walked into the bar together.

	I didn’t. I couldn’t.

	Instead, I sat in the car and watched as they walked inside. Once again, I’d become a spectator enjoying the show. The scene in Collin’s vehicle had been too erotic for me, and I couldn’t wait any longer. My head swiveled around the car quickly before I snatched the box of tissues we normally kept handy. I grabbed a handful, scanned the area around our car again, and pulled out my cock. I’d been stroking it through my slacks, but I needed more. Excitement roared through me, and within a few strokes, I felt myself spurt. My groan filled the car as the sharp, sweet release of an orgasm washed through me. So intense was my orgasm that I gasped and gulped air, shuddering slightly as the powerful orgasm slowly dissipated.

	I didn’t care that I had just cum in a handful of tissues…in a car by myself…in the parking lot of a bar. It didn’t matter. I had been so close to it earlier, I desperately needed relief.

	I took a few moments to catch my breath, and when I finally felt more in control, I zipped up my pants. I wadded up the tissues, exited our car, and headed inside. The tissues were dropped in a trashcan sitting outside the entrance.

	After a kid checked my identification, I went immediately to the bar, sat down, and ordered a drink. When it arrived, I gulped it down, ignored the bartender’s raised eyebrows, and ordered another one. He delivered the next one, and waited with a mildly humorous expression to see if I would gulp this one. I sipped it instead, and slid him a twenty-dollar bill.

	The bourbon helped. The sting of it sliding down my throat got me out of my head and back into my surroundings. I took a deep breath, and went to the restroom to wash my hands. When I left, I noticed the place was really hopping tonight. Bodies crowded everywhere, a smoky haze filled the air, and the music made it virtually impossible to speak. A crackling energy seemed to infect everyone as I walked through the bodies.

	It took me a while, but I finally located them. They’d secured a table in a far corner, and Collin was racking the balls while Nicole sat a small table and sipped a drink.

	Her eyes lingered on him as he worked at the pool table. He had his back to her, and as she sipped her drink, her eyes moved slowly from his broad shoulders down to his narrow waist. A hungry expression. I’d seen it before, but it had been a while since I’d seen it. Whether he knew it or not, he was definitely on her menu!

	She finally realized she’d been staring, and jerked her gaze away from him and started scanning the bar. It was so crowded, I knew she would have a hard time picking me out of the crowd, so I stayed where I was and continued to watch them.

	He finished at the pool table, and joined her. They talked for a few seconds before he kissed her cheek, and whispered something into her ear. She flashed him a wanton smile, pulled him closer, and kissed him firmly on the lips. Hot, urgent, and brief. She whispered something back to him, and he started looking around the bar.

	I’d seen enough, and finally got my feet moving. They saw me after a few steps, and he waved me over. She offered me a slightly-guilty smile and a wink. I shook Collin’s hand as I joined them, and put my drink on the table.

	“Sorry I’m late, guys. I caught a red light on my way over here.”

	Okay, I lied, but I didn’t want to tell them I watched her go down on him and then jerked off in the car. I was embarrassed enough.

	“No problem, buddy Ready to back up those bold words?”

	“You bet. I’m about to open a fresh can of whoop-ass! You want to break?”

	He chuckled, took a sip of his drink, and shook his head. “Oh no, you break. I don’t want to hear any excuses later.”

	I smiled confidently as I walked over and selected a house cue stick. Grabbing the cue ball, I moved it to the top of the pool table, and chalked my cue stick. I’d grown up playing pool, and I was looking forward to showing off a bit. Collin was so smooth and polished, I wanted to beat him at something, to win…convincingly.

	I glanced at him before I broke. “Remember, there is no crying at the pool table.”

	“Whatever. Just break, dude, so I can kick your ass.”

	My stroke connected dead center with the cue ball. Perfect. The balls exploded all over the table, a frantic blend of colors shot everywhere, and three balls dropped into various pockets. I picked stripes, and smiled as I surveyed the table. Several of my balls sat near pockets already, and the eight ball had ended up near a corner pocket. Too easy, I told myself. I picked my first shot, leaned over the table and took aim.

	I ran the table in three minutes. Collin didn’t get a shot. When I stepped back from the table, I blew on the cue tip as if it was smoking!

	Yeah baby! Nick is in the house!

	My wife rolled her eyes, but smiled at me, and I could tell she was proud of my performance. Collin shook his head, and then laughed, too. A new look of respect glinted in his eyes, and I gave him a confident wink. He moved around the table, gathering the balls to rack them again.

	The waitress stopped by, and I ordered another drink. While Collin re-racked the balls, I wandered over to Nicole, and nudged her with my hip. She winked at me, and patted my back.

	“Great job, baby.”

	“Thanks. Felt good.”

	He took his time racking the balls again, and when he joined us at the table, our waitress had delivered my third glass of bourbon. Nicole didn’t play pool, but still enjoyed watching. She smiled up at him as he approached, and he leaned down and kissed her without saying a word. Right in front of me. I felt my concentration and confidence dribble out my ears. The kiss continued long enough for my wife to blush and put her hand on his chest. When the kiss finally ended, he straightened, met my eyes, and smiled.

	“Before we start this next game, Nick, I have something for you.”

	“Oh yeah, what’s that?”

	He reached into his slacks and pulled something out. He kept it bunched up, and his hands formed a loose fist. A speck of red flashed in between his fingers. I held out my hand, and he opened his fingers.

	A small mound of satin cloth dropped into my palm, and I recognized the soft, crumpled fabric.

	My wife’s panties. I couldn’t breathe.

	 


Chapter Nineteen

	 

	That’s what she’d been doing right before getting out of his SUV, taking off her panties. My eyes locked on the sheer fabric and I felt myself stiffen again. My heart started racing again, and I drew in a ragged breath. Her panties were still moist, and I remembered how good they’d looked on her.

	I don’t know how much time passed, but he had to clear his throat a few times before I crashed back to reality. Our eyes met, and he smiled at me…not in a malicious or derisive way, but almost friendly and understanding. As if he’d guessed right about something, and was glad he’d drawn the right conclusion.

	I glanced at Nicole. She was looking at me intently, gauging my reaction. Her eyes dropped to my crotch, and she smiled as she saw the tent forming below my waist. Still unable to form words, I stuffed the panties in my pocket. My face felt like it was on fire, and I lurched over to Nicole and grabbed my drink. The glass was more than halfway full of bourbon, but I downed it like a shot of tequila.

	My face must have had a desperate expression because she reached over, and I felt her soft, cool skin on mine. “It’s okay, honey. Collin thought you’d enjoy it if I took my panties off for him. I’ll put them back on if that makes you more comfortable.”

	I took a deep breath, and put my glass down. “No. I’m good,” I replied, facing her. She gave me a skeptical look, and I raised my hands. “Really, I’m fine, honey. I was just surprised, that’s all. I actually think it’s hot.”

	She studied me for a few more seconds before she nodded her head, and finished her own drink. “I’m going to use the ladies’ room. Please order me another drink. I’ll be right back.”

	He nodded, and watched her walk away. Well, actually, we both watched her walk away, and we weren’t the only ones. I lost count of the heads that watched her walk towards the restroom. Yes, she looked that good.

	Her absence left an awkward silence at the table. I wasn’t sure what to say, and he seemed content to let me sort out my thoughts. He returned to the table and started applying chalk to his pool cue. I finally decided to break the silence.

	“I can’t believe my wife took her panties off for you.”

	He shrugged and studied the tip of his cue for a moment before replying, “I asked her nicely, and she just took them off. Besides, I needed something to throw you off your game tonight.”

	He grinned at me as he finished, and I felt myself grinning back at him. “You definitely succeeded. I don’t think I’ll be able to concentrate on the table at all tonight.”

	“Success.”

	I motioned for him to break this time. We had a lot of fun as we traded victories over the next few hours. All of us joked and laughed with each other. Collin and I were equally good at pool, and we ended up with an even number of wins between us. Trash talking commenced on the second game, and continued throughout the night.

	All of us grew closer, and the subject of his relationship status finally came up. We’d just ended the last game of the evening, and we were all sitting around the table finishing our drinks when she placed her hand on his arm. “I have a question for you,” she began. “We don’t want to pry into your private life, so if you don’t want to answer, that’s fine.”

	“What’s your question?”

	“I’m just surprised you’re single. You’re clearly successful, good-looking, and fun to be around. It may be a woman thing, but I just thought I’d ask.”

	He nodded, and then set his drink on the table. His eyes fell to the floor, and several seconds passed without an answer. She glanced at me, looking for help. I shrugged, and motioned for her to wait. We were both worried that we’d offended him.

	“Collin, I’m sorry if I overstepped,” she finally offered.

	He released a final deep breath, then looked up again and met her eyes. A shadow of pain was still barely visible.

	“It’s fine, Nicole. You didn’t overstep, and I probably should have mentioned something sooner.” He paused, and I worried he was going to confess that he was married. “I was married for 17 years to a wonderful, beautiful woman. My high-school sweetheart. I’ve already told you we had a son, and he’s now in college.”

	Nicole and I nodded.

	“Well, about four years ago, my wife passed away. Pancreatic cancer, super-aggressive, and before my son and I knew it, she was gone.”

	Nicole slipped off her chair, and hugged him tightly. “I’m so sorry, Collin.”

	She held him for a moment before his arms rose, and he returned her hug. After a few minutes, they separated. Her eyes were moist as she settled back in her seat. She kept her hand on his arm, and he gave her a grateful smile.

	“Thank you. I appreciate it. She was the love of my life. Her death was the primary reason I sold my business and came back to Texas. I needed a fresh start. My son and I discussed it, and he was supportive. Four years have passed, and I know my wife would want me to rejoin the world of the living.”

	He met Nicole’s eyes first, and then mine before continuing, “That’s why this relationship is perfect for me. I know I’m not ready to start dating, but I’m still young, and I don’t want to become a recluse. I’m not interested in ‘rented company,’ if you know what I mean. I’m really hoping this relationship works for all of us. I also know that my wife would really have liked you, Nicole, and you too, Nick. That makes this really special for me.”

	With no idea what to say, I offered him a nod, and she kissed his cheek. He downed the last of his drink, and set it back down. “Okay. It’s getting heavy in here again. What do you say we head back to the hotel and relax?”

	I beat my wife to the punch. “Sounds awesome. Let’s go.”

	She practically beamed at me, slid off her chair, and took Collin’s arm. They started for the exit while I flagged down the server to pay our bill.

	As I signed the check, the waitress clicked her pen and brushed me with her hip. “Are you all alone now?”

	“Uhh, no,” I replied after a second. “My friends went on ahead.”

	“Too bad.” She offered me a dazzling smile. “I’m off in a few minutes, and I thought you might like to play a game of pool.”

	Did I mention the wait staff was hot? Well, she definitely fit that category, and I couldn’t figure out why she was talking to me. My best guess put me at least ten years older, and I didn’t exactly inspire reckless abandon in women.

	Still, I managed to keep my cool. “Wow. Thanks, but I can’t,” I said gently. “I appreciate the offer, though.”

	“Some other time,” she said hopefully.

	Flattered and strangely happy, I left a generous tip…okay, an obscene tip…and left the bar. A few speed limits were broken on my way to the hotel, and I dropped my vehicle off with the valet. They weren’t waiting for me in the lobby, which I found surprising, but I chalked it up to being so far behind them. A hotel staff member stepped in front of me before I made it to the elevators…a big guy in a hotel uniform, with a nametag that read “Jake.”

	“Excuse me, sir; are you a guest at this hotel?”

	“Um, no, but I’m with a guest.”

	“What’s the guest’s name, if you don’t mind, sir?” Suspicion colored his expression, and I could sense the security guy walking over.

	“His name is Collin, and he’s staying in one of your suites.” I gave him the room number.

	“Do you have a last name?”

	“Unfortunately, no I don’t.” For no reason at all, his full name hadn’t come up, and I didn’t remember it from the blood test paper. “He asked me to stop by his hotel tonight.”

	Jake, the hotel staff member, gave me the onceover. A good long look from head to toe. I didn’t think I looked suspicious, but I was sure this guy was about to frisk me. He nodded to the security guard, who ambled our way and stopped a casual three feet away. Now I felt like a bug under glass. I didn’t make any sudden movements, but I nodded at the security guy, and gave him a brief ‘I’m not a criminal’ smile.

	Behind the counter, Jake’s fingers flashed over the keyboard as he consulted his computer. It must have been the slowest computer on the market, because he stared at it forever. He finally gave me a last look, and then picked up the phone. His conversation was low, brief, and he nodded several times. When he came back around the front desk, he gave me the once-over again before dismissing the security guy.

	“Mr. Collin said he would be down shortly to meet with you. He asked that you wait in the lobby.” He pointed over my shoulder. “There are couches and a few computer terminals, if you need to use the internet. Please do not leave the lobby, as we have special guests in the hotel tonight. Our security personnel won’t hesitate to call the police.”

	He did an about-face before I could even nod in reply, and returned to the front desk.

	What the fuck?

	Anger grew inside me, but worry and then outright fear quickly replaced it. Nicole! Anything could be going on up in his suite. Visions of bad things flashed through my head, and I frantically texted my wife. A long, slow minute passed with no response.

	I texted her again.

	No response.

	 


Chapter Twenty

	 

	Fear and worry had started to grow exponentially, and I seriously considered making a break for the stairs or elevators. That option wasn’t promising, because I could see both Jake and the security guy keeping a close eye on me.

	Just before I reached the point where I was going to do something monumentally stupid, my phone buzzed. A text. I was so relieved, I just about dropped my phone. I frantically scanned the text.

	 

	Nick, it’s Nicole. I’m safe and everything is fine. I didn’t TRIP on my way up to Collin’s room.

	 

	Relief washed through my body, and I took a long, slow deep breath. We’d agreed to use the word “trip” as a safe word. If she did trip, then it was a sign to end the evening early, or that she was uncomfortable. If she didn’t trip, then everything was fine. Whew!

	I got another text, this one from Collin.

	 

	Nick, I thought you’d like to know that Nicole’s dress is now on the floor. She’s completely naked, buddy, except for her high heels, of course!

	 

	Holy shit! My cock stiffened again, and I flopped down on the couch to hide my erection. I shifted a few times to get my cock to a comfortable position.

	Another text from Nicole buzzed.

	 

	Honey, Collin says he wants to fuck me without you in the room. When we’re done, he will allow you to come up. It may be a while. Love you.

	 

	My mind had gone blank. My hands trembled, and my imagination ran wild as rational thought disappeared like smoke. I felt frustrated and powerless, but unbelievably aroused at the same time. Now that I knew my wife was safe, the emotional high of lust, jealousy, and excitement exploded.

	Since I was still receiving suspicious looks from the security guy, I focused on remaining outwardly calm.

	Another text. I sensed they were tag-teaming me now. Deliberately toying with me.

	 

	Hey, buddy. How’s it hanging? I hope Jake and the security guards down there aren’t giving you a hard time. Be careful, they take their job very seriously.

	 

	A few seconds passed and I received another text from him.

	 

	Wow. Nicole is beautiful. Oh, that’s right, you can’t see her right now. Well, she’s a beautiful dancer. I’ve got my own personal stripper up here!

	 

	I could envision his smiling, smug face, and I screamed several colorful curses at him…in my head. They involved barn animals, reptiles, and his ancestors! It took everything I had not to throw my phone against the wall. It was my only link to them, so I gripped it tightly. My eyes locked on my phone’s display.

	Another message came through.

	 

	Hi, honey. This is my last text, because Collin says I will be too busy in a second. He really likes my private dances! See you when we’re done. Love you!

	 

	Love you? That’s how she ended her text? She was naked, dancing for another man, and she loved me? I’m stuck down in the lobby with Jake and the rent-a-cop, but hey, don’t worry, your wife loves you!

	 

	I started to reply when my phone buzzed again. Another text from Collin.

	 

	Nicole can’t talk right now, because she has my cock in her mouth. She can’t quite take all my cock yet, but she will soon!

	 

	My phone buzzed again just as I finished reading the text.

	 

	Nicole says she likes my black cock. She likes the way it looks against her skin. She says it tastes great and feels nice and hard in her mouth. You okay down there, buddy?

	 

	Buddy, my ass! My hands were slick with sweat as I kept reading and re-reading their texts. I started to reply, then stopped, then started again, and stopped again. I didn’t know what to say, how to respond, and so I’d frozen.

	Sweat popped out on my forehead, and I brushed my hand over my face. The last thing I needed was to be ejected from the premises, or worse, arrested. My cock was so hard it hurt, and my breath now came in short panting gasps. I felt myself get lightheaded.

	Another text came through. A picture. I could tell it was a picture of my wife, although her face wasn’t visible. The picture showed her naked backside as she walked away. Well, not totally naked, because she still wore her thigh-high stockings and high heels.

	I also recognized that part of the hotel suite. She was walking into his bedroom. He’d snapped the picture as she was walking into the bedroom.

	My phone buzzed with another text, the final text. Simple and to the point.

	 

	I’m going to fuck your wife now, Nick! How does it feel to be a cuck?

	 

	I read the text, reread it, and then read it once more. Emotionally exhausted and aroused beyond belief, I had nothing left. I sat back on the couch and closed my eyes. Helpless. I had no options. Security wouldn’t let me go to the suite. Leaving Nicole at the hotel seemed too much like failure, and I worried because a part of me suspected he wanted me to leave. He probably hoped it would drive a wedge between Nicole and myself. A wedge he could exploit to take her away from me.

	My heart thudded in my chest, each beat felt like a minor explosion inside me.

	A simple question crystallized in my head:

	What had I done?
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Chapter One

	 

	All decisions have consequences; don’t let anyone tell you different. Small, seemingly inconsequential decisions always come attached to consequences capable of knocking a person unconscious if they’re not careful.

	It seemed like a good idea at the time.

	You only live once.

	Better to beg forgiveness than ask permission.

	All trite, punchy motto’s that give voice to the lie that decisions have no consequences. I knew this already. I’d known it since forever, but in true you-only-live-once fashion, I’d ignored simple truth in favor of a good time, once again learning that experience is a hard taskmaster, and a damned effective teacher.

	As I sat alone in the opulent hotel lobby, I felt the weight of my decisions. They hung heavy over my shoulders: a yoke I’d gladly stepped into, and now wondered if I’d ever be free of it.

	I’d followed my wife, Nicole, and her new boyfriend, Collin, to the hotel after a fun night, but I’d fallen behind. When I’d arrived and attempted to join them, the hotel employee, Jake, refused to let me leave the lobby unless Collin approved me. Malicious or not, Nicole’s new boyfriend insisted I remain in the lobby.

	The hotel employee behind the counter stood ready…just itching, in fact…to call the real police. An underpaid but determined-to-make-a-difference security guard also prevented me from just taking the elevator upstairs.

	Leaving wasn’t an option either, because that would leave my wife alone with her new boyfriend…a rich, successful, handsome black man we’d only just met…and I wasn’t ready to surrender my wife for an entire night.

	I sat alone with my thoughts, worries, and angst, holding my smartphone in a death grip. I yearned for another text or phone call that would end my torture. This had to be the most frustratingly erotic thing I’d ever experienced. Hands-down, it was the most exciting sexual moment of my life. I wasn’t even naked. I wasn’t in the room, and I wasn’t involved, but I was totally floored at how excited and anxious I felt.

	Had I become a cuckold husband?

	I wasn’t sure of the jargon, but I was certain of my feelings. I loved this situation. I’d been drawn into it, consumed by it, and now I reveled in it. Cuckold husband? Fine, I’d accept the name, mantle, or whatever came along with the title. Unknowingly, I’d joined an exclusive club where wives had boyfriends with their husband’s knowledge and consent…not just consent, but with their unabashed approval. If this club had merit badges, I felt sure I’d earned one tonight.

	With no other options, I stared at my phone and waited.

	And waited.

	And waited.

	And waited.

	Seconds ticked by, each taking longer than the last…a slow, torturous drip, drip, drip of raw time. I checked my phone with the regularity of a metronome. Time had stopped, I was sure of it.

	I glanced up and noticed the hotel employee, Jake, still standing behind the counter, tapping away at the computer. The security guy remained near the door, watching me with suspicion and more than a little hope. I could almost feel his desire to wrestle me to the ground, play the hero, and get his name in the paper.

	I checked my phone again. No text, no picture, nothing.

	Another minute gone. It felt like an hour.

	What were they doing?

	Dumbass! You know what they’re doing! You’re just disappointed you can’t watch. Collin is probably balls-deep inside your wife by now.

	Visions passed through my head…Nicole underneath Collin, her legs wrapped around his waist, her arms around his shoulders, pulling him deeper inside her, unwilling to let him go. Her imaginary moans echoed in my head, and I knew she would be digging her fingernails into his back.

	The elevator chimed loudly, dissipating the visions my imagination had conjured, and brought me back to the hotel lobby. I didn’t bother looking up to see who exited the elevators. There was no point. I just put my face in my hands.

	The reality of my situation felt surreal. An emotional wreck, my heart thudded in my chest as excitement and worry warred in my body. Unsure of what I was feeling, or how I should respond, I took the coward’s way out and did nothing.

	I loved watching my wife with Collin, that much was certain. I didn’t expect to like the teasing and taunting from Collin and Nicole. I wasn’t supposed to enjoy that at all. Even now, I sat alone in a lobby, loving the visions my head created, and most important, the loss of control over the entire situation.

	Where the hell was my pride?

	Now, at this time, I barely recognized the person I’d become.

	I can’t sit down here all night!

	I should go, but what if Nicole needs me later? What if she wants to see me later?

	Screw that! I was arguing with myself now. They purposely left you down here. That’s a big clue as to how much they respect you. Just go! You can deal with your bitch wife tomorrow.

	My brain refused to work, and seemed unable to come to a decision. I dropped my hands, and saw two pairs of legs in front of me. As my gaze slid up their bodies, I recognized the two people standing in front of me.

	Nothing about this situation made sense.

	Nicole and Collin. They were smiling. Smiling!

	I glanced at my phone, and realized that I had received the last text only seven minutes ago. There was no way they had fucked, or done anything else for that matter! Relief flooded through me, and I almost started crying.

	Nicole pulled me to my feet, and wrapped her arms around me. I twirled her a bit, and held her close. My nose buried itself in her hair, and I drew in a long, deep breath. She felt amazing, and I loved her scent. I’d been drowning in worry and excitement, and my wife had thrown me a lifeline. I could have held her forever, but I finally let go and looked up at Collin.

	“Gotcha!”

	He barely got the word out before he busted up laughing. Nicole covered her mouth, and her shoulders shook as she tried unsuccessfully to suppress her own laughter. I stared at them both, trying hard to turn my relief into anger. It didn’t work. My own inappropriate sense of humor reared its head, and I barely managed to sound indignant.

	“Gotcha? This was a fucking joke? I’ve been going crazy down here. Jake and the security guy were probably considering calling the cops. I almost left the hotel; I almost rushed the elevators. Hell, I almost called the cops. Damn!”

	My rant quieted their laughter, but smiles still split their faces. I tried to stay mad at them, tried to summon more anger; but now that the joke had ended, the humor of the situation finally took over. Chuckles started small, but grew quickly, and after a minute passed, we were all laughing. Of course, that earned us some curious looks from Jake and the Rent-A-Cop.

	“C’mon,” Collin said when our laughter quieted down, and he motioned with his head. “Let’s go upstairs and have another drink.”

	He nodded to Jake, and received a nod in return. This time he led the way, and Nicole took my arm. Nicole stayed next to me as we ascended towards his suite. Confusion welled up inside me. Why the sudden change? I looked at her curiously, but she just shook her head and kissed me on the cheek. “I love you, honey.”

	Those were the only words spoken between us during the elevator ride.

	Back in the suite, Collin made drinks for all of us, while I sat down on the loveseat. Nicole went to use the restroom. He joined me in the living room, and handed me my drink.

	“Nick. If you’re honestly mad about our practical joke, then I apologize.” Sincerity filled his voice. “It was my idea, so please don’t get mad at Nicole. She was against it at first; then the texting started, and she got into it. She suggested taking the picture, and her dress was only off for a second or two before she put it back on.”

	“That was a damned convincing practical joke, and I will totally get you back. You understand that, right?”

	He chuckled. “I wouldn’t expect anything less.”

	We clinked our glasses together, and toasted the joke. I sipped my bourbon, but he dropped is head and studied the liquid in his glass. He swirled it absently, clinking the ice against the glass as he pondered something.

	When he finally looked back up at me, he had a curious expression on his face. “How did you feel downstairs?”

	“What do you mean?”

	“Well, let me back up a bit. I spent a good portion of this morning on the phone with a few of my friends. You remember when I said my friends had some experience dating married women?”

	I nodded, and took a large sip of my drink. Where you going with this, Collin?

	“My friends were able to give me some information about this type of situation, and I wanted to talk to you about it. Especially since Nicole has given us some space right now.”

	My heart started to beat faster, and my breathing became shallow. “She just went to use the restroom. I’m sure she’ll be right back.”

	“No.” He shook his head, and took a sip of his drink. “I asked her to give us a few minutes so we could talk.” He smiled guiltily, and then shrugged. “Besides, I also took the liberty of buying your wife some things today. I put them in my closet. Hopefully she’ll like them. I got her sizes from the clothes she wore earlier.”

	I was impressed. “Wow. That was nice of you.”

	“It’s been a long time since I bought something for a woman. It was nice to do it again. If you’re uncomfortable with anything, let me know.” I nodded, and he continued, “I know this is new to you. Heck, it’s new to all of us, obviously, but I think it may be hardest on you.”

	“I’ll manage.”

	“I’m sure you will,” he replied. “At any rate, one of the items my friends stressed was keeping the husband involved in the relationship. Surprised me at first, but it made sense the more I thought about it.”

	“How so?”

	“Keeping the husband involved helps preserve his relationship with his wife. If the husband isn’t involved, then the wife automatically starts to look at her boyfriend to fill that role. In the end, it can damage their marriage, possibly irreparably.”

	I took a deep breath, and motioned for him to continue. I didn’t trust my voice at that point, and took a long pull on my drink. He studied me for a moment, gauging my reaction, before he continued, “So the joke I played tonight had two purposes. First, it really was a joke, and I thought it would be funny. Second and more important, I wanted to find a way for you to be involved, be the center of attention, and I noticed you seemed out of place tonight.” He studied me for a second. “I’ll be dating Nicole, and I really relish that opportunity, but I want to preserve your marriage. Does that make sense?”

	“Yes.” I cleared my throat. “I think so, anyway.”

	Nicole emerged from the master bedroom, smiling from ear to ear. She sat next to Collin, and kissed his cheek. “Thank you, baby. I love everything you bought, especially the shoes.”

	“They fit?”

	She shrugged. “They’re cute. That’s what matters.”

	His arm slid around her shoulders and she leaned against him, her body molding to his in a feline fashion. Her dress rode up her thigh, exposing generous amounts of her nicely muscled legs. He tightened his grip around her shoulders, and gently kissed her head.

	“Did Collin tell you about the clothes?”

	I nodded, and she smiled back at Collin. Her eyes met his, and she leaned forward to give him another kiss…a long, intimate, lingering kiss. Her hand slid over his chest, and threatened to disappear under his shirt. They finally broke, both breathless, and she picked up her drink. She took a quick sip, and then looked first at me, then at Collin.

	“So, are you two finally done with your guy talk?”

	“Not yet, but it’s probably a good time for you to join us.”

	He took a swig of his drink, set it down on the coffee table, and leaned back and smiled at me. She leaned back with him, and put her head on his shoulder. Their bodies fit in a way that hinted at raw attraction and sexuality.

	“The other thing they told me is that it’s common for husbands to want to watch their wives with their boyfriends. Watch them do everything, not just sexual situations, but most everything, even mundane activities like having breakfast, or sitting on the couch watching a movie.”

	“Is that right?”

	“Yes,” he replied. “A huge part of the enjoyment for the husbands is being able to simply watch their wives and boyfriends interact.”

	The last swallow of whiskey burned down my throat. Whether it was good bourbon or rotgut, engine-cleaning whiskey, I wasn’t sure. I just wanted it to start working! Damn it! I concentrated on keeping my breathing steady.

	“My friends mentioned that a lot of husbands enjoy things like…”

	He started ticking items off, a grocery list of cuckold fetishes. My face grew hot, and sweat popped out all over my body. Mortified, that’s how I felt, but he calmly went through them as though we were talking about golf scores.

	“First, and most often, is being teased and then denied sex or affection. Seeing their wives dress and act sexy for another man while being unavailable to the husband is a huge turn-on. I understand it’s called Tease and Denial play.”

	“Sounds fun,” Nicole chimed in with a sexy wink.

	“Yeah,” he agreed. “It does.”

	“Mmmmm,” I mumbled.

	Weak, I know, but it was the best I could manage, and fortunately, it was enough because he continued his list. “Second is cleaning. This one surprised me, but my friends were adamant that many husbands love, almost demand, to clean the wife.” He paused and then clarified, “Cleaning, as in oral sex.”

	“Yeah,” I croaked. “I got that one.”

	I willed my face to remain a normal color, but it promptly disobeyed, and I felt sure it was going to catch fire any second. My eyes dropped to my empty glass. Breathe in, breathe out, relax, I recited to myself. They didn’t help.

	“Chastity.” His voice brought my head up, and I met his smiling eyes again. “This was the most interesting. Some husbands were interested in wearing a chastity device to keep them from getting an erection. I’m not familiar with that, but it’s apparently pretty common.”

	He barely smothered a laugh, and my wife glanced at him and smiled. As he took another sip of his drink, it finally looked like he was finished. Relief flooded my body, because it had started to sound like a college lecture, and I wasn’t prepared to take notes or a quiz. Beads of sweat slid down my back, and I was supremely focused on keeping a relaxed look on my face. Despite my best efforts, though, I couldn’t stop my stomach from trembling.

	Collin had learned a lot about this lifestyle in a short time. He was either supremely motivated to learn this information, or his friends had a lot of experience. Although, as I considered our situation and reflected on what he’d said, I realized both could be true. The Cuckold Marriage website I’d viewed earlier had provided much the same information, and more about dom/sub cuckold situations, so I already knew much of what he’d discussed.

	Still, it wasn’t easy to hear him speak so candidly.

	My wife had been looking at me steadily, and she noticed the erection I’d been trying to hide. A sultry smile curved her lips. She understood me, even if I still struggled to understand myself. I loved her so much it hurt, but it also turned me on to see her be intimate with him.

	Collin was right: even casual intimacy was erotic.

	“Nick.” Her voice captured my attention and Collin’s. “It’s okay to be excited. We’re willing to include you in any way you feel comfortable. It’s difficult to know, at this moment, what will excite each of us, so please just communicate with us.”

	No boundaries were sacred tonight. I gave the best impression of a human bobble-head doll, just sitting there nodding and smiling, and an uncomfortable silence descended on all of us. Nicole gave Collin a questioning look, and he just shook his head.

	The silence grew oppressive. I knew they were waiting for me, but I didn’t know what to say. Should I admit that this whole situation was more exciting than I’d anticipated? What would that mean for Nicole and me? How would Nicole view me if she knew I enjoyed watching her and Collin?

	All of these thoughts zipped around my head as the silence became oppressive. I finally realized I needed to say something, anything, or risk being swallowed by the situation. I rubbed my sweaty palms on my thighs a few times, took another deep breath, and stood up. Immediately, I felt the alcohol I’d chugged down.

	“Well, we’ve covered a lot of ground tonight. I think I’m going to turn in,” I said, more confidently than I felt. My eyes landed on my wife. “I take it we’re staying here tonight?”

	I knew my statement came across as abrupt, maybe even rude, but I couldn’t help it. Despite my false-bravado, I felt off-balance, as if I was the last person to know something blindingly obvious.

	“Yes, honey.” She gave me a steady look. “I want to spend some more time with Collin, so give me a second, and I’ll get you settled in.”

	I noticed she said, “get you settled in.” She deliberately excluded herself. My nod was as abrupt as my question, and I glanced at Collin. “Are you sure it’s okay with you? We don’t want to impose.”

	A poor attempt at stalling, and everyone knew it. If he noticed, though, he gave no indication. He shook his head, and tightened his grip on Nicole’s shoulder.

	It’s no imposition,” he assured me. “I had housekeeping stock the other bathroom with toiletries, so you should be all set.”

	Just like Nicole’s statement, I noticed he said “you,” and not “Nicole and you.” Obviously, they planned to spend the night together again. Feeling hurt, confused, and dismissed, I reminded myself this had been a possibility when we’d gone out tonight. I’d even arranged everything with the sitter. Secretly, I hoped I could watch them again; I just hadn’t expected the night to end in this fashion.

	Clinical. Dry. Awkward.

	“Great.”

	Another pregnant pause exploded as my eyes pinged between them. Should I ask Nicole to come with me?

	I finally gave up, and trudged alone towards the spare bedroom. I could feel their eyes on me as I walked away, and a small surge of pride washed through me when I didn’t stumble.

	A small thing maybe, but I’d take it.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	My body sank onto the bed as my mind tried to make sense of everything. I’d gone from sitting alone in the hotel lobby, tortured by my imagination, to listening to Collin calmly dissect the entire cuckold/hotwife relationship dynamic. Now I found myself alone again, dismissed by the horny couple, and once again being water-boarded by my vivid imagination.

	To say we’d covered some serious ground tonight would be a severe understatement, and I struggled to bring it all into focus. I could almost hear my heart beating, and adrenaline still coursed through my system. My hand absently wiped the sweat from my brow.

	A logical person by nature, I tried to collect my thoughts.

	I failed miserably.

	A confused, conflicted, and excited cuckold husband—that summarized my situation perfectly.

	So much to this lifestyle appealed to me, so much that I enjoyed, but I still struggled with the loss of control. That was the problem. I’d lost the ability to control the outcome, and truthfully, I didn’t have much influence, either. I’d even lost control over my own lust. I felt perpetually excited around them and that, most of all, worried me.

	I didn’t want to admit to Collin and Nicole that I loved watching them. I sure as hell didn’t want to admit I found masturbating to visions and memories of them together more satisfying than having sex with Nicole myself. The consequences of those admissions were incomprehensible.

	As I mentioned before, I’m an analytical person, process-oriented and all that stuff, and as I lay on the bed sifting through my emotions, I realized my biggest emotion wasn’t lust or excitement.

	It was fear.

	Fear for my marriage.

	Fear for my masculinity.

	Fear of an unknown future.

	I was afraid of the truths I’d have to face if we continued down this path. Without a doubt, my biggest fear was that Nicole would remain in our marriage, but view me as less of a man, less of a husband. I was afraid my wife would stop loving me, stop seeing me as her husband and the father of her children. The possibility of her eyes reflecting disdain rather than love terrified me. I couldn’t live with that outcome, even if she could, and I knew it would end our marriage. Maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow, but eventually it would wither away until it collapsed under the weight of Collin, his money and movie star looks, and his unbelievable war-cock.

	Exhaustion hit me, and I gave up trying to win this particular battle. Tomorrow. I return to the battlefield tomorrow. My hands mopped my sweaty face again, and I dragged myself back to a standing position. A few deep breaths, and then I started for the restroom.

	Nicole met me at the door, and my jaw dropped open. Conscious, rational thought evaporated in an instant as I stared the most beautiful woman on the planet. She was wearing a white baby-doll nightie with matching panties and clear plastic stripper fuck-me-pumps, and she qualified as a national treasure.

	She put her hand on my chest and slow-walked into the room, pushing me back as she walked. A playful smile tugged at her mouth. She loved my reaction. The baby-doll was completely sheer, and swayed nicely as she swayed forward. Her panties were little more than a small triangle of material and thin strings that disappeared around her hips.

	A satisfied expression passed over her face. She reveled in the effect she had on me…hell, the effect she had on all men. The back of my legs hit the bed, and with no idea what to do next, I simply waited. Our eyes held each other. Love and affection reflected back at me in her beautiful brown eyes. Well, there may have been a little lust, but I sensed that wasn’t for me, so I held onto the emotions I knew would last.

	Finally, she hugged me close for a long moment, and then kissed me. A nice kiss, but also quick, with no promise behind it. I didn’t care. I loved the feel of her body against mine; her breasts were nice and full, and I could feel her nipples, hard against my chest.

	“Nick, do you want me to stay with you tonight? I will, if that’s what you want.”

	Decision time.

	I took a deep breath, and held it. I wanted to hold her, kiss her, and fall asleep with her in my arms. I also considered throwing her on the bed and having my way with her. She’d let me, I knew she would, and I could reclaim her as mine. Maybe I’d even insist this relationship stop, and we’d resume our normal suburban marriage.

	Normal. Safe. Boring.

	A black-and-white future, and after experiencing the vivid colors of a cuckold relationship, I couldn’t accept that future. I’d take the emotional highs and lows, and the constant vacillating between fear and lust, over a safe, boring future.

	I believed Nicole when she said she would stay with me; however, I knew she really wanted to spend the night with her boyfriend. She’d stay with me because she felt obligated, not because she really wanted to be with me, and that felt wrong on multiple levels. I realized I couldn’t ask her to stay; I couldn’t deny her the pleasure she got from her new relationship. I’d signed up for this ‘boyfriend’ situation, and understood the risks. I might have underestimated the effect it would have on me, but that wasn’t Nicole’s issue to deal with; it was mine.

	We’d only been in this relationship for a short time, but I knew what I wanted, what I needed.

	I made my choice.

	“Baby, go have fun. Your boyfriend is waiting for you. ”

	“You’re sure?” Her voice was soft. “I’ll stay.”

	“Yes, I’m sure. Now go, I’ll be fine.”

	“I love you. I hope you know that.”

	“I do, but I sure like to hear you say it.”

	She kissed me again, and then smiled. “I’ll say it more often then.”

	“Please do. Now go; Collin’s waiting.”

	I put my hands on her shoulders, turned her around, and then gave her a quick pat on the butt to get her moving. She cat-walked away from me, and I burned that little video into my brain. Her thong panties looked even better from behind, if that’s possible.

	When she reached the doorway, she looked back, smiled at me again, and then blew me a kiss. I saw her mouth the words, I love you, before she disappeared.

	Heart pounding and head wondering what I’d just done, I sat down on the mattress and rubbed my sweaty palms over my thighs. My brain and emotions strived to make sense of my decision—but my cock, on the other hand, agreed wholeheartedly with my decision. Shameless. Hard as a rock, and perfectly content to stay in this room until the action started between Collin and Nicole, my fleshy steel shaft loved the situation.

	I wondered if this would become the new normal: me waiting in this room until my wife and her boyfriend became entangled together. Waiting until their moans announced it was safe for me to sneak over and watch.

	I should move some personal stuff in here.

	Now that my wife had disappeared, exhaustion reasserted itself, and my eyes grew heavy. After I started awake for the third time, I dragged my tired butt up and turned on the TV. I found an action movie, and then headed to the bathroom to get ready for bed. Watching Nicole and Collin tonight wasn’t going to happen; I was wiped out.

	After taking a quick shower and brushing my teeth, I made it back into the room just in time for the gratuitous sex scene. Naked, perfectly muscled bodies writhed on a bed as the softcore porn kick-started my libido.

	Are you kidding me?

	Standing there wearing only a towel, I couldn’t help noticing the large breasts of the brunette on TV. Of course, they reminded me of my wife, and I imagined Nicole and Collin together. The steamy sex scene, and the images in my head, ganged up on me and a tidal wave of lust surged through my body. So strong, I briefly felt lightheaded at the intensity of my desire. Fatigue faded away. My cock announced that it was ready for action, so I threw on my boxers, and grabbed a hand towel.

	My feet didn’t make a sound as I slid them over the carpet. The darkened hotel suite took on a dangerous, romantic character, and my excitement grew as I neared the master bedroom. I stopped right outside the door, and prayed they didn’t leave the room. Getting caught watching was something I desperately wanted to avoid. Their voices filtered softly through the door, but I couldn’t understand what they were saying. I leaned closer. My hand reached out to the doorknob as my ear drifted closer.

	A strong, painful jolt of electricity shot through my fingers. I jumped back, shaking my hand, and mouthing enough swear words to keep me out of church for a year. Sliding my feet over the carpet had been silent, but I’d also created enough static electricity to power a defibrillator. A thousand needles slammed into my hand, and I massaged it for a full minute before it stopped feeling numb. My dry and inappropriate sense of humor reared its head, and reminded me that I was lucky I’d shocked my left hand, and not my right.

	I’m not an ambidextrous masturbator.

	Careful not to touch anything metal, I leaned forward again. Sounds, not recognizable words, emanated from the bedroom, and I rested my ear against the door. Suddenly I realized why I couldn’t understand them. They weren’t talking. They weren’t having a conversation, and the sounds I was hearing weren’t words. Soft moans and low groans filtered through the door. My cuckold husband engine revved powerfully.

	Taking a deep breath, my fingers caressed the doorknob until I was sure I wouldn’t get shocked again. Slowly, centimeter by centimeter, I rotated that electricity-conducting bastard until it wouldn’t turn any further. The door opened soundlessly. The erotic tableau that greeted my eyes far surpassed anything the softcore or hardcore porn industry had ever produced.

	My hand started stroking my cock.

	Collin was on top, his black body covering her until only her lightly tanned legs and arms were visible. I’d clearly missed the foreplay, because he was moving in and out of her in a slow, sensual pace that drew hungry moans. I crept closer, just a few inches, and dropped down on my knees.

	His cock was already slick with her juices, and it gleamed wetly in the dim lamplight on the nightstand. I thought she’d had difficulty taking his size, but her wetness allowed him to move in and out of her easily, despite the tight fit. His slow, intimate, and methodical pace prolonged the sex, and pulled my wife deeper into his passionate abyss.

	As the erotic scene played out, a cold realization washed over me. They weren’t fucking. I mean, they were fucking, but it was more than fucking. This wasn’t simple lustful sex. Their kisses lasted too long. Their eyes communicated more than lust, and they cared more about enjoying each other than reaching an orgasm.

	This wasn’t casual sex. They were making love.

	My wife’s moans grew louder. Her fingernails scraped across his shoulders before slipping down to his waist. Her hands clutched at him, pulling him into her, begging now. Her motions grew frantic. Despite her urging, Collin maintained rock-solid control. He pulled his cock almost all the way out before thrusting hard inside her. Once his cock was all the way in, he would twist his hips and grind his hips into her. Her body writhed and shook beneath him. Sounds I’d never heard before echoed throughout the room, a combination of moans and a sultry purring.

	Their bodies moved in tandem, as if they’d been together for years, and their passion grew. My eyes burned into them, and my own stroking grew in urgency. An emotional high, overwhelming in its intensity, surged within me, and I reveled in it. I loved watching them fuck. No longer able to deny it, and unable to control my own lust, I surrendered to the realization that I needed this in my life. Whatever came with being a cuckold husband, I’d accept it. Bring it on!

	The contrast in their skin tones was amazing. It drew me in, kept my attention, and felt mildly taboo, which only heightened my pleasure. My wife responded to him in a way I knew I could never replicate, and that didn’t bother me. It was beyond exciting, beyond erotic.

	“Faster,” she gasped, “please, baby!”

	His pace increased, lost all gentleness, and she rewarded him with even louder moans. Her orgasm approached like a freight train, and he must have sensed it, too. He finally thrust inside of her, twisted at the hips, and leaned his head down and took one of her nipples into his mouth. The effect was instantaneous.

	Nicole came with a shout. Her legs clamped around his hips like a vice, and her toes curled violently. She raked her fingernails across his shoulders as her head whipped from side to side. An almost visible force, her orgasm exploded through her body. Eyes wide open, her mouth frozen in mid-moan, every muscle in her body tensed as she rode the violent orgasm.

	How much time has passed, I don’t know. How long her orgasm lasted, I couldn’t tell you. Suddenly she went limp and slumped back on the mattress. Her legs released their grip on his hips, and her arms settled back onto the bed. Her hair had covered her face, so I couldn’t tell if her eyes were open, but she wasn’t moving. A stillness settled over her body.

	Just as I was about to start forward, I noticed Collin didn’t seem concerned at all. He pulled out, and lay beside her on the bed. His cock jutted upward towards his stomach, and it was obvious he hadn’t cum yet. He put his arm over his eyes, a small smile on his face, and caught his breath.

	Nicole still lay unmoving.

	What the fuck?

	Several more seconds passed before her head moved slightly. A few more seconds passed, and she swam back to consciousness. Her breathing quickened, and then her legs jerked a few times. She brushed at her face several times before she finally cleared it of hair. A happy, contented grogginess outlined her motions, as if she was just waking up. A minute or two passed before she recovered fully. The expression on her face was one of amazement and disbelief.

	“I can’t believe it,” she breathed heavily. “I actually passed out from that orgasm. Oh my God, that was so friggin’ amazing. So intense!” She took another deep breath, laughed shakily, and a shudder ran through her body before she kicked her feet and laughed again. “Holy shit, my body is tingling all over. That was awesome! I thought that only happened in romance books.”

	“It’s real, baby.” He ran his hand over her body, making slow, sensual circles around her midsection. “I’m glad you liked it. I don’t want to give you any reason to look for another boyfriend.”

	“There is no way I’m looking for another boyfriend, mister. As a matter of fact, I’m not letting you or that beautiful black cock get away.” She reached down and grabbed his cock. “Speaking of your amazing cock, I want more of it. I want you inside me. Now!”

	“Are you sure you can handle more of this cock? I don’t think you understand how addictive black cock is to women. You know the old saying. ‘Once you go black, you never go back!’”

	She laughed, and stroked his cock. “I never believed it before. Not once. Most of the black men I’ve met have been arrogant jerks, so I figured that saying was just an urban myth. I believe it now, though…God, do I ever believe it now!”

	She laughed and squealed as he abruptly flipped her on to her stomach. As if on command, she spread her legs, and lifted her hips off the bed. He groaned in anticipation, and rubbed his cock along her pussy, just getting the tip wet again. She responded with her own moan.

	“Stop teasing me.”

	Her hips pushed back against him, trying to push his cock inside her. He pulled back from her, and another groan—this one born of frustration—escaped her. She tried again, and he resisted her once more.

	“You like this cock?”

	“I love your cock! Now put it inside me!”

	“You like it better than your husband’s? You ever pass out with your husband?”

	She murmured something, but it was too low to understand.

	“What’s that? I didn’t hear you. Speak up, baby!”

	“Yes, your cock feels better than my husbands. No, I’ve never passed out with Nick. Please, don’t be mean. Now just fuck me. Fuck me with your black cock!”

	He pushed into her powerfully, and they sank together onto the mattress. Settling into another slow rhythm, he pushed all the way inside, and paused for several seconds before pulling out again. She reached back, and held his hips to keep him from penetrating her too deeply. The position they were in wasn’t doggy-style, because she lay prone on the mattress, but it was obvious he penetrated her more deeply in this position. I got the sense he intended to give her time to adjust, rather than simply hammering away at her.

	Pillows and the bedspread muffled her moans, but she was clearly enjoying the new position. It was only a minute or two before she moved her hands up towards her face and pushed her hips back into him.

	“You’re so thick!” She gasped. “I can feel every inch of you!”

	He pressed all the way into her. “You stretched to fit me, just like I said.”

	“Mmmmm. Yes, I did.” A low moan echoed in the room. “You feel so good.”

	“Damned right,” he hissed.

	He increased his pace until he was hammering into her. Based on her reactions, she was taking every inch and loving it. Whatever fear she’d had about his size had evaporated in a heated glow of passion and lust. Now she begged to have all of him inside her.

	She held the blanket in a white-knuckled grip, and buried her face in a pillow. A muffled scream echoed in the room, and her toes curled tightly again. Another orgasm ripped through her. At the same time, Collin gave a loud groan, and pushed himself completely inside her. I could see his balls flex several times as his huge cock shot loads of cum inside her.

	“Don’t move.” She reached back and held his hips against her ass. “I can feel each jet of your cum inside me. I love that feeling! I know you’re filling me completely.” She pushed back against him, and wiggled her ass. “Are you empty now, stud?”

	“Yes. You have it all, you sexy little beast!”

	He leaned down, moved her hair away from her neck, and gently kissed her. His lips left a trail of little kisses along her back and shoulders, and he whispered to her as he tenderly kissed her body.

	“Although I’m not done with you, I still want more!” he warned lightly.

	She glanced back over her shoulder. “So do I.”

	Collin leaned down again, kissed her cheek, and they whispered together for a several seconds. I took that opportunity to back up and peak around the doorway. Lust had captured me, made me its prisoner, but I still didn’t want to get caught masturbating.

	He slipped out of her, rolled off the bed, and then disappeared into the bathroom. I looked back at my wife. She lay still, breathing steadily and enjoying the afterglow of amazing sex. My eyes off were locked on to her freshly used pussy. Erotic. I loved to give her oral sex, but seeing her in the afterglow of multiple orgasms drove me insane with lust.

	Unable to hold back anymore, I lurched away from the doorway, and ran towards the bathroom. A few tugs, and I spurted into the toilet. Sweet, delicious release. Gasping for breath, I put my hand against the wall and leaned over the toilet. The amount of cum I left in the toilet was pitifully small compared to Collin, and my mind flashed back to my wife’s used pussy. I’d never tasted cum before, but at that moment, I was wondering how she would taste. I also wondered how she would feel if I tried to have sex with her.

	Would she even feel me?

	I made my way into the bedroom, and slid under the covers. Watching Nicole and Collin was amazing, and even though I’d cum in a toilet, it was hugely satisfying sex for me.

	Satisfying sex for everyone, it would seem.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	Several hours later I woke, and stumbled into the restroom. My earlier orgasm had pasted my boxers to my cock, and I spent a moment peeling the fabric away from my flesh. Did I mention it was a careful procedure? Mildly painful, it served to wake me up pretty good.

	After flushing the toilet, I left the restroom and paused in the hallway. My eyes flicked to the master suite, and after a moment’s hesitation, I felt my body leaning in that direction. I couldn’t resist. I had to go see them. It didn’t matter if they were having sex or not; I just wanted to see them together. See the contrast in their skin tones as they lay together.

	I crept across the hotel suite again, careful not to drag me feet this time. The door remained open. Yeah!

	I peered past the doorway, and found my wife on top of Collin. Her lush, voluptuous body bounced on his cock with no difficulty as she rode him like a professional bull rider. Her hands had locked on to the headboard, using it for balance. His dark hands massaged her breasts. She loved to have her nipples pinched while she fucked in that position. This time was no exception. A lusty, satisfied gleam filled his eyes as he played with her large breasts, and after a moment, he let his tongue play over each nipple.

	Her gasp reached my ears. “Ooh. Here I cum, baby!”

	She sat down hard on his cock, and threw her head back. Collin held her hips, and kept her stationary on his cock. She finally collapsed, her chest heaving, on top of him, a light sheen of sweat covering her skin. His hands caressed her back. She finally sat up under her own power, and took a deep breath.

	“You are amazing. I totally lose control when I’m with you. Your cock drives me crazy.”

	He smiled up at her, and winked. They stared into each other’s eyes for a moment before she leaned down and kissed him tenderly…a slow, intimate, lingering kiss. It lasted for almost a minute before he moved his hips, and flipped her onto her back. He was able to keep his cock inside her as they flipped over, and I was completely perplexed. How the heck?

	“My turn.”

	His muscles were outlined in the low light as he thrust powerfully inside her. Broad shoulders, tapering to a narrow waist. I watched with growing excitement as my wife’s hands traveled over his body. Within a few minutes, he groaned and pushed hard inside her. His body jerked slightly, and I noticed his balls clenched spasmodically as they flooded my wife’s womb. He stayed inside her for several minutes, kissing her repeatedly, as they recovered from Olympic-quality sex.

	Finally he rolled over on his back with a satisfied, low groan. “I love having sex with you,” he sighed.

	A happy smile curved my wife’s lips, and she rolled toward him. Her hand settled on his chest, and then moved down towards his hips. She ran her nails lightly across his skin, and he closed his eyes and enjoyed the sensation.

	“You’re not so bad yourself,” she purred. “I love your body, your big chest, and sculpted abs. The contrast in our skin, it’s beautiful and exciting.” She giggled, and walked her fingers up to his chest. “Your fucking cock, holy shit, it’s intoxicating. You make me dick-drunk, baby!”

	They shared a laugh, and then their arms encircled each other. My eyes dropped from their bodies, their growing intimacy, and landed on a towel laying crumpled on the ground. An almost overwhelming urge to get a new towel for them flashed through me, but I backed away from the doorway instead.

	Conflicted about my feelings, but unable to control my excitement and lust, I left them alone and went back to the bathroom. It took me longer this time. I prolonged it, delayed my orgasm, as my mind replayed what I’d just witnessed in erotic detail. Finally, I lost control. Pleasure, purely distilled and well over one hundred proof, surged through my body. The intensity of my orgasm surprised me, left me breathless, and I leaning against the wall for balance. A wry, embarrassed smile curved my lips as I staggered over to the sink and washed my hands.

	We were becoming close friends, that toilet and me.

	The morning sunlight woke me. I yawned and stretched in the comfortable bed. The events of the previous night returned in vivid detail, and I felt strangely content. Happy. Sure, jealousy and worry were still there, but they weren’t my dominant emotions. In that rare moment of emotional balance, I felt like I could think coherently about my situation. Sifting through my thoughts and emotions seemed to be a constant exercise, and today was no different, but I had to admit that I felt good about where our relationship had landed.

	I pushed the covers back, and made my way to the bathroom. The hotel suite was quiet. Excellent.

	I guess fucking all night makes it hard to get up in the morning. Jumping in the shower, I lathered up, and my mind flashed back to the previous night’s activities. My cock responded with enthusiasm. I stared down at the five inches of pale, fleshy steel in my hand, and grabbed some hair conditioner. The memories of how Nicole had passed out from an orgasm swept through my head, and visions of Collin pushing inside her followed.

	So hot, so erotic.

	Gasping for breath, I leaned against the shower wall as my hand flashed over my cock. The sight of my wife covered by a dark muscled body shot a jolt of electricity through me as I remember her moaning, urging, and begging. I reveled in the memory of his black granite cock, shiny with her juices, pounding into her. It drove me over the edge of orgasmic bliss. My body jerked uncontrollably as the orgasm exploded through me. I finished the rest of my shower wearing a happy, satisfied smile.

	I surveyed the kitchen as I made coffee, and got a sense for what food was available. Perfect! There was enough food to make everyone breakfast. Weird, I know, but I felt like cooking breakfast that morning, and I’m a decent cook.

	The Frittata was in the oven, bacon was sizzling, and I was just starting on the French toast when I felt arms encircle me and breasts press against my back. Nicole held me close, and laid her head on my upper back. We stood there for a few minutes, enjoying the moment. My wife had come back to me! Standing with Nicole filled me with an immense sense of happiness and satisfaction. For me, this was confirmation that she still loved me. She still needed me, and still wanted me in her life.

	A light scent of vanilla wafted up to my nose, and I inhaled deeply. She’d been using the same skin conditioner since before we were married. I’d loved it then, and I loved it now.

	She let go of me, turned me around, and gave me kiss. A nice kiss. A soft, lingering kiss filled with love and tenderness. Maybe it wasn’t filled with reckless abandon and lust, but she’d filled it something impossible to fake…love. I’d take that any day of the week, and twice on Sundays.

	Her arms slid around my waist, and we stood there looking at each other, smiling like little kids with a secret. She finally tweaked my nose and eased away. It was then that I realized what she was wearing.

	I almost dropped my spatula.

	A red tank top with no bra underneath covered her chest. Well, it almost covered her chest. It was low-cut, so there was a lot of cleavage visible, and it stopped a few inches above her flat waist. Tightly fit, it accentuated everything positive about her upper body.

	Matching red panties, trimmed with black lace, completed her ensemble. They were the boy-short style of panties, so the bottom part of her ass made an appearance, and was definitely welcome to stay. It deserved its own show and an encore.

	The tank top and panties showed off her body, and made it clear that she wasn’t wasting her time at the gym. I didn’t recognize these clothes, so I assumed they were courtesy of Collin.

	I let out low whistle. She smiled in return, and gave me a slow catwalk turn. I hadn’t noticed her shoes before, but when she gave that slow turn, I took a closer look. They were expensive-looking, and sort of a cross between sandals and heels. Give me a break, I’m not an expert on women’s shoes. I guess Collin was, though, because I never would have taken the leap and bought shoes for Nicole…or any woman, for that matter. I’m certain gift cards fulfilled that exact purpose.

	A hopeful smile appeared on her face, and I sensed she needed a positive review. Fortunately, my opinion was beyond positive. She looked gorgeous, even in the morning right after a shower, with her hair was slightly wet and unruly. No makeup, just her natural beauty, and I loved it.

	I love this woman.

	“You are so beautiful. Truly beautiful.” I also gave her a quick, lustful leer, and leaned toward her a bit. “You’re sexy, too, but still classy, and that’s not easy to pull off. You make it seem effortless, and I love you.”

	She laughed, and leaped into my arms. I twirled her around the kitchen. Eventually I set her down, and she rewarded me with another kiss.

	“Thank you, baby, I’m glad you like it. Collin bought it for me. It’s soooo comfortable, just like pajamas. The shoes are so cute, and they even fit.” She laughed, and shrugged. “Well, as much as cute shoes ever fit.”

	“You look great. Your boyfriend has great taste.” I paused. “And the clothes look nice, too.”

	That earned me another kiss, and then the oven alarm went off. Frittata was ready.

	Nicole moved over and sat at the table. I got the Frittata out of the oven and onto a trivet before I fetched her a glass of juice, and dropped off a slice of Frittata. She gave me a quick smile, and I got back to work. The French toast wasn’t going to make itself.

	My wife and I shared the moment, chatting while I cooked. We talked about our work, friends, and upcoming kid stuff. A normal, mundane conversation, it was also surreal. As we talked, I realized this brief moment in time helped both of us deal with our situation. It showed we could transition from hot, lusty sex (even if I was only observing) to a normal couple having breakfast. A small thing maybe, but we both sensed it was critical to maintaining our marriage.

	“Nikki?”

	Collin walked into the living room, a concerned expression on his face. When his eyes landed on Nicole and me, he exhaled, and his face broke into a wide smile. Little dimples framed his face when he smiled, and I have no idea why I noticed that detail. Maybe it was the light?

	Yeah. It was the light.

	My wife met him halfway. They melted into each other’s arms, and once again, I noticed they looked great together. He wore grey pajama pants, and a white crew neck t-shirt that showed off his muscular upper body. He lifted her up, and the kiss they shared was long and passionate. I turned back to the stove, but glanced over my shoulder after a few seconds, and they were still kissing. Ugh! He finally let her down, and she walked unsteadily back to the table. She pulled him after her, leading the way, and her nipples were clearly visible, almost poking through her tank top fabric.

	I divided my attention between the French toast and the happy couple. They sat next to one another, holding hands, and sharing private looks and smiles. My heart thudded in my chest; watching them excited me. Normal activities between them held a weird, exciting fascination for me. Once more, I made a mental note to check that website again, and see if this was normal for cuckold husbands.

	“I was worried when I woke up and didn’t see you,” he said. “I thought maybe you and Nick had left.”

	“Nope,” she replied with a smile.

	“I’m glad you stayed.”

	She smiled, and squeezed his hand. “Me, too.”

	“Dude.” He tore his eyes away from her, and smiled in my direction. “Are you seriously cooking breakfast? You rock!”

	“Yep. I woke up starving, and I figured you two would be hungry, too, so I started cooking.” It was mostly true. “Besides, I like to cook, and you had enough food to feed a group of starving teenagers. I hope you don’t mind.”

	I dropped off a cup of coffee for Collin, refilled Nicole’s juice, and returned to the kitchen.

	“Not at all,” he said with a shake of his head. “I was really getting sick of the hotel food. Anyway. That’s why I bought so much stuff to cook. I intended to do my own cooking from now on. Although, now that I know you can cook, you’re welcome to cook anytime. As a matter of fact…” I glanced over at my shoulder when he didn’t continue, and he finished with a meaningful expression. “I think I like the idea of you cooking for us.”

	“Is that right?”

	“Yep,” he said, and glanced at my wife. “How about you?”

	“Nick is a good cook.”

	Silence fell between us. Nicole and Collin shared a glance, and the silence grew until it became awkward, oppressive. The French toast was finally ready, and the bacon had cooled, so I brought everything to the table. I slipped back into the kitchen for drink refills and then sat down with them. They hadn’t touched the food. Both of them watched me carefully, waiting for my response, and worry had etched itself on Nicole’s brow.

	I guess this is it.

	“I’d actually like that, too,” I admitted. “I like cooking, and I think I would enjoy cooking for both of you.”

	My voice grew softer as I finished, and my face grew hot. I dropped my eyes to my plate. What response I’d receive, I didn’t know, but I was embarrassed that I’d been so open. Worry started to creep into my thinking. What would Nicole think of me? I took a sip of coffee, and immediately burned my tongue.

	Just great.

	When I finally dared to glance up again, they were serving themselves, acting completely normal, with no snide comments, no smirks or rolling eyes. Weird.

	The bacon sat closest to me, so I grabbed two sticks. I could deal with bacon. Bacon made everything better.

	Collin made a comment about his new business, and conversation sprouted again. A simple breakfast grew into a defining moment in our relationship. All of us felt it. We just clicked. We laughed, talked, and enjoyed each other’s company.

	Simple. Perfect.

	When we finished, only a few slices of bacon remained, so I took that as a sign that they’d liked my cooking. Of course, they’d complimented me all through breakfast, but that’s to be expected. Empty plates and no leftovers were the only reliable witnesses to good cooking.

	All through breakfast, the energy between them felt palpable, and pushed me to clear the table. Collin watched me with a small smile on his face as he sipped his coffee, and I noticed my wife’s hand had disappeared under the table. Nicole asked me to leave the bacon, and when I finished rinsing the dishes, I found out why.

	She’d straddled his lap, and was slowly feeding him each slice of salty, crispy goodness. Only three slices of bacon remained, but my wife broke each one into little bites before she slipped them between his lips. She kissed his neck while he chewed, savoring each piece, while his hands slipped under her shirt. Her breathing had grown heavier as she fed him, and she was gasping when the last bite slipped down his throat. He continued to play with her breasts and nipples, and her hips started moving forward in a rocking motion. A soft moan split the air, and then another one, as she responded to his touch.

	There I was standing in the kitchen, with the last of the utensils in my hand, hard as a rock. The scene playing out in front of me was more erotic than anything I’d ever seen. Better than a classic love story, better than the best porn scene. It was live, in 3D with high definition sound, and it was happening right in front of me.

	Hell, yeah!

	She leaned forward and kissed him hard, her hands locked on the back of his head, and their tongues wrestled in each other’s mouth. No idea who won, but they both put up a good fight, and the kiss lasted, and lasted, and lasted.

	“Take me to bed!” she groaned when she came up for air. “Now!”

	Collin didn’t need to be told twice. He stood and pushed his chair back so hard it skidded over into the living room. The chair could have flown out the window, and neither of them would have noticed. She wrapped her legs around his waist with a growl and let him carry her into the bedroom, her lips pressed against his skin the entire time, peppering his face and neck with kisses. She acted possessed, almost frantic as she kissed him. They disappeared into the master bedroom, leaving me standing with wet dishes and a painfully hard cock.

	Throwing the last of the dishes into the sink, I lurched towards the bathroom. Watching them wasn’t an option; I was too excited. My own lust matched theirs, and I desperately needed release. My new friend, the toilet, sat ready for me, and I jerked myself with reckless abandon. The need to climax rode me hard, and I longed to feel myself spurt and hear my essence plop as it hit the water.

	Vivid memories and erotic scenes, they played in my head like a movie. Only I was the director, and I could jump instantaneously from one erotic scene to another. All of them built on one another, until the pressure built inside my body and I couldn’t hold out anymore. Just like an academy award-winning movie, the climax was amazing, and left me wanting more.

	My cock flexed in my hand, my knees locked, and a long, low groan escaped me. My orgasm surged through my body. I wondered if it was similar to what Nicole or Collin felt, but I realized I didn’t care. This was for me; this was my release; and I reveled in the experience.

	I washed my hands, and caught sight of my reflection in the mirror. I liked what I saw. I was different, there was no question about that, but I was also happy. I know it sounds weird, but I was happy, fulfilled, and enjoying this new situation. I was included, and even more surprising, respected within our little triad. I’d even discovered some new things about myself. Whether I fit the definition of a cuckold husband or not, I don’t know, but I can tell you that I was completely fine with how things were progressing.

	More than fine, I was ecstatic. I could hardly wait to experience more of this cuckold husband thing, lifestyle, whatever.

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	Based on the sounds emanating from Collin’s bedroom, the new couple weren’t anywhere near finished, so I closed their door, and sat down on the sofa. I didn’t sneak over to take a peek; I wanted them to have their privacy, and I’d finished anyway. I chose a classic car show on TV, but it didn’t hold my attention. Once so clear, my emotions now mixed and swirled, and I struggled to make sense of them.

	My lust and excitement had receded; like the changing of the ocean tides, my emotional high tide drained away, and left me with a low tide of worry and humiliation. Collin and Nicole were making no effort at being quiet, and I felt as if they were mocking me now. Questions flooded my brain, and I had no answers. The clarity of my emotional high had evaporated, and left me in a confusing and hazy emotional low. The abrupt shift made me feel tired and worn out.

	I turned the volume up on the TV, and tried to focus on the program. When the show ended, I realized we’d have to be going soon. I started to get up off the couch when Nicole came into the room. She’d pulled her hair back into a ponytail, and a satisfied smile lit her flushed face. No, not flushed; her face literally glowed with happiness. She had on simple shorts, a women’s polo shirt and sandals…flats? More gifts from Collin, I guessed.

	She met my eyes, and knew what I had been thinking. “I know. I know. I’m ready. Let’s go.”

	We both headed towards the door, but I stopped before opening it. “Shouldn’t we say goodbye to Collin?”

	I didn’t want to be rude; however, Nicole’s smile made it clear that I shouldn’t have worried. “No, honey. I’ve already thanked him and said our goodbye’s.” She smiled up at me. “He has definitely been ‘thanked,’ honey. Let’s go.”

	Her words didn’t make me feel any better, but I shrugged my shoulders and opened the door.

	We made it home in record time. The girls were actually still asleep; apparently, they hadn’t been as tired as I’d thought, so they’d stayed up to watch a scary movie. We paid the sitter and walked into our room, where both of us collapsed onto our bed.

	My wife had closed her eyes, and a little smile played across her lips. Her breasts stood out and pointed directly at the ceiling, and I wasn’t sure if it was the bra or her natural fullness, but they looked great. My groin reacted favorably. I rolled over on my side, and let my hand rest on her stomach. I was careful not to go below the waist or touch her breasts. I don’t know why, but I wanted her permission to move into those areas.

	She smiled, and winked at me. “I had a lot of fun last night. Thank you for being a great husband.”

	“You’re welcome. It’s nice to see you happy. I hadn’t realized something was missing from our marriage, and I’m glad we found it.”

	She ran her hand over my crotch, and noticed my erection. Now that I had her alone, my emotional low tide was building into another emotional high tide as excitement grew within me. She purred at me.

	“Hmmmm. Someone is frisky this morning!”

	My cheeks grew hot. “Maybe just a little.” 

	“Baby, I’m a bit too sore for sex, but let’s see what I can do for you.”

	She slid down my body, and took me in her mouth. Blessing or curse, I wasn’t sure, but she’d always been able to fit me entirely inside her mouth. It was awesome and, true to form, I came a few minutes later.

	She went into the bathroom, and I heard her brushing her teeth. I zipped up and followed her into the bathroom, and received another kiss when she finished brushing her teeth.

	“Ugh, I need a shower.” She pulled the band around her ponytail out, and flipped her hair from side to side. She put the band on the counter, and walked into the closet, taking her shirt off along the way.

	I started to follow her, then stopped. Bite marks were clearly visible on her shoulders and breasts. Anger flooded my body, and my fists clenched.

	Nicole noticed my look, and immediately got concerned. “What’s wrong? Are you okay?”

	“I want you to be completely honest with me.” I pointed at the bite marks. “Is he hurting you in any way? I mean, in any fashion at all? Verbally or physically?”

	My voice started to rise, and I felt the adrenaline course through me. If Collin had hurt her, I was going to get my baseball bat and have a conversation with him. She noticed where I was looking, and she glanced down for a second before looking relieved.

	“Nick.” She put her hand on my chest. “No, not at all, not even a little bit! I promise. Nick, look at me.” I looked up from the bites on her chest. “He has always been gentle with me, and he has never done anything that was inappropriate or unwelcome! You know me; I wouldn’t tolerate that from him or anyone.”

	My heart stopped racing, and I released a deep, cleansing breath. Almost a minute passed, though, before I unclenched my fists. Having been on the wrong side of bullying before, I’m sensitive to it, and having two daughters only makes it worse. The thought of Nicole or my daughters being mistreated makes me want to open my gun safe.

	My wife saw the direction of my thoughts, and pulled me into a tight hug. I held her close, and enjoyed the feel of her body. I loved her so much

	“Honestly, honey. When he gives me these love bites, it feels good, and it really pushes me into overdrive. They are not painful in the way you’re thinking.” She tightened her arms around me, and kissed my cheek. “Please understand, I’m not being mistreated.”

	“Okay.” We broke apart, and I held my hands up. “Please promise to tell me if anything like that ever happens. Please?”

	“I promise. Now relax, everything is fine. It’s better than fine; it’s going great.” She finally pulled away from me, and patted my chest. “It’s reassuring to know you care. Now, I really need a shower. I didn’t have a chance to clean up after that last time.”

	She pushed me back, and stripped her shorts off. Her underwear were a mess, with a huge wet spot, and I couldn’t take my eyes off it. A knowing smile grew on her face, and she slowly lowered her underwear to the carpet and stepped out of them. Naked now, she moved over towards me.

	“Why don’t you get in the shower with me? We can clean each other.”

	My mouth was completely dry, so I settled for a jerky nod. She got the water started, laid out some towels, and then pulled me into the shower with her. Our hands played over each other’s bodies, and we enjoyed the intimacy of the moment, once again husband and wife.

	Nicole took my hand, placed it between her legs, and looked up at me. “Baby, I’m still really dirty down there, and I need a good cleaning.”

	Wet, silky flesh met my fingertips, and I grazed her clit. The effect was immediate. She rose up and thrust her hips forward on my hand with a gasp, and clung to me for balance.

	“Oh, baby, that feels good.” she breathed. “Will you help me clean up?”

	I’d lost the ability to speak, but it wasn’t required anyway. I offered her another jerky nod. She smiled at me, put her hand on the top of my head, and lightly pushed me to my knees. In total control now, she pulled my face into her crotch.

	“That’s it, baby. Clean me up. I’m dirty, and Collin always has so much semen. I’m sure there is a lot left inside of me.”

	My heart pounded, and water streamed down my face as I stared at her beautiful pussy. No longer thinking, my new lusty cuckold instincts took over. The clarity of my emotional high had returned, and I knew what I wanted. In fact, what I needed. My tongue took over, and gently licked the outside of her pussy lips. Just a little lick, but that’s all it took.

	A dam burst within me. I desperately wanted to taste her, to clean her, and make her climax. I attacked her pussy. My tongue was on a mission to lick every part of her pussy it could reach. My enthusiasm caused her to step back against the wall with a laugh that turned into a moan. I had her now. Her pussy felt wet, tasted great, and I buried my face between her legs.

	Fingers slid through my hair, and gripped it tightly, almost painfully, as she controlled my head with her hands. Her hips bucked against my face, and I felt her pussy spasm against my tongue. Her reaction propelled me forward, and I redoubled my efforts. She tasted different as she came, almost as if the orgasm brought more of Collin’s cum down to my tongue.

	It was an amazing experience. A small part of me realized I was licking her pussy after another man had filled it, but I honestly didn’t care. I licked her until she pushed my face away. Her chest heaved, and she had to sit down on the little ledge in our shower. She was obviously tired, but wore a completely satisfied expression. I don’t remember the exact number, but I think she came at least three times, and a surge of satisfaction welled up inside me. I was so happy I could still satisfy her. I wasn’t packing a super war-cock like Collin, but I could still find ways to satisfy my wife.

	Nicole finally recovered enough to finish showering, which I helped with, and I washed her body from top to bottom. My eyes lingered over the love bites Collin had left, but she assured me again that everything was fine. Another deep breath, and I told myself for the millionth time that Nicole wouldn’t accept poor treatment.

	Heaven help the man who tried to take liberties with her!

	We dressed, and met the girls as they were coming downstairs. I cooked another breakfast, and I didn’t mind at all. Nicole and the girls planned their shopping spree like a general plans an invasion. The mall didn’t stand a chance, and neither did my credit card, but first the girls wanted to go to the arcade. I offered to take them somewhere else, but they insisted on the arcade. Understanding the female of the species is an exercise in frustration, I shrugged and agreed like every well-trained father/husband in the world.

	We agreed that I would take the girls to the arcade, and Nicole would take them shopping. That would also allow Nicole to get some more sleep. This awesome plan also kept me from having to shop with the girls. I’m sure there are worse punishments in life than shopping with daughters and wives, but truthfully, I can’t think of any.

	The girls liked the arcade for the games, but I suspected they’d also started to like it because of the boys. It was a good idea for me to go with them to the arcade, so I could intimidate any would-be suitors.

	They both wanted to see a movie, too, so we made plans for the movies. Nicole whispered that Collin already had plans with some friends, so he wasn’t available. We’d have gone to the movies anyway, but it was nice of him to let us know. I knew that at some point, he would be part of our event planning process. Sunday was wide open, and I was really hoping we could enjoy a lazy day at home.

	Well, it never hurts to hope.

	Nicole and I shared a quick kiss goodbye as the girls and I jammed into our SUV, and headed off to the arcade. That’s not a really good name for it, because it’s more than just an arcade. It’s a holy place of entertainment, and it has the power to suck money right out of your wallet! Inside this shrine is a restaurant, pool tables, and a huge area devoted to video games and related stuff. We called it the arcade, but it was more like a huge entertainment mecca.

	The girls were bubbling with excitement, chatting and laughing back and forth as I navigated the parking lot. I got lucky, and found a spot pretty close to the front, but what made it particularly valuable was that it was under a tree. It had that most valuable but elusive quality that made it a prime parking spot…shade.

	We blew through the front door, and made our way to the games section. I got the kids squared away with money, and they were off. I threaded my way through running five- and six-year-olds, and grabbed a stool at the little drink counter. My phone was my lifeline at this point, because I wasn’t interested in playing ‘kill the zombies’ for the thousandth time; so I just surfed the net on my phone while the girls played video games.

	The hot young waitress gave me a wink and a smile as she dropped of my soda, my usual drink order. We knew each other well because our family comes here a lot. She flirted with me and I flirted back, but we both knew it wasn’t going to amount to anything.

	I took a short break from surfing the net, and scanned the video game area. I found the girls happily occupied at a kill-the-dinosaur game. Once upon a time, my daughters and I had played the video games together. No longer. They were at an age now where they preferred to play the games by themselves. If they needed anything, I always sat in the same spot, so they knew where to find me. My spot was also right in front of the exit, so they couldn’t leave without walking past me.

	What can I say? I’m a parent.

	My phone could only hold my attention for so long before I needed to stretch my legs. I wandered around a few times each hour just to keep an eye on them, but everything was fine. They were having a blast, and there were no boys in sight. Well, that’s not exactly true. I didn’t see any boys that looked interested in my girls, and keeping my girls boy-free had become my primary concern. I occasionally stuck a token into a Pac Man or Galaga game, because video games were truly awesome when those games were popular.

	We’d been there about three hours, and had just ordered lunch, when my phone buzzed. It was a text from Nicole, and she wanted me to call her. I excused myself from the table, and walked over to a quiet corner just outside the restaurant. I dialed Nicole, and she picked up immediately.

	“Hey, baby, thanks for calling so quickly. How are the girls?”

	“No problem. The girls are fine. They’ve blown through the money I gave them for games, and now we’re having lunch. They also didn’t talk to any boys, so it’s been great!”

	Her gentle laugh echoed in my ear. “You really need to relax about boys, honey.”

	“Yeah, maybe when they’re thirty-five I’ll relax a little. Anyway, what did you need?”

	She was silent for a moment, and when she finally spoke again, it was a little more slowly than normal. I recognized the cadence in her voice: she was nervous, and I guessed it had something to do with Collin.

	I was right.

	“Well, Collin called, and he wanted to know if I was available tomorrow.”

	“Just you? Not the three of us together?” My heart took off, and sweat started to break out on my forehead. I wiped it away, and focused on breathing in and out. The girls were munching away on appetizers, and oblivious to our conversation. Another deep breath, and my heart slowed to an almost-normal pace.

	“No. He wanted to spend the day with me, just the two of us. He said he hasn’t had a chance to date me without a chaperone.” She paused. “The chaperone is you, baby.”

	We both laughed at the ridiculousness of that statement.

	“Right, whatever. I apparently suck at being a chaperone, because I haven’t prevented you from doing anything so far.” My hand holding the phone had grown slick with sweat, so I switched hands rather than drop the phone. “Okay. This is a bit sudden, so what do you think? Do you want to spend the day with him? I know we talked about you being alone with him, but this seems quick to me.”

	“I won’t go out with him if you feel uncomfortable. There’s no rush, but I would like to see him again.”

	“Uh huh.”

	“We don’t have anything planned for tomorrow, so I wouldn’t be missing anything. I could even have him bring me back in time for dinner, if that makes you feel better.”

	Now I really felt like a schmuck. My wife was bargaining with me for more time with her boyfriend. Almost like a teenager or something. I sighed and reminded myself that I’d known this would happen, but it still felt sudden. I knew I couldn’t be with them every time they were together.

	Besides, she was right; we hadn’t planned anything for tomorrow.

	Nicole was also taking the girls shopping this afternoon, and to a movie tonight. They weren’t being neglected, and honestly, it would give me more time with them tomorrow, which was always pretty cool.

	“Nick? Are you still there?”

	“I’m sorry. Yes, go out with Collin.”

	“Are you sure?”

	“Yes, I’m totally sure. You’re dating Collin now, and the keyword is ‘dating.’ Will you do me one favor, though?”

	Happiness and excitement filled her voice. “Anything, you name it.”

	“Will you text me throughout the day, maybe a phone call, too? I know you’ll be safe, but it will help me get through the day without worrying. Please?”

	“Absolutely. Maybe I’ll send you some steamy texts.”

	She laughed as though it was a joke, but my response was serious. “Don’t laugh, baby, I’d love that!”

	“Really?” she purred into the phone. “Well, I’ll talk to Collin, and see if we can arrange something really steamy for my little cuckold!”

	My heart flipped over, and I held my breath. It was the first time she’d called me that name. My cock stirred, but I dug my fingernails into my skin. The pain helped me focus. This was not the time, and definitely not the place. I needed to get better control over myself.

	“Are you still there?”

	“Yes, baby, your little cuckold is still here.” I tried for sarcasm in my voice, but I’m sure I failed spectacularly. She didn’t pick up the name again, though, and continued as if nothing had happened.

	“Great. I’ll let him know, and I’ll see you in a bit. How much longer do you think you and the girls will be at the arcade?”

	“Mmmm, I’m guessing another forty-five minutes, an hour at most.”

	“Okay, I’ll see you then. Have fun. I love you.”

	“I love you, too, honey.”

	It was a good guess on my part, because forty-eight minutes later we were outside and heading home. The girls had managed to get a few souvenirs, and they were comparing scores on various games. The ride home was uneventful, and I was able to switch quickly and easily with Nicole.

	The girls were off again with Nicole in no time. They were excited to be doing that mysterious and confusing activity called shopping. I had no idea how they made it last so long, but I was positive I wouldn’t see them until dinner. A quick wave goodbye, and they disappeared.

	I walked…no, stumbled is more appropriate…into our bedroom and crashed. I barely remembered to slip off my shoes, and was asleep in no time at all.

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	A midday nap on a weekend is pure bliss. The perfect remedy for a late night, or an early morning…and in my case, I was suffering from both, so the nap felt awesome! A few hours of sleep, and I felt like a new man.

	All my girls were still out shopping or doing girl-stuff, and I knew they were having a great time. I found myself in the unusual position of having my own personal time. It felt odd, but I didn’t want to waste it, so I logged into the website focused on cuckold marriages. I liked this one the best, because it seemed to deal with the lifestyle in the most serious fashion. The internet was full of porn, even cuckold porn, but what I really needed was information and perspective. This site had both.

	I scrolled through the forum postings, and paid particular attention to the experiences of other guys like me. I couldn’t believe how much of this information directly related to my situation. The chat room beckoned, but I wasn’t ready for that yet. Giving voice to my worries and concerns, even if were in an internet chat room, remained beyond me.

	Perusing the site, I found a section devoted to cream pies and stopped cold. My mouth suddenly felt desert-dry. The more I read, the more I found this part of the lifestyle captivating. My shower with Nicole came to mind, and the sex had been amazing for me…well, for both of us, really. She’d tasted great, and I’d loved making her cum with my tongue. It was a sure-fire winner for both of us.

	On a subconscious level, I’d accepted the fact that her pussy had been full of Collin’s semen. Now looking back, though, I realized it didn’t bother me. The taste wasn’t drastically different, and it had enhanced the excitement for both of us. A part of me kept shouting that I should have been shocked, appalled, and disgusted…but I wasn’t.

	It had been fun.

	I’d enjoyed it, my wife had enjoyed it, and I could hardly wait to do it again. A guilty smile curved my lips, and I decided to push further. Collin had mentioned chastity devices, so I searched the site for more information.

	Holy shit!

	These devices fastened, and locked, around the scrotum and shaft of the penis. They were deliberately shaped downward, making it virtually impossible for a guy to obtain an erection. I stared the various models, and without exception, I knew they’d cause pain to the wearer if they attempted to get an erection. Penetrative sex was impossible; it just wasn’t going to happen. Any cuckold husband who donned this device gave up control over his cock.

	Control.

	The implications of wearing a chastity device reverberated in my head. Chastity devices were an aspect of the lifestyle that dealt directly with control. The chastity device allowed the wife, her boyfriend, or whoever held the key, to exercise control of the husband’s penis and ultimately control of his emotions. Surprisingly, I read that cuckold husbands actually enjoyed wearing chastity devices. I definitely wasn’t ready to board that train. Retaining control over my junk, and having an orgasm, still held a high spot on my pleasure scale.

	Bottom line, I wasn’t ready to surrender to anyone…not Nicole, and definitely not Collin.

	The clock on the wall warned that the girls should be home soon. I felt like grilling, so I fired up the caveman device, and started making my classic Paella. It’s always been a huge hit with the family, and it’s easy to make. I preferred to use the grill, because it was as close to the traditional way as I could get in my backyard. A few minutes later, my chef’s knife flashed over the cutting board, and within a few minutes, I had piles of vegetables and meats sitting neatly in bowls.

	The girls arrived just as I had everything set up on the grill. I just had to wait and check it every ten minutes, and voila! Dinner would be ready!

	I got hugs from each of my girls, mostly because they were starving, and they littered the living room floor with shopping bags. Another successful hunt…excuse me, I meant ‘shopping trip,’ although hunting wasn’t a bad analogy.

	The girls finally put away their stuff, and we sat down to dinner. My cooking received a bunch of compliments, which isn’t always the case. The thing about families is they can be brutally honest, and if my cooking sucked they’d let me know it. Tonight, though, the food met their expectations. A kiss on the cheek from Nicole, smiles from my daughters, and the honor of doing the dishes.

	A perfect dinner.

	Nicole and I finally had a few minutes to ourselves after I finished the dishes. Nicole was trying on some of the items she’d bought when I wandered into the bathroom. I watched for a while. Everything she tried on was just a little sexier, showed a slightly more skin, and was just a tiny bit more revealing than normal. She would turn her body this way and that for each outfit as if she were posing. Some of the items she tried on were probably not something the girls should see her wear; but I knew she’d be careful around the girls.

	She finally saw me, realized I’d been watching her, and a cute red blush colored her cheeks. “How long have you been standing there?”

	“Oh, I’ve been here for about four outfits. I’m not sure how long that is in minutes, but about four to five outfits. By the way, you look amazing in each one, and I liked everything I saw you try on.”

	She cat-walked over and kissed me. Our eyes met, and we stood together, looking into each other’s eyes and enjoying the moment. She finally tweaked my nose, kissed me again, and broke our connection.

	Nicole pirouetted away, and walked into the closet. I swallowed twice before I could form words, and I struggled to make my next question sound nonchalant. “So, any idea what Collin has planned for the two of you tomorrow?”

	Her upcoming day with Collin made me feel anxious…excited, too, but mostly anxious. I think I succeeded in sounding calm, because her reply didn’t contain any sarcasm or irritation. Dating another man had apparently become completely normal in our relationship. How had things changed so quickly?

	“Yep. His real estate agent is taking him house hunting, and he wants my opinion. We’re having lunch with his attorney. They’re going to be discussing him setting up a new business in town. Then the rest of the day is ours, and he said he has a surprise for me.”

	“Wow. It sounds like a busy day. Not much of a date, if you ask me.”

	Nicole popped her head outside the closet, and gave me a steady look. She didn’t answer right away; she simply maintained eye contact with me. I hadn’t intended to sound bitter or jealous, but based on her expression, I failed…badly. After a few seconds, I wilted under her stare, and dropped my eyes.

	Her voice was calm and even when she finally responded, “I didn’t ask you. You said you were okay with me going out with Collin tomorrow. What we choose to do on our dates is up to us.”

	I nodded, and held up my hands. “Yes, I’m sorry, you’re right. I’m just getting used to the idea, I guess.”

	She nodded, and disappeared again into the closet. “Don’t worry, honey. I’ll do my best to keep in touch with you throughout the day.”

	“Thank you. I realize I have to get used to you two being alone together. It’s just that I feel excluded, and that makes me worry.”

	Nicole came back into the bathroom, fully dressed for the movies. “Why would you say that?”

	“C’mon.” I rolled my eyes at her. “We’ve had this discussion already. Collin is rich, good-looking, and successful. He treats you with respect, he’s funny, and I know you like that in a man. Oh, and one more thing…he’s very well endowed, and you obviously love fucking him. Am I missing anything here?”

	My voice had risen as I spoke, and anger and frustration crept into my voice. Why Nicole couldn’t understand my concerns irritated me. I saw it her temper rise, too, and truthfully, I didn’t care. I wasn’t going to sit on the sidelines as she fell in love with another guy. I might be enjoying this whole cuckold thing more than I anticipated, but there was nothing exciting about losing my wife.

	Fortunately for both of us, she took a breath and made a visible effort to calm down before she started talking. I did the same, and it saved us both some needless yelling. She stepped forward, placed her arms around my neck, and kissed me.

	“I love you,” she breathed into my ear before pulling back and meeting my eyes. “That’s where I’m beginning this conversation, and that’s where I will be ending it. Yes, you did leave something out. Collin is not my husband, he is not the father of my two girls, and he has not built a life with me. That’s something only you have done.”

	I started to reply, but she placed her finger on my lips.

	“Both of us come from poor, broken homes. You and I married young, and we were so poor we used pizza boxes as end tables. Thank God for duct tape.”

	I grinned wryly.

	“Ever since we got married, you and I have worked our asses off to build this family. We make a good living together, and we’ve managed to raise two great kids. We still have some work to do there, but their heads and their hearts are in the right spot.” She paused meaningfully. “None of that happened with Collin.”

	I leaned forward to kiss her, but she stopped me again. “I’m not done. I’m married to a man who respects me enough to listen when I say I want to try something new. He loves me enough to allow me to see another man. He loves me enough to fight for me, and not let me walk off into the sunset with another guy. I know that’s what you’re doing now, and I love you for it. Collin isn’t doing that, Nick…you are. Please have faith in me. Please have faith in us. I love you.”

	Tears had formed in her eyes as she was talking, and it hurt to see them. I pulled her into my arms, and she hugged me right back. I was truly a lucky man.

	We finally eased apart, and she wiped her eyes. “I’m sorry, baby,” I said with a relieved smile. “I love you, too. Thank you for telling me that. I really needed to hear it.”

	Nicole nodded, and smiled. “You better remember it, mister, or I will seriously kick your ass!”

	We shared a laugh and another long hug before my wife shooed me out of the bathroom so she could finish getting ready.

	Fifteen minutes later, we were off to see the movie.

	 


Chapter Six

	 

	Counting sheep, counting backwards, trying to remember my elementary school teacher’s names…you name the method for falling asleep, and I tried it. Unfortunately, sleep still eluded me. Thoughts and visions of Nicole and Collin spending the day together consumed my thoughts. My brain raced all night. Dreams of them visiting beautiful, expensive homes flashed through my head, followed by nightmares of Collin telling her she could move in with him.

	First, I was hot; then I was cold.

	Worried one moment, hard-as-a-rock-excited the next.

	Conceding defeat, I slipped out of bed. Nicole stirred and mumbled, so I closed the door to our bedroom. It was a nice morning on our patio. The sun hadn’t made an appearance yet, and neither had the central Texas heat. Birds were serenading each other, and squirrels ran around in our back yard. I tilted my head back, closed my eyes, and enjoyed a rare moment of peace. With two girls and a wife in the house, private time was hard to come by, so this morning was extra-special.

	Start at the beginning.

	Nicole had wanted to try having a boyfriend, and I’d agreed. Maybe that wasn’t the brightest idea I’ve ever had, but she was as happy as I’d ever seen her. We’d met Collin, and he’d turned out to be a great guy. Yes, he was rich and yes, he was obviously handsome…but despite those limitations, he was still a cool dude. Nicole enjoyed him immensely, and so far, her feelings for me hadn’t changed. I also had to admit that their relationship had awakened urges and desires within me, too. An unexpected surprise, and I struggled to manage my own emotions. Nicole and Collin were accepting and open to including me in whatever way I felt comfortable.

	How cool was that?

	Now Collin and Nicole were going to spend the day together. As a couple. Alone. Of course I felt excited, and worried at the same time. Those two emotions were my two best friends. Myself aside, though, how would Collin introduce Nicole to his friends and business partners?

	What about her wedding rings?

	Would this lead to overnight stays?

	How about weekends and traveling together?

	Nicole and Collin spending one day together made me an emotional wreck. I wasn’t sure how I would handle an overnight stay or a weekend away. Various fantasies of what they would do together flashed through my head constantly. More time together opened up a world of possibilities and fantasies, and I loved every one of them.

	Anxiety and lust, fear and titillation, worry and excitement…these emotions rocked my world, and left me feeling intoxicated. These feelings were the attraction, the sexual drug of the cuckold husband, and they were powerful.

	Exhilarating.

	The cuckold marriage website had discussed the emotional highs and lows of a cuckold husband, and I’d thought I was prepared to handle them.

	I was wrong.

	The sun had finally made an appearance, and brought heat and humidity with it, so I decided I needed some caffeine. I hoped the house would still be quiet, but the girls had already made their way into the kitchen. I joined them, and got the coffee started.

	“What are you guys thinking about for breakfast this morning?”

	The girls looked at each other, and smiled. “Waffles!”

	They said it unison, and laughed together. It was their favorite breakfast, and I enjoyed making it for them.

	Our waffle iron was an industrial-strength model. Heavy and a pain in the tail to move, it made two waffles at the same time. In no time at all, the waffles were in the iron. The girls got the table set just in time for the first one to be ready. I got them both situated, and made my own. A few minutes later, we were all enjoying hot, delicious (my own opinion) waffles, and laughing about shopping with Mom.

	When a lull appeared in the conversation, I let the girls know what the plan was for the day. “Hey, you two waffle-loving kids, how do you feel about hanging out with Dad? Mom is going to spend the day helping a friend of ours. He’s new in town, and not very familiar with the city, so Mom’s going to show him around. You two okay if she’s gone for most of the day?”

	My youngest shrugged her shoulders and stuffed another piece of waffle in her mouth. She was obviously fine with it. My oldest finished chewing, and reached for more syrup.

	“Do we know this guy?”

	“No, honey. Like I said, he’s new to San Antonio, so we’ve never had him over. Your mom and I met him recently, and we’ve kind of adopted him. He’s cool, and we had dinner with him the other night. It’s a long story, but he actually owns a restaurant here in town.”

	I wasn’t technically lying to my child, but again, she was too young for this type of situation. Nicole and I had agreed we’d keep it from the children. While that might change in the future, we would cross that bridge when we came to it. In the meantime, there was a solid wall between our kids and this situation.

	My oldest shrugged her shoulders. “It’s cool. I was going to stay home anyway. Besides, we’ve done a lot the last two days. It’ll be nice to just stay home and chillax.”

	Ahhh, another new word from the kids.

	My daughter caught my confused look, and rolled her eyes at me. I swear they were going to start rolling and never stop! “Dad, it’s a combination of chill and relax. Chillax!”

	“Uh. Right. No, I got it. It’s cool.”

	Another eye roll, but at least she had carried her dishes to the sink and managed to put them in the dishwasher. All was forgiven, because that didn’t happen very often. Baby steps!

	The girls disappeared into their rooms or the game room, and I wandered into the bedroom. The bed was empty, and the sheets and blankets were rumpled, so Nicole hadn’t been up long. I made the bed, and then snuck over to watch her in the shower.

	Bent over, with her leg covered in shaving cream, she drew her razor carefully over her leg. I’d been married long enough to know you never startle a woman while she’s shaving her legs. Men have been tortured and killed for a lot less. I enjoyed the view for a few more seconds before backing away, and letting her finish her shower.

	Her phone buzzed, so I walked over and picked it up.

	A text from Collin.

	Moment of truth: do I read the text or put the phone down and let her have her privacy?

	I put the phone down, left the text unread, and walked out of the bedroom. I actually made it to couch before turning right around and rushing back to her phone.

	Checking quickly to make sure she was still in the shower, I snatched the phone and scanned the text.

	 

	Good morning, beautiful. I can’t wait to see you!

	 

	A tame text, and definitely not worth pissing off my wife about, I replaced her phone, and went back to the couch. I felt deflated. Part of me had hoped for something hot, steamy, and full of promise…and, of course, part of me didn’t. My emotions were so mixed, I wasn’t sure anymore if I was worried or horny.

	One thing was certain, I was going to drive myself nuts sitting on the couch obsessing over this date.

	My honey-do list was waiting, so I got started. There were several chores, inside and outside, that needed my attention. I refilled my coffee cup on my way to the garage, because I planned to stay busy. I was in the garage, soaked in sweat and covered in dirt, when she came in to let me know she was leaving. I stopped what I was doing, and stared at her. Beautiful, sexy, classy, she wore one of the outfits from yesterday.

	Nicole’s face lit up when she saw my reaction. “Down, boy! I’m not yours today,” she giggled, and gave me a slow turn. “Do you think Collin will like it?”

	“Yes, baby. I think Collin will love it.”

	“Good. I’d kiss you, but you stink and you’re dirty.” She smiled at me, blew me a kiss, and I noticed she wore her wedding rings. My heart soared. “I do appreciate you working on your honey-do list. I should be home for dinner, but I’ll keep in touch today, okay?”

	“Sounds good, babe, have fun.”

	A reckless smile blossomed as I watched her walk away. Her ass was a thing of beauty, and I openly admired it. Her shorts were definitely short and showed a lot of leg, but they covered her ass completely. The high heels emphasized her nicely muscled legs. She had on a tank top that showed a lot of cleavage, but a flowery sheer blouse covered it. The neat two-piece ensemble looked amazing, and showed off her chest without being too obvious or slutty. That was my wife…she could look sexy, but classy, and I was sure Collin was going to be proud to have her on his arm today.

	I’d like to say that the day flew by and that I was so busy, I barely missed my wife. Unfortunately, the opposite proved true. Yes, I worked like crazy, and finished my entire honey-do list, but I could barely concentrate. I hammered and nailed. I sanded and painted. I mowed, raked, and trimmed every green part of our yard. I even earned myself some weird looks from the girls because I got the vacuum cleaner out, and finally learned how the damned thing operated. Every spec of carpet received a solid vacuuming.

	All day long I worked…and never once did I stop thinking, fantasizing, and worrying about Nicole.

	Not once.

	 


Chapter Seven

	 

	My phone buzzed throughout the day, and to her credit, Nicole did keep me informed. I received selfies of her, selfies of Collin and her together, and cheery texts about how great Collin was, and how much fun they were having. She met his attorney. The real estate agent was a bitch, apparently, but she took them around to some very, very nice homes. Nicole even sent me a photo of Collin and her at one of the homes, obviously taken by the real estate agent, and it showed them standing together, side-by-side, arm in arm.

	Nicole wasn’t wearing her wedding rings.

	Texts continued until late afternoon, and then nothing. My phone went silent…no texts, no calls, nada. My mood transitioned from working and impossibly horny to working and worried. My emotional roller coaster once again catapulting me upwards, only to drop me in to the abyss a few minutes later, so I focused on what I could control.

	I fired up the grill, and the girls and I had hamburgers. Spending time with the girls, just the three of us, was a definite benefit of this lifestyle. We had a great time. I was able to take my mind off Nicole and Collin, and simply enjoy my time with the girls. When dinner was over, we rented a movie online, and crowded onto the couch to watch the movie. Each of us had our own bag of flavored popcorn, which we shared by digging our hands into each other’s bags.

	Good times.

	The movie had just gotten started when my phone went off again. The girls and I shared a look, and I knew they were thinking I should just leave it alone.

	I considered not answering it, but my burning desire to know what was going on with Nicole won the battle.

	Careful not to spill anyone’s popcorn, I stepped over and grabbed the phone. The display revealed a text and a picture.

	What a picture! Taken at the hotel in Collin’s suite, Nicole lay on the couch wearing only her panties and thigh-high stockings. Collin must have bought her those, too, I thought as my cock came to life.

	I thrust the phone into my pocket, and strode into our bedroom. My heart raced, and I felt conflicted about leaving the girls, but helpless in the face of my excitement. My march continued until I reached our bathroom, where I closed the door and snatched the phone from my pocket.

	Nicole.

	Her bare tits were beautiful, and her arms extended above her head. Posed specifically for her boyfriend, and she’d let him take a picture of her. We hadn’t discussed it, but I considered pictures out of bounds. Apparently, Collin and Nicole disagreed.

	A distant roaring filled my ears, and I could almost feel the blood rushing to my groin. I set the phone on the back of the toilet, so I could stare at the picture and free my hands.

	Masturbation now came easily to me, like second nature, and I started stroking myself, slowly at first, then faster.

	I hoped for another picture, but my excitement got the better of me, and I couldn’t hold out any longer. Betrayed by my excitement, my body convulsed as a powerful orgasm exploded within me. Spurt after spurt plopped into the toilet as the sweet release surged through me.

	The picture stared back at me as I leaned over the toilet and caught my breath. As I was no longer excited, it now mocked me as my excitement gave way to embarrassment. The emotional high tide pulled back out to sea, leaving me wallowing in doubt and worry.

	We hadn’t discussed pictures. They were dangerous in today’s world of hackers, and I didn’t want to see my wife passed around the internet. I’m sure she didn’t want that, either, so why had she let him take a picture? I checked the text again, and saw that Collin had used her phone, so at least she retained control over the picture. It was still a huge leap of faith for my beautiful wife.

	I saved the picture, and cleaned up around the toilet.

	After I washed my hands and brushed my teeth, I went back out to let the girls know I was going to watch something else in our room. I wasn’t comfortable sitting next to them and finishing the movie after that text and my bathroom visit. Call me crazy, but I just didn’t think it was appropriate.

	“Dad, when is Mom coming home?”

	My oldest was sharp, and she’d noticed that Nicole had been gone all day and missed dinner. I made a mental note for Nicole to spend more time with her.

	“She just texted me, honey.” It was true, and I didn’t want the girls to worry. “She’s at dinner with our friend, and they met some of his friends. They’re going to have a few more drinks, and then head home.”

	That last part was a bald-faced lie. Is there such a thing as a good lie?

	“Okay, thanks, Dad. Good night.”

	“Good night, honey. Don’t worry about Mom. She’s fine.”

	They both went back to watching the movie, and I lay down on my bed. I was worried now, a little confused and hurt. Nicole had let Collin take a picture of her naked, with her face showing in the picture! She’d also been gone longer than she’d promised, and she’d taken off her wedding rings. I wasn’t sure why that surprised me, but it did, and it also hurt. Our wedding rings were my only link with her while she was out with Collin.

	Why was she staying out so late? She’d said she would be back by dinner, and it was well past dinner now.

	I tried not to dwell on what she was doing, but I couldn’t help it. I knew Collin was fucking her. I knew she would love every minute of it.

	Relax. You knew this would happen eventually. Remember what Nicole told you this morning.

	I took a deep breath, and found an action movie on cable. It had scantily-clad women, cheesy lines, explosions, and a decent chase scene. It was the perfect way to get my mind away from Nicole.

	My movie ended at about the same time as the girls’, so we cleaned up the popcorn, and put the blankets away. Nicole arrived just as I was about to suggest the girls get ready for bed.

	“Mooooom!” The girls were getting good at shouting in unison.

	Nicole was all smiles, and her attitude was bright and cheery. “How’s it going? I missed you today.”

	I took a closer look at Nicole, and she wasn’t drunk or tipsy. Thank God. She was just happy.

	The girls rushed over to give her a hug. My youngest looked up after the hugs were over, and filled her in. “We missed you, too, and you missed a good movie tonight. Dad also cooked the best burgers, and we sat on the couch and shared popcorn.”

	“Sounds like you had fun. Don’t you have the best Dad?” She looked over at me, and winked. “Thank you, honey, for taking such good care of our girls. I love you.”

	I smiled back at Nicole and was about to say something, but one of my daughters beat me to the punch. “Why were you out so late? You left fairly early this morning, and you’re just now getting back?”

	My oldest, who still hero-worshipped her mother, remained fixated on my wife’s activities today. Nicole glanced over at me, but I shrugged and shook my head. She was on her own.

	“Our friend had a lot of stuff to do today, and I stuck around to help him. We spent most of the day with a real estate agent, trying to find him a place to live. We also had a long, boring lunch with his attorney. I was about to come home after dinner when he ran into some of his friends, and they asked us to stay. Don’t worry, your mom only had diet soda. I’m sorry I was out so late, but he did need the help. You’re not mad, are you?”

	“No.” My oldest shook her head. “We just missed you.” She leaned forward and gave her mother another hug.

	The girls finally headed upstairs to bed. Nicole disappeared into our room, and I spent a few minutes in the kitchen having a drink of water. I wanted to give her time to relax and change without standing over her shoulder. It had been her first official date, and I didn’t want it to become a bad memory. I had a million questions, and I felt overflowing with excitement, but I didn’t want her to feel interrogated.

	The dishwasher was almost full, so I put the glass inside. Only a few minutes had passed, but it felt like a lifetime, and the visions of my wife with Collin still haunted me.

	My heart pounded in my chest, and I took several deep breaths on my way to our bedroom. The tap was running when I stepped into our bathroom. She emerged from our closet at the same time, wearing a loose T-shirt that fell to her waist, and walked over to her sink. She flashed a happy, tired smile in my direction as she passed, and started washing her hands and face. I stared at her ass as she leaned over to rinse the soap from her face.

	Thong panties. Yes, her ass still looked amazing.

	Frozen in place, I waited and felt like a lecher. I was equally filled with lust and excitement, and my eyes hungrily scanned her body. I’d grown almost painfully erect, and I longed to take her and reclaim her as my own. Still, I waited.

	She finally finished with her face. A slow, sensual smile lit her face as she toweled it dry. “Like what you see?”

	“Love it,” I croaked.

	“Good, because I love you.”

	Her arms circled my shoulders, and she pulled me into a tight hug. A sweet moment. We held each other for several minutes, not saying anything, just reconnecting our souls. My erection must have caught her attention, though, because she rubbed her body against me.

	“Somebody missed me!” Her slow, sensual laugh echoed in my ears. “Into the bedroom, mister!”

	She led me to the bed, and pushed me onto it with a lusty growl. While I was struggling with my clothes, she locked our bedroom door, and then disappeared into the closet again. Getting undressed turned out to be a herculean task, and I managed to rip my shirt in the process. It’s not easy to get undressed when you’re lying down, especially when you’re horny.

	The click of high heels on tile announced her return. She paused in the doorway, turned off the bathroom lights, and walked over and lit a candle on the nightstand. The soft warm glow of candlelight filled the room. Nicole stayed standing at the side of the bed, just looking down at me, a sexy little smile etched on her face.

	My heart pounded, and my throat went desert-dry. No shame in its game, my cock had grown hard enough to cut diamonds. Purely-distilled lust filled my body, and I felt intoxicated by her presence. I drank in the sight of her, committing every detail to memory.

	She was naked except for thong panties and high heels, and she held a small hand towel in her fingers. Her breasts were still perfect; full, lush, and her nipples were hard and erect. Small bite marks near her breasts were barely visible. My gaze slipped down and admired her flat stomach and the smooth, sheer panties, a sexy second skin that accentuated her hips and legs. The barest outline of her pussy was visible. I could just make out the discoloration of her panties as they disappeared between her legs.

	She watched my eyes, and noticed where they stopped. “I’m very wet, baby. I missed you, and I missed your tongue. Will you use it on me?”

	I didn’t trust my voice, so I nodded frantically. The smile on her face transitioned from sexy to triumphant as her fingers slid beneath her panties, and pushed them from her hips. The sheer material slipped down her smooth thighs until they landed on the wood floor. She stepped out of them, slipped off her high heels, and moved on top of me. The hand towel draped over my cock as she moved her body toward my face. The satin skin of her thighs pressed against my face, smooth and warm as she straddled my head. The perfume of her pussy filled my nose, more intoxicating than any whiskey. My eyes closed as I drew in a deep breath, savoring the perfume she’d created with Collin.

	Her hips shifted forward, and I felt the warm wetness of her lips meet my mouth. My tongue snaked out to taste her…a small flick, once, twice, and then a third time. The silky, slightly salty wetness ran over my tongue, and I pushed my tongue deeper inside her, separating her beautiful lips. A wellspring of desire filled me, and my hands clamped onto her hips, refusing to let her move. I felt possessed. My tongue strained to reach every part of her.

	Her clit became a magic button. I circled it several times with my tongue, and felt her buck in response.

	The headboard jerked hard, rapping against my head.

	My eyes flicked upward, and I saw Nicole grasping the ornate wooden headboard with both hands. She leaned forward with her eyes shut tightly. A grimace filled with pleasure and need covered her face. A low moan escaped her, and I noticed her breathing had quickened. The muscles in her arms were clearly visible.

	A spasm rippled along my tongue as an orgasm erupted inside her body. Her mouth clamped shut, and I suspected she was trying to muffle her moans. She was mostly successful, but another low, long moan finally filled the room. Her hips bucked hard on my face several times, and she pressed her pussy down on my tongue. Seconds passed, followed by minutes, and we stayed locked together. Our dance was both sensual and erratic, soft and forceful, and lusty but filled with emotion. She eventually released her death grip on the headboard, and pulled her hips back. Her thighs trembled on my chest, and I ran my fingers over her flat stomach.

	Our eyes met, and she rewarded me with a tired, satisfied smile. “That was good. So powerful, so intense, and it seemed to go on and on.”

	“I’m glad I can still make you cum like that, baby. I really like doing that for you.”

	Her hand caressed my cheek. “So do I.”

	She leaned down, and gently kissed me. Her hair tickled my forehead, but I couldn’t have cared less. I held her and made the kiss last, until she finally broke it and lay down beside me.

	She rolled on her side towards me, propped her head up on her hand, and smiled at me. “What can I do for my husband? I want to please my sexy, sweet man who gives me such great orgasms.”

	Her fingernails ran lightly over my stomach on their way down to my cock. I felt her fingers encircle my cock. A slow torturous stroking commenced, and my back arched of its own volition. The soft, sexy sound of her voice filled my ears as pleasure exploded in my body.

	“Why don’t I tell you about my day? How does that sound, my little cuckold?”

	 


Chapter Eight

	 

	A gasp burst from me, almost a whimper, as the word cuckold pushed me to a completely new level of pleasure. It dropped me into a clear pool of lust, and threatened to drown me.

	Nicole stopped stroking my cock. “Hmmmm,” she purred. “I think you like it when I call you cuckold. Don’t you? Such a weird word. Cuckold. Cuuuckoold.”

	She emphasized the word, drew it out, and lay it like a blanket over me. In that moment, we both knew it fit me. Her breath was hot in my ear.

	“You’re my dear, sweet cuckold husband, and I love you.”

	My eyes snapped open. Our eyes met, and I saw love reflected in her eyes. No judgment, no disdain or disgust; her eyes were filled with deep abiding love and understanding. A tender moment, shared between two souls. A second later, the warm sensation of her fingers sliding over my cock brought me crashing back to reality, and reminded me of a simple truth.

	My body needed an orgasm…badly.

	“Collin made me strip completely naked when I got to his hotel room. He wanted me to wear the clothes he’d bought me. He took me as soon as my panties hit the carpet. No foreplay. He just pushed me on the bed, and slid inside me.” She laughed softly. “He wasn’t even fully undressed yet.”

	Her fingers continued to gently stroke me, but I could tell she was watching me carefully. When it looked like I was getting close, she would release my cock. She kept me on edge, kept me aroused and focused on her voice.

	A delicious tension between tease and denial.

	“Fortunately, I was already so wet that it didn’t hurt much when he pushed inside. Nick, he’s so big! When I feel him slide inside me, it’s almost overwhelming. His cock stretches and fills me completely, and his body is so big and muscular!” She shivered next to me, and resumed her slow, torturous stroking. “He makes me feel so feminine, so submissive, and when we’re fucking, I can’t think of anything but pleasing him.”

	Nicole stroked me for a few seconds before she released my cock again, and she patted my chest lightly when I groaned with disappointment. An expression I’d never seen before passed over her face: one of power, control, and dominance. I sensed she loved exercising control over me.

	“Collin fucked me…twice. The first time was quick, hard and fast. We both needed each other, and the first time felt frantic.” Her eyes were unfocused, and she smiled to herself as memories of her time with Collin flashed through her brain. “The second time lasted much longer. We were almost late to meet his real estate agent. I barely had enough time to get dressed, and fix my hair and make-up. Collin insisted on choosing my clothes. They were sexy, but tasteful, thank goodness. I picked my own shoes, though, and he got a nice long kiss for that one.”

	She giggled at something. My questioning look made her add, “He tried to get me naked again, but the phone rang, and it was the front desk. He tried to ignore it, but I tickled him, and grabbed the phone. I told them we would be right down, and you should have seen the look on his face. He was so disappointed; he looked like a little kid who’d dropped his ice cream cone.”

	I offered her what had to be a shaky smile, and silently wished she’d hurry up. The details of her day were nice, but she had me on the edge of an orgasm, and I desperately needed to finish. Strangely, my need kept me focused on her words.

	“Anyway, we met the real estate agent, and she was…professional, barely. She had a hard time taking her eyes off Collin, so I made sure to keep close to him the whole time.” Anger flashed in her eyes, and I knew her temper lurked a few steps behind. “Bitch wasn’t even that attractive. She had a flat chest, too much makeup, and an ass the size of a cow.”

	Translation? The real estate agent had tasteful makeup, a nice chest, but smaller breasts than my wife, and a nice overall body. The odds were good that she’d actually been attractive, but I knew better than to say anything.

	Nicole finished in true form: “Bitch, find your own man.”

	I knew she hadn’t said that to the real estate agent, but it was clear that’s what she’d been thinking.

	“The homes we saw were beautiful, and Collin liked a few of them, but he wanted a place with more land and more privacy. Most of the homes were big, but on small lots, so there was hardly any room between the houses. We have another appointment with the real estate agent next week to see some homes a bit further outside of the city.”

	“Is that right? You made another appointment with Collin for next week?” Surprise laced my voice.

	She slowly nodded her head. “I am dating him, Nick, and I’m not going to give that bitch any ‘alone-time’ with my boyfriend.”

	Her fingers made quotation marks in the air; then her hand returned to my cock, gently stroking it. I groaned again, and felt myself descend into another warm pool of lust. My orgasm began to build once more.

	“Don’t worry, baby, I won’t forget about you or our girls. And I won’t neglect my cuckold husband. I prooomise.” She drew the word out slowly, and brushed her lips against my cheek.

	“Hmmmm. That feels good.”

	Nicole’s plans for next week quietly slipped away as pleasure took over again, and spread through my body.

	Her silky smooth voice flowed over me and filled my ears. “We did have a long lunch with his attorney. Boring. The only thing that made it fun was that Collin asked me to take my bra off for the rest of the day.”

	She knew that would drive me crazy, and took her hand off my cock well before she finished. My eyes snapped open, and I barely avoided spurting all over myself. A light pain flared in my chest as she scraped her fingernails across my chest.

	“Not yet, little cucky,” she breathed, and then giggled. “Ooooh, I think I like that better. Cuckold sounds so formal, so serious.” She tried it out again. “Cucky. Yep, that’s better. You don’t get to cum yet, my little cucky.”

	She was playing with me now, laughing and teasing me like a little girl. She tapped my cock with the tips of her fingers, torturing me now, as her eyes studied me.

	“The attorney was nice and charming. He was an older black gentleman, I would say middle fifties, and very handsome. His voice was deep and commanding. One of those voices that invades your mind if you close your eyes and listen.”

	She shook her head, and refocused on me, but I couldn’t resist myself. I had to know more. “If it doesn’t work out with Collin, would you be interested in his attorney?”

	I had to grit my teeth and focus to get that sentence out, because she’d resumed stroking my cock, and it felt fantastic.

	She laughed in a most naughty way. “He certainly liked me, that’s for sure. He couldn’t take his eyes off my chest, and he stroked my hand when Collin went to the restroom.” She took her fingers off my cock. She was getting very good at gauging my reactions. “Yes, Nick. I would definitely be interested in his attorney, but not unless Collin doesn’t work out…and I’m sure he’s going to work out just fine, baby.”

	She kissed my cheek, and I jerked my head in a shaky nod.

	“Lunch finally ended, and we went back to the hotel. I attacked Collin as soon as we were in the hotel room, and we fucked right there on the living room couch. The windows were open and everything, but we didn’t care. He took the picture of me after we were finished.”

	Her fingernails scratched my chest again.

	“Oh, hey. Guess what?” She laughed a little with embarrassed pleasure, and even in the candlelit room, I could tell she was blushing. She didn’t wait for me to respond…I guess she meant it as a rhetorical question. “I can take all of him down my throat now! I’m so excited. I just had to learn to relax my throat, keep calm, and anticipate my gag reflex. It’s harder than it seems, but I did it!” Pride echoed in her voice, and she tapped my chest in excitement. “He was so impressed, and I can tell he loves it when I take all of his cock. You should see his face!”

	“Great, honey.”

	It was all I could manage. I mean, what was I supposed to say? Fortunately, her fingers returned to my cock, and I was soon lost in the waves of pleasure she could summon at will from my body. Her breathing progressively got deeper and more rapid as she described their afternoon. I also noticed she closed her eyes as she spoke. I wasn’t the only person drifting in waves of pleasure.

	“Collin took me three more times after lunch. His stamina is amazing, and he recovers so quickly. It was all I could do to keep up with him, and he played my body like an instrument. Orgasm after orgasm after orgasm exploded out of me. I was completely exhausted when he came the third time.”

	Close, I thought. I’m so goddamned close, please don’t stop.

	She must have sensed my thoughts, because she immediately removed her hand from my cock. “Not yet, cucky. I’m not finished.”

	I let out a very frustrated groan, and gripped the sheets tightly. My hips thrust upward into dead space, vainly trying to fuck something. Unsatisfying is how I felt, but that was a gross understatement. I wasn’t sure when it had happened, but I’d surrendered control over my body to Nicole, and I loved it.

	“We jumped into the shower and cleaned up. He picked out more clothes for me, and I re-applied my make-up. Thank goodness I’d brought some in my purse; otherwise, I would have looked hideous at dinner. The dress Collin picked was an expensive designer dress, and it fit me perfectly. Of course, I was still bra-less. I thought it was deliciously naughty, and he loved it, so I didn’t mind.”

	“Nice of him,” I croaked.

	“We had dinner, and it was very nice, quiet and intimate,” she continued as though I hadn’t spoken. “He’s such a gentleman. Every woman in the place alternated between trying to catch his eye and glaring at me. When we were leaving, he noticed some of his friends in the bar, and we walked over to talk to them.”

	“Friends?”

	“Do you remember the couple he was with when we met him at the swingers club?”

	I really didn’t remember their faces, but I did remember that Collin had gone there with a couple.

	“That’s who we met, and they are a great couple. We stayed and talked to them for a while. Her name is Jennifer, and her husband is Tommy. Jennifer and I really hit it off, and I think we’re going to try to get together this week. Anyway, they’re swingers…well, they’re sort of swingers.” She shrugged her shoulders. “They have more of an open marriage. They suggested that all of us…you included, honey…should get together some time.”

	A spike of fear flashed through my body. I wasn’t sure how I felt about meeting with folks who knew our situation. People who would know I was a cuckold husband. I’d have to think about that some more, after I finally got a chance to climax; unfortunately, an orgasm wasn’t looking likely right now.

	“I realized how late I was, and we excused ourselves, and headed back to the hotel room so I could change. Collin insisted on fucking me one last time, of course.” She smiled at me. “He didn’t have to insist very hard, though, because I was the one who got naked, lay back on the bed, and spread my legs for him.”

	Her words created a vivid image in my brain, and I groaned in frustration.

	“I can’t explain my behavior. I saw the bed, and I needed him inside me again. It felt amazing to spread my legs as wide as I could manage, and surrender myself to him. With no hesitation, he fucked me hard and rough, which was fine with me. I can take him easily now, and it was fun to be used as a fucktoy. He called me his little white slut, and he gave me some more love bites on my breasts, which just made me wild. I climaxed at least three times before he finished inside me. I could feel him spurting inside me. I love that feeling.”

	A light blush colored her cheeks, and she looked guilty. “I knew I was late, so I rushed to get back to you and the girls. I put the clothes on that I’d worn over to Collin’s. My underwear was still a little moist from this morning, and they felt wet and sticky on the way home. I could feel cum dripping out of me. I’m glad the girls were ready for bed, and only needed a hug.”

	“They missed you. I did, too. We’re glad you’re back.”

	“Me, too, baby. I’ll try and manage my time better in the future.” Another naughty smile played across her lips, and her fingers found my cock again. I sucked in a deep breath as her stroking became firmer, more insistent. My orgasm started building again.

	Her hot breath caressed my ear when she softly whispered, “Collin wanted me to give you a present when I got home. Do you know what it is?”

	This was clearly the moment she had been waiting for, because her hand stayed on my cock, stroking harder now. My hips bucked upwards, my back arched, and I groaned. Distantly I felt the towel cover my cock.

	“What? What was his gift?”

	“Collin came inside of me each time he fucked me, so his gift is my full pussy. My pussy that he used all day, and stuffed completely full of cum! Just for my cucky.”

	Her timing was impeccable, and I exploded as she finished whispering. My hips bucked several times, and my balls clenched and released as I shot my load into the towel. After an entire day of nervous excitement, and unrelenting teasing from my wife, my orgasm finally arrived with a bang. My chest heaved as I gasped for breath, and I struggled to control my shuddering body.

	I finally opened my eyes, and found my wife smiling over at me. “I love you. Was that good for you?”

	“Yes,” I gasped. “It was awesome. Honestly, that was probably the most intense orgasm I’ve had in a while.” My face flushed with embarrassment, but I continued my confession. “It’s strange; I never thought I’d enjoy hearing about your activities this much.”

	“I’m glad I can bring you that much pleasure.” She looked down for a moment before continuing, “Did anything I say bother you, especially that stuff at the end?”

	Another deep breath rattled from my chest. Honesty time had arrived, and I needed to come clean. Now that my orgasm had passed, though, worry reasserted itself. Would my wife would see me differently if I was completely honest with her?

	“No, not at all,” I admitted. “I love all of it. Being away from you for a day was hard, but it was exciting, too. Hearing about your day, every single detail…it makes me feel connected to you, and to Collin. I feel included, rather than excluded, and that’s important to me.”

	I paused for a second, took another breath, and continued before I chickened out, “I also love oral sex, and it excites me even more if you’ve already been with your boyfriend. I don’t understand why, but it does.”

	She smiled at me. “I know, and you’re really good at it, too.”

	“Thanks. And thank you for understanding,” I continued. “Since we started this thing with Collin; the thought of going down on you after you’ve finished with Collin…it drives me wild. It’s intoxicating for me.” My face had become a furnace, and I ran my palm over my forehead. “Sorry. I guess I got carried away there.”

	“No, it’s okay. Really, it’s fine. I feel the same way. I love the way your tongue soothes me after I’ve been with him. It’s exciting for me, too, when I think of you cleaning me up, and taking care of me after we’re finished.” She leaned over, gently kissed me, and rested her chin on my chest. “I love it, too, Nick.”

	Our eyes met, and we smiled at each other.

	She tweaked my nose with her finger. “There is one other thing I need to tell you.”

	“What’s that?”

	“Collin and I discussed my wedding rings today. He asked me to take them off, and I did, but I told him it was only for the day. I didn’t commit to taking them off every time we’re together, but I do think we need to discuss it.”

	“Yeah, I noticed you weren’t wearing your rings.”

	“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner.”

	“It’s okay. Things like this are going to come up, and we may not always have time to discuss them beforehand. I appreciate you bringing it up, rather than waiting for me.”

	“You’re welcome.”

	“I’m not sure I’m comfortable with you taking off your wedding rings, even for a night. What are your thoughts?”

	“Collin has a good point. If we’re going to date, I’m going to meet his friends and business associates, and he can’t very well introduce a married woman as his girlfriend.”

	“Fine, I see his point…but your rings are the only link to our marriage when you’re out with him. He buys you clothes; he pays for everything. Without your wedding rings, I worry you’ll lose sight of me and our marriage.”

	She kissed me again, and rubbed her hands across my chest. “I understand. I’m not sure there’s an easy answer.”

	“Yeah, me either. I can’t shake the feeling that removing your wedding rings is the first step towards losing you.”

	Nicole hugged me tightly. “You’ll never lose me.”

	“I love you, Nikki.”

	“I love you, too, always and forever.”

	We talked, whispered, and laughed together until both of us fell asleep.

	 


Chapter Nine

	 

	Our normal routine started the next day. In less than twenty-four hours, we morphed from a hotwife/cuckold couple into Mr. and Mrs. Suburbia, and we did it without a second’s consideration. It made me wonder just how common this type of situation is among today’s couples, and I realized once again that each relationship creates its own glue that keeps it together. No one truly knows what happens behind closed doors, and that’s probably a good thing.

	We got the girls situated, and headed off to work. We normally drove separate cars, even though we work for the same company, because our schedules were different.

	As soon as my keys hit my desk, my boss motioned me into his office. Whatever the reason, I knew it wasn’t due to poor performance, because I’d just had my performance review.

	I was damned lucky to work for my boss. He was a great leader, and a rising star in the company. He was demanding and expected a lot from his team, but he also didn’t hesitate to reward good performers. There had been no pressing issues when I’d left on Thursday, so even though I’d taken Friday off, things should have been normal this morning.

	“What’s up boss?”

	He waved me inside. “Dude, we missed you on Friday.”

	“You did? Why?”

	“A big opportunity landed in our laps. Totally unexpected, but holy shit, this could make our year.” His excitement was infectious. “Christmas just came early, buddy.”

	“No kidding? Well, let’s hear it.”

	“You’re probably going to laugh, because I did when I first heard it. It’s the classic con game situation: a guy knows a guy…who knows a guy…who knows another guy…who’s connected to someone on the inside.”

	I leaned forward, and grinning. I had to hear this story.

	“We just hired a new Executive Vice President in another department, and he has a relationship with a guy…who has a relationship with another guy…who knows the risk manager for the professional sports team in town. We’re not talking names yet, and you have to keep this quiet, but there’s only one professional sports team in town, so that narrows it down a bit.”

	Holy shit, this could be huge!

	“Seriously, this has to be held close to the vest.”

	“I hear you, boss.”

	“The bottom line is that we’re in the process of setting up some meetings with the decision makers. I’m going to be running point on this, but I need you to be my backup. You’ll be coming to all the meetings, but you probably won’t have an active speaking role at first. Once we get into the weeds, I’ll need you to run point. Cool?”

	“Cool.”

	I nodded at him, because that was fine with me. Details were my strong suit. I hated schmoozing. My boss had helped me develop, and I was much better now; but for something like this, he was the right guy.

	“You’ll need to compile everything that’s discussed, and then get back here and get the team running quotes and options. ‘Complex’ is an understatement, so clarity will be key. There will be a lot of moving parts, so this is definitely going to be a full team effort.”

	“Gotcha,” I replied. “I can make PowerPoint deal cards.”

	“Excellent.” He flashed me a smile. “If this works out, our company could take over all of their insurance and financial products. Conservatively speaking, this one account could produce several million dollars in revenue for our company.”

	“Wow!”

	“Yeah, wow! Our entire team would be the company rock stars.”

	“We need to land this fucker, stuff it, and mount it on the company wall.” My boss was an angler, and I knew he’d love the analogy. I was right. He gave me a high-five on his way to his office door. Then he closed it, and sat in the chair next to me.

	“There’s one last thing I wanted to discuss with you.” He paused. “I’m going to be moving on shortly. I can’t say more right now, but I want to know I’m leaving this team in good hands. You’ve been the team leader for a few years now, and I want you to know that I’ll be recommending you to take my spot. There’ll be a lot of competition for my job, but if we can land this account. you’d be the obvious choice to replace me.”

	“Wow. Thanks!”

	He looked at me steadily. “Our main focus for the next several weeks needs to be winning this account, and I need you to work your magic with the team. They like and respect you, and I know you can do it. It will be a huge win for everyone. Cool?”

	I stood and gave him a fist bump. “Damned straight, boss. I’ll call the team together, and bring them up to speed. Will you let me know when your first meeting is going to take place?”

	“Absolutely. It should be within the week.”

	“Gotcha. I’ll check back with you later today.”

	My cubicle was a little bigger than my peers because of my position. I also had the most coveted item in the building: my own printer. Yeah, baby. I immediately started googling all the publicly-available information on our potential new account. Fortunately, they were a publicly traded company, so I was able to get a good amount. The information might be not be entirely current, but it would serve as a good foundation, and we could use it for general planning purposes.

	My computer chimed, and I jerked in my chair. It was Nicole. Our company had an instant messaging system that had a horrible chime sound. Everyone hated it, but we couldn’t get the vendor to change the damned thing.

	 

	Nicole: Gotta sec?

	 

	Me: Not really, something big just came up. Can we talk tonight? I’m swamped today, and I’m skipping lunch.

	 

	Nicole: Uuuh, it’s about lunch. Collin will be on this side of town, and he wanted to take us to lunch. Waddya think?

	 

	Me: I’d love to, baby, I really would, but I just got out of the boss’s office and we have huge opportunity. Today’s not a good day.

	 

	Nicole: Awww. C’mon. It’s just lunch. We’ll make it quick, say forty-five minutes?

	 

	Me: Fine. Only forty-five minutes. I can’t stay any longer.

	 

	Nicole: You’re the best. Love you!

	 

	Me Love you, too. Come by and collect me when you’re ready. Cool?

	 

	Nicole: Cool!

	 

	Don’t get me wrong, I liked the guy, but we’d just spent the weekend with him. While Collin was independently wealthy, I wasn’t, and I still needed to make a living.

	Fuck it, I can’t think about this now.

	True to her word, Nicole came by and picked me up right at 11:30. The team was rocking after we had spent about an hour minutes discussing the opportunity, brainstorming, and then setting initial assignments. My team had been together for about four years, so we worked great together. I got razzed about going to lunch, but after a few jokes and a quick explanation, Nicole and I left.

	Collin was waiting for us. Nicole stepped away from me, walked over to him, and gave him a soft kiss. He motioned for her to sit in the booth, and she gave him a big smile before sitting down. I’d followed my wife, so I had a chance to scope out the restaurant.

	Doesn’t this guy ever just eat at Subway?

	The restaurant was new and swanky, and I was sure it was expensive. I took a deep breath, unclenched my fists, and reminded myself I was only here for forty-five minutes.

	I put on my best casual smile, and shook hands with Collin.

	“Glad to see you again, Nick. Please, have a seat.”

	We smiled at each other, and I slid into the booth. Nicole sat right next to Collin, with me on the opposite side of the booth. Any casual observer would see a couple, Nicole and Collin, and an acquaintance, me, having lunch. Her hand disappeared below the table as soon as he sat back down. We made small talk while we waited for the waitress. When she arrived, I apparently turned invisible, because she focused exclusively on Nicole and Collin.

	“Hi. I’m Abbey, and I’ll be your hostess. What would you like to order?”

	“We’d like to start with the Caprese Salad.” He paused to smile at Nicole. “The lady next to me will have the grilled salmon, and a small cup of your house soup. I’ll have your New York Strip salad.”

	Abbey gave Nicole a sweet but jealous look. “Is he always this chivalrous?”

	Nicole positively beamed before she nodded and leaned her head against his shoulder. “Yes, he’s a bit of a romantic, and I love that about him.”

	“You are so lucky.”

	“Thank you. Yes, I’m very lucky.”

	She glanced over at me, and Abbey finally realized there was someone else at the table. “Oh, I’m sorry, sir. What can I get you?” A switch flipped inside her, because her manner changed immediately. Now she was focused and business-like. I’d become just another customer.

	“I’ll have your club sandwich with a side of fries, thanks.”

	Abbey was already walking away as I finished. Nicole and Collin smiled over at me, and I gulped my water.

	“Nick,” Collin started. “I wanted to get us all together so we could talk, and see how things are going so far.” I nodded, and he continued, “If this is going to work, I think we need to have regular lunches or dinners where we stop and take stock of how this relationship is progressing.”

	He looked down at Nicole, and of course, she was smiling back at him. They were having sex again, but with their eyes this time. Normally, I would’ve found it exciting, but today it was just irritating.

	“I agree.”

	I cleared my throat, because they were still staring at each other.

	Hey, I’m talking over here.

	“So in your opinion, Collin, how are things going?”

	My voice had intentionally risen, and I hit his name hard when I spoke. The two lovebirds finally broke their staring contest. I pushed the conversation back to him, so he would at least stop staring at my wife. He’d requested this lunch; the least he could do was acknowledge my presence.

	“Y’know, Nick, why don’t we let Nicole go first? She is the one who is juggling two relationships.”

	“Thank you,” she added with another smile. I barely resisted the urge to roll my eyes. “I think things are going well so far. Nick and I have been doing a good job of communicating with each other, and he’s been amazing with our kids.”

	I smiled my thanks.

	“My only concern is things like yesterday evening. I was late getting home, and the kids noticed.” She looked first at me, and then at Collin. “I don’t want my kids to worry about me.”

	“Having drinks with my friends made you late?”

	She blushed, and gave him a knowing smile. “Well, that and other things. The point is, I was later than I expected, and much later than I originally told Nick. I want to keep my promises, so we’ll need to work on our timing.”

	“Agree.”

	“Agree.”

	Collin and I spoke in unison, and he nodded at me. “Nick. Your thoughts?”

	I decided to hit this discussion head-on. “Wedding rings.”

	Nicole looked down at her hands, and Collin nodded. He’d clearly expected this subject.

	“I can deal with Nicole being late, and as long as she checks in with me, I’m okay with it. Once in a while, anyway, not all the time,” I stressed meaningfully, before I continued, “But her wedding rings are a sticking point for me. When she is out with you, they are the only link between Nicole and our marriage. I’m not comfortable with her taking them off.”

	Our food arrived just as I finished, and Abbey made sure that Nicole and Collin had everything they needed before almost tossing my sandwich at me. She winked at Nicole before she left, and threw Collin a smoldering smile.

	“The wedding rings are an issue for me, too.” His arm around slid around Nicole’s shoulders. “When I’m out with her, and we’re sitting together, or I’m standing with my arm around her, she can’t be wearing wedding rings.”

	“Collin…”

	“Let me finish,” he demanded. Anger welled up inside me, but I remained quiet. “That’s a problem. It’s a problem for me, it’s a problem for my clients, and it’ll be a problem for my business.”

	“I understand your position; now you need to understand mine. As far as I’m concerned, it’s a threat to our marriage if Nicole doesn’t wear our wedding rings. Between your business and my marriage, I know which one I’ll choose.”

	“I’m not looking to take Nicole away from you. We’ve had that discussion already. You can relax. I am dating your wife, though, and that means seeing each other in public. It’s awkward and difficult to introduce Nicole as my girlfriend, and then have to explain her wedding rings. I’m not going to do it.” He took a breath. “I’m not a threat to your marriage. Accept it.”

	“I get it.” I took a deep breath of my own, and slowly counted to five. “You may not be a threat to my marriage today. You may not be a threat tomorrow. But that could change, and I won’t take that risk. The slippery slope starts with her wedding rings, and as far as I’m concerned, they stay on her finger.”

	He leaned forward. “I think you’re being unreasonable.”

	“I disagree.” I shook my head. “I don’t know what to tell you, except that I expect Nicole to wear her wedding rings when she’s out with you.”

	“Guys…“

	He interrupted her with a raised hand, and then pointed his finger at me. “I already told you, that’s not going to work for me. Listen pal, you’re the cuckold in this relationship. You got that? You don’t get to determine what my girlfriend wears, or doesn’t wear, when we’re dating. Understand?”

	It was my turn to lean forward, and now I was pissed. “No. I don’t understand. I may be the cuckold in this relationship, but I’m also the fucking husband, and that role will always take precedence over yours!”

	Fuck him and this whole boyfriend thing, relationship, whatever; it wasn’t worth it.

	Our voices had risen to a point where heads were turning in our direction. Nicole reached out and took both of our arms.

	“Guys. Relax. Let’s take a deep breath, and enjoy our lunch.”

	We finally stopped staring daggers at each other, and I nodded at my wife. He sat back, and took a long sip of his water. Nicole whispered to him for a moment before he shook his head, and started stabbing at his steak salad. The Caprese salad sat untouched on the table. Silence, heavy and awkward, descended on our table. Abbey came by, but sensed the tension and quickly left.

	“Nick, what if I wore my wedding rings to Collin’s place, took them off while I’m with him, but put them back on before I came home.” She looked at me hopefully.

	“No. That won’t work. Frankly, it’s not even much of a compromise.”

	Her eyes widened, and she quickly looked down at her salad.

	“Don’t worry, baby.” Collin squeezed her shoulder. “We’ll do what you suggest, and he’ll have to deal with it. He won’t know if you take them off when you’re with me.”

	The smirk he lobbed in my direction might as well have been a nuclear bomb. Rage boiled through me, and I was seconds away from doing something I’d truly regret later. Nicole was still looking down at her lap, and I could tell she had mixed feelings, but I also knew that she would come with me if I decided to leave. I put my napkin down, and started to rise when she finally spoke up.

	“No, Collin.” She looked up at him. “I won’t do that to Nick. I will continue to wear my wedding rings unless he says it’s okay for me to take them off.” She rubbed his arm. “We talked about this the other night. It’s important for the three of us to come to an agreement on important issues. This won’t work if we try to steamroll him.”

	He stared at her in surprise. “Is that right?” He glanced over at me, and then his eyes landed on her. “I can’t see you if I’m always worried about whether my clients or friends will see your wedding rings. It won’t work.”

	“Now who’s being unreasonable?” She met his eyes, and stood her ground. “We’ve only been discussing this for fifteen minutes, and you’ve already made up your mind? You’re already giving ultimatums? You said you respected our marriage. Now did you mean that or not?”

	I was so proud of her for standing up for our marriage!

	Collin glanced between us, and his expression was not happy. He shook his head and waved to Abbey, who materialized immediately. Her smile so sweet, I was sure she was going to give him diabetes. He paid the check with an irritated flourish, closed the checkbook, and placed it on the table carefully. He appeared to be making an effort not to slam it down. I hadn’t noticed before, but Collin had a temper.

	“I don’t know what to say.” He gave Nicole a wry smile. “I guess this is our first fight.”

	She gave him a sad smile, and squeezed his arm. “I guess so.”

	“Let me know if you change your minds. You know how to reach me, and I want to keep in touch. I’m not ready to end this, but I think it’s best if we take some time.”

	He stood without another word and left…no handshakes, no hugs, and no parting jokes. Abbey waved and smiled at him as he left the restaurant.

	An awkward silence fell between us. I didn’t know what to say to Nicole, so I just kept silent. I popped a French fry into my mouth, and immediately regretted it, because it was cold, rubbery, and tasteless.

	It fit my mood.

	I felt, rather than saw, Nicole slide over to me. She leaned her head on my shoulder, and rubbed my thigh. “I love you. I want you to know that, and I don’t regret what just happened.”

	I nodded, and kissed the top of her head. “Thank you. I love you, too. I was worried you were going to side with him.”

	“I would never do that, Nick. You know I like him, but you just saw why he will only ever be a boyfriend to me.”

	“He has a temper, doesn’t he? I hadn’t seen that before when we were with him.”

	“I don’t think it’s a temper so much as he’s used to having his way. He has a strong personality, and I think that intimidates most people.”

	“He damned sure didn’t intimidate you,” I said with a chuckle. “You were awesome.”

	“Well, I’m not some weak bimbo who’s addicted to his looks, money, and big cock.” She whispered the last few words so we didn’t attract any more attention. “I pride myself on being assertive and decisive, and he’s going to have to accept that, or this won’t work at all.”

	“Damned straight,” I replied, and gave her thigh a little squeeze. “That’s why I love you so much. I’ve always been attracted to strong, smart, sexy women.”

	That earned me a smile and a kiss. “Ready to go?”

	“Yes, definitely.”

	 


Chapter Ten

	 

	It felt great to focus on business, and push the situation with Collin to the back of my brain. The team was still going strong. We planned to meet with my boss at the end of the week to review our progress. As I left the building, I decided to get some flowers for Nicole. No matter what happened with Collin, I resolved to raise the level of my game when it came to our marriage.

	My wife had been amazing today, and I wanted to do something nice for her. On my way to the florist, I passed a James Avery jewelry store. Nicole loved his jewelry. An idea hit me, and I pulled into the parking lot. As I peered into the display cases, my idea transformed into a plan, and the more I considered it, the more it made sense. As I handed over my credit card, I felt sure I’d come up with a solution.

	I had dinner on the table when Nicole arrived. I poured her a glass of wine, and got the girls to the table. Nicole changed, and joined us just as I began dishing out the food.

	Dinner was great. Nicole and I got a chance to talk and laugh with the girls. They filled us in on their lives, and fortunately, boys were still not a part of the discussion. Yeah! The girls cleaned up after dinner, and disappeared upstairs.

	Nicole and I finally got some alone time in our bedroom, and snuggled on the bed. “Are you okay?” She nodded, but stayed silent while I stroked her hair. “Are you sure? You’re awful quiet.”

	She lifted her head off my shoulder, sat up, and met my eyes. “Yes. I’m fine.”

	“But?”

	“But,” she replied with a shrug, “I really like Collin, and today at lunch was hard for me. I knew the wedding rings were going to be an issue, but I’d hoped we could find a compromise.”

	“Yeah, me, too.”

	“Maybe it’s a good thing this happened now, because it gives us a chance to re-evaluate how far we go with Collin. It’s obvious he wants to have a dominant role, and we need to decide if that’s right for us. We can’t do any of the things he suggested if we can’t get past the first few steps.”

	This was new information. “What sort of things did he suggest?” I shot her a questioning look. She looked uncomfortable, so I sat up and motioned for her to continue.

	“Collin talked about taking me out of town for the weekend, maybe traveling to the Bahamas or Jamaica.”

	My eyebrows rose at that statement. “What? When did this conversation happen?”

	“Mostly yesterday, but he brought it up when we spent the night to in his hotel room. You were asleep in the other room.” She saw my expression, and held up her hand. “It was just an idea.”

	“Some idea,” I replied. “Is that all?”

	“Mostly.” She took a deep breath, and looked at her hands as she was talking. “He wanted you to come with us, so he wasn’t trying to arrange something secret. Actually, he was adamant about you being included, so I initially though it would be fun.”

	“It does sound kind of fun.”

	It really did sound fun, and I was a little disappointed that it might not happen now.

	“I know, right? The three of us on a beach, relaxing and having fun together.” She paused, and her cheeks flushed. “But Collin insisted you wear one of those chastity belt things the entire time. He said you were the cuck, and he didn’t want your cock anywhere near his pussy.”

	My mouth dropped open. “What?”

	“Yes.” She looked at me sheepishly. “I thought he was joking at first, just trying to see if I would go along, but he was serious.”

	“Well, what did you say?”

	An amazing shade of red washed over her face. “Nothing.”

	“C’mon,” I said, and nudged her with my leg. “What did you say?”

	“I told him it would be up to you. If you were willing to wear one, I would go along.”

	“Wow.” Now it was my turn to blush. “You really said that to him?”

	She nodded. “I’m sorry if that upsets you.”

	“No. I’m glad you told me.” A thought occurred to me. “Where did you hear about chastity belts?”

	“Collin. He said all cucks wear them, and that they love being denied sex.” She smiled at me. “He also said cuckold husbands and their wives need a dominant personality, and he wanted to fill that role for both of us.”

	She studied me as she spoke, and I found myself speechless. This was uncovered territory. Vacations, chastity devices, and dominant roles were subjects I wasn’t ready to discuss. I wasn’t sure if it was even relevant now.

	“Nick?” I shook my head, and stared at her. “Do you want to wear one of those chastity belts?”

	The question hung in the air between us. I opened my mouth, but shut it immediately, and tried to formulate a coherent response. The seed of a smile began to grow as I struggled to form words. She rubbed my thigh, and lowered her head to meet my eyes.

	“Honey, it’s okay if you want to try one out.” Her hand tickled my thigh. “Seriously, I think it’s hot and kinky.”

	“Uhhh,” I mumbled. Forming complete sentences remained a challenge.

	“C’mon, don’t be shy,” she teased.

	“Fine,” I surrendered. “I don’t know. I mean this whole thing with Collin just started, and all of sudden we’re talking about chastity belts?” I gave a small shrug. “I’ve read about them, and I’m honestly not sure how I feel about them.”

	“Go on,” she urged when I fell silent.

	“A part of me wants to try it, and another part of me is scared to death that I’ll like it.” I laughed nervously, and then looked down at my lap. “I also worry you’ll look at me differently. You’ll think of me as less of a man, and that’ll drive you out of our marriage and into Collin’s arms.”

	“Honey, I don’t think…” She stopped, and cocked her head at me. “Wait a minute. Where did you read about them?”

	Crap.

	“Uhhhh. Good question,” I stalled. “See, I kinda found this website.” She gave me a suspicious look. “No, it’s not what you think at all. It’s not a porn, or a dating site, and I didn’t have to pay for a membership.

	“Uh huh.”

	I held my hands out. “No wait. Hear me out.”

	“Okay. Tell me all about this not-a-porn site.”

	“It’s a website that focuses on our situation, Cuckold Marriages, and you should really check it out. Honestly, babe, it’s an extremely informative site about cuckold/hotwife relationships, and one of the subjects it covers is chastity.” The skepticism on her face had faded, and now she looked mildly interested. I decided to press my luck and continue, “Please. I saved the link to the website, and added to our favorites. You should really spend some time reviewing the site.”

	“I’m interested now,” she added with a smile.

	“Cool. There are adult pictures on the site, but they’re used to illustrate a point, not in-your-face porn. There are perspectives from all sides…cuckold husbands, hotwives, and their boyfriends.” I paused and smiled. “It’s interesting that the boyfriends are referred to as bulls, or doms, and there is a difference between the two terms. The lifestyle has its own vocabulary.”

	“Vocabulary, huh?” She tickled my thigh, and I knew she was interested. “I’ll have to learn this vocabulary.”

	“Yeah, yeah, make fun all you want. I’m just saying it’s worth your time. I promise you’ll be glad you did.”

	She nodded, and I knew I had her hooked. I was positive she would check out the website soon, maybe even tonight. The worst that could happen was that she’d learn something new about the lifestyle. At least we’d be on the same page.

	“I know I mentioned this before, but I think it bears repeating.” I took a deep breath. “I’m still worried that wearing a chastity belt will change the way you view me. I don’t want to lose you, and maybe a chastity belt would make you think less of me.” When I finished speaking, I was looking down at my hands. I wasn’t sure I wanted to see the look on her face.

	I felt her fingers lift my chin, and saw that same loving smile on her face.

	My wife is a stud.

	“Please believe me when I tell you, I will never think of you as anything other than the man I love. I think of you as my husband, my soulmate, and the best father two girls could ever have.” A wicked smile curved her lips. “I also think of you as a sexy, kinky guy, and I’m lucky to have you! I think we should try the chastity belt. Where’s the harm? I don’t know if Collin will be in the picture anymore, and it could be fun for us.”

	“Okay, baby.”

	Nicole clapped her hands. “Great, I’ll order you one.”

	I laughed, and shook my head. “Oh, no, you don’t! I will do the ordering, missy. If I’m going to be wearing it, I want to pick it out. Besides, I have a condition.”

	“What’s that? Chastity-boy.”

	She was really getting into this chastity idea. I’m not sure why, but for some reason that made it easier for me, too. I laughed at her.

	“I’m not a chastity-boy yet, so just hold your horses.”

	“Okay, okay. What’s your condition?”

	“I want to order you something, too, but I want to keep it a secret until it arrives.” Her eyebrows rose, and I hurried to reassure her. “You’ll like it. I promise. Deal?”

	She held out her hand. “Deal.”

	We shook, and then sealed the deal with a kiss. Well, not just a kiss. Nicole immediately slipped off her panties, mounted me, and straddled my face. I thrust my tongue deep inside her, and found her almost dripping wet. Her gasp told me clearly that she loved it when I licked her pussy. Her hands gripped my hair, and her thighs pressed against my head as she controlled me completely. She ground herself against my mouth, hard, urgent, and I felt her pussy spasm. Her legs quivered on either side of my face, and a low moan burst from her. Her hips bucked on my face several times as the orgasm filled her body. I loved watching her climax.

	One was enough, because she leaned forward and rested her hands on the headboard. Her chest heaved, and a light sheen of sweat covered her body. The amazing breasts I loved so much swayed invitingly above me. A satisfied smile lit face when she looked down and saw me watching her. She rumpled my hair, and winked at me. She was still a little breathless.

	“You are so good at licking my pussy!”

	“Thanks. I love to please you, and watch you climax.”

	She laughed. “Really? Well, I’ll have to let you watch me climax more often.”

	“I’d like that.” I paused before continuing, “Does that mean I’ll get to taste you more often?”

	“Yes.” She flopped down beside me on the bed. Her fingers encircled my cock, and I shivered at her touch. “Once I have you locked in your chastity belt, I think I’ll have you lick my pussy regularly, baby!”

	An electric charge slammed through my body. Her fingers encircled my cock, and my back arched of its own volition. The words she’d spoken created a surge of lust that blew through my body.

	“You better enjoy this, baby.” She teased. “It will probably be the last time you get an erection for a long time.”

	I could only groan; I was so excited that I couldn’t form words, let alone sentences. She continued to stroke my cock, faster and harder, and I could feel my orgasm gaining speed. I sensed her watching my reactions…and just as I felt the orgasm burst through me, she removed her hand.

	An incredibly powerful but supremely frustrating orgasm exploded from me. The sweet release became a torture because there was no resistance, nothing to push into or push against. My hips bucked upwards several times, and I felt my own cum hit my stomach and chest. My cock clenched and flopped several times as cum flowed from it.

	A great and terrible orgasm, and I never wanted another one like it. Yes, I came, and yes, I enjoyed it…but I couldn’t help feeling unsatisfied and frustrated.

	She disappeared, and returned with a towel. She helped me clean up, and her lips curled into a little private smile as we both snuggled together. Her fingers pressed against my mouth kept me from attempting any further conversation.

	 


Chapter Eleven

	 

	The next few weeks flew by for both of us. My situation at work progressed quickly, and the initial meetings went well. I also met with several senior executives, and they were impressed with our results. I didn’t want to jinx myself, but I was encouraged, and the promotion seemed closer than ever.

	Collin kept in touch with both Nicole and me. He mostly spoke with Nicole, but I had a chance to speak with him a few times, too. Our conversations were cordial, but it was clear we’d reached an impasse with no way across. Nicole always spoke to Collin with me in the room, and I appreciated it immensely. Laughter filled their conversations, and I could tell she missed him and missed spending time with him.

	A month had passed since our explosive lunch, and I finally had everything arranged. Wednesday rolled around, and I took the afternoon off. I told Nicole I wasn’t feeling well, and then bolted out of the facility. My heart was pounding as I started to put my plan into place. I chuckled as I realized this was either going to be a huge success or a monumental failure.

	No middle ground.

	Passion is in the risk.

	The James Avery store had held my purchases for me, and I picked them up. Then I called Collin. I left a message for him to call me back.

	There was an expensive and well-regarded day spa near our house, and Nicole always talked about visiting it. I whizzed by that place, too, and spoke to the manager. Finally, I stopped by the florist, and received a knowing smile from the woman behind the counter. The price tag was large enough that I was sure I’d receive a Christmas card from the florist.

	Collin called me back, and laughed when I explained my plan to him. He agreed to it, though, and thanked me for the call.

	Friday finally rolled around, and we were both ready for the weekend. I made dinner reservations, and spoke to the sitter about my plan. She agreed to stay over to watch the girls, and more important, she agreed to keep it on the down-low. My blank expression must have been a hint, because she explained down-low meant she’d keep it a secret. Who knew?

	“So, mister, where are you taking me tonight?”

	“It’s a surprise. Just sit back and enjoy the ride. I love you, and I want to spoil you tonight.”

	I got a kiss, and she squeezed my cock. “I want to spoil you tonight, too.”

	“Sounds like a plan.”

	Nicole looked at me in surprise when we pulled up to the valet. “Honey, is this a good idea?”

	“It’s a great idea. Now relax, and follow me.” I gave my keys to the valet and took her hand. We walked inside, and I approached the maître-d. It was a new maître-d, so I guessed Collin had fired the old one. He smiled widely as I approached.

	“Hi. I’m…“

	“I know who you are, sir,” he interrupted me with a big smile. “Mr. Collin explained everything, and gave me your description. Everything is set; so when you are ready, I will escort you back to your table.”

	“Thank you.”

	Nicole narrowed her eyes at me. She realized something was up. I winked at her, and then fell in behind the maître-d.

	“It’s my pleasure, sir. Please follow me.”

	We walked through the restaurant, and memories of our first time here flowed through my mind. The restaurant was crowded. If Collin hadn’t arranged it, we probably wouldn’t have gotten reservations for tonight.

	We arrived in same room we’d used the first time we’d visited his restaurant. I motioned for Nicole to walk in first, and the maître-d held the curtains back for her.

	Nicole gasped when she walked into the room.

	I followed right behind her, and my jaw dropped. The room was full of beautiful flowers. I’d ordered several dozen roses and a few other floral arrangements, but Collin must have added to it. Tears flowed from her eyes as she took in the room. She turned and hugged me tightly, and I could feel her chest shaking as she cried.

	Eventually she pulled back, and the maître-d handed her a few tissues. She thanked him, started to dab at her eyes, and punched me in the arm lightly. “What’s going on? Why did you do this for me?”

	“First, I did this because I love you. You’re an amazing woman, and my world begins and ends with you.”

	“Awww, you’re going to make me start crying again.”

	“Sorry,” I laughed. “The second reason is because it’s been a tough few weeks, and I wanted us to have a chance to sit down and relax.”

	The maître-d took his cue, and helped Nicole to her seat. He held her chair for her, and brought her a glass of her favorite Chardonnay. He turned to me and asked. “Sir, I understand you enjoy a good scotch. May I recommend our 20-year-old Macallan?”

	I shook my head. “You can recommend it, but I’m not having any. It’s too strong for me,” I laughed, and explained further, “I’ve had it before and it’s very good, but I’d prefer Bookers on the rocks, please.”

	“Excellent choice, sir.”

	I sat down, and we enjoyed the view for a few minutes. Her hand found mine, and squeezed it. “Thank you. This is amazing, and very thoughtful of you. How many flowers did you buy, anyway?”

	“A lot, but the good news is the florist now considers us family.” I beamed at her. “Anyway, we’re just getting started, baby. The night is young.”

	She looked at me with a question on her face, but I wasn’t giving anything away tonight. I’d planned this carefully, and I wanted to see it play out.

	Our drinks returned a few minutes later, and we sipped them as we talked. Several minutes had passed when we heard a low cough near the door. Collin stood there looking at us, his expression neutral.

	“It’s about time. What kept you?”

	“Sorry.” He smiled as he walked forward. “There was a problem in the kitchen. It’s handled now, but I needed to be there.”

	We shook hands, and then he looked at Nicole for a second before sweeping her up in a big hug and twirling her around. She squealed a little before she hugged him back.

	“I missed you.”

	Nicole looked into his eyes. “I missed you, too.”

	“Good,” he said, and finally let her down. “Dinner should be here in a few minutes.”

	“But we haven’t ordered!”

	Collin and I shared a look and a smile, but I answered, “Yes, we have, honey. I ordered for us earlier today.”

	“Ooooh, I see. This is a conspiracy between you two!”

	Collin raised his hands. “Oh, no! The master plan is Nick’s. He just asked for my help.”

	That earned me another punch in the arm from Nicole, and an accusatory stare.

	“Baby, just relax. I promise you’re going to enjoy the surprise.”

	Our appetizers arrived, and we sat down to eat. The conversation was light and friendly, and by mutual consent, we avoided our previous disagreement. Dinner arrived in several courses, served separately, and we enjoyed each one. The chef provided a description of each course, and dessert was prepared and served tableside. As part of the dessert presentation, the chef lit a sauce on fire, and then poured it over ice cream. It was a fantastic presentation, and all of us enjoyed it.

	When dessert was finished, and the plates cleared away, Nicole turned to me. “So, is the surprise finally over, or is there more to come?”

	“Yeah, Nick,” Collin agreed. “This was great, and I’m glad you’re picking up the check, but what’s the deal?”

	I laughed, and enjoyed being the ringmaster. “Here goes nothing.” I walked over to the curtains, and spoke with the waiter. He disappeared, but was back in a flash carrying a few small bags. I thanked him, and returned to the table.

	I handed one small bag to Nicole. “Open it.”

	She reached in, and took out a small jewelry box. “Oh, Nick. They’re beautiful.” She leaned over and kissed my cheek. “Thank you.”

	I motioned towards Collin. “Show him, baby.”

	Nicole took the necklace from its box, and laid it on the table. Then she took out the matching earrings, and set them down next to the necklace.

	“Wow. Those are really pretty.”

	I nodded. “Thank you. I wanted to get Nicole something for being such a great wife.”

	Nicole looked at me, and mouthed ‘thank you.’

	“We’re not done yet.” I handed her another small bag. “Here, open this one.”

	“Nick. This is too much.”

	“Please, just open it.”

	She pulled the tissue paper out of the bag, opened the box, and gave a high-pitched laugh. “Yes. I really wanted this one.”

	She didn’t need any encouragement now. She immediately took the James Avery ring out of its box, slid it on her right ring finger, and started admiring it. It was composed of two hearts: a small gold heart surrounded by a larger silver heart. It was a simple but beautiful design and she clearly loved it. It would also go with just about any combination of jewelry, so she could wear it all the time.

	It was a stupid question, but I thought I had to ask it, anyway. “You like it then, baby?”

	“Of course I like it. I love it!” She gave me that ‘stupid question’ look. “You know I love it; I’ve been admiring it ever since you brought that catalog home. Every time I drag you into that store, I point it out to you.”

	“Let me ask you this, then.” I paused. “Will it remind you of me every time you look at it?”

	“Yes,” she replied, and squeezed my hand. “I won’t wear this ring without thinking of you, and also thinking of us. I promise.”

	“Excellent.”

	Nicole and Collin exchanged confused glances.

	“I want to offer a compromise on the wedding ring issue,” I said, and glanced between them. “Nicole, if you will promise to wear this ring when you’re with Collin; then I’ll be fine with you taking off your wedding rings. But you have to always wear it, and I want you to wear it in place of your wedding rings…so left hand, ring finger.”

	She stared at me for a moment, and then nodded. Silence descended over the table. It wasn’t heavy or awkward; just the opposite, in fact. Nicole and Collin both appeared too surprised to talk. I was content to let them determine the next step.

	“What do you think?”

	She directed the question at Collin, and the look on his face was borderline hilarious. I could tell he’d expected us to say good-bye to him, and now he was struggling to deal with this twist. He was normally so self-assured, I guessed this might be a rare situation where he found himself speechless.

	He exhaled after a full minute, and smiled at us. “Honestly, I think it will work great!” He paused and cocked his head. “Do you still want to be with me? I don’t want to assume anything.”

	She beamed at him, got up from the table, slow-walked towards him, and sat down on his lap. Her arms slid around his shoulder like liquid, and she stared into his eyes. My heart kick-started into high gear, and I felt myself harden. I’d missed seeing my wife and Collin together.

	“I’ve missed you a lot. I definitely still want to be with you.” She leaned forward and gave him a small, gentle kiss. “Please tell me you still want to be with me.”

	She wasn’t pleading or begging; she was politely demanding in a sensual way.

	“Yes, I definitely still want to be with you.”

	It was his turn to lean forward and kiss her, but his kiss wasn’t gentle. It was forceful, insistent, and she responded immediately. Her hands wrapped tightly around his shoulders, and she leaned into him, her hips rocking gently in his lap.

	My heart thudded in my chest as they kissed. Unwilling to breakup their moment, I decided to share an intimate moment with my bourbon. It was a gentle sensuous kiss, too, and the high quality bourbon gave as good as it got! The aged liquor slid down my throat, and I enjoyed it while I considered whether to open the last item I brought.

	It was a game-changer.

	Our night had gone so well, I could leave it in the package, and wait for another time. The decision rested with me. Sitting there watching my wife, I realized I could chose the safe path, or I could up the ante, and take my chances. A surge of reckless abandon welled up in me.

	What the hell! Who wants safe?

	I swallowed the last of my bourbon, set the glass on the table, and bent over to retrieve the last package. I felt intoxicated, but not from alcohol. The emotional high I’d missed these last few weeks flooded back in a tidal wave. I missed being a cuckold husband, missed the excitement and angst that accompanied the lifestyle. Opening this package would take everything to the next level, and I realized I could barely wait.

	All decisions have consequences; don’t let anyone tell you different. As I look back on that decision, all I can say is that it seemed like a good idea at the time.

	Don’t they all?
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	Book 3 of “The One Less Traveled”
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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 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 was beaming. Nicole smiled, too, 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 and squeezed my arm. “Thank you for everything tonight. You’ve been fantastic.”

	“I’m not done yet.” My lips curved into a sly smile. Okay, yes, I was feeling the bourbon, but it was damned 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 widened. “Is that what I think it is?”

	“Yep.” I laughed nervously, and then 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. Slowly, with maximum drama, she 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.”

	“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 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 it 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 they’re not simply cut off and replaced.”

	“Ahhhhhh.”

	Nicole and Collin responded together, and we all 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 flashed me a wicked smile.

	Collin caught the smile, too. “So when does Nicole get to lock your cock away?”

	“We haven’t decided.”

	Her smile grew from wicked too downright devilish. “Right now!”

	“You wish,” I snapped.

	“Tonight, then,” she pressed.

	“We’ll discuss it.”

	“So who keeps the keys?” she 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 cuckoldmarriage.info site you like?”

	“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 to look at 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, too. 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, too. Collin’s comments, though, 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.

	 

	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 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 this was part of the agreement. I also reminded myself that we were here tonight because of the compromise 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, so 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. They were fun to watch because 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. I took a deep breath to steady myself, and then moved towards our section.

	A gorgeous young woman stepped in front of me, and I damned 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 flashed me a big friendly smile. “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. Left with no other option, I surrendered. This wasn’t an emergency, and one dance wouldn’t summon 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 curved her lips 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 and 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.

	I sucked in a deep, cleansing breath, and 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.

	She was smiling slightly, 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, then 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 had 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 when 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’d flashed at me now shone 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 heavily when they separated. His arms slipped around her; in one smooth move, he stood and lifted her into his arms. Her body melted against his when 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 room. “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. That one-piece lingerie suit fit her like a glove, and robbed my mouth of moisture. It resembling a skimpy one-piece swimsuit, 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 gripped 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 wrapped 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 had 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 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 passion between the two lovers grew. My own excitement contributed, too, 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, reached between her legs, and tugged 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 her sharp intake of breath pierced the silence. Her eyes remained closed; she cupped her own breasts, and lightly pinched her nipples. 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 with a growing smile, and then 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, too.”

	The towels were easy to find, and I returned carrying both. 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 looked up, 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, but 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 her, and show Collin, that I could make her feel amazing, too. My tongue met her lips, and started caressing her delicious skin. The scent of lust, sex, and desire felt intoxicating. Gently, almost tentatively, I stroked her silky flesh. She was 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.

	Collin’s voice reached my ears again. “Perfect.”

	“Thank you,” she said after several minutes. She 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 climax. 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 of 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 took 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 an explosive orgasm ripped through her. Her hands found Collin’s biceps again, and she gripped them tightly. Her eyes grew wide, and she bucked wildly under 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. 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 his 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’d 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 under 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.”

	I hesitated, rooted in place. Lust still gripped by body, and since I hadn’t climaxed, it was difficult to exercise any control. I wanted nothing more than to dive between her legs.

	My gaze slid toward 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 filled 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, though, 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 lightheaded. That heady brew of Collin and Nicole made a surge of lust crash 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 Collin’s and her 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 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; it was 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?”

	“Damned 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 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. It was a king bed, large and luxurious, but 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 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 cum inside me?”

	Shocked at the offer, I nodded eagerly. She gave me a patient, understanding smile, then lay back on the bed with her legs spread. No teenager ever moved as fast as I did! 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, pushed back from her, and sat 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 flushed, and mumbled, “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 climaxed. 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 were 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, 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 Collin’s 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’d cum inside Nicole, I’d 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 tighter. 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. Then 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 soothe 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 moved between her legs without hesitation this time. She pulled my head down into her pussy, and I started caressing her swollen lips. Her soft sigh, followed by a low moan, echoed through the room.

	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 jerks, 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. 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. She was tired, but very satisfied. We took turns cleaning each other. Collin had left several love bites around her gorgeous breasts, so I handled them with care.

	She cleaned me, too, and when she was done, she produced a disposable razor. I gave her a questioning look, and received a very wanton 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 when 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. She flashed me 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 it at home,” I objected. “Y’know, just you and me. 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 made me gasp. My heart kicked into overdrive, 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. 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’d 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.

	She 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. I gasped from 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, and grabbed the lock. A positively evil smile curved her lips when she attached it 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.

	Nicole stepped back, and admired her handiwork. Then 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.

	She 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 humorous 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’d 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, though, 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, so 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. It was barely noticeable when I sat; I think I was only able to see it because I knew I was wearing it. I was confident it would go unnoticed in most of my clothes, except gym clothes. Cycling was out, too, 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 chastity belt. 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 gently kissed it. She was wearing only her bra and boy-short, cheeky-style panties, and I felt my cock stiffen. A knowing smile curved her lips; she knew the effect she had on me. Collin moved around the table, and headed for the coffee pot. 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 instead, and took another sip of coffee. When I glanced at Nicole again, I noticed the necklace I’d bought at James Avery. She was also wearing the ring 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 she drew the necklace out from under her shirt. Dangling at the end was her 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 nasty, isn’t it?” I felt my face get hot, and nodded in agreement. “I was going to tell them it opens Pandora’s Box.”

	Collin laughed, and smiled at us both as he took a seat across from me and sipped his 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’d 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 he had a full day, too. 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 Collin’s hand before heading towards the door. Once there, I glanced quickly over my shoulder. Nicole was in Collin’s 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 of being on the top floor was that it took 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. I casually glanced down, and was relieved to see 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 Nicole strode confidently out of the sliding doors. She looked gorgeous in the clothes 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’d 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.

	When 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 older gave Nicole a hug. I hoisted my younger one high in the air; she giggled and laughed as I twirled her around before setting her down.

	“Wow, Mom, you look great!” My older daughter was surveying Nicole. “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, 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, too.

	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 I 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 laid 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 swanky new 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 lunch reservations, then headed over to the men’s store. The saleswoman 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 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’d 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 than 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.

	After we finished lunch, 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” TV, my phone buzzed. It was 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 I’d completely forgotten 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. My sigh of relief was heartfelt. 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 their 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 heated 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 lightly squeezed my package. “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 then 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 finally meet them.”

	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 hugged 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’ll 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, too, 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’d anticipated, and I was 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. Joe’s 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’d arrived, but within twenty minutes, her hair was plastered 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 the good friend we told you about who’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 younger 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 that 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 older daughter, Jasmine.”

	She smiled up at him, but 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 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 younger 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 matching smile on his face, and shook her hand. “Hi. It’s nice to see you, too. 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 younger 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 me 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 resolved to speak to Nicole about it later. 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 me, while the girls shared their own dessert. She fed Collin a piece of chocolate cake, and though 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.

	When dinner finally ended, 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 to see the movie with us. After a nod from Nicole and me, Collin agreed, and we headed off.

	It was 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’ll be right back,” I told Jasmine. “I’m just going to say goodbye 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. She gave me a shaky, unsatisfied smile.

	“Sorry, baby. How are the girls?”

	“The girls are tired, and we need to get them home.” I paused, and glanced at 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 briefly kissed her again. “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. Then 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, 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 curved her lips 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.

	She carefully studied me, and my discomfort made her smile more widely. “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 gave way 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 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’d 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. She flashed me a superior smile. “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 pussy 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 as each orgasm ripped and exploded 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 chastity device, 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 when 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. Then she stood, 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 lit 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. I concentrated on staring at the ceiling. Piece by piece, the plastic prison fell away, but it wasn’t until the final ring came away from my scrotum that I heaved a huge sigh of relief.

	Free at last!

	Cool air embraced my junk, and blood rushed to my cock. Barely a second later, it was hard enough to cut diamonds. Her lips wrapped around my shaft, and her tongue gently tickled the head of my dick. I groaned loudly, and heard her softly laugh.

	“You like that, don’t you, baby?” She winked at me.

	“Damned 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 candlelight. She matched my thrusts with her hips, our bodies moving together in perfect unison. I felt her hands pulling me closer, 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 under 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?”

	“Damned 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. But 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. I sighed…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 overcooked. 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 was 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.

	“Collin wanted a woman’s opinion on the homes he’s 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.

	She 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?

	 

	She 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. It 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 backyard. 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 who attend these parties are absolutely mercenary, and they try everything to get the guy’s 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 set up, 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 moment 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, too, 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 a 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 might smile and play nice, but I knew, deep down inside, that 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 briefly rubbed his shoulder. “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 who were his previous clients. It was hard not to be impressed.

	Ice cream and cookies were 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. We casually watched them while trying to appear as if we were all watching the movie. When they disappeared, the three of us 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! With 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 had gone so well. The girls liked Collin, and they’d seemed comfortable with him as a friend of the family. What was more surprising, though, was they’d seemed comfortable with their mom spending time alone and being casually intimate with him. I’d thought Nicole sitting next to him on the couch would have prompted more questions, but it had seemed to go over just fine.

	She sat next to me when she returned.

	“I don’t trust you, mister,” she whispered across the room. “You can’t keep your hands to yourself.”

	“It’s yourself you don’t trust, not me,” he chuckled. “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, too, and I was more than a little pissed that she’d told him about how long I’d worn 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 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 gently 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 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’d spent the day with him; then he’d come 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, and 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 that 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. I smiled with growing satisfaction 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’d 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 through me as I surveyed her sleeping form. It had been 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 a 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 subtle, inviting scent of vanilla 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’d asked me directly and privately. I knew he could’ve had Nicole ask me, and the result would have been the same, but he’d 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’d 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, too.

	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 own temper was starting to flare, too, 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 seen 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 overreacted 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. She came over, knelt down, and hugged me. The smell of strawberries enveloped me, and I recognized the scent of her shampoo. Her hair was still a little moist from the shower. I held her tightly.

	After a few moments, she eased away and gently kissed me. “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 couldn’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 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 was 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 but said nothing, so I continued, “I can’t help thinking 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 take 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 half of the girls’ meals. I loved to cook, but lately work had 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!” they said in unison.

	“Hi, girls.”

	My wife smiled at me. “Hey, baby. How was your day?”

	“It was good,” I 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, he gets a huge promotion. Isn’t he 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 had 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 lusty smile. Then she stepped into her dress, and pulled it up. A quick look over her shoulder at me, and I stepped forward to zip up the back.

	“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. It showed just the right amount of cleavage, and was long enough to reach her mid-thigh. Classy, but extremely sexy, just like my wife.

	She had to remove my hands several times.

	“Nick. Stop it.” She looked at me. “I’m going out with Collin tonight.” She gently pushed me away. “Seriously, you need to stop touching me, and keep your hands to yourself!”

	Being denied simple touch and contact with my beautiful wife drove me crazy. I’d read about teasing and denial on the cuckold website, but I’d 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 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, too. My wife had always been good with people, and they responded to her.

	The girls were upstairs, and I went to check on them. April was getting ready for bed, and I tucked her in. We read part of a book together before I kissed her forehead. Her 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.

	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 summer work she’d received at the end of last 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,” she commented.

	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 raced 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 gotten 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 really good judge of what’s in style, but I liked what I saw in the mirror.

	A couple of deep breaths helped me steady myself. Initially, I hadn’t planned to attend tonight, but I’d changed my mind after I’d seen 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 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 arched his eyebrows.

	“You’re good to go,” he said, and motioned me forward. When I passed him, he leaned down and put his hand on my shoulder. “There’s 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 a 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’s 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 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.

	Her excitement waned 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!” Her 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. I sipped it slowly while I surveyed 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 damned 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. He was accustomed to this type of party; he belonged here, and so did my wife.

	The same waitress who had 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. He nodded solemnly, and spoke to a well-dressed man at the end of the bar who rose and went over to talk with Collin.

	I stared raptly at 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, too, 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 decided to indulge it.

	As I surveyed the crowd, I thought I could pick out the working girls from the women who were actually girlfriends or wives. The guys who were constantly surrounded by women I pegged as athletes, entertainers, or just plain loaded with money, and I started to understand what Collin had told me on Sunday. The girls were gorgeous, but they were also an obstacle to doing business.

	I did receive some attention as I sat at the bar, 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 back, and shook my head. “I don’t think it’s because of my good looks.”

	She shot me a curious glance. “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.

	I sighed heavily when I realized I’d seen all there was to seen, and Nicole and Collin still hadn’t made an appearance.

	When I checked with the bartender, she indicated everything had been taken care of already, 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 she’d 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 against him. They swayed together, both smiling and talking, until she turned and pressed her back against him. A sly, erotic smile curved her lips. Her backside moved up and then down against his chest and stomach. She glanced over her shoulder, making sure to get his attention, and then pushed her ass into his groin. He grinned widely with lust and anticipation.

	My mouth suddenly felt desert-dry.

	I tore my gaze from my sexy, slutty wife, and studied 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. Since I didn’t recognize him, I ruled him out as an entertainer.

	He was a good dancer, and moved nicely with Nicole. 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. Grinning lustfully, he slid his hands upwards.

	She’ll stop him. I know she will.

	Like a horrible never-ending song, his hands continued their ascent. They lingered for a moment beneath her breasts, then boldly covered them. I counted the seconds, but stopped at ten because it was too painful. Finally, she lowered her hands, turned to face him, and wiggled her finger in his face. But her expression was playful, not angry. When he casually shrugged, she laughed and put her arms around his neck. She rested her head on his chest and nestled close 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 might have meant it as a quick thank you kiss, but it lingered and quickly turned passionate. After a ton of 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, then headed for the stairs.

	“I thought you were leaving!”

	The bartender’s voice startled me from my hypnosis.

	“Yeah. Sorry.”

	I took a deep breath and started to get off the barstool, but she reached out and lightly touched my arm. “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 beaded my brow. The club was dark, so I didn’t think she noticed, but she could see I wasn’t comfortable anymore.

	She smiled, 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. 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’d shared at the end had surprised both of them, but I was certain they’d both wanted more.

	Did she want to date more than one guy?

	Holy shit! Who was this woman?

	I finally reached my car, and slid inside. After several deep breaths, I started the engine. I gripped 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 replayed through 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 pocket. Another quick scan of the parking lot assured me that no one was around. Thankfully I hadn’t been 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’d anticipated.

	The emotional lustful high of seeing my wife with another man matched perfectly that terrible emotional low after I finally climaxed. 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. I was 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. I beamed and gently kissed her forehead, then shuffled across the cool wood floors towards the bathroom. My wife had come home last night. Whatever else had happened didn’t matter. As long as I had her in my life, I felt I could handle anything.

	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 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 when 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 80’s glam rock that blared over the speakers. My classic Mustang needed some exercise, so that’s what I was driving today. I loved my classic car. It had many memories buried inside. Good memories, solid memories, and after last night it felt perfect.

	Leaving early had its benefits, such as light traffic, and I had time to reflect. Last night replayed itself in my mind yet again, and I had to admit it had been fun. Yes, I’d just sat at the bar and ogled gorgeous women, including the bartender, but it had still been fun.

	I’d initially been 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 she would dance with other men. Now the kiss she’d shared was a concern, but it had 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’d 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 might be, but I wasn’t a complete idiot.

	The Mustang pulled into a 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 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 briefly 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, too. 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’s ability to concentrate.” He laughed when 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 6 p.m. 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 had just gotten 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 had she needed to run?

	She 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 damned 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 I wasn’t feeling well, and she told me you’d 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 a.m.,” 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, too.”

	“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 me to drool. It draped over her shoulders, and fit tightly around her waist and legs. It was emerald green in color, but 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. She grinned when 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, seeing Nicole wear 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, 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 they’d 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 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 my 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 gently kissed it. The softness of her skin felt excruciatingly erotic, and the light scent of vanilla tickled 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 curved her lips, 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 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 she appraised 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 some popcorn, and we scarfed on popcorn, chips, and other junk food. As I munched, I realized I'd been slacking off on my workouts, and I resolved to get back on a regular schedule. A new super-nice fitness center had just opened up near our house, and I was considering switching to it. It would be more expensive, of course, but the facility looked pretty darned cool from the road as I drove by each day.

	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’ll 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 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 across 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 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 dimly-lit stood empty. 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 there was no way I’d see her. I stood even less of a chance of overhearing her, too.

	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,” the other woman said past a giggle. “Easy there, you little slut.”

	“That’s exactly what I am for him.” Her voice turned serious. “I’m his slut, and I fucking love it.”

	“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.” Her deep sigh echoed along the corridor. “He agreed.”

	“Maybe you could have both of them,” she giggled. “Does Collin share?”

	“What?” Nicole’s voice was shocked, but intrigued. “No…well, I don’t know. We’ve never talked about it.” Silence echoed in the hallway before her voice shattered it again. “Do you think he would?”

	“I don’t know, but some guys like that sort of thing. You should talk with him about it. Wouldn’t that be a fun night?”

	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 and glared at her boyfriend. Then 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, too, and it appeared 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. It was 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 desperately wanted to watch Collin fuck my wife, 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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Chapter One

	 

	Control is an illusion. Sure, most of us go through life confident we can control our own destinies. Okay, maybe we can’t control traffic accidents, the DMV, or the lottery, but we can exercise at least a little control over our relationships.

	Not so much.

	Angry thoughts paraded through my head. I kept clenching and unclenching my hands as adrenaline, laced with anger, coursed through my body. Late as usual, my wife was cutting it very close if she wanted to have breakfast with her family. We’d been planning this breakfast for the last few days, and my daughters, Jasmine and April, were looking forward to having breakfast with their mom.

	I shuffled into the shower, mumbling curses along the way. As water and soapsuds flowed down my body, I kept expecting my wife to rush in, apologizing profusely, and hurrying to get ready. I finished my shower and jerked a soft, absorbent towel over my body.

	I shaved. No Nicole.

	Ran a comb through my hair. Still no Nicole.

	Finished dressing and checked my phone.

	Nothing. Nada. Zilch.

	My footsteps echoed in our master bathroom as I paced back and forth. My curses started low, but grew in volume and strength. No Nicole. She wasn’t going to make it.

	I sucked in a deep, cleansing breath, and felt my anger dissipate.

	My wife had ghosted us. She’d bailed on me, and her daughters. Apparently we were not as important as her boyfriend.

	It was a horrendously shitty decision, but one I had to accept.

	Another deep breath. I calmed my emotions, and forced a smile on my face. The girls were already waiting for me as I exited our bedroom.

	“Hey, girls. Are you all set?”

	My voice was light and calm. The polar opposite of how I actually felt.

	“Sure, Dad.” Jasmine looked behind me, and I knew what she was hoping to see. “Where’s Mom? I thought she was joining us.”

	“Mom had a little too much to drink last night. She decided to get a hotel room instead of driving home. It was too late to get a cab.”

	I fucking hated lying to my kids, but what else was I going to say?

	Gee, kids, Mom isn’t here because she was fucking a huge black cock all night. It’s entirely likely she was spit-roasted by two black men, or even better, she was gang-banged by a forest of huge black men!

	Jasmine shrugged. “Okay.”

	I was fairly certain she knew it was a load of crap, but she didn’t argue. I sensed worry coming from her, and promised myself to follow up with her later. April smiled at me, grabbed my hand, and pulled me to the door.

	“C’mon, Dad. We’ll see Mommy later. I’m hungry.”

	“Yeah.” Jasmine took my other hand. “Let’s go. I’m starving.”

	Just before we left, a thought struck me. “Why don’t you two leave your cell phones here? Let’s just enjoy breakfast this morning with no interruptions, no texts, and no games. Okay?”

	“Sure.” They dropped their phones into the little basket we kept by the door.

	A new breakfast place had just opened, and it offered a buffet as well as a traditional menu. I suggested it, and my girls eagerly agreed. We weren’t interested in another breakfast at IHOP. We’d been to the popular breakfast restaurant enough times, the employees greeted us by name.

	We were seated almost immediately, which was surprising, given the stellar review I’d read online. I figured it must have been the time of day, because the restaurant was almost empty. The girls opted for the buffet, which included fresh waffles, pancakes, and a variety of egg dishes. I settled for a frittata and some OJ.

	I was serious about getting into better shape. There was no excuse for the extra pounds I was carrying, and they were starting to bother me. All my clothes were fitting more tightly. I found myself out of breath walking up a flight of stairs, and ugly little jowls had appeared on my jawline.

	Getting older sucks!

	Breakfast was great. We talked, laughed, and joked with one another until our sides about burst. The girls could definitely put away some food. We’d been there at least ninety minutes when my cell phone buzzed. I checked it briefly before shoving it back into my pocket. April suggested another waffle, Jasmine agreed, and they slid out of our booth for another round. I sipped my OJ, and surveyed the restaurant. It was nice, and I planned to come back.

	Hopefully Nicole would come with us next time.

	My cell phone buzzed again. A text this time.

	I ignored it.

	A few seconds later, another text. I ignored this one, too.

	Nicole called, and then called again. Two more voicemails.

	I shut my phone off.

	Eventually the girls ate enough for a small army, and declared themselves victorious. I paid our tab, and we marched back to the car. April sat on my shoulders, giggling and singing, while Jasmine led the way to our vehicle.

	“Dad, will you take us to Barnes and Noble?”

	“Sure thing, kiddo.” I set April down, and then bent over into a deep bow. When I straightened, I offered them a wide smile. “It’s your day, and we can do whatever you want.”

	The girls shouted in unison, “Yayyy!”

	We were pulling into Barnes and Noble when Jasmine caught my eye in the rearview mirror. “Dad, did Mom call you?”

	“I turned my phone off,” I hedged. My reply was true, if evasive.

	She glanced at April, who was oblivious to our conversation, and then unclipped her seatbelt and slid forward. “Are you mad at Mom?”

	“Yes. I am. Your mom knew about breakfast this morning, and she also knew that all of us missed her this week.” I glanced over my shoulder. “As a parent, you make time for your kids. No excuses.”

	“It’s okay, Dad. Everyone makes mistakes.” My daughter was lecturing me now. “Maybe we can cut Mom some slack on breakfast.”

	“You’re probably right,” I said with a sigh. “Although I’m still kinda pissed.”

	She laughed softly. “I know I’m right. Will you turn on your cell phone? I’m sure Mom’s been trying to contact you.”

	“She tried to reach me already.” I allowed myself a guilty but satisfied laugh. “I received several texts and phone calls at breakfast, but I ignored them.”

	“Real mature, Dad.” Her voice contained just the right amount of sarcasm.

	We parked in freakin’ Egypt, and made our way into Barnes and Noble. The second my cell phone powered up, it sounded off with several chimes, tones, and vibrations. I stuffed it back into my pocket. My wife could wait until I found a quiet spot.

	The girls took off. Our standing family policy required them to stick together, and they couldn’t leave without Mom or me. I stepped over into the musical instruments section of the bookstore, because no one ever goes there.

	Nicole answered on the first ring.

	She was hysterical.

	The first several seconds were incomprehensible. Words, sentences, outbursts, and a lot of ‘I’m so sorry’s’ tumbled out of her mouth. I let her get it all out of her system.

	“I’ve got the girls. We’re at Barnes and Noble.” My voice was calm, but laced with anger. “Breakfast was great. We went to a great new restaurant.”

	I’d deliberately ignored all her crap at the beginning of our conversation. First, I couldn’t remember it all. Second, I honestly didn’t give a fuck about any of it.

	“Just come home!” She was still crying. “Please.”

	“The girls want to get something at Barnes and Noble. I’m thinking we should be home in the next hour.”

	“Okay. I love you. I’m so sorry.”

	“We’ll talk about it later, but I’m not the only one owed an apology. Actually, I’m not even the most important one.”

	“I know. See you soon.”

	“Bye.”

	It was petty and spiteful, but I let the girls shop for a long time. We also stopped at Starbucks on the way home. We arrived home almost two hours after I spoke with Nicole. I hoped it was the longest two hours of her life. I shut the engine off, took a deep breath, and then followed the girls inside.

	The sound of laughter and giggles greeted me when I entered the house. My three girls were a jumble of bodies. Nicole was tickling April, who was wriggling and giggling in her arms, while Jasmine had her arms around my wife’s neck. Her head rested on my wife’s shoulder, and a happy smile played over her lips.

	My own smile split my face.

	I loved seeing my girls hug their mom. I was still mad at my wife, but seeing her with the girls definitely melted my heart. It also took the edge off my anger. Her eyes were glowing with happiness as she played with our daughters.

	The packages were getting heavy, so I stepped past them and dropped everything on the living room couch. I headed into my throne room, also known as my place of Zen and Peace, and also known as the bathroom. My emotions were still unresolved, but anger led the pack, and it was likely to stay there for a while. Unfortunately, love was right behind it. I could never stay mad at my wife. While this time was different, because she’d let the kids down as well as me, I still knew I would forgive her.

	She was my wife. I loved her.

	I knew guys who could hold a grudge. I knew guys that were completely comfortable having one standard for themselves, and another standard for their wives. Hell, I knew guys who ignored their wives entirely, or treated them as a roommate rather than a loved one.

	That wasn’t me. I wasn’t one of those guys, and my own list of mistakes was long and distinguished.

	Nicole was sitting on the bathtub when I finished. I started washing my hands. As far as I was concerned, she had some explaining to do. I wasn’t going to help her with it. I switched the water from hot too cold, and splashed some over my face.

	“Are you ever going to speak to me?” Her voice was quiet.

	I didn’t answer. I simply turned around, folded my arms across my chest, and waited. Tension hung in the air between us, and while I knew she was sorry, I needed to hear her say it. I wanted her to acknowledge what she’d done. I needed to hear her take responsibility for letting down our daughters.

	“I’m sorry, Nick. I truly am.” She waited for a response, and when it was obvious one was not forthcoming, she continued, “I apologized to the girls, and especially to Jasmine. I told her that we’d go do something today. Just the two of us.” She looked at me hopefully.

	“Nicole,” I started, stopped, and then shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know what to say. I’m still angry. I’m glad you apologized to the girls, and especially to Jasmine, because she was really upset.” I took a breath. “Do you have any idea how much the girls were looking forward to breakfast? The four of us together as a family? Any idea at all?”

	“Yes.”

	“Really?” Bitter sarcasm dripped from that word. “Because last night you didn’t seem to give a shit. I mean, what the fuck, Nikki?”

	She wiped her eyes, and when she spoke, her voice was shaky. “I didn’t blow off breakfast.”

	“Spare me the waterworks.” I tried to stop there, but I couldn’t. My anger and frustration got the best of me. “You probably weren’t crying when you were dancing with Collin’s friends. I’ll bet you dollars to donuts you weren’t crying as you were sucking down drinks. I doubt you were crying when Collin was ramming his cock into you!”

	Her hands covered her face, but they didn’t muffle her sobs. She lurched into our bedroom, where she flung herself onto the bed. I stood in the doorway, leaning against the doorjamb. A big part of me wanted to comfort her, but a bigger part wanted her to suffer a little. The memory of lying to my girls still burned.

	Minutes passed.

	The only sound intruding on the silence was her sobbing. It was breaking my heart, slowly but surely, and after several more minutes, I couldn’t take it any longer. I grabbed some tissues, and then sat on the bed next to her.

	“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said those things to you.”

	Sweat had broken out on my brow, and I drew my hand across my forehead. I handed her the tissues. She dabbed at her eyes, and then blew her nose.

	“Thank you,” she said.

	I nodded, and rolled my eyes. “All right. What happened? Why did you miss breakfast?”

	“Honestly, I just overslept. That’s all.”

	“How the hell do you oversleep when you knew this was important to the girls and me?”

	She shrugged her shoulders, and continued to wipe her nose. “We forgot to set the alarm clock, or get a wakeup call.”

	That answer pissed me off. Again. I wouldn’t have accepted it from the girls or one of my employees. I damned sure wasn’t going to accept it from my wife.

	“That is the worst fucking explanation I’ve ever heard.” I narrowed my eyes at her. “Why didn’t you come home last night? You said you were coming home.”

	“I know.” She shrugged her shoulders again. “Collin’s hotel room was closer. It was late. I’d had too much to drink, so we decided to stay there.”

	I shook my head in frustration. “We need to be more honest with each other.”

	“What do you mean?”

	I gave a short, frustrated laugh. “What I mean is that you wanted to fuck Collin so badly, you broke your promise to me and the girls. You were so intent on getting his cock inside you, nothing else mattered.” Her eyes widened as I spoke. “Am I wrong?”

	Her head dropped, and she looked down at her hands.

	“Nicole, am I wrong?”

	She shook her head. “No. You’re right,” she whispered. “It’s just that I lose myself when I’m with him. I can’t explain it, and I won’t try and make excuses for my behavior.”

	Her confession made me feel a little better. I can’t fully explain why. I just felt that we were finally being honest. I could live with that outcome.

	I brushed an errant strand of hair from her face. “What do we do now?”

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	“How do we prevent this from happening again?”

	She raised her head until our eyes met. A question hid behind her beautiful brown eyes. I caved completely, and a smile fought its way to my lips. Her eyes were a lethal weapon.

	“Yes, I said again.”

	She threw herself on top of me, kissing my face frantically. Somewhere in between all her kisses, she continued apologizing. “Honey, I’m so sorry. It won’t happen again.”

	“I forgive you.” I pushed against her, and started laughing. “Enough! I forgive you.”

	She stopped kissing me, but kept her arms wrapped around my body. We laid together, enjoying the moment.

	Just as I was about to drift off, she raised up on her elbows. “I love you. I will do anything to make it up to you and the girls.”

	“Good,” I replied, and sat up. “Spending time with Jasmine today will go a long way. She really needs you. She’s at that awkward teenager stage.”

	“I know.”

	I nodded back to her, and held her gaze. “Good, because this can’t happen again. I need you to keep your promises. The girls need you to keep your promises. If you can’t do that, then we need to stop everything with Collin.”

	She nodded, took a deep breath, and squared her shoulders. “You’re right.”

	“Good. Collin has the idea that I’m some sort of wimp, cuckold husband who’ll let his wife and her boyfriend walk all over him.” I met her eyes for several seconds before quietly adding, “Baby, I’m not that guy.”

	As we stared into each other’s eyes, I saw a new respect enter her expression. “I know,” she said. “Thank you for standing up for our marriage.”

	“Always.”

	Now that the serious stuff was out of the way, my cock started to remind me that it hadn’t had any attention lately. I grinned slyly. “I may not be a wimp, but I am still a cuckold.” I hesitated, took a quick breath, and let the question I’d been desperate to ask fall from my lips. “So, how did your night go?”

	Her laugh was wicked, and her eyes sparkled. My need, my cuckold hunger, hung heavy in the air. She pushed me back on the bed, and grasped my package firmly.

	“There he is.” She squeezed my cock. “I wondered where my cute little caterpillar had gone, and now I’ve found him.”

	Her expression grew heated, sultry, and like a snake, she slithered on top of me. Her body writhed sensually over mine, and her breasts pushed against my chest. She ran her tongue over my neck, causing a million tingles to explode throughout my body. Her perfume smelled intoxicating, and I thought I caught a hint of cologne, too. A tidal wave of lust crested inside me, blood rushed into my cock, and I grew hard enough to cut diamonds.

	She squeezed my cock again.

	“Collin fucked me senseless last night. His cock so freaking amazing, his body is perfect, and when I see the contrast in our skin, I lose control.” Her eyes had grown unfocused, and her breathing shaky. “I surrender my body, my mind, and my soul to him when we’re together.”

	I could almost see memories of last night circling in her head, like my own cuckold fantasies, and they were just as powerful. Her breath shortened until it came in short gasps. Her nipples, hard with excitement, pressed against my chest. Memories of her time with Collin clearly excited her, and several seconds passed before she shook her head and refocused on my face.

	“I want you to lay there, understand?”

	I jerked my head in a nod.

	“Good boy,” she said. “Just listen while I tell you about the whole night.” She pointed a finger at me. “You’re not allowed to cum until I allow it. Do you understand?”

	My body was on fire. My muscles seized, paralyzed, frozen by her command and my own excitement. I lay perfectly still, unwilling to break the spell she’d crafted. My yearning to hear every detail was so powerful, I would’ve agreed to anything she demanded of me.

	I managed a weak response. “Yes.”

	“Good little cucky.” A smile so evil it should be locked up for life curved her lips. “Because if you cum before I say, or try to touch yourself, I will put you back in the chastity belt.”

	I frantically nodded my understanding, but she wasn’t finished. Her hand gripped my chin, and when our eyes met again, hers held only resolve.

	“I will lock your cock away, and give Collin both keys.” She let that statement hang in the air between us while she looked me dead in the eyes. “Now, do we understand each other?”

	Lust had been keeping me pinned to the bed. I loved it. I needed it. But when she mentioned giving Collin the keys to the chastity belt, icy cold fear joined my white-hot lust, and a cold rush of adrenaline flowed through me.

	“Ahh,” she said lightly. “I see you do understand. Don’t you, my cuckold husband?”

	“Yes.”

	It was a meek, embarrassing response.

	“Yes, what?”

	I gulped. “Yes, ma’am.”

	“That’s better.” She gave my cock another hard squeeze. “This is mine. Got it?”

	My mouth had gone desert-dry, so I gave her a weak nod.

	“Good boy. Do as you’re told, and I’ll reward you. Be good; otherwise I’ll have to punish you. Understand?”

	I nodded again, but that wasn’t good enough for her. “Out loud. Say it out loud.”

	“I understand.”

	“What?”

	“I understand, ma’am.”

	“Mistress! Call me Mistress!”

	My heart leapt into my throat, but I managed to acknowledge her command. “Yes, Mistress.”

	“Adequate.” She studied me for a moment longer before she nodded. “You need more training, but you’re learning. Now, let’s see. Where to begin?”

	She moved from dominant hotwife to teasing spouse in the space of a few seconds. I found it hard to follow, as if I’d been caught in a spell. Her beautiful lips moved, and her voice wafted over me as she started her tale. Words tumbled from her beautiful, sexy lips, and the way she dragged the story out felt like torture. Once more, her fingers played along my cock. Pleasure, pure and exquisite, washed upward from my groin. My body responded with enthusiasm, and I felt the beginnings of an orgasm start to build. At this rate, I would end up spurting well before she finished. Fear spiked in my body as I remembered her warning, and I focused on her voice, hoping it would delay my orgasm.

	“When we arrived at the club, David, Collin’s attorney, was waiting for us. Collin’s potential client was there, too. He just signed with some professional team, and he had some friends with him. We had a big group.”

	She laughed a little, and smiled down at me.

	“Collin always seems to be the life of the party. He’s so smooth and professional with his clients. It doesn’t even seem like he’s working. He closed the deal in the first hour. He’s impressive to watch. His client’s contract was for well over twenty million, and two of his friends approached him that same night.”

	Her eyes glazed over as she spoke. Once again, memories rocked her brain and body, and I could almost see her becoming aroused. She’d fallen under his spell. Her voice turned quiet, excited, and a visceral heat laced each word.

	“I wanted him from the moment I saw him. Tall, muscular, and so damned gorgeous. I almost had to change my panties.” She giggled, ran her fingers through her hair, and then refocused on my face. “Collin likes to show me off. He picks out my clothes, keeps me on his arm, and introduces me to everyone. He says I’m great for business.”

	Her light touch gradually turned into a firm, soft stroking. I honestly couldn’t tell if she wanted me to cum or not, and she wasn’t giving anything away.

	“He insisted I dance with anyone who asked me.” She rolled her eyes. “I barely had a chance to rest. Every guy wanted to…dance with me. They wrapped me in their arms, held me close, and all of them had such hard bodies. I loved it. God, did I love it.”

	She exhaled, and fanned her face before she took another deep breath. Then she leaned over me, and I felt her nipples through my shirt.

	“All the men were black, honey. They were so sexy. I never realized how attractive I found black men until I got a chance to spend more time with them. Their muscles felt like twisted steel through their clothes, and each one seemed to ooze raw sexuality. I wanted to rip their shirts off, and run my tongue over their skin.”

	Another deep breath. Her eyes rolled up in her head, and she stopped stroking my cock. Her tongue snaked out and licked her lips as she came back to the present and exhaled slowly. A shiver ran through her body.

	“I could feel their cocks against me as we danced.” She fanned her face again. “All of them had large cocks, but a few were downright gifted! I couldn’t stop imagining what it would be like to see them naked. At that moment, I would’ve let them take me. I didn’t care. They could’ve had me one at a time, or all together!”

	I groaned loudly, jerked my hips away from her hand, and gulped in air as though drowning. I was close, so very close, and I was terrified she’d follow through with her threat.

	“Hey! Get back here.” She reached for me, and pulled my hips closer to her again. Her fingers circled my shaft. “Don’t pull away again! You wanted to hear this, remember?”

	I managed a short nod. “Yes. Ahhh…”

	Before I could finish, she gave my cock a hard jerk. “Yes, what?”

	“Yes, mistress.”

	“Don’t forget again, cuck.”

	“Yes, mistress.”

	“Better.” She narrowed her eyes at me. “We’re going to have to work on your behavior.”

	I didn’t respond. I couldn’t respond. I didn’t know what to say, and I desperately wanted to avoid making my situation worse. She seemed fine with silence, though, because she tweaked my nose and offered me a wink.

	“Dancing with his friends was fun, but it was his attorney that I enjoyed most. Aside from Collin, I find him the most attractive.” Her eyes found mine, and she gave me a naughty smile. “We kissed on Wednesday night. We’d both had a lot to drink, and I meant to give him a peck on the cheek, but our lips met, and the intensity of the kiss surprised us both.”

	“Wow.”

	“It was a nice kiss,” she replied with a smile. “But we agreed I was Collin’s girlfriend, and nothing else can happen between us. His cock, though, oh my God! It felt bigger than Collin’s. And thick, oh so thick!”

	A deep breath and a heavy sigh moved her chest in and out. The breasts I loved so much brushed my nose before moving away again. She dismissed the memory and refocused on my face, but I’d seen how much she liked this David guy.

	“Finally, the night ended. I was so excited by then, I was ready to drag Collin into the restroom. We jumped in his Range Rover, and his cock was in my mouth before we made out of the parking lot.” She laughed, and rolled her eyes. “I’m sure we almost got into an accident, but I couldn’t have cared less. I needed his cock so damned bad!”

	She started using her fingernails to lightly scratch my cock. She cocked her head, and studied my face. “You like hearing this, don’t you?”

	“Yes.”

	“Why?”

	“I don’t know, but I love it. Please continue,” I pleaded.

	A gentle smile replaced her studious expression, and she leaned forward and gently kissed me. In that moment, we understood each other on a basic, primal level. Our needs, our desires, and our weaknesses were all revealed in stark detail. My wife had a boyfriend, I approved, and the situation brought us closer together.

	The irony wasn’t lost on either of us.

	“I love his cock,” she finally said. “I know I’ve said that before, but it’s amazing. I lose control when I see that beautiful, huge, thick black cock.” Her eyes closed. “I literally start to drool, and when I hold it, I don’t want to let it go. I can’t wait to see it again when it’s gone, and when it’s inside me, I turn into a wanton slut.”

	I gasped.

	“You like that, baby?” Another gasp escaped me when she squeezed my cock again. “Your wife is a slut! A black man’s whore!”

	“Yes.”

	My reply was barely more than a whisper.

	“What? I can’t hear you, my little cuck.” Her voice was playful, but her grip tightened further on my cock. “Say it louder. Accept it. Own it!”

	“Yes. I love it. I love hearing about it. I love watching it, mistress. I absolutely love it.”

	“That’s it, baby. C’mon, say it again.”

	She loosened her hold on my cock, and started stroking me again. She was bringing me close, and I felt lost…hopeful she would let me cum, but fearful I would climax before she approved. Lost in my own lust and drowning with desire, I surrendered to her.

	“I love hearing about you and Collin.” My hips bucked upwards as waves of pleasure crested inside me. “I love everything. Watching, listening, and fantasizing about the two of you. All of it excites me.”

	“Good boy.” She leaned down and gently kissed me again. “Good cucky.”

	She watched me carefully as her stroking turned more insistent. Her fingers trailed down to the base of cock before slowly returning to the tip.

	“Collin blindfolded me last night.” She closed her eyes, and a light groan escaped her beautiful lips. “He covered my eyes, and then fucked me until I almost passed out. He trapped my wrists above my head, held tightly in just one of his large hands, while his thighs, so muscular, so strong, pushed my legs apart.” She shivered again. “Primal sex, baby. He dominated me. I was his possession, his toy to use as he saw fit, and then discard after he finished.”

	She fell silent for several seconds, trembling lightly as erotic memories assaulted her body.

	“I came so many times I lost count. I’ve never felt so submissive, or so excited. He used me, and I loved it. I would have done anything for him.”

	“Wow.”

	My response was little more than a whisper. She smiled guiltily, and after a moment, she drummed her fingers over my cock.

	“Your wife is a submissive slut. You like that?”

	I nodded.

	“Are you ready to cum?”

	My nod was frantic this time. “Please?”

	“That’s my little cucky-boy.” Her eyes traveled down my body. “Do you want to cum in your pants, like a teenager?”

	“No, mistress.”

	She moved off the bed, and I set a record for getting out of my clothes. I didn’t rip my shorts, but it wasn’t for lack of trying. An eternity seemed to slip by before I finally got naked.

	While I fought with my clothes, my wife had slipped into the closet and returned with a towel. “Lay back.”

	I eagerly complied. My eyes fixed on her face, eager for relief and her approval. She draped the towel over my stomach, and her hand returned to my cock. I felt a satin fabric wrap around my shaft.

	“I thought you’d like to cum in my panties,” she replied past a giggle. “It’s as close to fucking me as you’re going to get from now on.” A satisfied smile crossed her face, and she kissed my cheek lightly. “You can cum now, my cuckold husband. Spurt your little spurt.”

	My orgasm sprinted towards me, an unstoppable force now, and my wife sensed it, too. She leaned forward, pressed her cheek against mine, and her breath coated my ear.

	“Collin fucked me twice more last night. The last time he fucked me, I begged him to cum on me. I wanted to see it, to feel his hot seed on my body.” She blew against my ear. “He came on my face, and I loved it.”

	My head snapped back, hard into the pillow, and I groaned out loud. My hips bucked wildly as my orgasm finally erupted. My hot cum burst from my cock, overshot the towel, and landed on my chest. Once, twice, and finally the third stream of cum landed on the towel. The heavy, fleshy smell of semen filled the air. My body jerked and trembled under her touch as the sweet, exquisite release of an orgasm wreaked havoc on my flesh.

	It was the best, most powerful orgasm I’d ever experienced!

	Nicole slowed her stroking, and finally removed her cum-soaked panties from my cock. My chest was heaving. I couldn’t seem to get enough oxygen into my lungs. I was thankful I was laying down, because I probably would have collapsed in any other position. My heart pounded in my chest, and I swore I could almost hear it.

	When my eyes opened, I found my wife smiling down at me. I worried there would be ridicule, disappointment, or worse, pity in her eyes.

	I saw only love and understanding.

	“Wow.” She gently kissed me. “That was pretty good, wasn’t it?”

	“God, yes. Amazing.” I ran the towel over my chest, wiping up my own cum, and chuckled. “Holy shit, my body is still tingling.”

	“I’m glad. I love doing that for you.”

	She rested her head on my chest, and we lay together, enjoying the silence. A few minutes later, we slipped under the covers and snuggled. I drifted off with my wife in my arms.

	Perfect.

	 

	Nicole and I showered together, and the intimacy of the hot water felt soothing to both of us. We reconnected as a couple, and took turns washing each other’s bodies. This was the kind of intimacy that went beyond sex and lust. Words were unnecessary, and they would have only cheapened the moment.

	It was deeper. Two souls joining.

	The kind of bonding that lasts a lifetime.

	Once we’d dressed and stood in front of our own sinks, she caught my eye in the mirror. “I want to talk to you about our relationship with Collin.” She saw the look on my face. “No. It’s not bad. I just think we need to establish some boundaries. That’s all.”

	“I agree,” I lied.

	“Good. We’ll talk when I get back.”

	“Enjoy shopping with Jasmine. She really needs some girl-time with her mom.”

	I got a chance to hug my eldest daughter before they left, and I got an “I love you, Dad!” from her. Nicole and I had reconnected. Things were better. Whether they would stay that way was anyone’s guess, but I felt…optimistic.

	And worried.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	Our back patio was our sanctuary. Nicole and I spent as much time out there as possible. The weather in Texas allowed us to use it almost twelve months a year. We had a fire pit for the two cold months, and a couple of fans for remaining ten months of the year.

	An expensive Cabernet sat on the table between us. The warm fall evening was perfect for a quiet talk. Nicole and Jasmine had bonded again during their shopping trip, and she mentioned that Jasmine was going through some girl things. I had a good idea what that meant, but she asked me to let her handle it. I trusted her judgment.

	She took a sip of wine, and set her glass down. “Can we talk about how things are going with Collin?”

	“Of course.”

	“Good.” Her expression turned serious. “I want you to know that he didn’t know about breakfast this morning. It wasn’t his fault.”

	“I appreciate you telling me. I wasn’t sure if I should be mad at him.”

	“Don’t be. He was upset when I told him about what happened.” She took another sip of wine. “He said he would’ve made sure I made breakfast if he’d known about it.”

	“Cool. It’s important for him to respect our marriage and family.”

	“Honey, he does respect us. All of us,” she added meaningfully.

	“Good to hear.”

	“He understands I’m not going to leave you.” I studied her skeptically over the rim of my wine glass for a few seconds before she rolled her eyes. “I’m serious, honey.”

	“Really? I’m surprised he doesn’t want more.”

	“Yes.” She took a breath, and composed herself before responding, “We’ve discussed it…at length.”

	I don’t know why, but that worried me. “Why ‘at length’? Is he asking you to leave me? Hinting about it?”

	Her eyes narrowed. I could almost see her temper rising, but she took a deep breath, set her wine glass down carefully, and met my eyes. I sensed I had pushed the wrong button, and I kept my mouth shut. Discretion being the better part of valor, I resolved to wait patiently.

	“You need to relax.” She pronounced each word individually, and irritation dripped from each syllable. “Collin has not asked me for anything that could come between us, or hurt our marriage.” She paused for a second. “Truthfully, we spend most of our time talking about you. How to avoid upsetting you.”

	“What?”

	“Yes, duh! We walk on eggshells around you, around your feelings, and that’s what I wanted to talk to you about tonight.”

	“I didn’t realize you felt that way.” I shrugged my shoulders. “I thought I was the one that had the least amount of input in this relationship.”

	“See, that’s what I’m talking about. We talk all the time, but we’re not communicating.” She motioned between us. “With each other, and that needs to change.”

	“I guess you’re right.”

	I took a sip of the wine. It really was a good cabernet, and I made a mental note to pick up some additional bottles. Nicole topped her glass off, too, and we clinked our glasses together with a smile.

	“Collin talked to you about our relationship, and I want to revisit that conversation.”

	“Okay.” I motioned for her to continue. “Shoot.”

	“I think we need to establish some boundaries, and agree that anything that happens within those boundaries is acceptable, even if it’s unexpected.”

	“Uh. What are the boundaries?”

	“Good question. Let’s see if we can come up with something.”

	I laughed. “You start.”

	“Chicken!”

	I laughed again. “Damned right!”

	She took another swallow of wine, and put her glass down. “Collin and I want more freedom.”

	“What the hell does that mean?”

	“I want to be able to see my boyfriend, go out with him, and spend the night with him, without needing your approval.” She held up a hand. “I will definitely tell you in advance about our plans, and I will respect our family obligations, but beyond that, I want to have the freedom to be with my sexy boyfriend.”

	“So basically, you’ll just tell me what you’re doing, and I’ll have to accept it.”

	“In a word, yes.”

	The wine provided a nice distraction, and I sipped it slowly while I pondered her suggestion. I would be giving up a lot if I agreed to her boundary. This change would make me a bystander, someone without input, who simply did what he was told. An oversimplification maybe, but it was close, and it scared the hell out of me.

	It scared me, but it also excited me.

	Once more, the emotional rollercoaster of the cuckold relationship revealed itself in brutal detail. As I wandered down this road, though, I found myself enjoying the loss of control, the visual stimulation, and the teasing and denial that were my constant companions. I was more satisfied sexually than I’d been in a long time, and even better, there was no pressure to perform. Collin drove my wife to sexual peaks I couldn’t imagine, and I was free to indulge my own fantasies as a cuckold.

	Weird, maybe, but it worked for everyone.

	Our relationship was evolving, that much was obvious; but the change my wife was suggesting would be huge. Whatever control I’d possessed would evaporate. My biggest fear was my wife becoming more emotionally attached to Collin than to me. It wasn’t hard to envision him taking over my role as husband, and with his money, his charm, and his huge cock, I would disappear from my wife’s life.

	My worries, concerns, and excitement teamed up against me. My thoughts and emotions became jumbled. I didn’t want to treat my marriage as a negotiation, but I also didn’t want to fight. I decided the riskiest course was also the best one.

	Honesty.

	“I need your help.”

	“Anything.”

	“How do I stop you from leaving me? Or falling in love with Collin.”

	She almost choked on her wine before she set her glass down. “What?”

	“C’mon, Nikki. What you’re suggesting leads to only one conclusion. You falling in love with Collin, and leaving me.”

	“Nick…”

	“Let me finish.” She took a breath, but motioned for me to continue. “I’m not stupid. You’d see Collin, date Collin, and spend the night with Collin. Who knows, maybe even travel and vacation with him. Honestly, how could you prevent yourself from falling in love?”

	“I see your point, and I’m not saying you’re stupid, but you need to have more faith in me, and more faith in us.”

	“That’s not much of an answer.”

	She leaned forward with her elbows on her thighs, and met my eyes. “I love you. My love is not based on your cock size, or the size of your wallet. I’m perfectly capable of distinguishing between sex and love, between lust and love. I also know the difference between an infatuation and the kind of love we share.”

	I sucked in a deep breath, and let it out slowly before replying, “I believe you, but you have to understand something: if you’re wrong, our marriage will end.”

	“I will never let that happen.” Each word was pronounced slowly, carefully, and her eyes were resolute. “I promise.”

	“Fine.” I took another sip of wine. “Then I agree to your boundary.”

	What else could I do?

	I loved my wife. I believed my wife. I was also confident I could see any problems coming before they became a danger to our marriage.

	She clapped her hands, and then gave me a big hug before settling back into her chair. I couldn’t help but laugh at her antics. She looked like a kid on Christmas morning.

	When she calmed down, I wagged a finger at her. “I don’t want to throw cold water on your celebration, but I have a question for you.”

	She winked at me. “Let me guess, what do you get out of all this?”

	“Am I that transparent?”

	“You’re a guy.”

	I shrugged, and stared into my wine glass. Truthfully, I knew what I wanted, but I wasn’t sure how to put my desires into words. I found it surprisingly difficult to voice my fantasies.

	“Honey?” She put her hand on my arm. “Is there anything specific you want?”

	I dropped my gaze again. My cheeks grew heated, sweat broke out on my brow, and I ran my palm across my forehead. I was still not comfortable with how much I liked this situation.

	“I don’t know,” I said with a shrug. “I guess, just more of the same.”

	“C’mon, baby.” She rolled her eyes and took a swallow, not a sip, of wine. “We just talked about honesty.”

	“Okay! Damn it, this isn’t easy for me.”

	“I know, but this is important. What does it say about our marriage if we can’t be brutally honest with each other?”

	I glared back at her. “I hate it when you use my arguments against me.”

	She laughed, slid out of her chair, and sat down on my lap. She pressed her lips against mine, and her kiss helped soothe my nerves. When we broke, she stared into my eyes expectantly.

	“Okay. Okay.” Another deep breath, and I plunged in. “I like to watch you and Collin.”

	She nodded, and smiled. “We like it, too.”

	“It’s not just the sex,” I added quickly. As though my admission would make anything better. “I like seeing you two together doing anything, even mundane stuff. It’s exciting for me when you sit next to him, joke with him, hold his hand, and well, everything else.”

	“Fine,” she said easily. “That’s easy.”

	“But…” I cleared my throat. “I do like watching you two…y’know…ummm, have sex.” I flushed again, and shrugged my shoulders. “It’s sorta exciting for me.”

	“Collin and I thought you enjoyed watching us.” She smiled gently, and tweaked my nose. “It’s fine, honey; we like having you.”

	“I guess that’s it,” I lied.

	After perusing a few cuckold websites, I had a lengthy list of activities I wanted to try, but I wasn’t ready to discuss them. The courage required to fully embrace this lifestyle still surprised me.

	My wife seemed to sense my state of mind. She lightly kissed me, and then pressed her lips against my ear. “Is it okay if Collin and I suggest new things that may excite you?”

	“Sure. I just want to be able to tell you to stop,” I said, and then hurried to continue, “if it’s not exciting.”

	She nodded. “That’s fair.”

	One last thing buzzed around my head like a fly at a picnic. I couldn’t kill it, or catch it, but I knew it wouldn’t go away unless I dealt with it.

	“Is what we’re doing…” I paused to take a deep breath. “…making you think less of me as a husband, as a man?”

	I’d fixed my eyes at the pool while I was speaking, but I looked up at her as I finished. She shook her head, leaned down, and gave me another nice, soft kiss. Her lips felt and tasted amazing as the kiss lingered, and I inhaled her amazing scent. I didn’t want the kiss to end, but she broke it eventually, and whispered in my ear.

	“No.” Her warm breath tickled my ear. “Nothing we do with Collin will ever change how I feel about you. Nothing.”

	Her declaration felt like a shot of adrenaline, and I felt my cuckold rollercoaster pick up speed.

	What can I say? Nicole rocks!

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	Collin called later that day, and my wife took the call in the bedroom. They talked for over an hour. Occasionally, laughter echoed from the bedroom. When I went to use the restroom, my wife was smiling from ear to ear as she listened to her boyfriend. I received a wink and a wave as I passed. Nicole continued to speak normally, so I didn’t get the sense at all that she was hiding anything.

	“Nick?” Her voice carried from the bedroom.

	“What?” I shouted back.

	“Come here, dang it. Collin wants to talk to you.”

	I shuffled into the bedroom, my flip-flops clapping against my feet. She hugged me as I entered, and handed me the phone. We sat down on the bed together.

	“What’s up, Collin?”

	“Nick. I got us a tee time tomorrow.” He named the course, and I felt my eyebrows rise. “I need to get out on the links, and I want some company. You in?”

	“Hell, yes. I haven’t golfed in forever.”

	“That bad, huh?”

	Despite my nervousness, I laughed and shook my head. He could be pretty funny, and an all-around cool dude. “We’ll see tomorrow on the course. Is it just you and me?”

	“Are you kidding? No! Nicole is coming to keep us company, and drive the cart.”

	“Is that right?” I glanced at my wife, and she gave me a mischievous smile.

	“She’s coming along specifically to keep you from flirting with the beer cart girls.”

	“Whatever, dude. See you tomorrow.”

	“Bye.”

	“Sounds like fun tomorrow.” She smiled at me, and gave me a kiss on the cheek. “Don’t you think?”

	I nodded. “Actually, yes, it does. I’ve been wanting to go golfing for a while, and it’s a super-nice course.”

	“See, honey. He’s not a bad guy.”

	“I didn’t say he was. I like him, too, baby. I just don’t want to lose my wife to him. That’s all.”

	“You won’t.”

	She went into the bathroom, and I heard the shower start. Smiling to myself, I went into the bathroom, hoping to catch her naked and maybe get a little nookie. I found her wrapped in one of our large bath towels.

	“Ummm,” she started. Her expression turned serious. “I need you to do me a favor.”

	I stepped forward, flicking my eyebrows up and down, as I advanced on her. “Anything, baby.”

	She pressed her hand against my chest, stopping me, and keeping me at arms-length. “I need you to leave the bathroom. Please.”

	“What?”

	“Collin doesn’t want you to see me naked, or in my underwear, unless it’s absolutely necessary, and then only if you’re wearing your chastity belt.”

	My mouth dropped open. I couldn’t think of a response. I just stared, dumfounded, with my mouth hanging open.

	“Honey.” Her voice was calm, resolute, and authoritative. “It’s not that big of a deal.”

	“You’re kidding,” I said. “And it is a big deal.”

	“You agreed to let Collin and me have more freedom. Well, this is part of that freedom.”

	“I agreed, but how the hell am I going to avoid seeing you naked? Or in your underwear? We freakin’ live together!”

	“Duh, I know that.” She gave me a little eye-roll. “I can adjust the times I shower, and you’ll know when I’m in there, so just avoid coming in when I’m in the shower. I’ll do my best to get completely dressed in the closet. I’ll even close the closet door.”

	“Holy cow. You’re serious.”

	“You agreed to the boundaries, remember?”

	“What about sex? You also said you don’t want to lose that with me.”

	“We can still have sex. We’ll just need to be creative, and work with Collin. That’s all.”

	A sultry little smile played across her lips, and she kissed me on the cheek. “Please, baby. This is important to me and to Collin.”

	I stared at my wife for several seconds, trying to find a credible reason to weasel out of my agreement. None existed. I’d agreed. Maybe I hadn’t realized how far the boundaries extended, but I’d given her my promise. Besides, a growing part of my cuckold-self enjoyed my wife wresting control from me.

	Finally, I shrugged my shoulders. “Okay. We’ll give this a try.”

	“Thank you, baby.” She kissed my cheek, grabbed my shoulders, and then turned me around. “Now go, cucky. I need to get dressed, and you’re no longer allowed to see me like this without permission.”

	These new boundaries sucked, but her words sent a jolt of electricity and lust through my body. My cock stiffened as I stepped out the closet.

	I caught my reflection in the bathroom mirror.

	A cuckold husband stared back at me.

	We smiled at each other.

	Kindred spirits.

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	Nicole and I tucked April into bed later that night, and checked on Jasmine. My oldest daughter hugged my wife, and offered me a fist-bump. I’d have preferred a hug, but truthfully, I was grateful for any affection, so we rapped knuckles. Things were pretty much back to normal. I’d take it.

	We headed downstairs and into our bedroom, where Nicole kissed me on the cheek, and closed the bathroom door.

	I stared at the closed door. She was getting undressed and then redressed for Collin.

	She was spending the night.

	With Collin.

	Without me.

	It drove me crazy.

	We planned to meet tomorrow at the golf course. In a few minutes, my wife would leave to spend the night with another man. Cuckold angst, a combination of lust, excitement, and humiliation exploded inside my body. A heady, intoxicating brew of emotions.

	I loved it.

	The door had no answers. Although if an inanimate object could laugh, the door would’ve been laughing its ass off…at me.

	No other options presented themselves, so I laid down on the bed and turned on the TV. I selected a mind-numbing martial arts flick with lots of action, a low budget, and sub-titles. The fight scenes were great, but the acting was horrible. It was a perfect analogy for my current situation. The sex was great, but I wasn’t getting any, or at least not the really good sex. I wasn’t even able to watch the good sex tonight. I was alone with my imagination…which, now that I thought about it, actually produced some pretty good porn.

	An hour later, the bathroom doors opened. Nicole emerged a step at a time, as though she were a model on a runway. She wore a tiny pair of shorts that showed her ass off perfectly. Her breasts were barely covered by a tank top that stopped well above her belly button, and the outfit was completed by some very expensive-looking high heels. A Cheshire cat grin lit her face. She knew the effect she had on me, and she loved it. She stood next to the bed, her perfume hanging lightly in the air, and gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek.

	“I’ll see you tomorrow, honey.”

	“Are you and Collin going out tonight?”

	“I’m honestly not sure. He doesn’t have any business meetings tonight, but we may still catch a movie, or have drinks with some of his friends. Apparently, an old friend of his flew into town today, but he wasn’t sure if he would be able to hang out with us.”

	I swallowed carefully, and forced a smile. “Have fun.”

	Her smile grew wider, almost predatory. “I’m sure I will.”

	The click of her heels on the wood floor marked her departure, and I watched her hips sway as she walked out of our bedroom.

	She stopped at the door. “I love you.”

	“Love you too, babe.”

	I didn’t hear the front door close. I knew she was trying to be quiet, but I did hear her car start as she drove off. The sound of the engine started my own internal motor running, and my imagination kicked into high gear. My heart rate started increasing, and my breath came in short pants as I imagined every possible erotic scenario involving my wife and her lover. My imagination played extremely vivid videos.

	Nicole melting into his arms when she arrived.

	Collin carrying her into the bedroom.

	Another video played of my wife dressing, and modeling her clothes and lingerie. Of course, there was an extremely vivid video of Collin forcefully taking her in a variety of places and positions. Images of his body relentlessly pounding her while she begged for more flashed in my brain’s movie theater.

	I took a deep breath to steady myself.

	My imagination continued to play sexy, erotic videos, and they soon consumed all of my attention. My cock had grown rock-hard, my heart pounded in my chest, and I felt sweat pop out all over my body. I tried to switch my imagination to G-rated and R-rated videos, but it didn’t work. I found visions of the happy couple holding hands and buying movie tickets just as exciting. My favorite was my wife feeding him popcorn one bite at a time, and Collin licking the butter and salt off of her finger.

	I pictured a dark, almost empty theater where I sat alone at the top level…

	Collin and Nicole enter and choose the same row, where they proceed to make out until the movie starts. I glance over during the movie, and see him staring at the screen. She isn’t sitting beside him anymore; her head now bobs up and down as she hungrily sucks his cock…

	His confident smile drove me over the edge.

	My control sucked. I lurched into the bathroom as I felt my orgasm shoot to the surface. Frantically, I stripped my shorts and underwear, and freed my cock. A few strokes later, I gasped as I felt myself spurt into the toilet. A collage of images blurred through my head as sharp, exquisite pleasure filled my body. A low groan escaped me, my legs trembled, and sweat popped out over my forehead. My hand braced against the wall, and kept me from falling. The sound of cum hitting water kept me company, but also reminded me I was alone.

	I can’t explain why my solo orgasms were so powerful. The visions my imagination conjured were so vivid, so clear, I lost control. Even alone, jerking off into a toilet with only my imagination, made for an extremely intense orgasm. Absently I grabbed some toilet paper, cleaned myself up, and then wiped the toilet and floor. Satisfied there weren’t any globs of cum anywhere, I washed my hands.

	Clean. Sanitary.

	Pathetic?

	The cuckold husband in the mirror wasn’t smiling anymore.

	My mind still raced as I lathered up my hands. I didn’t notice the pink post-it note on the mirror until I was almost finished. The water was still running, and my hands were still covered in soap, but I reached over and snatched it off the mirror.

	Nick, you can see me in my underwear, lingerie, or naked. You just have to put this on. Love you!

	There was an arrow pointing down, and I scanned the counter. The black pouch containing the chastity belt lay next to her sink. I stared at it for several seconds before I rinsed and dried my hands. My wet hands had soaked the note, and I tossed it into the trash can.

	The chastity belt, device, whatever…it mocked me.

	I picked up the black pouch, held it in my hands, and turned it over several times. The hard plastic clicked inside the bag. I also heard the metallic clinking of the lock and keys as they moved against each other.

	Finally I left the bathroom, stuck the chastity belt in my underwear drawer, and slid into bed. I resolved to deal with the chastity belt another time. My head hit the pillow.

	Visions of plastic cages and mocking laughter lulled me to sleep.

	 


Chapter Six

	 

	I was up early the next day. The chastity belt remained in its pouch. Weekend breakfast is a big deal in our house, and when we don’t go out for a meal, I cook. The cooking process for me had the side benefit of being fun, and distracting me from the plastic cage in my sock drawer. I needed a lot of distraction, so I purposely made myself busy. Breakfast tacos were my girls’ second favorite meal for breakfast. Fresh salsa, with vegetables from my garden, is always the first step.

	I make a mean salsa. Seriously, it’s legendary, despite my cultural limitation of being Caucasian. When my wife and I first got together, she used to tease me that white people couldn’t make good salsa. I had long since proven her wrong.

	Even her Mexican family agreed my salsa rocked!

	We gathered over fresh salsa, and chorizo and egg tacos. Rave reviews were heard over the table. The girls and I did the dishes after breakfast, and I told them I was going golfing with their mother. That announcement prompted some laughs, but otherwise the girls were happy to have the day to themselves. I suspected Jasmine was happy her mom and I were spending time together. April was oblivious. She planned to spend most of the day watching Cartoon Network or Animal Planet.

	My phone chimed, indicating a text, and I stepped away from the sink. It was from Collin confirming our tee time. I responded, put the phone down, and started back towards the sink.

	My phone chimed again. This new text stopped my heart.

	A picture of Nicole, dressed only in lingerie, and laying on Collin’s bed. Posing for him. Amazingly sexy, and more than a little slutty, the picture showed her wearing an ensemble of sheer lingerie. Bra, panties, garter belt, and thigh-high hose completed the erotic tableau. Her knee was drawn up, so it looked like a classy picture out of Playboy Magazine. Of course, I only read Playboy for the articles, but when I did stumble across a picture…they were classy.

	Under the picture, there was a single sentence:

	 

	This is how your wife dresses for me.

	 

	My eyes locked onto the image. My heart shifted into overdrive. My hand trembled as my imagination shot off the starting line.

	“What is it, Dad?”

	I crashed back into reality, and casually closed my phone’s screen.

	“Huh? Sorry, Jas.” My voice was calm and level, which surprised me. “It’s a text from Collin. He’s joining me for golf, and ummm, he was just confirming the time.”

	“Cool. Is Mom with Collin?”

	It was a simple question, but I struggled to find an answer. I didn’t want to lie, but my daughters couldn’t possibly understand this situation. It also had the potential to truly disrupt their lives…in a profoundly negative way. Heck, even I still struggled with it.

	There would come a time, if this relationship continued, that we would have to be more open with our kids.

	This morning was not that time.

	“She might be, Jas. Your mom left early this morning to run some errands. She wanted to go shopping for some golfing clothes.” I swallowed. “Because she’s coming with Collin and me.”

	Ugh! I was over-explaining, and I knew it.

	Jasmine shrugged. “Cool, Dad. Have fun.”

	That was it. That was the sum total of my elder daughter’s response.

	She bounced upstairs to watch television, and left me standing still. I wasn’t sure if I’d gotten off lucky, or if I was missing something, but I’d follow up with Nicole later tonight.

	We had a lot to discuss.

	 


Chapter Seven

	 

	The private and expensive golf course belonged to a swanky country club. The green fees alone set this place out of my normal price range. I couldn’t imagine being a member. The vehicles that lined the parking lot were the latest, greatest, and most expensive foreign automakers could produce.

	Rich people! They are different.

	I’d driven my classic Mustang for a couple of reasons. First, I freakin’ loved to drive it. Second, it was a classic automobile. I could be perceived as a really rich dude who liked classic cars, or really poor dude who put all of his money into his car. Today, I was hoping to be perceived as the really rich dude. Who knew…if I got the promotion at work, I might fit that description someday.

	I also made a mental note to play the lottery later, because I found a great parking spot. Located at the end of the line and completely shaded, it had enough space so my doors wouldn’t get banged up. Perfect.

	My aging golf clubs slid over my shoulder. I walked past the rows of expensive cars, and stopped at the front desk.

	The gorgeous lady behind the counter had a smile so beautiful, it was like a weapon. “Good morning. Can I help you?”

	“Yes. I’m meeting some friends for golf today. I’m a bit early.”

	“Which member are you golfing with today, sir?”

	“His name is Collin…”

	I didn’t get to his last name before she nodded her head. “Yes, sir. You can rest your clubs over there.” She pointed over my shoulder, and then motioned in a different direction. “The bar is open if you’d like to have a drink, and the pro-shop is just past the bar. It’s open, too.”

	“Thank you.”

	“You’re welcome, sir. Enjoy your round of golf, and if you’re interested in a membership, please stop by and see me later.”

	She gave me another killer smile, and I nodded back to her. I didn’t want to ask about prices. I was afraid this was one of those places where if you had to ask how much it cost, you couldn’t afford it. Besides, the bar was open and empty, so I slid into a stool.

	“What can I get you?”

	“Diet Coke is fine. It’s too early for alcohol.”

	The bartender chuckled. “It’s never too early for alcohol, but I’ve got a diet Coke coming right up.”

	He used one of those drink dispensing gun-things that seemed to be able to produce any soda at the touch of a button. A dark bubbling drink slid in front of me.

	I sipped it, and let my eyes wander. Every surface of the bar gleamed. Dark wood, rich fabrics, and expensive-looking pictures lined the walls. I started to wonder what it would be like to be members. Nicole would fit right in here, of course. I’d always envied about her ability to relate to people. She was comfortable tailgating at college football games, cursing and drinking beer with the guys. Surprisingly, it was easy for her to switch gears. She could easily change clothes, and feel comfortable attending a formal dinner party with the upper crust of society, which she occasionally had to do for her work. She handled high-net worth clients as part of her job, so she was exposed to wealthier individuals on a regular basis.

	Me, on the other hand? Not so much.

	I’m more of an introvert. It takes me a while to get comfortable with someone, but once I do, I’m a jokester. My friends say I have a split personality. My boss, Brian, is an expert. I swear he could make friends with the devil himself.

	I remembered something he told me once:

	“It’s not the math, it’s not the processes, and it’s not even expertise in your field; being successful above middle management is all about handling personalities. What we do isn’t rocket science. The most challenging part of our job is people. Managing at a higher level is all about handling personalities, and getting the most out of them. It’s not enough to manage the people below you; successful senior managers find ways to manage their peers and their bosses. Managing sideways, and especially managing upwards, is critical.”

	I’d grown significantly more confident with Brian as my informal mentor. I nodded to myself as I thought about it more. Maybe Nicole wasn’t the only one who could be comfortable here. I decided to check back with the gorgeous receptionist about becoming members.

	The bartender offered me a refill just as I spied Nicole and Collin. She was laughing as she walked into the lobby. Collin held the door for her, just like a boyfriend or husband. He was laughing, too. She wrapped her arm inside his, and leaned against him as they walked to the front desk.

	A perfectly happy couple.

	Except she was already married…to me.

	I couldn’t get over how good they looked together, and how exciting it was for me to just watch them. As usual, my heart did the speed-racer deal, and I had to focus on keeping my breathing steady.

	Nicole looked classy and sexy, but in a completely appropriate way. I know how that sounds. It’s true. She wore a flirty little skirt, short enough to show her legs, but long enough not to cause whispers. It looked like an accordion because it had so many folds, pleats, or whatever they’re called. Her top was a simple polo shirt, but instead of buttons, it had a V-neck. It showed just the right amount of cleavage: enough to catch interest, but not enough for folks to stop and stare. A cute baseball cap, matching her outfit, sat on her head. Comfortable sandals that emphasized her sexy legs completed her ensemble. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and I couldn’t decide if that made her look sexy or innocent. Every guy within sight turned to look at her.

	What could I say about Collin? The jerk looked cool.

	He wore a light polo shirt stretched tight by his chest and biceps, and a simple pair of shorts. A golf visor sat on his head. He looked exactly like the person he was: athletic, rich, and completely comfortable in his own skin. The positive aura he exuded attracted people’s attention. He also lacked the arrogant disdain some guys in similar positions always seemed to display.

	My attention returned to the bartender, who was still waiting for my response. I shook my head. “What do I owe you?”

	“Soda’s free, sir.”

	Of course it was.

	I nodded, dropped a few bucks in the tip jar, and walked towards the lobby.

	Another guy had walked in behind Collin. He made a loud coarse remark that caused Collin and Nicole to laugh even harder. Normally I’d class him as a jerk, but a harmless, casual smile had curved his lips. I waited just outside the bar, trying to get a read on the situation. I wasn’t sure who this guy was, but he obviously knew Collin, and now it looked like he’d come in with them. Collin turned and gave the guy a fist-bump while Nicole play-slapped him on the shoulder.

	My feet started moving again. I took a deep breath, and focused on maintaining a calm, friendly demeanor. I wasn’t sure how to play this situation. I doubted this new guy knew Nicole was married to someone else, but with Collin, anything was possible. I planned on following Collin’s lead. Worst case, I’d introduce myself as a friend, possibly a friend of Nicole’s from work.

	The lady at the front desk must have told them I was already here, because they all leaned back from the front desk, and started surveying the area. Nicole saw me first. Behind her smile was a cautionary expression that confirmed my impression.

	A friend. That was my role. Whether Nicole’s or Collin’s remained to be seen, but I was definitely not her husband this afternoon.

	Collin saw me next.

	“Nick.” He walked forward with his hand extended. “Good to see you, man. I hope you haven’t been waiting long.”

	Our hands met, and so did our eyes. A book’s worth of communication passed between us in the space of a second. He gave me a quick, barely noticeable nod, and pulled me forward. We turned towards Nicole and his friend.

	“John, I want to introduce you to a new client of mine. This is Nick. He works in finance and insurance for a larger firm in town.”

	John smiled and extended his hand while Collin continued the introductions. I estimated he was in his early fifties, with sandy brown hair and dark brown eyes. Slightly taller and more out of shape, I sensed he was an easygoing personality. It made me feel a bit better about him. Despite being a white dude like me, his skin was tanned all over.

	“John is a good friend of mine, and one of my long-time clients.” He paused. “He’s in town from Dallas, and I insisted he join us.”

	“Great. Nice to meet you.”

	“Likewise.”

	We shook hands. Collin put his hand on my shoulder, and gave it a little squeeze. “I want to introduce you to someone very special to me. This is my girlfriend, Nicole. She doesn’t know anything about golf, but wanted to join us today. Isn’t she beautiful?”

	She gave me a polite smile, extended her hand, and I shook it briefly before she stepped back next to Collin. “It’s nice to meet you, Nick. Please pay no attention to this guy.”

	“Nice to meet you, too,” I mumbled.

	I managed a glance at her hand, and saw the James Avery ring on her finger. The emotions running through my body were a heady mix of lust, anxiety, nervousness, and excitement. It was a struggle to manage them and maintain the appearance of normality, but seeing the ring on her finger helped a great deal. I started to calm down.

	We made small talk for a few minutes before a young kid came up, and announced our golf carts were ready. Collin, John, and Nicole started walking, but the kid stopped me.

	“Sir, if you’ll let me know where your clubs are, I’ll get them on the cart for you, or I can arrange the pro-shop to lend you some clubs.”

	I pointed out my clubs. “Right there.”

	He just about sprinted over, and then disappeared with them. Once we were outside, Collin stopped us, and motioned towards the two golf carts.

	“John, you’re with Nick. Nicole will ride with me. I don’t trust either of you with my lady.” He smiled. “High score buys the first round after we’re done. Cool?”

	John and I nodded, and Collin pointed at me as he started to walk away. “Nick, I like Macallan on the rocks.”

	“Remember to order that when you lose,” I quipped.

	He ducked into his golf cart with a hearty chuckle. Nicole smiled at me, her eyes twinkling, before she followed Collin.

	My new partner clapped me on the shoulder. “Are you a good golfer, Nick?”

	He moved into the driver’s seat, and I took the passenger side. “Y’know, I think we’re about to find out. One thing is for certain, though.” I paused, and John glanced at me. “I’m damned sure not going to do any betting with Collin today.”

	We shared a laugh as he started the cart. John’s attention was on driving when he responded, “You are a smart man.”

	I thought he would add to that comment, but he didn’t, and I let it rest.

	I took stock of my situation. I was the outsider today, simply a friend, a new client of Collin’s, and I resolved to play my role perfectly. John was a friend of Collin’s. I was sure he didn’t have any idea about our cuckold situation, so it was a risk for Collin to include him. I didn’t like it, but I trusted Collin’s judgement, and I also wanted to enjoy a day of watching Collin and Nicole together.

	Playing golf at this place was also a sweet perk.

	This was the first time I was seeing them together as an outsider. It was liberating. I struggled to contain my composure, because excitement kept rippling through my body. An erection out here would be horribly embarrassing, and it wouldn’t help my golf game, either. Still, this situation was pretty fucking cool. A charade, maybe, but I was part of the play, and I had a supporting role that let me experience everything firsthand without the pressure of being a star.

	As John and I made our way to the first tee, one idea solidified itself in my mind: I was becoming hooked on this lifestyle.

	Originally I’d been a reluctant participant. A husband who just wanted to support his wife’s desires, and maybe get a little thrill from it. Circumstances had changed, though, and now I was becoming an eager, willing participant who couldn’t wait for the next erotic situation. Slowly, inevitably, I was sinking into the addictive role of cuckold husband. I’d started to enjoy it, and like any new addict, I wanted more.

	No. I needed more.

	We arrived at the first tee, started warming up, and I focused my mind on golf. I’d played golf since high school, and narrowly missed a golf scholarship to college. I didn’t really focus on my handicap, but I routinely scored in the seventies, so I knew I wouldn’t embarrass myself.

	I’m competitive enough, though, that I wanted to have the best score. I didn’t mind buying drinks, but shit, I wanted to beat Collin at something, and I thought I had a good shot with golf.

	The master of ceremonies went first, of course, and he swung his driver with practiced skill. The way the ball sailed over the fairway, I knew it was going to be a great drive. His shot had that sound, that special ‘tink’ of a great golf shot. The ball arched in the air, almost perfectly straight, and landed on the fairway. It rolled across the impossibly green grass, stopping at about two hundred and seventy-five yards.

	A damned good drive.

	The first blow in the battle for drinks had just been delivered.

	Collin smiled confidently, spun his driver in his hand, and walked back to his cart. He didn’t need to say anything. That drive spoke volumes about his skill, and I started to mentally calculate the cost of a round of drinks. I reminded myself that big drives were one thing, but a soft touch around the green was most important.

	John glanced at me, and I motioned for him to go next. As he took a few practice swings, I noticed Nicole lean against Collin. She rose on her tiptoes, gave him a kiss, and then whispered something in his ear. He smiled, shook his head, and kept his eyes on John. Her hand traced a line over his shoulder, down his back, and judging by the way he moved his hips, she pinched his ass.

	John swung, and all of us watched his ball. It was a good shot. His ball stopped approximately two hundred and forty yards, and it stopped on the fairway. His drive hadn’t gone as far as Collin’s, but that was fine, because he was well positioned for his next shot. Most folks who don’t follow golf think the longer the drive, the better; but that isn’t always the case.

	In golf, brute force wasn’t always rewarded with lower scores.

	“No pressure, Nick,” he teased as he replaced his club in his bag.

	My turn. I stepped up to the tee, waggled my club a few times, and took a practice swing. I looked down the fairway, and picked a spot where I wanted my ball to stop. A quick breath. I found my inner calm. The golf gods required a calm mind, relaxed muscles, and a light touch before they rewarded a player with a good score.

	I swung.

	Immediately, I knew it was a good shot. No, not a good shot. A great shot. I raised my eyes to find the arc of the ball as it sailed down the fairway. It landed softly, bouncing several times, before rolling to a stop about two hundred and sixty-five yards. Not as far as Collin’s drive, but I’d positioned myself better for shot number two. John clapped me on the shoulder as we walked back to our cart.

	“Nice drive, Nick,” Collin said.

	I’d delivered my own blow in the battle for drinks, and it was well struck.

	I couldn’t help but notice Collin’s careful expression as he watched my shot land on the fairway. He was considering the possibility he’d underestimated me. I loved it. Hopefully, he was also calculating the cost of drinks. Nicole gave John and me a thumbs-up as they drove off.

	The hole was a par five, meaning it should take a golfer no more than five shots to complete the hole. Collin’s next shot was careful. He laid his ball up in front of a sand trap. It was a good, smart decision, but it left him well short of the green. It would require a good pitch to get him on the green, and in a position to putt the ball within five strokes.

	Feeling confident, I pulled my trusty five wood from my bag, and studied the shot in front of me. The green was a long straight shot away, but a few strategically placed sand traps lay between the green and me. They were designed to catch balls that weren’t hit perfectly. Most golfers would make the same decision Collin had made, and hit their balls just short of the sand traps.

	It’s called ‘laying up’ in golf vocabulary. It’s a smart, safe play.

	Fuck safe!

	Recklessness welled up inside me as I smiled, and made my decision. This was the first hole. If I made this shot, I would take an early lead. If the worst happened, I would be taking my next shot from a sand trap, but I’d always been good in the sand, and I felt confident I would be able to get out without any difficulty.

	The ball sailed off my club like a bullet, high and straight. I watched its flight carefully as it arced towards the green. It looked good, damned good, and I just hoped it had a soft landing. The ball cleared the sand traps by about ten yards, closer than I expected, and ran up to the green. It stopped a long putt away from the hole. I was in a great position for a birdie, possibly even an eagle.

	Cuckold husband, my ass!

	I held my face calm, with only a slight smile, and walked back to the cart. I received an enthusiastic high-five from John, and Collin came over and shook my hand. Nicole glanced between us, a confused expression on her face.

	“What just happened? Was that a good shot?”

	John burst out laughing, and I joined him, but Collin only smiled. A perverse sense of satisfaction filled me as Collin explained the shot.

	“Honey, that wasn’t a good shot. It was a fantastic shot. And it’s definitely the last time I’m golfing with Nick.”

	She glanced at me, smiled, and then turned back to Collin. “Maybe you should get his drink order, honey.”

	John and I doubled over with laughter as she walked back to their cart. Collin looked like he’d swallowed something bitter, but after a few seconds, he offered me a smile.

	“Great shot.”

	“Thanks.”

	Collin and John made it to the green with their next shots. The trash-talking got serious as we stood around the green. I went first. I squatted behind my ball, and got a good read on the green. Nodding to myself, I stepped into position. It was a long putt. I knew I could get it close, so a birdie was likely, but I really wanted an eagle. I took a long deep breath, loosened my shoulders, relaxed my grip on the club, and found my inner calm.

	My stroke was strong, firm, and the ball leapt off the putter.

	It swayed as it rolled over the surface, and silence settled over the green. It started to slow. John had been holding the pin for me, and he pulled it out as the ball approached, curving inward toward the hole.

	It was going to be close.

	Silence gave way to tension.

	All of our eyes were locked onto the little white, dimpled ball rolling ever closer to the cup.

	The sound of the ball hitting the bottom of the hole echoed across the green.

	John gave a loud shout, dropped the pin, and ran over. He gave me a big high-five, and then clapped me on the shoulder. Nicole yelled, jumped up and down, and clapped her hands. Collin forced a smile, and clapped graciously.

	“Fuckin’ awesome!” John was more excited than me. “Damn, that was an unbelievable putt! Holy shit, an eagle on the first hole!”

	He couldn’t stop himself, and continued to slap me on the back as I walked forward to retrieve my ball. Collin met me at the hole.

	“Great putt,” he said, and held out his hand. “Really great putt.”

	I shook it. “Thanks.”

	He clapped me on the shoulder. “You can never come golfing with me again.”

	Nicole slapped him playfully, and then offered her hand to me. “Impressive putt.”

	“Thank you.”

	 


Chapter Eight

	 

	The rest of the day went great. John and I had a common interest in classic cars. He owned two Corvette’s, so we spent most of our time debating the merit of Fords over Chevys. It was a lively conversation.

	We exchanged email addresses, and planned to go to an upcoming classic car show in Dallas.

	Watching my wife and her boyfriend was also a huge voyeuristic buffet. Every chance I got, my eyes locked on the happy, sexy couple. They flirted all afternoon. I was careful, because I didn’t want John to notice, but I watched them constantly. They held hands, kissed, and joked throughout the entire round. In every respect, they were a couple. She often ran her hands over his shoulders or chest as they watched John and me take our shots.

	Erotic, sexy, exciting, and I loved every second of it.

	The round of golf finally ended with my score being the lowest. I’m not saying the cuckold excitement helped my golf game; I’m just saying I didn’t lack for energy. Collin had the middle score, and John brought up the rear with the highest score. As we drove back to the club house, John congratulated me on my round of golf.

	“Thanks, John. I appreciate it. I don’t play as often as I’d like, and today was really fun.”

	“Yeah, it was.” He nudged me and lowered his voice. “It was also nice to have some eye-candy out on the course today.”

	“Eye-candy?” I knew what he meant, but I acted dumb.

	“Dude, don’t bullshit me. I saw you checking her out. Hell, I was, too! She’s hot.”

	“Yeah. She is pretty.”

	“Pretty?” John shook his head. “She is a stone-cold fox, and her body is fucking perfect. You see those tits? Damn, I could spend days playing with tits like those.”

	My heart rate pegged at a thousand beats a minute. “You’ve seen them?”

	“Oh, yeah.” He gave me a conspiratorial wink. “I had dinner with them last night, and we did a little dancing in the hotel bar. The dress she wore was low-cut, and believe me when I tell you, her tits are amazing.”

	“Damn, dude. Keep going.”

	Hearing this from a stranger made it even more erotic. He made a little motion around his chest as he described her dress. “So when she was dancing, the dress moved around a lot, especially when Collin ran his hands over her.”

	“Okay. Sounds hot.”

	“Holy shit, man. ‘Hot’ doesn’t begin to describe it.” He glanced ahead at Collin and Nicole’s cart before leaning over towards me. “Dude, she was dancing with him, and leaning back against his chest with her eyes closed.”

	“Yeah?”

	“Well, Collin sees me looking, and he flipped her dress open. Dude, right in front of me.” He took a deep breath, and shook his head. “Fucking amazing tits! Porn stars pay for tits like hers. They’re big, perky, with nice pink nipples.” He laughed, and slapped his leg. “She must have had too much to drink or something, because she didn’t notice right away. She danced with her tits hanging out for at least thirty seconds.” He shook his head. “Best half-minute of my life!”

	“Damn. Did she get pissed?”

	I was hoping maybe Nicole got angry, and stalked off or something.

	“Pissed? Hell, no! When she realized her tits were hanging out, and that I was staring at them, she just gave me a wink.” He shook his head. “Only then did she pull her dress back into place.”

	“Fuck me. That’s awesome.”

	I tried to put some enthusiasm in my voice, but I was conflicted, turned on, and confused about what I was feeling. I couldn’t process everything, so I put it in the back of my mind, and promised myself I would deal with it later.

	“Nicole is a freak, that’s for sure.”

	My mouth was dry. I had to swallow before I could answer, “It sure sounds like it.”

	John pulled into a parking space right next to Collin and Nicole’s cart. They were entering the clubhouse already. I started to get out, but John grabbed my arm and held me in the cart. A sinister grin curved his lips.

	“Stick around. Have a few drinks with us. I’ll bet you anything Collin gets her to take off her panties in the bar.”

	“Bullshit,” I sneered. “There’s no way. Not in the bar.”

	“Dude, just stick around.”

	He gave me a confident nod and smile, and then led the way into the clubhouse. I couldn’t believe what I’d heard, and I wasn’t ready to accept it. Nicole was sexy, no question. She also has a wild streak, but what John described was out of character for my wife. My mind had trouble wrapping itself around the person he’d described.

	The happy sexy couple was already waiting for us. An empty shot glass sat in front of my wife. Collin ordered a round of drinks, and everyone toasted my low score. My eagle on the first hole earned me more handshakes. I ordered Bookers on the rocks, and decided to nurse it. It was still early afternoon and I had to drive home, so I didn’t want to go overboard.

	Then John suggested everyone do shots. Of course. I declined, but Collin and Nicole did one shot, and then another. John and Collin started telling stories about each other, and before long we were all laughing and having a good time. The drinks kept flowing. John, Collin and Nicole did some more shots, while I stuck with watered down bourbon and enjoyed the show.

	John finished a story about Collin, and Nicole excused herself. I noticed she was unsteady on her feet. John and Collin were whispering between themselves when I pulled my attention back from my drunk wife. I caught the last part of their conversation.

	“C’mon, man,” John urged.

	“I’ll think about it.” Collin had a huge shark-like grin on his face.

	“She will if you ask. You know she will.”

	“Maybe.”

	“It’ll be fun,” John urged with a huge shit-eating smile of his own. “It’ll be a sexy way to end the round. Besides, I have to get to the airport, and it’ll give me something to think about on the flight back home.”

	“Okay. Okay.” He glanced at me, and then back at John. “When she comes back, I’ll ask her.”

	“Cool.”

	John slung back the rest of his drink, and ordered another. I couldn’t help but notice the hungry look in his eyes. It made me nervous. I’d just met him, and we’d gotten along great today, but it seemed he had another side to his personality. My eyes met Collin’s, and he gave me a wink I didn’t know how to interpret, so I sipped my drink.

	What the fuck?

	I saw Nicole first, by virtue of where I was standing. She was still a little unsteady on her feet. A big smile was curving her lips, and her eyes had a tipsy glaze. Collin helped her sit on his barstool, and we adjusted ourselves so the three of us surrounded her. Our position at the end of the bar gave us a margin of privacy, especially since the bar held only two other patrons. She smiled at Collin for a moment, and then leaned forward and gave him a slow kiss. John glanced at me, nodded confidently, and then winked. His expression went innocent as soon as their kiss ended.

	“Did you miss me?” she asked him with a slight giggle.

	“Of course, baby. I always miss you when you’re gone.”

	As if to show her, he gave her another kiss. It started soft, but turned passionate as she put her hand against his chest. Her fingers gripped his polo, and pulled him against her. Her nipples grew hard. They pushed against her shirt, clearly visible even in the low light of the bar. Their kiss finally ended, and hunger filled my wife’s face. I recognized her expression. Lust and excitement filled her body, and I knew she’d be wet. Ready for Collin to take her. Her hand slid over his biceps before she realized John and I were still there.

	She dropped her hand. A blush warmed her cheeks. “Sorry.”

	“Don’t be sorry,” John said quickly. “It’s okay. We’re all friends here.”

	“Yeah,” I said, after John nudged me with his hip. “It’s okay.”

	“Thanks.”

	John glanced at Collin. He shrugged, sipped his drink, and then whispered into her ear. She giggled, and shook her head. He continued to whisper in her ear. She shook her head again, but I could see her resolve fading. Whatever he whispered had a big effect, because her eyes closed, her tongue slid across her lips, and a shiver passed through her. He continued to work his magic, and finally she stopped shaking her head. She whispered back to him. He smiled, kissed her cheek, and continued whispering his sweet nothings.

	“Okay.” She patted his chest, and shot him a playful glare. “You’re so bad.”

	“Thank you.” A triumphant smile appeared on his face, and he motioned for John and me to step closer. “Bring it in, fellas.”

	The three of us made a tight oval around her with our bodies. We glanced around, but the other two patrons had their backs to us, watching a game on the big screen. The bartender was on the phone, facing the television, too. Even if they’d been paying attention, I doubted they would have noticed a difference.

	She gave him one final glance, and he nodded his approval. “Take them off, baby.”

	My eyes locked onto my wife. She gave a quick look around the bar, and smiled back at all three of us before her hands moved slowly towards her skirt. She was still sitting on the barstool, but braced her foot on the railing near the floor, and rose out of the chair. Her fingers curled around the bottom of her skirt. A wicked smile lit up her face, and she gave us one final glance before she began to pull the material towards her waist.

	My mouth dropped open.

	Little by little, inch by inch, she pulled her skirt up her thighs. Her lusty smile turned hungry as it curved her lips. The movement of her skirt was agonizingly slow, but none of us looked away. I guessed that was deliberate on her part, because she loved the expressions on our faces. They seemed to feed her lust.

	“Good girl,” Collin said quietly. “Keep going.”

	I sucked in a ragged breath, and started to feel a little lightheaded as I watched my wife slowly pull up her skirt. Finally, the material was up far enough to expose her panties. The lacy white material contrasted nicely against her tan skin. The sheer material revealed her bare, shaved pussy. Her skirt had reached her waist, completely exposing her panties. She paused, teasingly, glancing at us with a lusty smile.

	“C’mon, baby. Don’t stop there, you can do it,” Collin encouraged her.

	She stepped down, and stood before us. Still holding her skirt up, she made a slow circle. I glanced at John. His eyes were flooded with hunger, and he licked his lips as she turned and showed us her ass. Her thong underwear framed her ass perfectly. She thrust her ass out, spread her legs slightly, and glanced at us over her shoulder.

	“You like it, boys?”

	“Hell, yes,” John whispered. “Take ’em off, honey.”

	The way he spoke reminded me of how men talked to strippers. My wife didn’t seem to mind, though, because she winked at him, and turned back to face us again. She licked her lips, hooked her fingers in the waistband of her panties, and slowly pulled them down to her knees. Intentional or not, as her hands lowered her panties, her skirt lowered, too, so only a brief glimpse of her bare flesh was visible. Finally, she wiggled her knees, and her panties dropped to the floor.

	“Pick ’em up,” Collin said.

	She turned, bent over at the waist, and showed us her bare ass again as she retrieved her panties. Her head cocked over her shoulder as she watched our expressions. John’s hand crept forward, but her voice stopped him.

	“Just watch,” she warned.

	His hand snapped to his side. “Sorry.”

	She winked at him, stood back up, and slipped back onto her barstool. She crumpled her panties in her hand, and kissed Collin’s cheek.

	“Did I make you happy, baby?”

	“You know you did.”

	“Good,” she said. “Remember that tonight.”

	“Oh, don’t worry,” he replied.

	Nicole blushed, and smiled back at him.

	John brought his hands together, and clapped softly. “Thank you.”

	I stood dumbfounded, overcome by shock and raw, erotic excitement. I gulped my bourbon, and tried to bring my heartrate back under control. I brushed my free hand over my forehead to wipe away the sweat that had broken out there. My head was swimming in confusion.

	John, Collin, and Nicole were all talking, but I couldn’t make out what they were saying. It was like they were across the room from me. I shut my eyes, and took another drink. When I opened my eyes, I found all three of them staring at me. I offered them a weak smile.

	“Sorry. I guess I zoned out on you. What’d I miss?”

	John rolled his eyes while Collin studied me. Nicole looked away, and sipped her drink. A flush crept up my cheeks, and I suddenly felt like I was the butt of a joke. I finished my drink, and put it on the bar.

	Time to go.

	Collin put a hand on my arm. “We were just discussing who should get Nicole’s panties. John really wants them, but you won the round of golf today, so I thought you should have them.” He motioned towards my wife. “Nicole agrees. If you don’t want them, though, John will definitely take them.”

	He blurted, “Damned straight, I will. That was awesome.”

	She blushed at his comment, but looked at me steadily. I saw the crumpled fabric in her hands. I wanted them, mostly because I didn’t want John to have them, but also because I knew they’d occupy my fantasies forever. Slowly I held my hand out. She placed her moist panties in my palm, and let her fingers lightly brush against mine as she pulled her hand back.

	“Good game today.”

	“Thank you,” I replied, more calmly than I felt.

	“You’re welcome. I’m glad you enjoyed the show.”

	She beamed at me before leaning against Collin and running her hand over his thigh.

	I had to leave. I’d seen enough. My emotions were so confused, I worried if I stayed, I’d say or do something inappropriate.

	I nodded again to Nicole, and then glanced over at John and Collin. “Guys, I need to split. Thank you very much for the golf and the drinks.” I glanced at my wife. “Thank you for the show, and your company today.”

	John clapped me on the shoulders, and put his drink down. “I’ll walk out with you. I need to get to the hotel, and then to the airport.”

	We walked out of the bar, and into the warm Texas sun. It was so bright outside, I had to hold my hand over my eyes until they adjusted. John’s rental car was parked close to my parking spot, so I had a chance to show him my Mustang. He loved it. Despite his lusty desire for my wife, I had to like the guy, and we confirmed our plans to go to the Dallas car show.

	As I drove home, I reflected on the day.

	First, I was glad I won the round. Second, I’d really enjoyed watching Nicole and Collin together. That wasn’t new, but her little show had been amazing. I’d loved it. Third, I’d liked John, and I was looking forward to the car show. Finally, and most important, I needed to speak with Collin and Nicole. Her strip show at the bar had been exciting, but it also worried me about how far she would allow Collin to push her.

	Bottom line: today had pushed every one of my cuckold buttons, and revealed a few I hadn’t known existed.

	My head buzzed with the emotional high of lust, excitement, and worry: my three constant companions.

	 


Chapter Nine

	 

	My mind had cooled by the time I reached home. I stepped through the doorway, and into the sound of little giggles and laughter coming from the kitchen. A smile grew on my face as I shut the door quietly, slid my golf shoes off, and tiptoed through the living room. I leaned slowly around the corner, and peaked into the kitchen.

	April was standing on the little stool she used when she wanted to watch me cook. Jasmine was whisking away at something inside a mixing bowl, with April occasionally sticking her finger in and tasting what they were concocting.

	Epitome of cute!

	Honestly, it had to be the most precious thing I’d ever seen. I walked on cat’s feet across the floor, and grabbed our digital camera. I must have taken a dozen different pictures before they realized I was there, and tried to hide their little project. April almost fell off her stool as giggles took over her body, and Jasmine blushed furiously as she scooted the mixing bowl behind her back.

	Guilt outlined both of their expressions.

	“All right.” I could barely keep the laughter out of my voice. “What are you making?”

	“Nothing.” The girls strung the word out slowly so it actually came out as, “Nuuuuthhinnnngg!”

	The answer came from both of them in unison, which started another round of giggles and laughter. April held onto Jasmine so she didn’t fall off her stool. When they calmed down, I finally got the opportunity to give the girls my own eye-roll.

	“Whatever. C’mon, girls, show it to me.”

	Jasmine slowly brought the bowl around, and showed me the thick brown mixture. Immediately, I knew it was brownie mix, and it looked like they had made two packages. Enough mix to make over two dozen brownies.

	“Brownies? What’s the occasion?”

	April smiled up at me. “It’s a surprise!”

	“Really?” I ruffled her hair. “A surprise for who, sprout?”

	The girls looked at each other, started giggling again, and I noticed Jasmine blush a completely new shade of red. She was suddenly focused on whisking the brownie mix.

	“Collin.” April smiled at me. “We’re making them for Collin.”

	“Is that right?”

	“Yep. Mom said he’s coming to dinner tonight, and we wanted to surprise him with brownies.”

	Now I was confused. “When did your mom say that, honey?”

	Jasmine answered, but kept whisking. “She called a few minutes before you got home, and she said Collin was coming over for dinner. She asked if you would make paella on the grill.”

	“Is that right?”

	I kept repeating myself. What the fuck?

	She’d just spend the better part of four days with him, and now he was coming to dinner? I did like Collin, and today had been a lot of fun, but I needed some space. Unfortunately, it looked like Nicole had taken that option away from me. I guess she was having so much fun with Collin, she didn’t want to let him go. I shook my head, and brought myself back to the present. Jasmine and April were both looking at me with a question on their face.

	I smiled at them. “I better get started, then.”

	“Thanks, Dad.”

	“You’re welcome,” I replied. “You on top of the brownies, Jas?”

	She tilted the bowl, and swirled a fork in the mixture. “I’m on it.”

	Despite my confidence in Jasmine, she wasn’t good in the kitchen, so I had her walk me through the ingredients she’d used in the brownie mix. Toxic brownies wouldn’t make a good impression on Collin. Fortunately, she’d followed the directions.

	Small victory. I’d take it.

	Paella was our family’s favorite dish. I made it on our barbecue grill, which gave it a nice smoky flavor. I knew the refrigerator held all the ingredients, because I’d gone shopping for them earlier. I started gathering everything, and prepping the food. As my knife flashed through the vegetables and meats, my thoughts circled around my wife’s strip show in the bar.

	Yes. It excited me.

	More than that, it seemed to fill a void I hadn’t realized existed. I loved it, but I worried, too. Public displays of affection were great. Public stripping, on the other hand…not so much. It seemed out of character for Nicole. At least, it was out of character for the Nicole I’d known for almost two decades.

	How far would she go?

	How far would Collin expect her to go?

	Was he planning on sharing her with other men?

	The thought of my wife fucking other men besides Collin scared the hell out of me. Boundaries or no boundaries, my wife wasn’t a hooker, and I didn’t want her turned into one. I trusted Collin. I didn’t want him putting her in situations she might regret later. Situations we all might regret later.

	Speaking of regrets, the pictures he’d taken were also a problem. Ninety percent of the pictures on the net were never intended to be seen publicly.

	Fuck! How did this get so complicated?

	I mentally inventoried our activities over the last few days, and my anger started to build. I couldn’t help feeling resentful. Nicole had spent three nights with Collin. She’d missed breakfast with the girls and me, and then spent all day today with Collin. Now he was coming over for dinner. Sure, she’d spent a few minutes with me, and she’d taken Jasmine shopping, but that felt like leftovers. My anger grew. I could handle less of Nicole’s attention, but the girls shouldn’t have to compete with Collin.

	The extremely sharp knife cut easily through the hard Spanish chorizo. Perfectly round slices appeared as my knife flashed over the cutting board. I took a deep breath. At this rate, I’d lose a finger if I didn’t get my anger under control. I finished prepping the food, and slid everything back into the refrigerator before heading out to the BBQ grill. A beer magically appeared in my hand as I headed out the door and found the bag of charcoal briquettes. Once I got the coals started, I sat down to enjoy my beer in our backyard.

	My conversations with John flashed through my brain.

	So Nicole flashed her tits last night in the hotel bar. She took her panties off this afternoon, but not before giving all three of us a little show. Damn, who is this woman?

	The video flashed through my mind, and my heart started racing. The memory played a loop in my brain. It was so erotic to see my wife that uninhibited, and I knew I’d love to see it again. My cock grew uncomfortably stiff. I shifted in my seat, and tried to focus on something else.

	I failed miserably.

	I’d become addicted to watching Nicole. Worse, it seemed Collin knew exactly how I felt, and encouraged her to show off. The feelings and desires this new relationship created in me were more than a little disconcerting. A husband shouldn’t enjoy being teased this much by his wife and her lover. I shouldn’t enjoy being denied the right to see my wife in her underwear, or naked, but I did like it…

	No, that wasn’t true. I loved it. I loved everything about this new lifestyle; and while I was a little scared and worried about some activities, it wasn’t enough for me to want to stop. Yes, I was angry with Nicole, but I loved her dearly. Despite my anger, I felt the familiar flicker of cuckold desire well up in me. I could hardly wait to watch her with Collin again.

	I drained half the bottle in one pull, savoring the slightly bitter taste of the wheat beer. The afternoon was warm, and the heavy, sweet smell of salvias, lantanas, and roses filled the air. The soft gurgling of water drifted up from our pool, and I felt myself relax further as I enjoyed the rippling surface of the water. I wanted to go swimming, but the BBQ grill was ready, so I started working on the pizza stone.

	I used the pizza stone as a base, and then put the paella pan on the pizza stone. It worked great, because the pizza stone distributed the heat evenly across the bottom of the paella pan. A true paella pan has a thin metal bottom, so it conducts heat really well. If the heat was uneven, though, then the half of the paella would be undercooked, while the other half was overcooked.

	What can I say? I’m a food geek!

	Stepping quickly inside, I retrieved the pan, and started to sweat the onions and chorizo. This type of delicate operation required another beer, so I went searching. The girls were alternating between watching TV and checking the brownies every two minutes. I estimated that it would take double the normal time to bake the brownies today, but it was completely worth it to watch the girls have fun with each other. Jasmine seemed very intent on getting the brownies just right, while April just enjoyed doing something with her older sister.

	My treasure hunt revealed the location of another beer. I’d just popped the top of that hoppy goodness when the front door opened. My girls jumped up with a loud “Mom!” My wife walked into the living room with a daughter under each arm, and a beautiful smile. I noticed she didn’t seem tipsy, so she must have stopped drinking after I’d left. I got a kiss on the cheek, a big hug, and a soft “I love you,” before she disappeared into the restroom to freshen up.

	I headed outside to add some more ingredients to my masterpiece. Nicole was decanting some wine when I came back in, and I got another ravishing smile as she put the decanter down. I leaned against the counter, took a slug of beer, and did my best to act relaxed and calm.

	“Where’s Collin?”

	“He’s stopped to get something, but he should be here in a few minutes.”

	She gave me a sexy little smile. It was her I’m-keeping-a-secret smile, and I felt my heart kick-start again. Past experience had taught me that my wife wouldn’t divulge a secret until she was damned good and ready.

	“Okay.”

	My voice was light and even, but I was starting to simmer again under the surface. The constant seesaw of emotions was exhausting, but my short temper and simmering anger gave me energy.

	I traded my empty beer bottle for the decanter, and I poured a glass of wine for my wife. Incidentally, I poured a glass for myself, too. Mixing alcoholic beverages was always a mistake, but tonight alcohol was my friend. It would kick my ass in the form of a hangover tomorrow, but tonight we were old pals, lifelong friends, and alcohol would see me through this juggernaut of a lifestyle.

	“Thanks, baby.” She took a sip of her wine. “Great round of golf. You really kicked some ass out there. John called Collin, and said he had a great time.”

	“Cool.” My response was deliberately curt. “It was really fun to get out and hit the ball around.” I paused, and lowered my voice. “The show at the bar was a surprise, though.”

	A meaningful look passed between us, and she blushed a little.

	“I’m glad you liked it, honey. It was fun.”

	“Do you do that often?”

	She smiled at me, glanced over at the girls who were watching television, and shook her head. “Let’s talk about it later.”

	“Damned right, we’ll talk about it.”

	Surprise flashed through her eyes, and she cocked her head at me. She didn’t understand my tone, but she also didn’t want to create a scene, so she quickly looked around the kitchen. “Can I help with anything?”

	“No. I’ve got it all under control.”

	“Excellent. I’m going to change.” She glanced over her shoulder as she passed the girls. “Collin should be here shortly. Will you let him in?”

	“Sure, Mom.”

	I sipped my wine, and watched her disappear. My emotions swirled in a confusing tornado of lust, excitement, anger, and worry. I sucked in a deep breath, and made a questionable decision. My footsteps were almost silent as I quietly stepped into our bedroom. Nicole appeared from the bathroom, carrying a necklace, and looking down as she walked. When she caught sight of my shoes, she jumped back suddenly with a cute little yelp.

	“Ahh! Damn! You scared the shit out of me. What the fuck?”

	“I didn’t mean to scare you,” I said with a false smile. “I just wanted to know if you were planning to stay here tonight, or if I should explain to the girls that Mom only lives with us part-time now.”

	“Nick,” she said, and drew my name out. “Stop it. You’re overreacting.”

	“Whatever.”

	It was a lame response, but it was all I could manage.

	“Honey, please calm down. I know I’ve spent a lot of time with Collin the last few days, but I’m home now. Can we just have a nice dinner?”

	She patted my shoulder, and stepped past me. She’d changed into a pair of shorts that showed a lot of leg, but fortunately covered her ass. A new top showed off her cleavage, and clung tightly to her stomach. A casually sexy outfit, it was designed to keep Collin’s attention on her. The sway of her hips kept my eyes focused on her retreating form until she disappeared into the living room.

	I couldn’t help it; I still found her irresistible.

	My glass of wine stood on the counter, and I swept it up as I left to tend the food. Cooking had developed into my sanctuary and part-time passion. The wine was great. I sipped it slowly while I added rice and chicken stock. The super-secret ingredient that made paella unique was finally added, and I watched with satisfaction as the entire dish took on a golden hue.

	Saffron. Red gold!

	The super-secret ingredient was often called ‘red gold’ because it was painstakingly hard to harvest. Saffron was actually the stamen of a flower, grown in a lot of places, but grown famously in Spain. It had a unique flavor, and it turned paella a nice gold color when added to the dish.

	Food-geek.

	The patio door opened, and Collin stepped outside to join me. He was grinning from ear to ear. The smoky, delicious smell of the grill tickled my nose as I offered him a slow nod. His expression caused suspicion to surge inside me. I suspected a practical joke was lurking somewhere close by.

	“You sand-baggin’ son of a bitch.” He laughed loudly, and clapped me on the back. “You kicked ass today. You know you’re gonna give me a rematch.”

	“Gee, thanks, buddy.” I raised my wine glass. “I’m always willing to kick your ass around the links…just say when.”

	“It’s on, then!” He took a swig of beer. One of my beers. “Did you like the course and clubhouse?”

	A stupid question, if ever there was one. “Hell, yes. It’s freakin’ awesome. I was thinking about getting a membership there.”

	“I know, right? Great place to meet clients.” He grabbed a seat, and motioned between us. “We should start playing regularly. What do you think?”

	“Sounds great,” I replied, and meant it.

	“Dude, you were a hit with John. He kept talking about coming back to town.” He raised his glass, and took another sip. “He’s going to be back in town this week, so maybe you can get together with him.”

	“I’d like that. He’s a fun guy.”

	I didn’t plan on going out this week, but if John wanted to grab a quick beer after work, I was open to it.

	The paella was bubbling nicely, and I stepped inside to grab the seafood portion of the dish. The girls had disappeared upstairs, but I let them know dinner was going to be ready soon. When I stepped back outside, Nicole was standing next to Collin.

	“Dude, your wife is drinking my beer.”

	Before I could respond, she patted him on the shoulder, and walked past me towards the door. “I’ll get you another one,” she said over her shoulder.

	I added the shrimp, crab, and scallops, and gave the paella a final stir before glancing at the clock to guestimate when it would be ready. Nicole returned with another beer for her boyfriend, and sat across the table from him. My seat between them was empty, and I dropped into it with a sigh. I couldn’t shake the feeling there was something coming tonight, but I resigned myself to waiting until the sneaky couple revealed their secret.

	Silence settled over the table…a silence that grew more awkward by the second. I sipped my wine, and glanced between Nicole and Collin. The looks they were giving each other spoke volumes, but they didn’t speak. I grew from curiously interested to mildly irritated, and finally to almost disgusted in the space of a few minutes.

	Enough already!

	Despite my souring mood, I kept a carefully neutral look on my face. Finally, my wife couldn’t stand it anymore. She stood, squeezed Collin’s shoulder, and then stepped towards our house. She threw me a wink on her way.

	Collin shifted in his chair. “When’s the food going to be ready?”

	“About ten minutes.”

	“In that case,” he said. “I’m going to head inside, and wait with the girls.”

	Are you fucking kidding me?

	“Great,” I lied. “I’ll be in when it’s done.”

	The sound of our patio door closing put an exclamation point on my thoughts. I cursed under my breath, colorfully and with gusto.

	Would I ever get my life back?

	 


Chapter Ten

	 

	Collin disappeared inside, leaving me alone with my thoughts, which were all jumbled up as usual. I wasn’t stupid; clearly they were planning something. I just hoped it was appropriate for the girls, and didn’t push any boundaries. Not tonight.

	Ten minutes passed with glacial speed, but eventually the paella was ready. I carefully carried it inside. One of the quirks about paella is that it’s meant to be eaten right from the pan, so I plopped the pan on the table. The girls didn’t hesitate. They started spooning steaming heaps on to their plates.

	“Dude, you burned it!”

	Collin said it like a joke, but when no one laughed, a confused expression grew on his face.

	“Paella is supposed to be burned on the bottom,” I replied. “It’s called socarrat in Spain, and it’s actually considered the best part of the dish. It adds a nice crunchy crust. A lot of restaurants don’t burn the bottom, so you may never have had it like that, but you should try it.”

	I couldn’t help but take a little pleasure in his lack of culinary knowledge.

	“Whatever you say.”

	“Just try it,” I said, and motioned to the pan.

	Collin didn’t have to move a muscle from that point forward, because my wife and daughters treated him like a king. I was positive the novelty of his presence would wear off quickly, but it still got under my skin. They doted on him all through dinner. Several compliments were hurled in my general direction, so I wasn’t totally ignored, but I was clearly coming in second to our guest.

	My mood worsened, and I found myself glancing in the direction of my liquor cabinet.

	Jasmine and April’s brownies were excellent, but we barely made a dent in the pile. The girls handled the dishes while the adults went outside again to enjoy the evening. Nicole and Collin left first while I dropped some ice in a glass, and filled it with some brown liquid.

	Whiskey time! Nectar of the gods.

	“Okay,” I said as soon as I stepped outside. I was sick of waiting, and sick of their bullshit smiles. “Fess up! I can tell something’s up, so out with it already.”

	“Honey, Collin and I…”

	“Knock it off.” The tone of my voice and my obvious mood didn’t allow for platitudes, patronizing, or other assorted bullshit. “I don’t need a long explanation, and I’m not in the mood to be handled.” I made quotation motions with my hands around the word ‘handled.’

	Nicole dropped her eyes to her lap for a moment before turning towards her boyfriend.

	“Sorry, Nick.” He took over the conversation. “I don’t think that’s what Nicole was trying to do, but I can understand that’s how it may seem.” He hesitated, glanced between us, and then seemed to make a decision. He held up a hand. “I’ll be right back.”

	I shrugged my shoulders, but my attention remained focused on my glass of bourbon. My wife rolled her eyes, and motioned for him to go. When he’d disappeared inside, she turned to me.

	“Is something wrong?”

	“Y’know what?” I leaned forward, and fixed my eyes on her. “I played golf all day with your boyfriend. I watched my wife put on a strip show in a bar. I was also told by a complete stranger that my wife put on another strip show last night. I’ve cooked dinner, helped the girls with their surprise brownies, and to top it all off; I had to watch Collin and you stare at each other like teenagers all through dinner.”

	My voice had risen, and I felt my expression evolve into an outright glare as I finished. “I’m running out of energy and patience.”

	Her gaze shifted down again, and she stared at her hands. The pain on her face was obvious, but I was in no mood to care. My bourbon had never tasted better.

	“I’m sorry you feel that way.” Her voice was just above a whisper.

	“Fuck you, Nicole. I don’t need your pity.”

	Collin rejoined us at the table, and set two packages down in front of me with a big smile. If he noticed the tension, he didn’t give any indication. He settled back into his chair, and took a sip of wine.

	“What’s this?”

	“Just open them,” he said, and motioned at the packages. “Nicole and I wanted to get you something for being so great this week.”

	The closest package was a rectangular box. I pulled the wrapping paper away, and just had to smile. I was really invested in being angry, but this gift easily broke through my sour mood.

	“Seriously? How did you know?”

	He shrugged. “I asked your wife.”

	“Wow. Partagas Series S! An entire box of my favorite fucking cigars. Thank you.”

	I started to feel mortified about my behavior. I took a breath, and turned my attention to the next package. It was obviously liquor, and I suspected it was a bottle of Scotch or bourbon. The wrapping paper came off easily, and I laughed out loud.

	“Lagavulin! Twenty-five-year-old Scotch. Damn! Thanks again.”

	“You’re welcome. This week had to be hard on you, especially today, and Nicole and I appreciate your support.” He gave me a smile. “You handled the show in the bar well, too.” My wife hid her face behind her hands. “Bottom line, you were great.”

	“Thank you.” I took a deep breath, blew it out, and shook my head. I felt like a colossal jerk. “Sorry I was so grouchy.”

	“No worries, man,” he replied.

	My wife smiled at me. “It’s okay, honey.”

	“I had fun today,” I added lamely. “Thanks for inviting me.”

	“No problem.” He motioned towards the cigars and Scotch. “Besides, I fully expect you to share that Scotch with me, and a cigar or three.”

	“Damned straight I will.”

	“Cool.” He took another sip of wine. “I also wanted to apologize for monopolizing Nicole’s time lately. You and I originally agreed on a few dates last week, and it turned into almost five days away from you and the kids.” He looked over at me. “That’s really my fault. I’m sorry.”

	“Thanks. I won’t lie. It was definitely bothering me.”

	It was nice of him to acknowledge the eight-hundred-pound pink gorilla in the room, but his apology definitely wasn’t the end of the issue. He could fall on his sword all he wanted, but the last time I checked, my wife was a freakin’ adult. She could’ve come home at any time.

	“You’re welcome.” He finished his wine, and sat forward in his chair. “There is one last item I wanted to give you. I hope you’ll accept it.”

	“What is it?”

	He pulled an envelope out of his back pocket, and then passed it over to me. Nicole cocked her head at her boyfriend, a question on her face, but he shook his head. The envelope was made of a heavy cotton bond paper, and sealed with wax.

	“Go on,” he urged after I stared at it for almost a minute. “Open it.”

	The wax seal snapped loudly, and I slowly pulled out the contents of the envelope. I laid them on the table in front of me. My heart stopped as I read the material, once, twice, and finally a third time. Even after the words registered in my brain, I still couldn’t accept them.

	“Holy shit!”

	It was a poor response, but I was completely floored.

	“What is it?” Nicole asked.

	Of course, I ignored her.

	“Collin.” I struggled to find the right words. “Thank you, but I’m not sure I can accept this. It’s too much.”

	“I understand how you feel, but I hope you decide to accept it.”

	“Honey.” Nicole tried again. “What is it?”

	I shook my head, and tore my eyes from him. “It’s a three-year membership at the golf and country club we were at today.”

	Her mouth dropped open. The value of this gift had to exceed twenty-five thousand dollars, maybe more, and it came with other benefits worth more than money. We stared at each other for several seconds before she finally came around to read the documents.

	“I saw you talking with the guest manager after our round of golf today, and you just said you were thinking about getting a membership.”

	“There’s a waiting list.” I paused. “A two-year waiting list! Isn’t there an approval process, too?”

	He modestly shrugged his shoulders. “I dropped a few names, and the club was happy to make an exception.”

	Nicole’s hands were rubbing my shoulder, and I glanced up at her, searching her face for an indication of her thoughts. She gave me a slight, almost imperceptible nod. I knew she wanted to accept this gift. Hell, I wanted to accept it, but I’d been raised to only accept modest gifts. This didn’t qualify as modest.

	“Nick.” I met his eyes. “I don’t have many friends in San Antonio, and I really hope you’ll be one of them. I’m not trying to buy your friendship; I just don’t want money to be an issue between us. Besides, if this gift really bothers you, then you can pay me back. How’s that?”

	I stared down at the paperwork for a little while longer before making my decision. “Thank you,” I said, and meant it.

	“You’re welcome.”

	We shook hands, and Nicole gave him a hug and a kiss on the cheek. We raised our glasses, clinked them together, and toasted the evening.

	“There’s one other thing I need to let you know before I head back to the hotel.”

	I tried hard to maintain a neutral face. The way my wife had been acting, I’d expected him to spend the night. A quick glance at her, though, gave me the impression she wasn’t surprised he was leaving.

	“I’m going to be gone for the next two weeks.” He beamed with sudden pride. “My son is starting his fourth year at Harvard. He’s also considering law school, and I wanted to speak with the Dean about him staying at Harvard for law school. I also need to arrange for all my stuff in New York to be shipped down here, because I bought a house.”

	“You finally bought a house?”

	“Yep,” he said with a nod. “The neighborhood is nice. It has a guarded entrance, and it’s well outside San Antonio.”

	“Congratulations.”

	“Thanks.” He exchanged a glance with Nicole. “I’ve got to get going. Thank you for dinner.”

	“You’re welcome.” I stood up with him, and we shook hands. “Thank you for the gifts. It was really nice of you.”

	He nodded, and Nicole walked him to the door while I put the Scotch away. I deposited the cigars into my humidor.

	After he’d gone, she met me in the bedroom. “Will you tell me what’s wrong?”

	“What’s the point, Nikki?”

	I grabbed a cigar, shut the humidor, and walked past her. Our little butler’s pantry held our alcohol. I refilled my glass of bourbon before walking outside to enjoy the rest of the night. The twenty-five-year-old Scotch could wait for a special occasion.

	I lit the cigar immediately. Secretly, I hoped the cigar smoke would keep my wife away. Cigar smoke had always bothered her, and with any luck, it would act as a repellent again tonight. My head dropped back against the chair. I closed my eyes, enjoying the oaky taste of the bourbon and the bitterness of the cigar smoke.

	The sound of the patio door opening echoed through the night. Inwardly I cursed, and took another deep puff on the cigar before blowing it out in the general direction of the patio door. It wasn’t a cross or garlic, but hopefully it would have the same effect.

	“I can stand the cigar smoke, honey. Give it up. We need to talk.”

	I gave a heavy, irritated sigh, and raised my head. “So talk.”

	“I don’t understand why you’re upset.” She sat down across from me, and crossed her arms over her chest. “We discussed boundaries, and we discussed Collin and me spending time together this week. You seemed fine at the golf course today. What the fuck is your problem?”

	“There is a huge, ginormous difference between me being fine with something, and me not creating a scene.” I took another sip of bourbon. “Just because I don’t make a big deal, throw a fit, or create a scene, doesn’t mean I’m fucking fine.”

	“Yeah. I get it.” Her voice was hardening. “So what bothered you about today?”

	A disgusted laugh escaped me. “Today! You think I’m just pissed about today?”

	“Well…”

	I cut her off. “How much time have you spent at home in the last five days?”

	“Nick, you knew I was going out with Collin!”

	I repeated the question, slower. “How much time have you spent at home?”

	“As much as I could,” she spat.

	“That is bullshit, and you know it.” I paused to take a breath. “You missed breakfast. Then you came home, apologized, spent a few hours with Jasmine, and then went right back to your boyfriend.”

	“I discussed that with you beforehand, and Collin just apologized to you.”

	“I don’t give a fuck about Collin’s apology, and I’ll happily return his gifts. As far as I’m concerned, it’s not his responsibility to make sure you fucking come home!” My voice was rising. I sat back and took another drink before continuing in a lower tone of voice, “I’m married to you, but that seems to mean less and less to you as time moves on.”

	I blew cigar smoke in her general direction, just to be spiteful.

	“Our marriage means everything to me.”

	“You just spent the better part of five days with your boyfriend. How the hell can you say your marriage means everything to you? You should be the one apologizing, not Collin.”

	“Fuck you. Don’t forget you agreed to everything. You can’t lay all the blame on me.”

	“I agreed to a few dates. That’s it. A few dates turned into five days away.” I gave a humorless laugh. “When I did see you, it was just in time for you to tell me I can’t see you naked or in your underwear anymore.”

	“Nick…”

	“Oh shit, I’m wrong!” Bitter, angry sarcasm laced my voice as I dug the knife in even further. “I did get to see you in your underwear, but it just happened to be in a public place, and you were taking them off for a stranger!”

	I laughed again, louder this time. Disdain, anger, spite, and bitterness combined in me as I took another sip of bourbon and continued my rant. Anger made me reckless, uncaring, and I spewed it all out at my wife.

	“It gets better!” I mimicked John’s voice. “I saw her tits last night at the dance club. She danced with her top open, and then cupped her breasts, and gave me a wink. That chick’s a freak!”

	“He didn’t say that!”

	“Fuckin’ right! His exact words.” I finished my bourbon with a hard swallow. “It’s so nice to have a stranger tell me my wife’s a freak when I can’t even see her in her underwear. That’s okay, though, because her boyfriend sends me pictures.” I raised my glass in a sarcastic mock-toast. “I wouldn’t worry, honey. I’m sure you’ll only show up on a thousand different websites! How’s the boyfriend thing working out so far?”

	Anger. Raw, unfiltered anger rushed through my body and into my words. I stood, flipped my half-finished cigar into the metal trash can, and left my wife sitting alone. I stalked upstairs, where I flopped onto the old but comfortable couch in our game room. My emotional rollercoaster had finally ended with an ugly crash.

	Half-drunk, pissed off, and hurt, I watched movies until I fell asleep.

	 


Chapter Eleven

	 

	The couch became my bed for the next several nights. I made sure to leave extra-early for work every day. While I was avoiding my wife, I also had a ton of work on my desk.

	Thursday. Our proposal was scheduled for Thursday. My entire department was focused on the final presentation, and I spent every possible minute working. I arrived at the office before dawn, and I didn’t leave until dusk. When I arrived home, I spent most of my time in our home office.

	Days passed with little communication between Nicole and me. I could tell she was angry. So was I, and neither of us were ready to make up. She came by a few times for lunch, but I anticipated her, and spent my lunch hour in a conference room. Of course, the conference door was locked.

	Thursday finally arrived. I was nervous but confident, and my team was razor-sharp. Brian and I were in the lobby, waiting for the clients to arrive. We’d arranged to have the meeting in our executive conference room.

	“Nick.” Brian’s voice broke into my thoughts, and I could hear concern in his voice. “Is everything okay?”

	“Everything’s great,” I replied. “I can’t think of a single thing we’ve missed…”

	“I’m not talking about work.”

	I sighed, and felt my shoulders slump. There was no way I could explain to my boss what was going on in my personal life.

	“Honestly, not really, but we’ll work through it.” I shrugged my shoulders. “It won’t affect work, though; I can promise you that for sure.”

	“I believe you. You’ve done really outstanding work on this account.” He reached over, and gave my shoulder a squeeze. “If you need to talk, or just grab a beer, I’m available.”

	“Thanks.” I glanced towards the entrance. “It looks like they’re here.”

	“Yep. That’s them. You ready?”

	“Definitely.”

	Our security folks escorted them through the lobby, bypassing the reception desk completely. Three men in suits. As they approached, one face stood out, and my mouth dropped open.

	“John?”

	“Nick!” he laughed. “Holy cow, man. I didn’t realize you were working on this deal!”

	“I sure am,” I said with my own surprised chuckle. “I’ve been killing myself for months.”

	“Is that right?” He shook my hand. “Well, it didn’t hurt your golf game, that’s for sure.”

	Brian and the other two individuals were looking at us strangely, and John took the lead.

	“Nick and I have a mutual friend who introduced us the other day when I was in town. We played a round of golf, and Nick here scored an eagle on the first hole.” He laughed. “I’m damned glad I didn’t bet any money!”

	The mood lifted, and everyone visibly relaxed as we finished the introductions. John explained his role was mostly advisory. The other two men were the Chief Financial Officer and the Risk Manager.

	The Risk Manager would be asking the questions for their side. He was my sparring partner for the day.

	We helped ourselves to the coffee and pastries that were already waiting in the conference room. My team joined us, and took seats at the far end of the table. I explained that they were there in case we needed to get into any raw data, or make any adjustments during the presentation.

	The small talk had ended. Tension slid over the table as I began.

	My presentation was a combination of PowerPoint slides, handouts, spreadsheets, and insurance coverage forms. If that doesn’t sound boring enough to put you to sleep, you need to see a psychiatrist immediately. The Risk Manager and I sat across from each other, and right from the start, he assaulted me with questions. This wasn’t a quiet, docile presentation where everyone dutifully took notes, tried their best to stay awake, and asked a few questions at the end. Not even close.

	Inside that conference room, some serious Insurance Kung-Fu was on display.

	He questioned. I answered.

	He objected. I overcame.

	He pushed. I pushed back.

	Our premiums were too high. We offered more coverage.

	Our commissions were too low. We offered a bonus if they performed well.

	We didn’t offer enough support. We’d give them more if they needed it.

	Our company was too small. They’d have access to the CEO and entire senior management team.

	I had an answer for every question. My Kung-Fu was strong!

	When we took breaks, we were treated like boxers. We retreated to our corners where our respective teams gave us coffee, reassured us we were doing great, and told us to keep punching. The meeting was initially scheduled for four hours, but it blew through lunch, and into the early afternoon.

	Finally, the Risk Manager sat back, and gave a slight nod to John and the CFO. John asked to take a final break. As we stepped out of the conference room, Brian dismissed my team, and pulled me into a spare office.

	“You were fucking amazing! Holy shit, you didn’t need to go back to your team once.” He kept shaking my hand. “I think you almost made that Risk Manager cry. What a fuckin’ asshole.”

	“What do you think?”

	“Honestly, I don’t know,” he said with a shrug. “We’ll find out in a few minutes.”

	I splashed some water on my face and took a leak before I returned to the conference room. Brian and I kept neutral expressions on our faces as we waited for them to return. It was possible they’d want more time to review our proposal, but I suspected we’d get an answer today. John led the other two guys back, and someone made a joke about a quick meeting. The joke was lame, but it served its purpose, and the tension level dropped a few notches.

	“I’d like to start by saying thank you for having us today, and for your proposal.”

	Brian and I both nodded, but I responded, “You’re welcome, John. It was a pleasure having you.”

	He nodded. “That was an outstanding proposal, and I speak for all of us when I say we’re impressed with your knowledge of our account.”

	The only thing I could do was nod.

	“Normally, we take a few days to consider everything before coming to a decision; however, we decided that wasn’t necessary in this case.” He paused and let the tension build again. “We’re going to go with your proposal.”

	Success!

	My heart almost shot out of my chest. I wanted to shout, dance, pump my fists, and scream like a madman, but I decided that wouldn’t be received well. I decided on a handshake.

	“That’s great. Thank you for your business.”

	“You’re welcome. We’ll get started with moving our products over to your company immediately.” He motioned towards Brian and me. “Next week, I’ll have you over to meet our staff.”

	“Sure thing. We can come over anytime you’re ready.”

	“Excellent.”

	We escorted them back to the lobby, exchanged contact information, shook hands again, and watched as our newest clients left the building. As soon as they were out of sight, we cut loose!

	We high-fived, hugged, fist-bumped, did happy-dances, and generally acted like teenagers. I don’t even remember the walk back to our section. This was a huge win, and I couldn’t stop smiling.

	All hell broke loose when we returned to the conference room. Balloons, cake, and assorted gifts were scattered on the table. The CEO and several senior managers, as well as my team, stood around the table, clapping. Brian and I received a good-natured pummeling in the form of back slaps and high-fives.

	Professionally speaking, I was walking on air.

	Sheila, one of my team members, handed me a piece of cake, and wrapped me in a tight hug. She whispered something I couldn’t hear, and then kissed me on the cheek. We’d known each other for several years, and I’d actually recruited her onto the team, but there hadn’t ever been any attraction between us. Based on the look in her eyes, however, something had changed. I thanked her again for all her hard work, and she gave me another hug, followed by another kiss on the cheek.

	Nicole entered the conference room.

	Perfect fucking timing.

	Sheila still had her arms wrapped around me when my wife entered, and the expression on Nicole’s face could’ve melted steel. I broke the hug with Sheila, smiling awkwardly, and stepped over to my wife.

	“Hi,” she said. Several seconds passed before she stopped glaring daggers into Sheila’s back and met my eyes. “I heard you won the account. Congratulations.”

	“Thank you,” I said evenly.

	“Do you want to go out to celebrate tonight? I can get a sitter for the girls, or Jasmine can watch April.”

	“Can’t.” I shook my head. “John and I are meeting tonight.”

	“John?” She looked bewildered. “John from the golf course? Collin’s friend?”

	“Yep.” I cocked my head, and held her gaze. “Isn’t that a huge coincidence?”

	“Nick, I didn’t know.”

	“Right.” I wasn’t sure I believed her, but now wasn’t the time to discuss it. “I can’t exactly take you along with me, now can I?”

	“No. You’re right,” she said in a soft voice. Our eyes met for several seconds, and then she hugged me. “Congratulations. I love you. I hope you know that.”

	“I love you, too.”

	It broke my heart to watch her leave the conference room. All of my successes and failures, my high points and low points in life, had been shared with her. It felt supremely wrong that the biggest success of my career was something I couldn’t celebrate with my wife.


Chapter Twelve

	 

	John called me later, and we made plans to grab dinner. His hotel was close by, so I picked him up. We laughed all through dinner. Collin and Nicole came up, but only for a moment. He insisted on picking up the check, over my objections. He said I deserved it after the grilling I’d received.

	Privately, I agreed with him.

	We bar-hopped to a few places before ending up at a club near my house. The same club where I’d seen Nicole kiss Collin’s lawyer. It wasn’t nearly as full this time. We got great seats at the bar, and of course, the bartender was the same smoking-hot blonde.

	She smiled at me as I sat down. “Hey, handsome.”

	“Hi. It’s been a while,” I offered lamely as John looked between us.

	“Yes, it has. What can I get you?”

	We ordered, and he gave a low whistle as she walked away. “Holy shit. Did she just call you handsome?” I nodded, cleared my throat, and searched for something else to say. “Nick, tell me you’re doing something about that!”

	I rolled my eyes, and sipped my bourbon. I decided right then that it was my last drink of the evening. “No way. She’s just trying to sell more drinks. Besides, she’s out of my league anyway.”

	“I don’t think so.” His drink disappeared as he tossed it back. “I’d explore it, if I were you.”

	“Maybe.”

	We talked a little longer before we called it a night. The bartender called him a cab, because he insisted I didn’t have to drive him back to the hotel. I didn’t argue too hard, because I was pretty tired. We said goodbye, and he told me he’d be in touch.

	I slid inside our front door, walking on cat-feet, and headed upstairs. The old comfortable couch was still serving as my bed. As soon as I walked into the game room, I saw Nicole. She slept under a thick blanket. A small nightlight dimly lit the room, and her hair spilled out over the couch.

	Beautiful.

	My hand gently caressed her cheek, and moved an errant strand of hair behind her ear. I couldn’t help smiling. I realized once again that I was looking at my soulmate. My lips brushed her cheek. The light scent of vanilla tickled my nose, and I inhaled deeply. Her skin felt warm and soft. It didn’t matter anymore what happened with Collin, and I needed to stop torturing myself, my wife, and my family.

	“Hey, you.”

	Her sleepy voice sounded like music, and her beautiful brown eyes stared up at me.

	“I didn’t mean to wake you.”

	“It’s okay.” She smiled up at me, a warm sensual smile covering her face. “I slept up here because I missed you. I’m glad you woke me.”

	“Is that right? I missed you, too.”

	“I’m sorry. I’m sorry for everything.”

	“I’m sorry, too.”

	Our apologies set something loose between us. A smoldering, lustful look came over her face, and the smile that came with it was positively evil. The absolute best kind of evil I’d ever seen, and she whipped the blanket back to reveal her completely naked body.

	“Get naked with me,” she commanded.

	Make-up sex has to be the best kind of sex!

	I’m fairly certain we set several world records that night. I wondered absently if the Guinness Book of World Records had an adult section. We made love several times, and each time seemed better, and more intimate than the time before. We reconnected on a basic, primal level, and more than a few tears were shed by both of us.

	Collin’s name never came up.

	Morning found us tangled under the blanket. I estimated I’d had about forty-five minutes of actual sleep, but I wasn’t tired. Normally, I’d call in and spend the day with Nicole and my girls, but I needed to be in the office. I dragged my naked, very happy ass into the shower while she started coffee.

	She joined me a few minutes later.

	We washed each other’s bodies, enjoying the intimacy of the hot water. A naughty smile curved her lips a moment before she knelt and took my cock into her mouth. I didn’t think it was possible, but she coaxed another orgasm out of me. The water turning cold chased us out of the shower.

	Unable to break the intimacy between us, we decided to drive in together. We separated after entering the building, but not before she gave me a kiss on the cheek. When I slid into my cubicle, I realized I couldn’t stop smiling.

	“Dude, where the hell have you been? You close one account, and you start making your own hours?”

	Brian’s voice echoed through my cubicle, and I swiveled my chair around to glare at him. He had a stupid grin on his face that belied his ripe sarcasm.

	“You’re killing me, boss!” I smiled back at him. “Why are you bothering me? Why are you breathing my oxygen?”

	“In my office, superstar.”

	We walked into his office, and I grabbed a seat while he walked over to the coat rack. Exhaustion washed through my body, stronger than the two cups of coffee I’d already consumed. Last night finally caught up with me, and I was seriously hoping I could take half a day off.

	“Here, put these on.” He draped a sports jacket and tie over my shoulder.

	“Okay. What’s up?”

	“The first reason is that we have to attend a meeting of senior managers this morning. It’s short notice, and yes, you need to be there.”

	“And the other reason?”

	A stupid but knowing grin sprouted on his face. “The second reason is you need to cover up the hickies on your neck. Sorry I don’t have a turtleneck for you!”

	I winced, and my face grew hot. I slammed my teeth together before the insult on my tongue made it out into public.

	He burst out laughing.

	Fortunately, the jacket and tie were a pretty good match for what I was already wearing. He made another joke that I only wore four colors to work: black or grey slacks, and a white or blue shirt. It was easy to pick a jacket and tie.

	The meeting was in the executive conference room. He threw me a wink as he opened the door. I walked into another room full of applause, smiles, handshakes, and pats on the back. That experience never gets old. The entire senior management team, along with the CEO, were in the room. I suddenly felt very out of place. I was ushered to a vacant seat at the head of the table.

	“Nick.” The CEO started off the conversation. “We’re very proud of you and your team. Brian has explained just how much of the work you did personally. The account you just won is a huge win for this entire company, and I wanted to thank you personally.”

	“Thank you, sir. I certainly appreciate it. I do want to stress that I had a great team behind me, and Brian also provided a lot of guidance and support.” I paused. “It was definitely a team effort.”

	Brian and the CEO exchanged a smile.

	“He said you’d be modest about winning this account.”

	I shrugged my shoulders. Flowery talk and compliments aside, I was adamant that the credit for this win was going to be shared with my team.

	“I know that Brian told you he’s moving on to a new position. He’s recommended you as his replacement.”

	“He mentioned it, yes, sir. He also indicated that you had several qualified candidates.”

	“We do, and we’ve interviewed them all.” He smiled, and nodded to someone across the table that I hadn’t met before. “We’ve decided to offer you the position. We can’t think of anyone better qualified, and your recent win simply proves that we’re right.”

	The new person slid an envelope in front of me.

	“Inside the envelope is your promotion, salary offer, and a bonus for the work you’ve done.” He paused. “I want you to take the rest of the day off, and enjoy the weekend. You deserve it.”

	I nodded at him. “Thank you.”

	“Come see me first thing on Monday. I know you get in early. So do I. Just come on over, and we can finalize everything.”

	We shook hands again while the other managers stood and applauded again. I walked back to his office in a daze. My team gave me a standing ovation, and Sheila gave me a little wink. Brian ushered me into his office, where the sports jacket and tie came off. I dropped into the chair that had been my constant companion as long as he’d been my boss.

	“Nick?” I looked up at him. “Wrong chair.” He motioned for me to sit in his chair. “You look good behind that desk.”

	“Y’know, it feels pretty good.”

	I sat there for a few more seconds, enjoying the moment, before I stood and motioned for him to sit. He punched my shoulder lightly, and sat behind his desk.

	“Get out of here. I don’t want to see you until Monday.”

	Relief flooded through my body, and I couldn’t wait to sink into my bed at home. His voice stopped me at the door.

	“Nick?”

	“Yeah?”

	“First rule of salary negotiations? Never accept the first offer. Good luck on Monday.”

	I snatched my keys off my desk, spent several minutes congratulating my team, and then walked down to Nicole’s section. I was pleasantly surprised when she took the rest of the day off with me. We both left after only being at work for two hours.

	It. Felt. Awesome.

	The girls immediately asked if they could go over to a friend’s house, which was fine with us. The girls were out the door in about thirty seconds. Nicole and I looked at each other.

	“Race ya!”

	We sprinted to the bedroom, and slid beneath the sheets laughing and tickling each other. The laughing soon turned to heavy breathing, then gasps, and finally moans. Her naked body writhed below me, and I paused to admire the view. Her flawless skin felt like satin. Her body moved sensuously over the sheets, and the light scent of vanilla wafted up from her. I’d missed seeing her naked. I wanted to savor every second of it. Her hands slid above her head, and she arched her back, knowing that position excited me.

	A sexy smile curved her lips as she pulled me on top of her. “I need you!”

	My cock slid deliciously inside her. I pulled back out, reveling in the smooth, silky feel of her pussy gripping my cock. Her hands found my ass, and she pulled me back inside her. She ground her hips against me as I bottomed out. My eyes were closed. I focused on keeping myself relaxed, so I could last as long as possible. I felt her lips and tongue brush my neck. A light scraping on my back opened my eyes as she drew her fingernails across my back.

	“You feel good.” She was gasping now. “Fuck me.”

	A steady rhythm was my goal. If I could maintain a deliberate pace, I stood a good chance of lasting more than a few minutes. All this time watching Nicole with Collin, and constantly thinking about sex with her, resulted in me trying harder to please her. My efforts were being rewarded as her moans grew louder, closer together, and her hips started to lift upwards to meet my thrusts.

	My breathing grew ragged.

	Steadily, but relentlessly, I felt myself lose control. My breathing went first, followed by my pace, and finally my muscles started trembling. My orgasm approached, a freight train gathering speed and momentum. Harder, faster, I pushed in and out of my wife, hoping desperately that she was close. A groan of exquisite pleasure announced my explosion. My hips bucked on top of her as waves of razor-sharp bliss shredded my body. Each spurt inside my wife felt like a gusher. I pushed in as hard as I could, and enjoyed the flood of joy that spread throughout my body.

	Nicole’s eyes were closed tightly, and she moved her hips frantically against me. A whimper escaped her lips. After several seconds, she relaxed, and lay back on the mattress. Her hands caressed my back for a few seconds before she tightened her arms around me. A few minutes passed before I got up, and fetched a towel. I laid it underneath her.

	“You didn’t cum, did you?” I propped my head on my hand, and studied her face.

	“Sorry, baby. I tried, but I just couldn’t this time.” Her hand found mine. “I don’t need to climax to enjoy sex with you.”

	“I know, but it’s just something I wanted to give you.”

	“The day’s not over. Let’s try again tonight!”

	“It’s a deal.”

	We stayed in bed, holding one another, and sharing small intimacies. It was nice, necessary, and overdue. I loved the undivided attention, and I was glad she hadn’t mentioned Collin. I knew we’d have to discuss him soon, but for now I was content to enjoy my wife.

	Eventually lack of sleep snuck up on us, and we drifted off.

	 


Chapter Thirteen

	 

	A few hours later, we got out of bed. The girls came home, and we went to lunch. It was great. Of course, the girls wanted to stop by the mall before we headed home, and Nicole wanted to look for some items, too. They disappeared into the bookstore, and Nicole and I grabbed a seat at the Starbucks inside Barnes and Noble.

	“Have you kept in contact with Collin?”

	Her looked was guarded. “Yes. We’ve spoken on the phone several times, and exchanged a few texts. Is that okay?”

	“Yes, it’s fine.” I smiled at her. “I didn’t expect you to drop him.”

	“Why do you ask?”

	“I was just curious.”

	“You just closed the biggest deal of your career, you’re getting a promotion, and you also received a bonus.” She smiled at me curiously. “Why are you thinking about him?”

	“Everything at work is so overwhelming, I haven’t had a chance to process it all yet.” I laughed. “I haven’t even opened my bonus envelope.”

	“I’ll open it for you!”

	“Fine, you open it when we get home!” We shared a laugh, but I quickly grew serious. “I guess I’m wondering what the relationship with Collin is going to look like when he gets back.”

	She took a sip of her latte. “Do you want me to stop seeing him? I will, if that’s what you want.”

	The moment of truth had arrived.

	I knew Nicole was serious. She’d break it off with him. Our marriage had been stressed by this new relationship, but we’d survived so far. I knew we were playing with fire. It wouldn’t take much for things to spin out of control, but I also knew we both enjoyed the relationship. Nicole loved being with Collin, and I liked him, too. I was also honest enough to admit that I loved seeing them together.

	“No,” I said as I verbalized my decision. “I don’t want you to break it off, unless that’s what you want to do.”

	“I don’t want to break it off, either, but I don’t want to hurt you or the girls.” She shrugged. “What do we do?”

	“We talked about boundaries before. Maybe we need some new ones.”

	“What did you have in mind?”

	“The biggest issue for me is the amount of time you spent with him recently.” She started to respond, but I held up my hand. “Honey, I don’t want to fight. I know I agreed to it, so please understand I’m not attacking you.”

	“Okay.”

	“The issue for me is our kids, and making sure our family obligations come first. No matter what’s going on with Collin.” I smiled at her. “I can deal with less time with you, but the girls shouldn’t have to. If we have something to do as a family, you need to be there.”

	“I agree. I still feel terrible about missing breakfast, and I will definitely make sure I don’t miss any family stuff.”

	“Cool. I think if we just communicate better, we can avoid problems in the future.”

	“Sounds good.” She smiled at me, then shot me a curious glance. “What do you like the most about this relationship?”

	My coffee suddenly tasted excellent, and I managed several slow sips before answering. My face grew hot. I shifted uneasily in my seat. I didn’t know why this was so difficult for me, but it was, and I took a long, deep breath.

	“Honey, I like all of it. Everything we’ve done so far I’ve found exciting, titillating, and erotic.” I paused, took another deep breath, and then glanced around to make sure no one could overhear us. “Watching you and Collin have sex is the absolute best, most erotic thing ever. But I also like seeing you on his arm, seeing you sit in his lap, or seeing you just squeeze his shoulder.”

	I rubbed my temples, and passed a hand over my face. Talking openly about my fetish wasn’t easy.

	“I like getting texts with pictures of you. Seeing you dance with him at a club drives me crazy. I even like it when you tease me, and then deny me things like not seeing you naked, or in your underwear. I can’t explain why I like it, I just do. I guess I’m just a little crooked, or bent in the head.”

	“Stop it,” she chided.

	I rubbed my hands over my face a few times before leaning forward and meeting her eyes again. “Despite the fact that I like this relationship, I need to be clear about something.”

	“What’s that?”

	“I realize this whole relationship makes me the cuckold husband, but I’m not a wimp, I’m not a pushover, and I’m not some weak-ass husband who can be taken for granted. I sincerely hope you understand.”

	My statement made her smile with happy satisfaction. She sipped her coffee for several seconds before responding, “I don’t think of you as a wimp, and neither does Collin. It may be hard for you to see, but he genuinely likes and respects you.”

	“Great.” Relief flooded my body, and I sat back in my chair. “I’m glad we’re on the same page.”

	“Please don’t get mad,” she offered with a raised hand. “But we thought one of the reasons you got upset was that we weren’t including you in our activities.”

	“Really?”

	“Yes. That’s why he invited you to come golfing. He wanted you to have some time to watch us together.” She blushed, and gave me a shy glance. “He also said you’d love it if I took my panties off in the bar.”

	“I see.” I shook my head. “I was more upset about the lack of time with the girls.”

	“I get it.”

	“That said,” I said quickly, “I loved watching you two while we golfed. The show you put on in the bar was also hugely exciting for me. I did love it.”

	“So you enjoyed my little show in the bar?”

	“Yes, definitely.”

	“Good. I liked it, too.”

	“Did you flash John the night before? He said you danced with your top open for a long time.”

	She laughed out loud. “No. Collin opened my shirt, but I closed it immediately. I saw John watching, and gave him a wink, but I didn’t flash him, or cup my breasts like he told you.”

	“Good. That makes me feel better.”

	“Collin doesn’t want to share me.” She smiled at me. “He doesn’t mind if I show off a little, but that’s it. He’s already had to set a few guys straight. He’s pretty protective of me.”

	“Whew,” I said, and meant it. “That’s a relief. I was starting to think he did want to share you with other men.”

	“No. We talked about it, and he said he may share me with another woman, but not another man. At least, he’s not comfortable with it now.”

	“Another woman.” I almost choked on my coffee. “He said he would share you with another woman?”

	She giggled, and winked at me. “I thought that would get your attention.”

	“But you’re not bi-sexual.”

	“Well…” she said slowly. A deep red blush colored her cheeks. “I’ve always been curious about being with another woman.”

	“Really?”

	“Duh, Nick.” She narrowed her eyes at me. “But I’ve never had the nerve to tell you until now.”

	“Wow, baby. How did I miss that?”

	“Did I just blow your mind?”

	“You have no idea.” I smiled at her. “So you’d like to try being with a woman?”

	“Yes,” she said confidently. “I prefer men, obviously, but I’ve always found women attractive.”

	I laughed a little. “Any chance I can watch if it happens?”

	“God, you’re such a guy.”

	I smiled guiltily.

	“We’ll see,” she said after shaking her head at me. “I’m not even sure if it will ever happen. But if it does, I don’t think it’ll be up to me.”

	“I understand,” I replied in a more serious tone. “I want you to be happy, Nikki.”

	“Thank you.”

	The girls came back with their books, and we got in line to pay. Nicole held my hand, and leaned against me. The warmth of her hand and the curves of her body felt awesome. I’d read somewhere that conflict can be healthy, provided it’s handled appropriately. As we walked back to our car, I found myself nodding in agreement.

	Our recent conflict had revealed thoughts and desires we might never have confronted. I decided our new level of honesty was a good thing, and strangely, I felt closer to my wife.

	That was a good thing, too.

	 


Chapter Fourteen

	 

	Since my employer had insisted I take some time off, I now had a nice, long weekend. Nicole and I spent most of our time with the girls, and we got them ready for school, which meant we spent a lot of money on clothes. I didn’t mind. As fast as my daughters were growing, they’d be gone before I was ready, and I’d miss times like these.

	A new type of honesty sprouted between Nicole and me. It’s hard to explain, because we’d always been honest with each other, but now we were honest at a deeper level. We started to have frank conversations about what we liked, didn’t like, and the things we were interested in trying. Collin featured prominently in our conversations, but he didn’t dominate them, which made us both feel more secure in our own relationship.

	Somewhere in the midst of this new honesty, I stopped seeing him as a threat. Weird, I know.

	My professional life transformed on Monday. I ended up negotiating a higher salary. The CEO didn’t seem to mind. Brian was set to leave in a few weeks, and he moved to another section of the building, so I was effectively running the department. John invited my team and me over to meet his folks, and our respective teams worked well together. John and I usually handled any problems or issues ourselves. It worked great, but the Risk Manager was pissed. We cut him out of the decision-making process, but he was smart enough not to bitch about it, because the relationship was going great.

	The guy was a jerk, anyway.

	Collin remained the only wild card in my life. We picked him up at the airport when he returned. Of course, Nicole jumped into his arms when he finally exited the terminal, which resulted in a few people looking at me curiously.

	I didn’t mind. Our lifestyle worked for us.

	I drove home alone. Collin’s car was already at the airport, and since it was Friday night, Nicole decided to stay the night with him. She promised to be back home before the girls got up, so I was fine with it. He offered to have me stay in the hotel with them, but I suspected they wanted to be alone.

	Did I worry? Yes. But I resigned myself to the fact that worry, lust, and excitement were my now-constant companions. I wasn’t friends with these emotions yet, but they no longer jarred me. I guess we’d spent enough time in each other’s company.

	Big hugs greeted me when I walked through the door, and the girls and I piled onto the couch to finish watching a teenage superhero vanquish the evil villains. Does anyone seriously believe teenagers can vanquish anything? Junk food maybe, clean clothes for sure, and possibly good manners…but the teenagers I knew were too busy fighting acne and playing video games.

	The movie finally ended with two high school students pledging to love one another forever, at the ripe age of eighteen, or at least until the next sequel.

	The girls had enjoyed enough Dad-time and disappeared into their rooms, leaving me alone with my thoughts. The twenty-five-year-old Scotch was singing like a siren. I filled a glass with ice, and helped myself to an ample pour. I also grabbed a cigar. Big surprise, the Scotch tasted amazing, and I enjoyed the evening on our patio. I was glad I wasn’t driving anywhere that night.

	The combination of great Scotch and a fine cigar was a great way to cap off the week. Tension slowly melted from my body, and I let the amber liquid further loosen my muscles. The conflict between Nicole and me this week had been tough, no question about it, but I also felt it had been necessary. Our relationship was stronger now. Privately, I’d worried that Nicole and Collin’s relationship had been picking up steam in a way that was unhealthy. Now, after our conflict, I was glad we’d had a chance to slow down.

	In a strange way, our relationship with Collin reinforced what Nicole and I had together. I shrugged my shoulders, and puffed on the cigar. I could keep hypothesizing all night, but the bottom line was that Nicole and I were on solid footing. I didn’t mind her spending the night with her boyfriend.

	Right on cue, my imagination started its engine.

	Visions of the happy couple having sex filled my brain. I pictured their bodies moving with an urgency only found after a short separation. No awkwardness, or hesitation, just the raw need to satisfy their lust. I suspected my wife would shed her clothes slowly, wanting to put on a show for her lover. She’d want to entice him to full hardness before she surrendered, and let him reclaim her pussy and her body as his possession.

	Once wouldn’t be enough. They’d spend the night tangled together.

	The movie theater in my mind played a quick video of Collin pounding my wife. His muscular ass contracted with each thrust as she begged for more. Her moans were filled with lust, passion, and a greedy desire for more cock. Collin’s cock. The huge war-cock that only he possessed.

	Easy! Relax, Nick.

	I gulped another mouthful of Scotch. The burning sensation helped me stay in control. My cell phone sat on the table, and I found my picture gallery. Nicole filled the screen. My eyes locked onto my gorgeous wife. I sank into her beauty, grace, and overwhelming sexuality. Collin had taken the picture, but her expression spoke to me.

	As if she’d known I’d cherish this photo.

	In the future, I would talk with him about taking pictures of her, but for right now, I was happy he’d taken this one. Unconsciously, I started to rub my cock through my jeans, closing my eyes as pleasure welled up from my groin. My heartbeat quickened even further.

	Abruptly I stood, released a long, deep breath, and walked slowly around our swimming pool. I puffed on my cigar, and sipped more Scotch along the way.

	Relax, I scolded myself. Who was the one making fun of teenagers? Keep this up, and you’ll be shooting in your pants. Just like a teenager vanquishing an orgasm!

	Real mature.

	A few more laps around the pool, and my cigar was done. I decided to call it a night. I swear I was unconscious as soon as my head hit the pillow.

	 


Chapter Fifteen

	 

	Sunlight streamed into the window. I hated it, cursed it, and silently prayed for its demise. A hearty headache, courtesy of the Scotch last night, and a full bladder served as my wake-up call. My hand slid across the warm sheets, and found Nicole’s sleeping body. My heart almost burst with happiness. I worried she’d lose herself again now that Collin had returned. The fact that she’d kept her promise, and come home despite the late hour, just reinforced that our relationship was on solid footing. My smile dodged the sunlight and my headache, and eagerly curved my lips.

	I stumbled into the bathroom, and had to bend almost completely over to pee.

	Getting up was the second hardest thing in my life.

	It’s a guy thing.

	I slid back into bed, still grinning like an idiot, and snuggled up against my wife’s warm body. The light scent of vanilla, combined with the earthy smell of sex, filled my nose. My fingers lightly brushed over her skin, moving down past her navel, and I was pleasantly surprised to find my wife had slept naked. I desperately wanted to wake her. My cock agreed, and five inches of fleshy steel flexed in anticipation.

	She must have sensed my touch, or the desire that was emanating from my body in thick waves, because she ran her hand over my hips. I started to press myself against her, but that same hand pushed me back. I groaned my disappointment, and tried again. Not once, not twice, but three times she repelled my gentle assault.

	Curses! Foiled again.

	“No way, mister. I’m completely sore, and worn out.” She lifted her head, and glanced at the clock. “I got home three hours ago, and you have a tee time with Collin in an hour. I need sleep. You need to get ready. Go, shoo, get that thing away from me!”

	Her head flopped back down on her pillow. I couldn’t help but chuckle, because I could hear the sleepiness in her voice. She promptly fell back to sleep, snoring cutely. Shaking my head with a rueful smile, I pulled myself out of bed again, and into the shower. I set the water at just below boiling. The headache had dissipated by the time I filled my travel coffee cup.

	The Mustang begged for a little exercise, so I started it up, revved the engine a few times, and headed off to the golf course. I was going to be early, but the membership paperwork indicated they’d need to get me an identification card. The last time I’d been a guest. Now I was a member, and it felt pretty freakin’ good.

	The paperwork wasn’t a struggle, because the same gorgeous lady was there to help me. We finished just as Collin walked up. Of course, as soon as the lady saw him, I became a wallflower. Women just seemed to wilt in his presence. He knew how to handle it, though. He was kind, and generous without being forward. I envied him, but I also felt relieved.

	That kind of attention had to get old...right?

	The course was calling, so I headed in that direction, and secured us a golf cart. It was early enough that the course was still fairly empty. Collin took the wheel, whistling a tune that sounded familiar, and threw me a cocky smile.

	“I just want you to know that I will be kicking your ass today.”

	“You really shouldn’t start drinking this early. It seriously impairs your thinking.”

	The two-week break had done wonders to relieve the tension between us. I saw him as more of a friend now, rather than an adversary. We finished the first hole tied, and teed off on the second. As we were driving down the fairway, he grew serious.

	“Hey, bud. I’d really like to talk to you about how things are going between all of us. You mind?”

	“Not at all. Where do you want to start?”

	“How about I start with ‘thank you.’”

	“For what?”

	“Last night. I know you probably wanted to come over to the hotel last night, but Nicole and I needed some private time.”

	“I figured as much.”

	“Anyway, thanks. It meant a lot.”

	“You’re welcome. I didn’t mind spending time with the girls.”

	“Cool.” He stopped the cart. We hit our balls a second time, still on the fairway, but now closer to the green. We were neck and neck, with Collin still out-driving me.

	He gave me a funny look as we took off again. “I respect you.”

	“Okay.” I couldn’t help laughing. “I’m glad to hear that.”

	“What I mean is, you don’t fit the profile of a cuckold husband. At least not the profile I expected.” He motioned absently with his hands. “I mentioned before that I know some guys who’ve been in this type of relationship.”

	“Yeah?”

	“A few,” he said. “And they gave me some guidance.”

	“Really?” I laughed. “I’ve got to hear this. What is the profile of a cuckold husband?"

	“They told me cuckold husbands are submissive. They basically hand their wives over to their lovers. Whatever happens between the wife and her lover, the husband just accepts.”

	He smiled, stopped the cart, and we found our next club. I was next to hit, and my ball landed perfectly on the green. He shook his head, and gave me a sour look before he took his swing. His shot was on the green, but well away from the hole. It looked like I would go up a stroke.

	“Anyway.” He slammed his club back into his bag, and dropped back into the driver’s seat. “My friends told me cuckold husbands are submissive, and some of them are even…” He trailed off, glanced at me, and I could see the hesitation on his face. “How do I say this? Let’s just say that some of them are very in touch with their feminine side.”

	“Okay.” I drew the word out.

	Where the hell are you going with this, Collin? Feminine side?

	“Anyway.” He waved his hand dismissively. “What I wanted to say is you’re nothing like those husbands, and that makes me respect you more.”

	“Gotcha. Now I understand. It’s hard to respect a pushover.”

	“Yep! That’s it.”

	“When it comes to the wife and the family, I’m never a pushover.”

	“I agree. The solution you found to the wedding rings was pretty slick, if you ask me.” He offered me his fist, and we bumped knuckles. “You should also know Nicole never takes that ring off. She absolutely loves it.”

	“Cool. That makes me happy.”

	We got to the green, and I finished the hole with a single putt. Collin took two putts to finish. He picked his ball out of the cup, gave me a mock-scowl, and growled at me. I made a cross with my fingers. We started down the path to the next hole.

	“My point is, I think you and I should discuss where the relationship goes from here.”

	“What were you thinking?”

	“Limits,” he said decisively. “Nicole and I have the freedom to see each other.” He glanced over, and saw my objection rising to the surface. “Within reason, of course.”

	Damned straight!

	“Yes. Within reason,” I stressed.

	“Of course.” He gave me a tight smile. “I don’t want to create any issues.”

	“Great, because we’re in a really good spot.”

	“I agree.”

	Another fist bump came my way, and we blew this one up!

	“What else? I get the sense you’re building up to something.”

	We teed off again before he could continue. This was a par three hole, and I got on the green with first stroke. He was just off the green, in the rough, and he cursed under his breath. Of course, that meant I had to give him a hard time.

	It’s a guy thing.

	“Didn’t someone mention an ass-kicking?”

	He shook his head. “It’s coming, just be patient.”

	“Good thing ‘patience’ is my middle name.”

	We drove around the little lake, and parked next to the green. I sunk my put on the first stroke, while my partner two-putted again. I was up two strokes. That ass-kicking wasn’t getting any closer. He hit a great drive on the next hole, and ended up positioned well for his next shot. My shot was in the fairway, but I was well behind him, and positioned poorly.

	“So what’s up?”

	“I sincerely don’t want to piss you off, so if this conversation starts to upset you, we’ll stop and just play golf.”

	“Sounds good.”

	“I want more out of this relationship.”

	He drove up to my ball on the fairway, stopped the cart, but remained seated.

	I checked behind us.

	We were alone.

	“What do you mean?”

	“Dating your wife is fantastic,” he said reassuringly. “I absolutely want that to continue.”

	I nodded cautiously. “But?”

	“But I want more.” He looked down, and then shook his head. “No, that’s not right. I need more out of this relationship.”

	I took a deep breath. My heart approached the starting line. “What exactly do you need?”

	“I need more input, more influence, and more authority in this relationship.” He patted the steering wheel lightly before turning to face me. “I’m used to having my way, and this relationship is no different for me. I’m a dominant personality. It’s part of why I’ve been so successful, but I haven’t been able to express that part of me.” He shrugged. “It’s frustrating.”

	“Well, I’m not pissed off, or upset so far. Why don’t you continue?”

	Our eyes met.

	It wasn’t a staring contest, and there wasn’t any animosity. We were simply measuring each other. I sensed he was trying to get a read on my emotions, so I kept my face neutral. I wasn’t a poker player, but I didn’t want to give anything away, either.

	He finally broke eye contact, leaned over the steering wheel, and stared out at the manicured golf course. My eyes followed his, and I couldn’t help but appreciate the beauty of my surroundings. The morning was perfect. The scents of the Texas Hill Country filled my nose as I took a slow deep breath. Silence reigned for several moments, and when he finally spoke, his soft voice surprised me.

	“Do you know what a submissive is, Nick?”
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Chapter One

	 

	A starter’s gun exploded inside my head, and my heart bolted off the starting line as I considered Collin’s jarring question. I started to grow lightheaded.

	I focused on maintaining an even pace of breathing, and willed myself to remain conscious. While his question had been simple, my answer wasn’t, and I struggled to form a coherent reply.

	My wife and I had embarked on an unusual lifestyle. A lifestyle where my wife, Nicole, had a boyfriend. I knew about it. I approved of it, and her boyfriend and I were good friends. It hadn’t been easy. We’d struggled, fought, separated for a short time, and then finally reconnected. Honest communication, patience, and brutal honesty had allowed us to navigate these treacherous waters, and now we’d arrived at smooth seas and calm winds.

	Sort of.

	Collin was my wife’s boyfriend. He was my friend. The question he’d posed, however, made me think there were storm clouds on the horizon.

	“Do I know what a submissive is?” I repeated his question. “I think so, but why don’t you explain?”

	He kept his eyes on the course as he responded. “You remember the first night I was with Nicole? In my hotel room?”

	“Definitely. I can’t forget it.” The memory made me smile. “I don’t think I slept a wink that night. Why?”

	“Do you remember folding our clothes, Nicole’s and mine?”

	“Yes.”

	“Why? Why fold our clothes?”

	I dropped my eyes to my lap, idly playing with my golf glove as I pondered how to respond. When I glanced over, I found him staring at me steadily, patiently, and with no visible disdain or derision.

	He simply wanted an honest answer.

	“I’m not sure.” I answered finally. “It just seemed the right thing to do, and I thought the two of you might appreciate it.”

	“I see.” He paused for a moment, obviously considering his next question. “How did it feel to wear the chastity belt?”

	I laughed, and immediately regretted it because his expression was serious. I cleared my throat, shifted in my seat, and motioned vaguely. “It was unusual, that’s for sure. I had to focus on other things to keep my mind occupied. It wasn’t painful.” I searched for the right description. “Restricting. That’s the word I’d choose.”

	He nodded as if my response had confirmed his guess. “Nicole said you wore it for twenty-four hours, despite having the ability to take it off yourself.”

	“Yeah,” I replied slowly.

	“When I asked her about it, she said you wanted her to take it off. Is that right?”

	“Yes. Where are you going with this? Are you suggesting I’m a submissive, or some sort of slave?”

	“Whoa. Hold on.” He raised his hand, and smiled at me. “Easy there, buddy. We’re just talking here.”

	“What are you saying then?”

	He sighed. “Dominance and submission come in a wide variety of flavors, and there are oceans of differences between submissive personalities.” He paused, met my eyes, and raised his eyebrows at me. I nodded and waved for him to continue. “I asked those questions because I think you may feel comfortable with a dominant personality. It may seem like a stretch, but I think a dominant’s influence could help you develop further as a cuckold.”

	I didn’t know how to answer. I fidgeted in my seat for a moment before sitting forward, and staring out at the manicured course. I drew in a deep, cleansing breath, and tried to quell the fear rising inside me.

	Me? A submissive?

	My first instinct was to deny everything, accuse him of misreading the situation, and dismiss his entire line of reasoning. I mean, a real man can’t be a submissive. Right? That part of my brain took over, and for several seconds it felt good, as if I’d just fed my brain some chocolate.

	Just like a sugar-high, though, it didn’t last long, and another part of me soon voiced its opinion. Memories, erotic and exciting, flashed through my brain, and each one quietly reinforced his point. A growing part of me suspected he was right. I’d taken to being a cuckold husband like a duck to water. I loved it, and my pleasure grew when he took over. Our relationship suited my personality, and I suspected I’d love being submissive even more.

	And that realization felt like a plunge into icy water.

	When does a pleasurable experience become a habit, and when does that habit become an addiction? At what point does a recreational drug user become an addict? When you’re looking up from the bottom of a pit you dug yourself, can you identify the precise point when you should’ve quit digging?

	My knowledge of submission could’ve filled a thimble, but if it was as addicting as being a cuckold husband, I knew I’d risk losing myself to it. My tenure as a cuckold was still fairly short, but in that short time, I’d grown to love it. How would I feel if I agreed to become a submissive? Would I be able to manage it? Would I even want to? How would my wife deal with it?

	Ugh! I couldn’t begin to answer the questions zipping around my head. They wouldn’t stop or organize themselves, and I started to feel my emotions fray.

	“Hey.” His voice got my attention. “Why don’t we play some golf, and you can think about it?”

	I slid out of the cart, grabbed a club, and a few deep breaths later, I was ready to continue playing. Fortunately, our conversation hadn’t affected my golf game, and my shot ended up just short of the green. All I needed was a short pitch, and I would be in a good position to end the hole at par. Collin hit a great second shot, and it looked like he was going to finish with a birdie. His golf game was improving.

	We finished the hole with Collin only one stroke behind me. The next few holes passed quickly and quietly. We barely spoke, and I maintained my one stroke lead. Our conversation eventually picked up, we switched to trivial topics, and I told him more about my account. Now that I’d won it, I could share more information. We ended the first nine holes, and moved over to start the back half of the course. The course was quiet, with only a few golfers several holes behind us, and the morning continued to reward us with great weather.

	“Okay.” He glanced over at me from the tee box. “For the sake of discussion, let’s just say I think you’re right.”

	A hint of a smile appeared on his face. He leaned on his club and let me finish.

	“What would that mean? What changes would take place? I mean, you just got finished saying I’m not a pushover, but now you’re saying that I am, or I will be in the future.” I shook my head a little. “My biggest concern is that I don’t know what comes next, and that makes me nervous. It scares me.”

	“I understand, and I know this has to be challenging for you. Y’know, being a cuckold doesn’t mean you’re a pushover in all aspects of your life. In our situation, it simply means you’re willing to let me take a leadership role with your wife, primarily sexually, but also in other ways.”

	He took a few more practice swings before stepping up to tee off.

	“Let me tee off first; otherwise we’ll be out here all day.”

	“Sounds good.”

	He let go with another booming drive, and I watched it sail down the fairway, a little jealous at the distance he got off the tee. A petty surge of satisfaction welled up in me as I watched his ball roll off the fairway. His ball had stopped in the rough…again. A little bit more finesse, and he’d lower his scores by several strokes. I wasn’t going to tell him, though, because I’m not stupid, and I wanted to continue beating him.

	My drive was right down the middle, and twenty yards shorter. As I picked up my tee and walked back to the cart, I wondered if this golf game could be a metaphor for our relationship. Collin had the big drives and pushed the edges of the fairway, while I was straight down the middle, safe but not nearly as aggressive. I couldn’t help smiling as I put my club back in the bag.

	Golf was the perfect metaphor, and I usually won at golf.

	“I meant what I said.” He slid behind the wheel. “I don’t see you as a pushover. I know I can rely on you to speak up when you become uncomfortable. That’s important, because it helps all of us know your boundaries, and how far Nicole and I can push them.”

	I didn’t respond right away, but I did give him a short nod.

	“So…what would change?” He echoed my earlier question. “At first, not much.”

	He laughed when I threw him a sidelong, skeptical glance out of the corner of my eye.

	“Seriously. Look, there is a difference between a dom and a dick! A dick would start barking orders, demanding submission from everyone, and basically ruin the relationship because of his own selfish desires. Follow me?”

	“I think so. Yeah.”

	“A dom actually gives a shit about people. That’s key. He works to preserve and enhance the relationship for everyone. It’s a big responsibility, and one I don’t take lightly.” He paused meaningfully. “Ever.”

	We hit our second shots, and once again, I ended up in a much better position than him. His hands clenched around his club as he walked back to the golf cart. He wasn’t used to losing.

	“I could try and take control.” He made a grabbing motion with his hands as he drove. “But that’s not my style, and I damn sure know that wouldn’t work with you and Nicole.”

	“I agree. That’s just not who we are.”

	“I know that’s right.” He gave a short laugh, and a shake of his head. “Nicole has a temper, doesn’t she?”

	We shared a laugh, because it was definitely an understatement. My wife was generally an easygoing and friendly person, but she did have a really bad temper. It had actually gotten better over the years.

	“Besides, I meant what I said about respecting you.”

	He held out his fist, and we bumped knuckles.

	“Thanks. It’s easier to listen to your suggestions when I know you respect me and my marriage.”

	“I do. I honestly do.”

	“Cool. So, back to these ‘changes.’” I made quotations in the air. “With you as the dom in this relationship.”

	“No changes at first, Nick. Cross my heart!”

	He swung his club. The slice he laid on his ball was so severe, I swear it almost came back at us. It fell well right of the green, and some colorful language echoed over the course. Internally I had a hearty laugh, but it didn’t reach my face because golf can be a really touchy game, especially after someone hits a really shitty shot. Fights have broken out on the course over someone talking smack. I didn’t like my odds with Collin.

	My shot landed on the green, but I was a long way from the hole, so it looked like I would make par on this one.

	He continued his oration once we got back in the cart. “Nope. No changes. I want to discuss this with Nicole first, and make sure she’s comfortable.”

	“Really?” His response surprised me. “I thought you would have already discussed it with her.”

	“Noooooo!  Are you kidding me? You and I need to agree before we discuss it with her.” He cocked his head. “Honestly, if I’d received her agreement before yours, you’d think we were conspiring against you. Am I right?”

	The way he explained it made sense. “Yeah. You’re probably right.”

	“See?” He held out his hand, and tilted it back and forth. “Dom. Dick. There’s a difference.”

	“Okay. I see your point.”

	“Cool. You have to be willing; otherwise it won’t work.” He drove over to the woods where his ball had disappeared. “Nicole and I will discuss it, and if she’s comfortable, the three of us will move forward together. Now I’ve gotta hike through the woods to find my ball.”

	He couldn’t find his ball, so he took a drop and a penalty. My lead was getting bigger. He’s not a dom out on the golf course, I thought with more than a little satisfaction. I was three strokes ahead when we finished the hole, and with the number of holes left to play, it looked like I would win convincingly.

	Since we seemed done with the dom/sub conversation, I decided to discuss something else that had been nagging at me. “I need to ask you a question.”

	“What’s up?”

	“How much did you know about my big account? My introduction to John right before my presentation wasn’t an accident. Was it?”

	A stillness came over him, and his expression grew serious. He retrieved his golf glove from his back pocket, and tugged it onto his hand before meeting my eyes. “No. It wasn’t a coincidence. I figured you’d put that together sooner or later.”

	“It wasn’t hard.”

	He nodded. “John mentioned he was looking to consolidate his company’s financial products with one insurance carrier, and when you mentioned you were working on a big account, but you couldn’t discuss it, I put two and two together.”

	“Ahh.”

	“Nick, I need you to understand something.” He paused, and waited until I nodded back to him. “I don’t normally involve myself in people’s business affairs, but I wanted to help.”

	“It could’ve been a disaster.” I decided to point out the obvious. “If John and I hadn’t gotten along.”

	“I knew John’s personality, and I knew yours. I was pretty sure the two of you would hit it off.” He leaned on his club, still looking serious. “Meeting John helped you, but it didn’t affect the final decision. If you hadn’t done a good job on the presentation, he wouldn’t have hesitated to throw your proposal in the trash.”

	“I figured as much. He seems like a pretty savvy businessman.”

	“You’re right, and he doesn’t tolerate bullshit, not from anyone. Keep that in mind as you continue to deal with him.”

	“I will. There is one other thing, though, about John that we need to discuss.”

	“What’s that?”

	“He thinks Nicole is your girlfriend, and it’s definitely possible that Nicole and I may meet him in an official capacity. Know what I mean?”

	He threw back his head and laughed, which confused me because I was a little worried about the whole situation. Irritation flashed through me, but I pushed it down and took a deep breath.

	“Don’t worry,” he said once he stopped laughing. “John’s been my client for almost two decades, and he’s also a close, personal friend. In his career, he’s been around professional sports and athletes, so he doesn’t shock easily, and he doesn’t pass judgment!”

	“Are you sure? Because this is huge, and I can’t afford for any personal issues to affect my work.”

	“You’re fine.” He smiled, and gave me a thumbs-up. “If it becomes an issue, I’ll speak to him privately, but he’s not down here very often, so I don’t think we have anything to worry about. In the meantime, we’ll continue with Nicole being my girlfriend as far as John is concerned. Cool?”

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	It was the best answer I could hope for under the circumstances.

	“Fine.” I offered him a wry smile. “I’m willing to give this a try.”

	“I’ll speak to Nicole today, and we’ll go from there.”

	“Sounds good.”

	We finished up our round. I won by several strokes, and I felt pretty good as we headed into the clubhouse. He bought the first round. I stuck to beer this time, not wanting to get tipsy during lunch. We were talking about the round of golf when I felt a hand on my shoulder, and turned to see my wife smiling at me.

	“Hey. How was golf?”

	She kissed my cheek before sliding next to Collin, and his arm went around her naturally. Once again, I thought they looked great together. He answered, because I couldn’t take my eyes off my sexy wife. Her top was new, tight-fitting, and it showed just the right amount of cleavage to draw the eye. It also left her stomach uncovered. The shorts clung to her like a second skin, and while they covered her ass, they also left little to the imagination. She was definitely dressing the part of a hotwife, and Collin’s eyes reflected his approval.

	“Golf was great, except for the fact that Nick won again.”

	“Couldn’t beat him, huh? Poor baby,” she teased. “I’ll help you get over your loss.”

	“Yes.” He smiled down at her. “You will.”

	He pulled her against him, and pressed his lips against hers. The kiss started normally, but after a few seconds she moaned softly, and melted against his muscular body. I took the opportunity to scan the bar. Every guy in the place was trying to get a better look at her, but that wasn’t unusual. At least the kiss they were sharing didn’t attract any unusual attention, and since we were now members, I wanted to avoid any issues.

	His voice interrupted my bar scan. “Nick.” Once he had my attention, he continued in an authoritative voice. “It’s time for you to go home, check on the girls, and start thinking about dinner. Nicole and I are going to have a light lunch, and then I’m going to take her shopping. We’ll be back at your house for dinner.”

	My wife looked up at him sharply. “You can’t order Nick around like tha…”

	“It’s okay, Nikki.”

	I interrupted her before she got rolling, and her eyebrows disappeared under her bangs in surprise. I took a deep breath, put my empty beer bottle on the bar, and rubbed my hands together. “We had a good discussion today, and I’m comfortable with how he’s speaking to me.” Her mouth dropped open. “Collin will explain everything over lunch.”

	“Now I’m confused, but okay.” She leaned forward, and kissed my cheek again. “The girls already had lunch. They mentioned having some friends over, and getting into the pool.”

	“Cool. I’ll see you both later.”

	The Mustang was waiting for me as I made my way outside the clubhouse. Of course, the gorgeous concierge lady gave me a smile, and congratulated me on being a new member. The drive home was short, and the girls were on the phone two seconds after I entered, inviting their friends over for a pool party. A few minutes later, the house was full of girls. Typical teenage girl phrases filled the air.

	“Ooh, my God.”

	“He is sooooo cute.” I really didn’t like that one.

	“No way.”

	“Seriously?”

	“Sshh, your dad is coming.”

	I wasn’t too happy about the last one, either, but I accepted it as the cost of having daughters.

	Lifeguard duty was mine and I took it seriously, because I’d made the mistake of reading up on pool safety when we’d bought this house. It had scared the crap out of me. I’d bought a super-cool pool cover and every freakin’ safety device available, including a loud whistle.

	Fortunately, I didn’t have to use the whistle.

	The party kept me busy and focused, so I didn’t spend a lot of time thinking about my conversation with Collin, or what the sexy couple was doing. Instead, I served soft drinks, watched the pool, got snacks, watched the pool, turned down the radio several times, and watched the pool. It was almost five when the last girl was picked up by her parents, and I walked back into the kitchen to check the fridge.

	I’d bought steaks recently, so I decided to grill them. Risotto and asparagus made for excellent side dishes, and a bold cabernet rounded out the menu.

	Not bad, I thought. With any luck, we’ll be eating by six.

	I should’ve been tired, but I wasn’t. A low grade arousal gave me a consistent flow of energy, as if I’d been plugged into a sexual battery. I slipped my favorite New Orleans apron over my head, and went out to warm up the grill. The girls disappeared upstairs. The only part of this dinner that would be challenging was the risotto, because you have to keep an eye on it. I paused to estimate cooking times, finalize my ingredients, and then started slicing the asparagus.

	Focused. I was totally focused on dinner when the happy couple entered, with Collin carrying several packages. Nicole walked beside him, laughing, and as I turned to face them, she pinched his ass. He set the packages down, and sat on the couch.

	“Nick, bring me a beer.”

	No greeting. No handshake.

	His voice was calm, measured, and polite. I imagined military officers giving orders in exactly the same tone. My heart started to beat faster. I set my knife down, and went to the fridge.

	“Bottle or frosted mug?”

	“Bottle’s fine.”

	A few seconds later, I handed him a bottle of beer, wrapped in a napkin to soak up the condensation, and then returned to the kitchen. The steaks were resting on a cutting board, and the risotto was almost ready. Cooking helped, and I threw myself into it. Soft hands startled me as they circled my stomach, and the light scent of vanilla reached my nose.

	“Hey, honey. How can I help?”

	Her voice was low, smooth, and I loved the way it sounded. A sultry, sexy voice that still made butterflies take flight in my stomach. Her hands ruffled my hair, and when I turned to face her, she gave me a nice, slow kiss.

	“What’s that for?”

	“Just for being a great husband. I love you.”

	“I love you, too, and you can keep an eye on the risotto.”

	She nodded, brushed a stray hair behind her ear, and stepped closer to the stove. “I got it.”

	“Cool. I also decanted a bottle of cabernet.”

	“Excellent. You rock, my Iron Chef.”

	The steaks finished resting just as the asparagus and risotto finished cooking. Perfect.

	The girls hugged (Jasmine) and high-fived (April) Collin, and then we sat down to eat. I’m the chef, so I’m clearly biased, but dinner was excellent. Conversation flowed easily, and Collin talked about his son at Harvard. Jasmine asked several questions about the elite and expensive university, and I could tell she was genuinely interested in attending.

	We ended with a variety of sweet stuff: ice cream, Oreo’s, and leftover cheesecake. Once more, the girls disappeared upstairs to watch a movie, and I suspected they’d fall asleep in front of the television.

	Collin, Nicole, and I took our drinks to the patio, and I continued the charade of appearing relaxed and confident. Truthfully, my heart had been hammering since he’d entered our home, and I made a deliberate effort to sip, not gulp, my Scotch.

	He sat down, and my wife lowered herself into his lap with sultry smile. Her arms circled his neck, and she kissed him gently before she settled against him. She glanced over at me, her expression unreadable, and she ran her hand over his chest and stomach before letting it rest in his lap. He whispered in her ear. She giggled, patted his chest, and moved to a different seat.

	“So,” I began. “How was lunch?”

	They shared a private smile before he answered. “Good. We discussed a lot of things, including the conversation you and I had about John.”

	Nicole sat forward. “Honey, I don’t think John will be an issue, but if we see him again, I’ll just be Collin’s girlfriend. If you and John want to hang out, that’s fine. I’ll stay home, or be with Collin.” She smiled at me. “We can make it work.”

	“Sounds good,” I replied neutrally.

	It wasn’t planned, but we all lifted our glasses and sipped our drinks in unison, then realized what we’d done, and started laughing. It was one of those weird tension-breaking moments.

	“Nick.” He waited until he had my full attention. “Nicole is comfortable with my leadership, provided neither of you are hurt, physically or emotionally.” He smiled at me. “Especially you. Your wife is mostly concerned about you.”

	“Hey, that’s good to hear.” I toasted her. “Thank you, baby.”

	“I love you.” Her voice and expression were serious. “Please remember that as we move forward.”

	“I will.” I put my Scotch down. “So we’re all in agreement. What’s next?”

	A predator’s smile tugged at his mouth, and his eyes were bright with victory. “First things first. The restriction about you seeing Nicole in her underwear, or naked, is back on. Starting this instant, her sexuality belongs to me, and me alone. I realize you two live together, but you need to adjust your schedule to avoid seeing her naked, or in her underwear. Understood?”

	“Yes.”

	“Now, if you want to wear the chastity belt, that restriction is completely lifted. I’ve even instructed Nicole to let you see her naked, or in her underwear, as often as possible when you’re appropriately restrained.”

	I nodded my understanding. Nicole reached over, slipped her hand over mine, and gave it a squeeze. For his part, Collin took a generous sip of his drink before motioning vaguely with his hand.

	“Basically, if you’re willing to give something up, such as control of your cock, Nicole and I will make sure you get something in return.”

	“Understood. I’m still not sure I want to wear the chastity belt, but I understand the deal.”

	“Excellent. Nicole will spend next weekend with me.” I raised my eyebrows at that statement, but he held up a hand. “It’s not up for discussion. I bought a house, and I want her to spend the weekend with me. You’ll drop her off on Friday afternoon, and pick her up early Sunday afternoon.” He spread his hands, and smiled at me. “What we do during the weekend is our business.”

	She clucked her tongue at him disapprovingly, and turned to face me. “I will stay in touch with you. I promise I won’t leave you hanging, and he knows how I feel.”

	My throat had turned dry, but I managed a croak. “Good.”

	She gave her boyfriend a sexy little glare, and then faced me again. “Don’t worry, honey, I will not miss any family stuff, and Mr. Collin over there agrees. Don’t you?”

	“Yes,” he replied seriously. “Your family comes first, no matter what.”

	He raised his empty glass with an obvious question on his face. I nodded, grabbed his glass, and went inside to get him a refill. I told myself I needed one, too, but honestly, I was falling into this submissive role pretty easily.

	Slippery slope didn’t begin to describe how I felt, but I wasn’t unhappy. I was supremely conflicted, but not unhappy. I was also desperately aroused.

	It was unusually quiet indoors, so I crept upstairs, down the hall, and peeked into the game room. Immediately, I hurried back downstairs to get our camera. My girls had fallen asleep on top of one another, and it was the cutest thing in the world.

	The girls had fallen asleep with the light on, so the flash didn’t wake them. I took at least a dozen pictures from various angles before I was satisfied I’d adequately captured the overwhelming display of cuteness. I carried April to bed, and she gave a soft murmur as I laid her down, but she stayed fast asleep. There was no way I was carrying Jasmine. I gently woke her and helped her into her room, where she flopped down on her bed. She was asleep before I closed the door. I made a drink for Collin and myself before I returned to the happy couple.

	“Dude, what took you so long?”

	“I was helping the girls get to bed. They fell asleep in the game room.”

	Nicole squeezed my hand, and gave me a smile. “Thanks, honey.”

	“You’re great with your kids.” He raised his glass in a toast, and we clinked glasses.

	“Thanks. They’re the center of my world.”

	“We should probably talk about them, then,” he said. “Don’t you think?”

	“What do you mean?”

	Nicole leaned forward. “Jasmine is almost fourteen, and she’s old enough to notice what’s going on between the three of us. I just think we ought to prepare ourselves to discuss this with her. It doesn’t have to be tonight, obviously, but we shouldn’t fool ourselves. Kids are a lot more observant than we give them credit for being.”

	“No.” I shook my head. “I’m not ready to discuss this with Jasmine. What the heck do we say?”

	She sipped her drink, shot a knowing glance at Collin, and then shrugged her shoulders. “I’m not sure, but whatever we tell her, we should do it together. I don’t want her worried that her parents are splitting up, or that something is going on behind the other person’s back.”

	“That makes sense, I guess.”

	I’d wandered into this relationship assuming we’d be able to keep our kids in the dark. That seemed less and less likely, and while my wife’s suggestion was sound, I didn’t want to discuss any of it with my daughters.

	The sound of Nicole giggling interrupted my thoughts, and I glanced over to see Collin smiling into his drink. A conspiratorial expression rested on both of their faces.

	“What?”

	Her giggles evolved into outright laughter, and she left the table. He answered for her. “You’ll see in a second. It’s not bad, and we’re not making fun of you. She is just happy, and excited that everything seems to be falling into place.”

	“Right.” My tone clearly conveyed the fact that I wasn’t buying his brand of bullshit. “Before she comes back, I did want to talk to you about something else.”

	“What’s that?”

	“Pictures. I know she’s let you take pictures of her, but that makes me uncomfortable. Every day there’s a new story about private pictures and videos being posted on the net.”

	“Yep. I get it. Listen, the pictures I’ve taken have been with her camera, not mine. I’ve taken a few pictures with my phone, but she’s always been fully clothed.”

	“Cool.”

	“Trust is key, buddy, and I need you to trust me.” He took a sip of Scotch. “I would never misuse the pictures I take of her, or abuse the trust you two have placed in me.”

	“I do trust you, but it makes me nervous.”

	“Understood. Why don’t we let Nicole set the limits on the pictures? She’s the one in them, after all.”

	“Sounds good.”

	My attention was drawn to movement around one of the windows, and I noticed Nicole closing all the blinds that faced the backyard. I’d closed the blinds on the second floor, but she was now closing the ones on the first floor. She returned a few minutes later wearing her thick robe, with no shoes, and I immediately wondered if she was naked underneath. She placed something on the table with a soft smile before standing next to Collin, her hand on his shoulder.

	My eyes fell to the table.

	The black pouch containing the chastity belt sat in front of me. It lay there, next to my glass of Scotch, and I couldn’t take my eyes off of it. Scotch and Chastity. Two addictive substances. Here was a cage of my own choosing. It was for me and me alone, and once it was on, I didn’t know when I’d be set free. The benefits to wearing the cage would be unrestricted viewing of the happy couple together, a cuckold husband’s dream. The drawback was that I wouldn’t be able to achieve an erection, masturbate, or feel the delicious release of an orgasm.

	For how long?

	I had no idea.

	His soft voice slowly invaded my thoughts, and pulled my attention away from the black pouch.

	“…your choice.”

	The first part of his statement flew right over my head, and when our eyes met, I found him smiling at me. My wife stood next to him with one hand on his shoulder, and the other hand idly playing with the sash that tied the robe together. She slowly loosened the sash, letting her robe shift open, a little bit at a time. My heart thumped in my chest. The growing amount of visible skin was flawless. Just before the robe opened completely, she stopped, and held it together with her fingers. She noticed my expression and the desire emanating from me, and shook her head.

	“Nick? Are you still with us?”

	“Huh.” I forced my eyes away from my wife. “Sorry. What were you saying?”

	He chuckled. “I was saying that we’re going skinny-dipping. You’re welcome to join us, but first you need to put on the chastity belt.” He stood, and took off his shirt. His muscles rippled under his skin. His chest, shoulders, and abs belonged on a fitness magazine cover. “Otherwise, you need to go inside. The blinds are closed for a reason, and I don’t want you sneaking a peek at us. It’s your choice.”

	“C’mon, seriously? I’d love to go skinny-dipping.” I finished the last of my drink, and pushed it away. “Look, I won’t bother you, and I’ll stay on the other side of the pool.”

	“No,” she answered this time. “You agreed, honey.”

	“I agreed, but I didn’t realize we were starting this now.”

	Okay, that was bullshit. I was stalling for time, trying to find a loophole, some fine print, or an exception, basically anything that would keep me from wearing the chastity belt. I desperately wanted to watch them skinny-dipping, and I didn’t want my cock locked away. Lust had been simmering in my body all day.

	“It’s not open for discussion.” His voice was calm, reasonable, and authoritative. He wasn’t screaming, yelling, or using his size to intimidate me, but his voice held no wiggle room.

	“Colli…”

	“No.” He stared steadily at me for a second before a gleam of mischief entered his eyes. “I tell you what, since this is your first day, I’ll work with you.” He held up a finger. “But only this once. Understood?”

	“Cool,” I replied with an invisible sigh. “Yes.”

	“You can swim with us without the chastity belt, if…” He paused, and I could see the laughter just behind his eyes. “You put on one of Nicole’s skimpiest bathing suits.”

	He couldn’t contain his laughter anymore, and my wife giggled behind her hand.

	“What?” I couldn’t believe what I’d heard.

	“Only the bottoms,” he clarified through his laughter. “That’s the deal. Take it or leave it.”

	“Collin. Come on.”

	“What’s wrong? I think you’d look good in a thong, or a Brazilian cut!” He laughed again before turning serious. “I told you, her sexuality belongs to me. I don’t want you interfering, and if you want to see her naked, wear the chastity belt or bikini. Either way, your cock is going to be caged, or covered by something that my girlfriend will view as non-sexual. These conditions only apply if you want to go skinny-dipping with us. Otherwise go inside.”

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	I sucked in a deep breath and turned my gaze towards my wife, who simply smiled at me. She moved her robe a little further apart, noticed my reaction, and offered me a wink. I knew she was deliberately teasing me. Whether she wanted me to wear the chastity belt or a bikini, I wasn’t sure, but I sensed she wanted me to go swimming with them. My cock had been partially erect for most of the evening, but it had grown rock-hard since I’d sat down. There was no way I was getting the chastity belt on. My options were limited, but I thought I’d make one last ditch effort to avoid my plastic prison.

	“Collin, listen, I can’t wear the chastity belt because I’m already hard. It won’t go on with me erect like this, so I guess I’ll head inside.”

	It was a bluff, but I thought it was worth the effort. I picked up my glass, and moved towards the door. Nicole started to follow me, and his voice made both of us stop and turn.

	“Don’t worry.” He dropped his shorts and stepped out of his flip-flops, wearing only his boxer brief underwear. “Nicole can help you with that, buddy.”

	My wife guided me inside, her robe tightly belted now, and I heard a splash as we entered the house. The air conditioning felt almost cold, and I shivered as she led me over to the couch. She asked me to lay down, which I did, and then she walked towards the kitchen. I listened to the sound of her feet walking across the tile.

	I was erect, painfully erect, and secretly hoping for a little sex.

	The sound of our refrigerator opening echoed into the living room, and I wondered what the heck she was doing. She walked past the couch, carrying something, but she went into our bedroom before I could see what she held in her hands. When she reappeared, she stood in front of the couch, a wicked smile on her face. Her hands were full, and I finally saw what she was carrying. In one hand, she had a bag of finely crushed ice, and in her other hand, she held a bikini.

	“I have a bag of ice that will help your erection go down.” She shook the bag. “I also brought my favorite bikini, in case you wanted to go in that direction.” Her eyes passed back and forth between the items in her hands. “Personally, I think you should go with the chastity belt, because I like this bikini, and I don’t want to see you wear it. It’s your choice, though. I’m sure Collin will buy me a new one.”

	“Are you sure? I mean, it’s a little extreme, isn’t it?”

	She cocked her head, staring at me steadily for several seconds, before she set both the ice and the bikini down on the coffee table. She knelt next to the couch, took my hands, and gently kissed me. The light smell of vanilla filled the air, and she gazed deeply into my eyes.

	“I love that Collin is taking a more dominant role. It makes me feel…”  Her eyes fell to the floor as she looked for the right words. “Fulfilled, and safe. I want him to provide us direction, guide us, and help us explore ourselves. I find it all very exciting. I know he won’t abuse us.” She smiled down at me. “Besides, I can tell you’re completely excited. It’s obvious you like where this relationship is heading, so just enjoy it. I promise, everything will be fine.”

	She saw my uncertainty and indecision, and gently smiled at me. “Please? You and I are finally back on solid footing, and you and Collin are BFF’s now.” I rolled my eyes, and she tweaked my nose. “Why can’t we explore this relationship together, and see where it goes? I know you have fantasies you haven’t shared, and that’s okay.”

	“Honey…”

	“Shhhh.” She lightly stroked my cheek, her fingers warm and soft, as they traced my jawline. “If it gets too intense, we’ll take a break. I promise.”

	I searched her eyes. I could see that she sincerely felt we could trust him, and I’d never been able to deny my wife anything. I also had to admit I wanted this as much as my wife. Finally, I shook my head, and thrust out my hand.

	“Give me the freakin’ ice. Damn it, I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

	“Here you go.”

	I pulled my pants and underwear down, and carefully laid the bag of ice on my crotch. “Ho-lee shit! That’s cold!”

	My breath came in short gasps as icy coldness shot through my cock and balls. I swear I could feel blood rush away, screaming in pain, into the warmer areas of my body, leaving my cock and balls to suffer under the frigid sack of ice. For a brief second, I wondered if I’d made the wrong choice: maybe I should have taken the bikini!

	My beautiful wife leaned over me with a sympathetic smile on her face. She ran her hand over my forehead before giving it a little kiss. “I’ll be right back.”

	Unsuccessfully, I tried to focus on something, anything, other than the frigid cold around my crotch. Nicole returned from outside carrying the chastity belt pouch, and she laid the different pieces out on the coffee table. It was a bit surprising how easily she identified the parts of it, almost as if she’d been practicing. Instead of leaving me again, which I’d expected, she sat next to me on the couch.

	I’m sure it was only a few minutes, but it felt like a century before she lifted the bag of ice and, with a big smile, pronounced my cock ready. Her fingers retrieved the first piece, and she slid the big base ring around my scrotum. The other parts slid on easily, and before I knew it, I was completely locked away again.

	“Good boy.” She patted my chest, kissed my cheek, and then left to join Collin in the pool.

	My eyes closed. I lay back on the couch, contemplating what I’d just done, and trying to organize my thoughts and emotions. Nicole wasn’t to blame. Neither was Collin. I’d made the choice to live in this cage, and now that it was back on, I didn’t regret the decision. I’d become addicted to the cuckold high, and I felt it rise again inside me.

	It’s hard to explain, but the teasing, denial, voyeurism, jealousy, and lust all swirled together in a confusing combination of searing emotions. Poured into the cauldron of my body, these emotions formed an extremely powerful brew.

	An emotional addiction. It’s the only explanation for the cuckold’s overpowering need to watch his wife and her boyfriend together.

	As I lay on the couch, wearing the clear plastic cage and contemplating life inside a plastic prison, I also considered the state of our relationship. Honestly, I felt things were good, really good, and the three of us had finally passed the rocky stages of indecision and conflict. Nicole and I had made up, and we felt closer than we had in a long time. Collin and I were on a new level of friendship, and I sincerely felt he respected my family and my marriage. He’d helped with my career, he’d been respectful around my girls, and he’d spent time discussing his desires in this relationship.

	By all measures, he was a stand-up guy.

	The last thing that crossed my mind was also the hardest to confront. Simply put, I was loving this relationship. I did want it to continue. While the chastity belt was a big step, it still excited me, and I couldn’t deny I became erect every time I thought of them together. Whether those emotions made me a cuckold husband, a submissive, or just a kinky dude, I wasn’t sure, but I was loving this ride.

	Finally I pulled up my shorts, and walked into the bedroom. The last thing I wanted was my girls to see their dad less than fully dressed, and I wasn’t even able to contemplate them seeing me in a chastity belt. A robe, a pair of flip flops, and a clear plastic chastity belt were the only items I wore out to the pool. I tried to imagine wearing bikini bottoms, but I figured I’d stretched my imagination enough for one night. Besides, reality had become a lot more interesting.

	Before I stepped outside, I picked up some floating lights. The lights would cycle through several different settings, and they illuminated the pool in an underwater light show.

	Collin and Nicole were splashing each other like kids as I tossed the lights into the pool, shed my robe and flip flops, and jumped in with them. Neither made any reference to the chastity belt. It simply wasn’t mentioned, or noticed, which made it easier for me. I swam over, and we fiddled with the lights until we got them set up, and soon the pool was glowing blue, red, and green.

	Skinny-dipping in a chastity belt was surprisingly comfortable, because the cool water helped to keep my cock from getting hard, and the weight was hardly noticeable. We played in the water like teenagers, and my wife took turns riding on our shoulders while the other person tried to knock her off.

	Seeing my wife frolic naked in the water was something I’ll always remember. It was an Oscar-worthy performance, and I committed it to my mental video library. Collin and I raced a few times from one end of the pool to the other, and while he won, I claimed (rightfully) that the chastity belt caught more drag in the water and slowed me down. I thought that excuse was pretty clever, until he suggested we try racing with me in bikini bottoms.

	I was at a loss for a comeback.

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	Eventually we all tired, and sat on the steps leading down into the pool. We discussed random topics, and sensed ourselves growing closer. It was the kind of ending that cemented our relationship changes. Collin never once tried to be jerk or give me a stupid order, or basically be a dick in any way. I wasn’t sure whether that was intentional, but I appreciated the fact that he didn’t feel the need to humiliate me. I’m sure Nicole would have objected, too.

	Speaking of my beautiful wife, I couldn’t help but notice her eyes never left his body for more than a few seconds. I caught her staring at him constantly. Her eyes glinted with lust when water beaded on his dark skin and ran over his muscles. Her eyes lingered below his waist, and I watched lust and excitement grow within her. The cock that fell between his legs caught and held her attention throughout our skinny-dipping, and she repeatedly ran her hands over his muscular ass.

	We were sitting on the steps, talking about nothing, when she finally lost control. I was in mid-sentence when she pushed him back and straddled his body. Her lips descended to his chest, and she started gently kissing it, working her way towards his nipple. When she reached it, her tongue circled it several times before her white teeth bit it playfully.

	At first, he seemed amused. He gave me a little eye-roll, but that stopped immediately when her teeth pinched his nipple. His head rolled back, and a low groan rumbled past his lips. Her hands slid slowly over his abs, descending until they slid beneath the water’s surface. The water rippled as she grasped his cock and started gently stroking it, keeping her lips on his nipple the entire time. Another groan, louder this time, escaped him, and I could almost see pleasure flood his body. My wife obviously knew exactly what excited him, and she was expertly applying that knowledge.

	She softly moaned, and his cock breached the surface of the water. It continued to get harder under her tender touch. My mouth dropped open when I got a good look at the black shaft between her hands. I’d known he was large. That wasn’t a surprise. I’d seen his cock from across the room, but tonight I was much closer than I’d ever been, and I realized he was positively huge. How my wife fit all of him inside her was a mystery, because her fingers barely fit around the circumference of his cock.

	“Nick, get us our robes?”

	Collin’s voice was harsh, breathless, and it carried an urgency that didn’t allow for objections. I heard him, and I understood him, but I couldn’t move. She didn’t pause in her assault on his body except to move slowly over his chest and take his other nipple into her mouth. His fully-erect dark shaft pumped up and down in her hands as he moved in time with her stroking. They moved together with no awkwardness, no hesitation, and I realized it was the kind of sex that happened when two people were completely comfortable with one another.

	“Nick!”

	His voice held the whip of command, and I realized I’d lost myself in the moment. The intensity of their sex left me unable to move. I shook my head, and scrambled out of the pool. He’d given me an order, and I felt compelled to obey.

	When I returned, he was able to pry her away from his body just long enough to don his robe. Then, with her lips still pressed against his body, he picked her up and carried her towards the door. I hurriedly draped the robe over her naked body, covering what I could while staying out of their way. It was a delicate operation, because he was still fully erect, and I didn’t want to get stabbed.

	I opened the door, and stepped out of their way. He carried her through the house to our bedroom. It finally dawned on me that he planned to fuck her in our bed. Collin was going to fuck Nicole, my wife for over a decade, in our marital bed. That realization washed over me as though I’d been dunked in ice water.

	It was powerfully erotic.

	I felt the chastity belt grip my scrotum as blood rushed to my cock, causing it to grow and fill the plastic cage. I felt pressure at first, as my cock expanded, but that soon turned to discomfort as the base ring pulled forcefully on my scrotum. I stopped to take a breath, standing slightly bent over, and I fought to soothe the jagged lust coursing through my system.

	The bedroom door stood open. The moans and whimpers of foreplay drifted out to me. The lusty couple had disappeared inside, and despite my overwhelming desire to follow them, I hesitated outside the door. I leaned up against the wall, breathing heavily, and desperately tried to assert control over my emotions.

	The bed squeaked. I recognized the sound. Collin and Nicole had moved onto the mattress.

	A few seconds later, more moans replaced the squeaking. The discomfort of the chastity belt threatened to grow into outright pain, but my desire to watch Nicole and Collin consumed me.

	Fuck it!

	I peeked around the corner.

	Collin lay on his back with his arms behind his head, his eyes closed, and a confident smile curving his lips. Nicole crouched between his legs. Her head moved up and down over his cock, and she used her hands to stroke the portions of it not being touched by her lips. Her ass was in the air, her legs spread in a classic and enormously sexy, doggy-style position. I’d seen porn stars who couldn’t manage that position half as well as my wife.

	The wetness of her pussy drew my attention. She’d arched her back, and I had an excellent view of her glistening lips. Spellbound, I watched as she easily took his cock into her throat. Each time she raised her head to take a breath, her saliva coated his cock all the way down to his balls. Despite his size, my wife could swallow his entire cock.

	Their robes lay in a pile by the bed, so I quietly moved into the room on my tiptoes, and picked up the robes. Being able to focus on something other than sex kept the discomfort of the chastity belt at bay. I couldn’t control my cuckold desire, though, and after a few seconds, I glanced back at the bed. His eyes remained closed, but I saw Nicole’s flick over in my direction briefly before focusing again on his cock. I could scarcely believe how thoroughly she threw herself into sex with him.

	Insatiable. The word echoed in my mind. It was a poor, but adequate, description for my wife’s behavior.

	The chastity belt had grown uncomfortable, and the base ring pulled hard on my scrotum. I backed into the closet, and hung up their robes. I remained in the dark, quiet closet, and focused on slowing my heart rate. It took several moments to calm my mind and body, and I heaved a sigh of relief when I felt the pressure on my balls lessen.

	When I walked back into the room, they’d switched places. Nicole lay on her back, hands stretched above her head, and her fingers gripped the metal mesh of the headboard. She’d thrown her legs open, spread wide for her lover, and her breath came in short pants. An expression of lustful anticipation filled her face as she stared up at him.

	He knelt between her legs, and his long, thick cock lay on her stomach. It stretched from her pussy to her belly button, and I still struggled to understand how my wife could take such a monster.

	Based on her expression, however, she could barely wait for him to fill her.

	Once again, the chastity belt pulled hard on my balls; my cock strained against the clear plastic tube encasing it. He glanced at me as I moved into the bedroom. I’d intended to watch from the corner until the pain and discomfort of the chastity belt became unbearable.

	“Nick. You okay?”

	“Um, yeah. Sure,” I stuttered. “At least, I think so. Chastity belt is getting uncomfortable, so I don’t think I can stay much longer.”

	He glanced at the chastity belt, and then motioned me over. “Come here for a second.”

	I froze. “What do you need?”

	He motioned again. “Come over to the mattress.”

	I swallowed my fear, and managed to get my legs moving. I slid onto the mattress and knelt next to him, careful to keep my hands at my side. He rubbed the tip of his cock against her wet pussy, and used her wetness to coat the large head. She groaned in frustration, and tried to slip him inside her by moving her hips lower. His hand came down gently on her stomach, preventing her from moving further.

	“See,” he said with a chuckle. “She can’t wait for me to fuck her.”

	“Stop teasing me!” Her voice was hard and frustrated, but then she whimpered, “Please!”

	He didn’t respond, and her voice trailed into a long frustrated groan as he continued to stroke her pussy lips. Finally, after several long seconds, he tapped her clit with the head of his cock.

	“Just wait, baby.”

	She whimpered again, and seemed ready to cry as she gripped the sheets tightly. A surge of jealousy spiked inside my body, and I realized I’d never driven her to this kind of sexual frenzy. Humiliation burned within me, but it was extinguished by my overwhelming excitement. I was secretly glad her eyes were closed, because I didn’t want her to see the war of emotions playing across my face.

	“Nick.” I glanced up at him. “Watch your wife.”

	“Uh…”

	“It’s okay, cuck.” He saw my expression, and smiled. “I’m not hurting her. I promise.”

	The head of Collin’s cock was completely coated with her juices. Ready. He positioned his cock against her lips, hesitated a brief second, and then pushed strongly inside her. Nicole reacted as if she’d received an electric shock. A grimace of pain flickered across her face before she arched her back, and let out a loud moan full of raw need. Purely distilled lust filled her eyes, and her legs clamped around his waist. Her hands flew to his arms, and she gripped his muscular triceps with an intensity that only comes from extreme pleasure.

	“Yes!” Desire rippled through her body. “Fuck me!”

	Collin’s breathing was steady, his body controlled, and despite her legs around his waist, he started to pull himself out of her. Her eyes snapped open, and another frustrated whimper pushed past her lips. She gripped his arms so tightly, the knuckles on her hands grew white, and her eyes begged him to push himself back inside her. She tried to pull herself onto his cock, but once again, he stopped her from moving.

	“She used to have a hard time taking my cock.” His voice was calm. “But I’ve stretched her pussy, and now she’s custom-fitted…just for me.”

	Before I could form words, he pushed into her pussy again, balls deep, and held himself completely inside her. Another loud, satisfied moan from Nicole echoed in the room, and I went to make sure the bedroom door was closed. I didn’t want the girls to hear their mother, and investigate. I returned, and knelt down too next to the bed, mesmerized by the show. Watching him fuck my wife had become my greatest source of pleasure.

	His shiny black granite shaft pounded inside of her in long, deep thrusts. He swiveled his hips slightly each time he pushed inside her, and she responded with unbelievable enthusiasm. Nicole lost herself in the pleasure that racked her body. Her eyes were shut tightly, and her head whipped from side to side as she continued to moan.

	“Nick. Hand me her panties.”

	His voice was steady, low, and completely full of dominant lust. I scrambled over to the dresser, snatched a pair of clean panties from the drawer, and handed them to Collin. When I moved back into a kneeling position, I watched with baited breath to see what he planned.

	He balled them in his fist, and held his hand next to her face. He pulled his cock almost completely out again, hesitated, and waited until he had her attention. Her head stopped moving, and her eyes snapped open. Another pleading expression covered her face.

	Still, he waited.

	A confident smile pulled at his lips, and I sensed he loved being in control. With no warning, he thrust hard and fast inside her pussy, and her eyes bulged at the sudden onslaught. A moan of exquisite pleasure opened her mouth, but before she could let the moan loose, he stuffed her panties past her lips. The moan was cut off before it had a chance to escape, and he gently but firmly closed her mouth with her panties still inside.

	“Control yourself, you little whore. You don’t want to wake the kids.” He gave her jaw a little shake. “You understand me, slut?”

	She nodded submissively, and her expression left little doubt she was enormously excited by his treatment. My wife loved it.

	“Good.” He smiled down at her. “Besides, you said you wanted to taste pussy. Well, you can start by tasting your own.”

	Her eyes widened at his comment, her body shuddered, and she moaned softly around the material in her mouth. A furious blush colored her cheeks. I didn’t have time to consider his words because he started fucking her again in hard, steady strokes. She dropped her legs from his waist, and spread them even wider over the mattress.

	“You like that,” he said through gritted teeth. “Don’t you, you little slut?”

	Her blush grew even darker, and she glanced at me before she nodded at her boyfriend. His words excited her, that much was obvious, but they also made her feel submissive, and I suspected she enjoyed being dominated as much as she enjoyed his cock. Her face grew frantic, her motions grew jerky, and I sensed she was close to an orgasm.

	“Yeah. You like the idea of tasting another woman’s pussy.” He chuckled. “I’m going to take you to a lesbian club, and let a bull-dyke teach you to eat pussy. How’s that sound? You can eat a little pussy before I feed you my black cock.”

	Her body stiffened as he teased her. A long, low, involuntary moan tore from her as a powerful orgasm rippled through her body. Her arms and legs shook, and she bucked underneath his body. Like a slot machine, her eyes seemed to spin in her head, and I saw the whites of her eyes several times. Finally, her body relaxed, she settled back on the mattress, and her chest heaved from the exertion.

	I couldn’t move. The sex I’d just witnessed was beyond my wildest imagination, and I’d never seen my wife have such an intense orgasm.

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	He tenderly removed the panties from her mouth, and she immediately took a huge breath. Her chest rose and fell as she slowly recovered from the powerful orgasm. His lips covered hers, her arms slid around his shoulders, and they lay kissing for several minutes, obviously enjoying the intimacy before he slowly pulled out of her pussy. The bed squeaked as he lay beside her and allowed her to recover. His cock, still rock-hard, lay thickly on his stomach.

	“Nick.” I shook my head. “Get a bath towel and two hand towels.”

	My cock swayed in the chastity belt as I hurried into the bathroom closet. The base ring gripped my scrotum with savage intensity. The plastic cage was uncomfortable again, growing painful, and I wished my cock would reach an agreement with the damned chastity belt, because the pain was now hovering just below unbearable.

	Collin and Nicole were facing each other, laying on their sides, and kissing when I returned. I wasn’t sure what he intended, so I stood quietly and waited for further instructions. Nicole had apparently recovered, because she was kissing him urgently and stroking his cock.

	He saw me standing with the towels, and broke their kiss. “Lay the bath towel on the bed, and hang onto the hand towels.”

	“’Kay.”

	“Kneel down beside the bed like you did before, and watch as I cum inside your wife.” He gave her hip a slap, and pushed her away. “Get on your knees, baby. I’m not done with your pussy.”

	Obediently she rolled onto her hands and knees, and positioned herself over the bath towel. Understanding flowed through me as he slid behind her, one knee out to the side, and without any hesitation, he buried his cock inside her pussy. Another loud moan echoed in the room.

	“Quiet, bitch!” He reached forward, and pushed her head into a pillow.

	Another moan, softened this time by the pillow, hung in the air. She arched her back, pushed her ass back into him, and took all of his cock inside her. I loved the way her pussy stretched around his cock. It was like a vice, and I saw that he was right; her pussy had stretched to fit him.

	Distantly, I wondered if he’d stretched her permanently.

	He clamped his hands on her hips, and proceeded to pump into her hard, almost savagely. Initially I was worried he’d hurt her, but she obviously loved it. She moaned constantly into the pillow. Her body moved in time with his thrusts, and she pushed back just as he thrust forward. They’d fucked each other enough to know what they both liked, wanted, and needed from their sex. It wasn’t long before another orgasm rippled through her body. Her hands pounded the mattress, and her moans turned frantic as he continued to fuck her through another orgasm.

	A loud slap jarred me out of my trance. I jerked my eyes upward, but he didn’t acknowledge my presence. He was obviously close. His breath had grown ragged, and he now fucked her in short, shallow strokes. Another slap. She whimpered, pushed her ass back, and clenched the sheets in her fists. He pulled back, hesitated for a second, and then thrust hard inside her with a groan. My position allowed me to watch his balls clench several times as his cum flooded my wife’s pussy.

	“Yeah. Take it all, slut. I’m going to pack your pussy.” He laughed. “I hope your birth control pills work, otherwise I’m going to get you pregnant!”

	His words sent shock waves of excitement through my body. Privately, I’d started to consider having my vasectomy reversed, so we could try for another child. I wanted a boy, but like any parent, I really wanted another happy and healthy baby. Hearing him talk about getting my wife pregnant scared me, but it also sent a powerful jolt of electric excitement coursing through me. Immediately, the chastity belt ratcheted up the pain, and I stifled a cry. Pain and pleasure twisted inside me. I dropped my head, focused on my breathing, and several moments passed before the pain receded.

	I risked a glance above the mattress.

	Collin had flopped down on the bed, and they lay together holding hands. Their mutual smiles were a testament to their amazing sex, and I could almost see them glowing with happiness.

	“Nick. Hand me a hand towel.” I tossed the towel to him, and he motioned at Nicole. “Why don’t you clean her up? I understand you enjoy it, and I know she needs a good cleaning.”

	Surprised, embarrassed, and humiliated, I knelt frozen beside the bed. I didn’t realize my wife had told him about our sex. I couldn’t help thinking if I cleaned her now, I’d be crossing another line. I’d be taking another step down this submissive cuckold road.

	Nicole shifted on the bed, spread her legs slightly, and motioned me forward. “C’mon, baby.” Her voice penetrated my thoughts. “I really need your soft tongue. It’s soothing. Collin was hard on my pussy tonight.” She paused. “Please?”

	Finally, I broke out of my paralysis. I took a deep breath, jerked a nod at her, and started to move onto the mattress.

	“Why don’t you let her sit on your face?” His voice was calm, and he motioned at the mattress. “That’s a much better way to clean her pussy.”

	I jerked my head in a nod, and tried to suppress the embarrassment flooding my system. I avoided his eyes. I wasn’t ready to risk seeing derision or contempt flashing back at me.

	Nicole reached out, took my hand, and guided me onto the bed. I lay back, my heart pounding in my chest, and waited for her to make the next move. She offered me an encouraging smile before she straddled my face, and lowered her pussy until it hovered just over my lips. My tongue flicked out briefly, tentatively, and I tasted her creamy, slightly salty lips. The smell of sex was almost overpowering, but it was also hugely erotic, so I flicked my tongue out again. My confidence grew as my tongue slid along her wet flesh.

	That’s all it took.

	My inhibitions evaporated. This was my release, sweet and powerful, and I claimed it.

	A dam burst inside me, and suddenly I couldn’t control myself. My tongue took on a life of its own, and it urgently, recklessly, penetrated her pussy. My hands locked onto her hips. I wouldn’t let her move. I found myself pushing my head against her groin, striving to get my tongue as deep as possible inside her pussy, and frantically working to get her spotlessly clean. The scent of wet flesh, sex, and mixed juices intoxicated me.

	I was dimly aware of her moaning and shifting above me. As seconds turned into minutes, I also sensed several orgasms shake her body, but I was lost in the taste, feel, and smell of her pussy. I had a black belt in oral sex, and I desperately tried to show off my talent and skill.

	“Enough.”

	Nicole pried my hands off of her hips, and gently pushed my head back into the pillow. The sound of her breathing was the only sound in the room as she slipped to the side of me, and lay next to Collin. His arm settled around her, and he pulled her close. His dark skin and huge muscles contrasted erotically with her lighter skin and petite body.

	“Great job, buddy. I think you made her cum twice.”

	His tone was light and friendly, and the smile on his face was absent any disdain, arrogance, or animosity. I was surprised at how good his compliment made me feel.

	“Three times.” Her hand reached over and patted my chest. “He can always make me cum when he goes down on me.” She winked at me. “He’s the best at it.”

	I smiled back at them, rolled off the bed, and went to the bathroom to clean up. Cleaning my wife had focused my mind enough that my cock had shrunk within the chastity belt. As a result, it was no longer painful. The face I saw in the mirror as I washed my hands looked happy, content, and at peace with tonight’s activities.

	They were whispering softly when I came back in the room. She said something to him, and he shrugged noncommittally before my wife smiled at me.

	“Honey, come here.” She motioned me closer, and I slid onto the bed. “That chastity belt looks uncomfortable, and it needs to come off. You’ve been so good; I think you deserve some time outside of that belt.”

	Shocked and surprised, I stared at them for a moment before I recovered. “Okay. Who has the keys?”

	The little lock on the chastity belt opened easily, but the rest of the parts were more difficult to remove. My cock remained semi-hard, so sliding off the plastic tube became a delicate operation. Finally, after several careful tries, the tube released its hold on my dick. She removed the ring around my scrotum next, and I felt blood rush into my groin. I let out a groan of relief, and slumped onto the mattress.

	Now freed of its restraint, my cock had no shame. Less than ninety seconds later, I was at full hardness. It felt freakin’ great. Just the sensation of having a hard cock, free of restraint, felt awesome. My hand drifted lower until my fingers slid across my shaft.

	It was free. It was hard.

	 


Chapter Six

	 

	The lust I’d been suppressing surged through me, and I desperately wanted the relief of an orgasm. Unconsciously I started to stroke my cock. The sound of plastic hitting our wooden nightstand broke through my excitement. I watched my wife reclaim her spot on the bed, lying next to Collin, and resting her head on his huge chest.

	“It’s okay.” His voice washed over me like a wave. “Go on.”

	I cocked my head at him, and he gave a soft laugh. Nicole slapped his thigh lightly before looking at me. “The second hand towel is for you,” she explained. “Stroke your cock, baby. Collin and I want to watch.”

	“You’ve earned some relief, buddy.”

	My cock remained rock-hard in my hand. I glanced at it, but stopped stroking, because indecision filled my brain. I desperately wanted to climax, that much was obvious, but I hadn’t counted on having an audience. Another wave of embarrassment, tinged with humiliation, surged through me.

	Would they make fun of me?

	“Here,” she said. “I’ll get you started.”

	She retrieved some lube from our nightstand, poured some into her hands, and rubbed them together to warm the lube. Cold lube is a huge shock to private parts, so I appreciated her taking the time to warm it. Her fingers encircled my shaft, and I gasped out loud at the beautiful, erotic sensation. My eyes closed.

	Her lips brushed my cheek, and the mixed scents of vanilla and cologne filled my nose. It was a heady brew, and I inhaled deeply. My wife stroked my cock with slow, careful strokes, and I felt my orgasm quickly build. My hips moved to match her strokes. My eyes opened, and I found her watching me, gauging my reaction.

	Without warning, she stopped.

	Her hands abruptly left my cock, and she sat back on the mattress. She picked up the remaining hand towel, and started wiping the lubricant off her hands. I stared at her blankly for several seconds. She noticed my stare, smiled sweetly, and tossed hand towel on the bed in front of me.

	“I told you, honey, I just wanted to get you started. You have to finish.” She cocked her head, and offered me a wink. “Collin and I want to enjoy the show.”

	“Yeah,” he added. “We just put on a show for you, so now you can give us one.” They both nodded at me. “That’s fair, isn’t it, cuck?”

	A shot of embarrassment, followed by a humiliation chaser, jolted my body…but my overwhelming sense of lust wouldn’t be denied. I slowly started to stroke my cock, tentative at first, unsure if I should visibly enjoy it, but I soon lost my shyness and my strokes increased. My mouth fell open, my breathing shortened, and I closed my eyes as visions of Collin’s cock ramming into my wife’s pussy played through my head.

	Less than a minute later, I frantically snatched the hand towel, and slapped it over my cock. The sweet explosion of an orgasm rocked my body. My cock jerked, and my hips bucked as cum spurted into the towel. The exquisite pleasure forced me to cry out, uncontrollable shudders shook my muscles, and my hips dry-humped the air several times before I finally gained control over myself.

	Fortunately the towel caught everything, and I was left gasping for breath. I slumped onto the mattress, barely able to maintain a sitting position. My muscles trembled, my lungs gasped for air, and for a moment, I worried I’d pass out.

	A light applause sounded from across the mattress, and I found my wife and her boyfriend clapping softly. The expressions on their face weren’t disdainful, and the applause wasn’t sarcastic. Reassured, I smiled back at them. Nicole held her arms out, and motioned for me to lay next to her. Her arms circled me as I lay down. She stroked my hair, and whispered softly that she loved me, and she would always treasure this night.

	My emotional state was utterly twisted and confused. It’s hard for me to explain. My lust subsided, and I felt myself fall from my sexual mountain peak…but instead of a hard crash, I experienced a nice soft landing. My wife’s physical attention and soft whispers cushioned my fall, and put me back together. The last several hours had left me feeling frayed and vulnerable, and her attention helped me collect myself and regain control of my emotions.

	As my true personality began to assert itself, I realized I didn’t feel any regrets. A sense of loss, and sometimes remorse, normally filled my body after an orgasm, but that didn’t happen this time. Instead, I lay peacefully next to my wife, and enjoyed the feel of her arms around me.

	My eyes were growing heavy when she gently shook me.

	“Honey, Collin and I want to some privacy. Go sleep on the couch for the rest of the night.”

	I lifted myself up on my elbow, and stared at her for a moment. Her fingers slid through my hair, and she smiled at me.

	“Are you sur…”

	“Let’s go, cuck.”

	His voice cut through my question, leaving no room for objection. I noticed he’d become fully erect again, and lust filled his eyes. I slid off the bed, took the towels into the bathroom, and slipped on some clothes. When I returned, he was moving on top of her. He gave a sharp jerk of his head, motioning me out of the room, and I dropped the clean towel on the bed. As I closed the door, I heard the sharp intake of breath from my wife, followed by a low, lustful moan.

	“God, yes. I love your cock!”

	The living room was silent. I walked quietly over to the closet, and retrieved a blanket and pillow. I laid everything out of the couch, and then decided to check on the girls again. I found them both sleeping soundly. The couch beckoned to me, so I laid down, and tried to empty my mind.

	Unfortunately, now that I was alone with my thoughts, my brain decided it wasn’t tired anymore. I tossed and turned, but I couldn’t get images of Collin fucking Nicole out of my mind. They’d fucked in our marital bed. Point of fact, they were still fucking in it. I should’ve been upset, but I wasn’t. It was highly erotic and frustrating, mostly because I was stuck on the couch. I wasn’t bothered by Collin fucking her under my roof.

	No, if anything, I was upset because I wanted to watch them, and I wasn’t allowed.

	Now that I was out of the chastity belt, my cock chimed in, and let me know it also liked the idea of watching. Blood filled my cock, and I was fully erect within the space of a few seconds. The blanket flew back, and I tiptoed over to the bedroom door. I secretly hoped her moans would be loud enough for me to hear. I paused and listened. No sounds emanated from the bedroom, and disappointment flooded through me. Slowly, carefully, I put my ear to the door. Faint murmurs, voices, low moans, and grunts were all I heard.

	The sounds were very faint. Too low to be exciting.

	A cool draft of air played across my feet as I stood with my ear against the door. When I glanced down, I realized I’d forgotten about the small space between the door bottom and the floor. We’d replaced the carpet with tile, and a small space had been left between the floor and the bottom of the door. We hadn’t thought it needed to be fixed, and we’d lived with it ever since.

	That little space came in handy. I knelt down, lowering my head to the floor, and placed my ear next to the open space. The sounds were much clearer. In the back of my mind, I noted that I looked really funny with my head down at the floor, and my ass cocked in the air. If Nicole or Collin saw me like this, I would never live it down, but I couldn’t pull away, either.

	“Fuck me! Fuck me!”

	Her voice carried the same urgency I’d heard earlier, and the sound of flesh slapping together reached my ears. I also made a mental note to replace the mattress and box springs, because the squeaking interfered enough to be irritating.

	“You love my cock, don’t you, baby?”

	His voice taunted her, and the squeaking slowed in intensity when there was no response.

	“God, don’t stop! Don’t pull out! Please! Please!”

	“Say it. Admit you love my cock!”

	“I love your cock. I love it. I love it so fucking much!”

	The squeaking resumed its fast pace, but he continued to tease her.

	“You love black cock, don’t you?”

	“I love your black cock, baby!”

	“Just my black cock, or all black cock?”

	A low moan from her filled the room, and I heard her voice over the squeaking. “Just you… Ooooooh!” Heavy panting reached my ears. “Just your black cock, baby.”

	“That’s right. You’re my slut, and don’t fucking forget it.”

	The tone in his voice was low, commanding, dominant, and a little scary, but it drove me wild. I straightened up, dropped my shorts and underwear to my knees, and knelt back down. It was harder to stroke myself in this position, but I didn’t care. The squeaking increased, and from the intensity of Nicole’s moans, I guessed an orgasm was rocking her body.

	Collin’s baritone voice broke over the squeaking in a sharp but urgent command. “Open your mouth!” New squeaking sounds reached my ears, and I imagined him moving over the bed. “Yeah! That’s a good slut, swallow it all.” His voice drew out each word, except ‘slut,’ which remained hard and sharp. “Stroke and swallow, baby!”

	His breathing was almost louder than her moans, and I imagined her stroking his cock, and guiding all his cum into her mouth. He finally gave a little laugh, and the bed squeaked again. It sounded like he fell onto the mattress.

	“Ugh! Collin!” Her voice cut through his laughter. “It’s all over my face! Will you hand me a towel?”

	“Sorry.” His voice bordered on laughter. “You need to control my cock better; otherwise that’ll happen.”

	“Bullshit! You just wanted to cum on my face. I know you!”

	His laugh was short. “Damned right! You like it, too, don’t you?” No response from her, and he pressed his case. “Don’t you?”

	“Maybe.” She paused. “Okay, yes. I think it’s kinky and exciting. It makes me feel like a wanton slut, but it’s so messy.”

	“That’s what I thought.” He paused. “I’ll bet our little cuck would love to see me cum all over your face.”

	She giggled. “You know he would.”

	The sounds of kissing were faint, but delicious, and I imagined them kissing passionately on the bed. The squeaks were light and faint, as though they were positioning themselves for sleep. Nicole’s voice sounded tired when it finally reached my ears, and I could hear fatigue in her voice.

	“Nick did really well tonight, didn’t he?”

	“Yeah. He did great. He’s got the makings of a first-class cuckold. That’s for sure.”

	“I agree.” Silence took over, and I was just about to go back to the couch when she spoke again. “I love him, Collin. Please remember that.”

	“I will. I promise.”

	 


Chapter Seven

	 

	My heart swelled at her words. I lurched to my feet and made a beeline for the bathroom, holding up my shorts with one hand and stroking my cock with the other. The toilet invited me in, and I started to cum as soon as I reached it. Fortunately, most of my cum made it into the great white ceramic goddess, but I did need to spend a little time cleaning after I finished.

	I looked at myself in the mirror, and evaluated the face I saw. I’d thought I’d see regret, remorse, and embarrassment, but I saw a man who was immensely satisfied, happy, excited, and still very much in love with his wife.

	The face in the mirror smiled, and I smiled back.

	The relaxation that came after an orgasm was better than any massage, and the sensation of sleep overtaking my body was delicious. My head hit the pillow, and I ‘konked-out,’ as I used to say as a kid.

	A light shaking on my shoulder woke me up, and Collin’s smiling face was the first thing that registered when my eyes opened. It was still dark outside. I glanced at the clock to see it was 4:30 a.m. I shook my head and tried to focus as he knelt down by the couch.

	“Hey, bud, I wanted to say goodbye. I’m not staying the whole night, because I think that might be awkward for everyone, especially the kids.”

	“Yeah, okay. I agree. Good thinking.”

	His expression turned serious. “I think last night was awesome, and I thought you handled it very well. I just wanted you to hear that from me.”

	I was unsure about how to respond, so I settled for a short nod. Fortunately, that was enough.

	“I’ll check in with you this week, and maybe we can have lunch or something. Sound good?”

	“Sounds great.”

	“All right. Take care, buddy. Nicole wants to see you.”

	He offered me his fist, and we bumped knuckles. As soon as the door closed, I stowed the blanket and pillow back in the closet. One last time, I went up and checked on the girls. They were still asleep, so it looked like we were in the clear. I nearly broke my neck rushing down the stairs. My heart was pounding when I made it safely to the bottom and rushed into the bedroom.

	“Get in this bed with me.” She reached an arm out to me and flipped the blanket back with the other, revealing her naked body. “Hurry. It’s cold.”

	I hesitated, unsure of how to proceed. “I’m not wearing my chastity belt. Won’t Collin get upset?”

	“Nope. You’re all mine, no restrictions until after breakfast. Now get in here, mister.”

	My clothes hit the floor. I scrambled into the bed, wrapped my arms around her tightly, and pulled our bodies together. Warm skin, firm muscles, and our bodies fit perfectly. Her breasts pushed against my chest, and I ran my tongue along her neck. The flavor of sweat and salty flesh coated my tongue, and the scent of great sex filled my nose.

	“I love you so much, baby!” She pressed her cheek against mine, and her warm breath caressed my ear. “Thank you for last night. You were great!”

	“You’re welcome. I had fun.”

	“Good.” She giggled, and squirmed against me. “You want to have some more fun?”

	I pulled back slightly, and narrowed my eyes at her. I loved the soft beauty of my wife’s face, but I wasn’t sure if she was kidding, and I didn’t want to be denied this morning. She kissed me gently, holding my head with her hands, and sliding her body gently across mine.

	“I’m serious. I’ll do anything you want, honey. I want to please you.”

	Her words struck a chord deep inside me, and I felt a deep swelling love course through my body. She sensed it, too, and kissed me again, holding me tightly against her.

	I’d like to say I got rock-hard and fucked my wife senseless. But that didn’t happen. We simply adjusted ourselves into a spooning position, and continued to hold each other until sleep claimed us both.

	Sunday morning dawned, and it was probably the best Sunday morning I’d had in a long time. We showered together, and washed each other’s bodies. The moment was tender, intimate, and neither of us wanted it to end. The moment did end, however, when my wife went down on me. She jerked my cock over her tits, letting my cum spray wildly over her chest. A kinky little surprise. I returned the favor, licking and sucking her pussy until she came twice. The water started to turn cold, and our skin was pruning when we exited the shower. We dried each other off, and shared deep and meaningful glances.

	The biggest thrill of the morning, though, was watching her get dressed. She slipped on sexy new underwear…thong underwear that fit like a second skin, and of course, they came with a matching bra. The ensemble looked expensive, although I’m not a good judge of women’s lingerie. I hadn’t seen anything like it in her Victoria’s Secret catalogs. She caught my eye in the mirror, and her lips curved into a smile.

	“Collin bought them for me,” she explained. “He asked me to replace all of my underwear and lingerie.”

	“Really?”

	“Yes.” She gave a little laugh. “He’s a little possessive, and he wants to make sure I’m wearing only items he’s bought for me.”

	“I see. Are you okay with him being possessive?”

	A curious expression popped onto her face, and she cocked her head. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

	“I don’t know,” I replied. “It just doesn’t seem like you’d allow him to be possessive.”

	“I know,” she said with a chuckle. “If you’d told me when this started that I’d like a dominant, possessive guy, I’d have laughed in your face.” Her expression turned serious, contemplative, and her eyes met mine. “I can’t explain it, but I like that he takes charge. He makes me feel feminine and sexy.”

	“Wow.” I had to swallow twice before I could continue. “That’s actually kind of hot, baby.”

	She blushed. “I know, right?”

	“Yeah.”

	“I love pleasing him when we’re together. I love seeing his eyes light up when he sees what I’m wearing.” She shrugged and rolled her eyes. “Right now, I’m loving everything about this relationship.”

	My heart was racing. Hearing my wife tell me about her lover was exciting. I was also glad to hear he was possessive, because I knew she’d be safe with him.

	She must have guessed the direction of my thoughts, because she stepped over to me in her new underwear, and put her hands around my neck. Our lips met, and she gave me a soft, lingering kiss. The warm feel of her skin touched my soul, and my hands went around her waist as I inhaled the scent of her skin.

	Her hands found my chest, and she gently broke the kiss. “I love you.”

	I smiled at her. “I love you, too.”

	She patted my chest lightly. “Go make breakfast for all your girls.”

	“Yes, ma’am.”

	 


Chapter Eight

	 

	The rest of the day was all ours. I made the girls’ favorite again, waffle French toast, and we planned to visit the mall for some more school shopping. The girls needed a ton more stuff, of course, because nothing fit, or it wasn’t in style anymore. I swear fashions for teenage girls change by the second. Everything in their closet was “so five minutes ago, Dad.”

	Nicole handled the shopping, but in between racks of clothes, she held my hand and leaned up against me. We darted off to the in-store coffee shop for a couple of latte’s. Nicole even endured the Sony Store, and she let me look at some of the fine audio/visual entertainment equipment. I even got the nod for a new television, so I was pretty happy.

	We had a family lunch at a little outside bistro. We left right after lunch so the girls could get in the pool, and I could start planning dinner. We stopped off at the grocery store, and I picked up some specialty hamburgers that the butcher section makes as a special-order item. They’re filled with cheese and stuff, and are pretty freakin’ tasty.

	We were lounging out by the pool, watching the kids play in the water, when Jasmine decided to rock our worlds.

	“Hey, Mom. Did Collin spend the night last night?”

	I have to give credit to Nicole because she didn’t pause, make a face, or give any indication that anything was out of the ordinary. She would have made a great poker player.

	“No. He did stay with us past midnight, but he didn’t spend the whole night.” She smiled at Jasmine. “Why do you ask?”

	“Oh. No reason. I just got up to use the restroom, and I noticed his car was still parked at the curb.”

	“Well, your father and Collin drank more Scotch than normal, and he wanted to wait until he was safe to drive. He left early this morning.”

	“Cool.”

	I thought I’d explore this a bit more. “Is it okay if he stays over at our house?”

	“Yeah. Collin’s cool!” This was April finally joining the conversation, and answering before her sister. “We like him.”

	Nicole and I shared a laugh, and April ducked back under the water.

	“How about you, Jas? Are you okay with it?”

	“Sure. I like him too, and he’s really cool and funny.” She shrugged her shoulders. “Besides, he doesn’t seem to have any other friends, and it’s nice to have company over.”

	“Cool.” I winked at her. “I just don’t want you to spoil him, and forget about your dad!”

	“No chance. You’re pretty cool yourself!”

	“Thanks, kiddo!”

	Dinner was great. Afterwards, we watched a movie in the game room. The girls scarfed on some popcorn while Nicole and I shared a really nice bottle of wine. When we went to bed, she pulled a long t-shirt over her head. It fell past her knees.

	She caught my look, and smiled at me. “I didn’t want you to have to wear your chastity belt. This covers me completely, and it’s comfortable to sleep in.”

	“Thank you,” I replied sincerely. “Because I wasn’t looking forward to wearing that thing tonight.”

	Nicole leaned over and kissed my cheek.

	“Baby, have you ever considered having more children?”

	She shrugged. “I’ve thought about it, of course, but you had a vasectomy.”

	“I know, but now that April is getting older, I’ve started to think about having another child.” She cocked her head at me, and I hurried to explain. “We’re still young, and we always did want to try for a boy.”

	“Are you serious, or just casually thinking about it?”

	“The more I casually think about it, the more serious I get.”

	“Okay. Well, let me give it some thought, too.” She winked at me. “I thought we were done with having kids, but I’ve always wished we’d had three. I don’t care if it’s a boy or not, I just always wanted one more.”

	“I kind of regret having the vasectomy after April. I know we discussed it, but in hindsight, I wish I hadn’t done it. I’m earning more money now, so it wouldn’t be an issue financially.”

	“Why don’t you talk to your doctor? See if the procedure can be reversed. Then we can discuss it further, and see if it’s something we want to seriously consider.”

	“Sounds like a plan, baby.” I kissed her. “Thanks.”

	“You’re welcome.” She looked at me with a smile. “You know that if we do try for another child, Collin will have to wear a condom when he’s with me.” She laughed. “I don’t think he’s going to like that one bit.”

	“I know, right?” I replied with a chuckle. The next thought slipped out before I could stop it. “He’ll probably offer to impregnate you himself.”

	Nicole slapped me on the shoulder. “Stop it!”

	An unfinished novel lay on the nightstand next to me, and I picked it up and started to read. Casually, I rolled on my side facing my wife and studied her. A magazine lay on her chest. She was staring at the ceiling, deep in thought, and a small smile played over her lips. Her hands slowly drifted lower, and she rubbed her stomach.

	She glanced over, our eyes met, and a deep blush colored her face. A guilty smile tugged at her lips before she turned away from me.

	What were you thinking?

	 

	I left for work before sunrise, because I had a ton of stuff on my plate. The biggest challenge was finding someone to take my position. The majority of my team were experienced individuals, but they had no interest in assuming a leadership position. Privately, I wanted to promote Sheila, because she did great work. I also thought she had the potential to move higher into management. I knew she was interested, and she’d already said she was going to apply. My only concern was her experience. This would be her first leadership role.

	My assistant wasn’t in yet, so I unlocked my office and got to work. I checked my schedule, and noticed that Human Resources had already put interviews on my calendar. I made a note to check in with John to see how the transition was going. Their risk manager and I still had a rocky relationship, so I planned to invite him to lunch. Professionalism demanded us to maintain at least a cordial relationship.

	I’m not sure where the e-mail fairy lives, but if I ever find out, I’m going to bomb her little house! My e-mail inbox never seemed to empty. I made good headway, and resolved to arrive at the office by 6:30 a.m., because the first hour and half was the most productive.

	A soft knock on the door provided just the excuse I needed to stop working on e-mail. Sheila stood at the door, smiling at me, and I beckoned her inside. I did my best not to notice how nicely her slacks fit, and the ample swell of her breasts under her shirt. The last thing I needed was awkwardness between us, but there was no denying she was pretty.

	“Morning. What’s up?”

	“Morning.” She took the chair facing my desk. “I just wanted to ask if you knew when the interviews were going to take place for your position.”

	“I’m meeting with Human Resources today, and we’re going to discuss that subject exactly.” She nodded her understanding. “You will be a part of the interview process, and it’s going to involve several other managers. As soon as I know more, I’ll let you know, or Human Resources will contact you.”

	“Thanks. I appreciate it.”

	“You’re welcome.”

	She gave me a warm smile. I buried my head in my computer, and tried not to look at her ass as she walked out of my office. I was unsuccessful, but it was just a glance. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t some lecherous dickhead who couldn’t wait to sexually harass his employee. I genuinely respected Sheila, her abilities, and I thought she could be an effective leader. Coincidentally, she just happened to be very attractive. Any red-blooded straight male would notice a petite, blonde, and blue-eyed woman with killer curves and a great smile!

	I made a mental note to work harder at not noticing her attractiveness in the future.

	The e-mail fairy had just dropped off ten more e-mails when there was another knock at my door.

	“Hey, baby.”

	It was Nicole.

	She stepped into my office wearing a sexy but still professional dress. It was hard to describe. It resembled a long men’s dress shirt, but it was belted at the waist, and it fell down to just above her knees. The top part was unbuttoned just enough to give someone a hint of her cleavage, but not enough to cause whispers. I had to remind myself to close my mouth.

	“Hey, gorgeous. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

	“I just wanted to let you know I’m going to lunch with Collin.”

	“Okay. Am I invited, or is it just the two of you?”

	She gave me a direct look, followed by a little smile and a wink. “It’s just the two of us.”

	I took a deep breath, and tried to calm my heart rate. “Great,” I replied, after several seconds. “Say hi for me.”

	“I will. See ya tonight.”

	Since Nicole was my wife, and unable to accuse me of sexual harassment, I stared at her ass as she left my office. It was the highlight of my day.

	The day went quickly, and my meetings were filled with a bunch of legalese and warnings about the correct hiring procedures. Fortunately, I shared the meetings with two other managers. We’d make up the interview team, with the final decision being a consensus decision. I left the office tired and worn out from meetings. I didn’t hear from Nicole for the rest of the day, but that wasn’t unusual given my schedule.

	Dinner was on the table, and the kids were just dishing up their plates, when she walked in the door. The girls got a smile and a hug. I received a kiss on the cheek. She scooped up the glass of wine I poured for her, and headed into the bedroom to change. I sat down with the girls, and we started planning for the first day of school. It was only a week away. The girls had all their school supplies, and more than enough clothes, so we just needed to get bus schedules.

	Nicole helped herself to my world-class spaghetti, and joined us at the table. Soon we were all laughing. It was a good dinner, and we treasured these moments. While I wondered what had happened with Collin at lunch, it wasn’t as important as family time.

	The girls cleared the table, and did the dishes before disappearing into their rooms. We walked into our bedroom, and I noticed she had clothes laid out on the bed. They were the kind of clothes she wore when she went out to a club.

	“What’s up?”

	“Collin has a late meeting with a potential client who flew in this afternoon. He’s asked me to join him. This came together at the last minute, so he didn’t have a chance to give us any warning. The guy is leaving tomorrow morning, and he flew in specifically to meet with Collin.”

	“Okay.” I was surprised, and at a loss for a better response. “Wow.”

	“I’m going to stay the night with him. The moving company hasn’t gotten everything into his house yet, so we’ll be at the hotel. I’ll see you at work tomorrow.”

	“Is this going to become normal? Where you come home for a few hours, and then leave again?”

	“No. I told you this was a surprise meeting.”

	Her voice was curt, a little cold, and she walked into the closet. I started to follow her, but she closed the door.

	“You know the rules; I’m changing in here,” she said through the door. “I’ll text you the location of the meeting. And I’ll try and call you. Okay?”

	I let out a heavy sigh. “All right.”

	 


Chapter Nine

	 

	A few minutes later, she stepped out of the closet looking absolutely fabulous. The dress draped loosely down her front, exposing her gorgeous cleavage, but circled tight around her hips and ass. It was a short dress that accentuated her legs. Even the click of her high heels on the tile sounded sexy. A quick glance at her ass revealed absolutely no hint of panty lines. She leaned over our bathroom counter to touch up her makeup, and her ass stuck out invitingly.

	My feet moved me forward, totally beyond my control, and my hand extended. I wanted a chance to run my hands over her dress.

	I got close.

	“Ah…ah…ah!” She straightened, held up a finger, and used her reflection in the mirror to look at me. “Don’t even try it, mister.”

	“Awww, you look so damn sexy. I just wanted to give you a hug.”

	“Bullshit!” She turned and pointed a finger at me with a smile. “You were going to start fondling me, and you know Collin wouldn’t allow it. I may not be naked or in my underwear, but you still can’t touch me. I also don’t want to wrinkle this dress. I’m pretty sure my boyfriend doesn’t want you touching me sexually, either.” Her voice was light and teasing, but her eyes blazed with seriousness.

	“I’m dying over here. You are so freakin’ sexy, and I’m hard as a rock.” I smiled lecherously at her. “Please?”

	She looked me up and down slowly, hesitating at my crotch, and smiling at my obvious erection. I felt like I was being inspected, and falling well short of her expectations. She seemed to make a decision, because she smiled at me and stepped back into the closet. She returned with a little gift bag, and held it out to me.

	“Collin and I thought this might come in handy for you.”

	“What is it?”

	“Just open it, and I’ll explain.”

	I took the bag. Inside was a long cylinder, and a small container of lubricant. “What is this?”

	“It’s a Fleshlight, silly. An imitation pussy.” She poked it with her finger. “See, you stick your little…your cock inside, and that way you can have a quickie while I’m with Collin.” She giggled before continuing, “Don’t forget to use lubricant. The sales lady told me it’s tight, so it should feel pretty good.”

	My voice was flat when I responded, “An imitation pussy.”

	She pointed at it. “It’s also clear, so you can see your cock go in and out when you’re fucking it. I’m sure it will be better than your hand!”

	Humiliation, embarrassment, and anger welled up inside me as I turned the damned plastic pussy over in my hands. The way Nicole was treating me turned me on and pissed me off at the same time. Lust won out, though, as it usually did, and I put the Fleshlight on the bathroom counter.

	“So we’re not having sex anymore? Is that it?”

	“We’re still going to have sex. I promise.” She put a hand on my shoulder. “It’s just that Collin wants you to ask permission to have sex with me.”

	I shook my head in disbelief. “What?”

	“Baby…” She took a breath. “It’s okay. He said he wouldn’t deny you sex. He just wants to clearly define our roles, and this is his way of asserting his leadership. He also wants to make sure I’m fresh for him when he wants me.” She paused, and shrugged. “Like tonight.”

	Her voice was light and teasing, but it was also pleading. This was important to her, and it obviously excited her, too. Truthfully, it excited both of us, but I couldn’t help feeling I was losing ground, bit by bit, as this relationship progressed. I’d decided to trust Nicole and Collin, though, and I had to admit the ride had been fun. He had been pretty damned cool so far.

	I glanced at the Fleshlight, shrugged my shoulders, and pushed it into the nightstand. It was no coincidence that the nightstand was on my side of the bed.

	“Fine.”

	I walked my wife to the door, where she leaned forward and gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek. She was overdoing the ‘deny the cuckold’ thing, but it was exciting nonetheless. She looked beautiful, sexy, and she could easily pass for being in her late twenties. No wonder he was so possessive of her, and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d seen her this happy.

	Nicole stepped out into the night, slid into her car, and drove away. I closed and locked the door, and stood in the darkness. My emotions were a confusing jumble, but I wasn’t unhappy.

	I checked on the girls. Fortunately, they hadn’t noticed their mom’s departure. They were buried in their respective electronic devices, and I received a nod from both of them.

	It was a weird juxtaposition for me to see my spouse so happy, and yet know that another man’s cock and presence was the source of her happiness. She was still my wife, still the mother of my children, but I shared her with another man. While I’d been hesitant at first, I’d grown to love our lifestyle, and I wanted it to continue.

	Like I said…weird.

	Once again, my eyes were on the television, and it was a pretty good action flick, but I wasn’t really watching it. Another movie was playing in my brain. An erotic movie where this beautiful, wanton slut leaves her husband to meet her boyfriend, and they run away with each other. Visions of my wife laughing and enjoying dinner with Collin and his potential client rushed across my mental screen. I knew his client would be captivated by my wife. She captivated every guy she met.

	Fast forward a few frames, and now they were at a night club, and she offered to dance with his client. She’d pull him onto the dance floor, and proceed to grind up against him. Of course, his client was a hugely-muscled black man, a running back or a lineman with monstrously large arms. Nicole looked tiny next to his bulging muscles.

	Skipping ahead a few frames, I saw Collin shaking hands with his new client, followed by Nicole leaning up to kiss his cheek. A successful business meeting, with Collin once again triumphant, and my wife kissing him passionately to congratulate him. My cuckold mind saw him carry her out of the club.

	The next scene was a short one. Collin driving out of the parking lot, with no sign of Nicole, because she had her head in his lap, and his cock buried in her throat.

	My body reacted with predictable enthusiasm as the erotic scenes flashed through my brain.

	The final scene contained the least amount of action, but it felt the most exciting. I saw the Range Rover pulling up to the hotel, and the doorman rushing to open Collin’s door. He slowly walked around the SUV, opened Nicole’s door, and she slid out of the vehicle with a sultry smile just for him. I envisioned myself as a bystander, seeing a beautiful glimpse of her wet pussy as she slid out of the Range Rover.

	My cock was unbelievably hard, my heart raced, and I realized I was panting heavily as I watched the cuckold movie in my head. I staggered out of bed, locked the bedroom door, and then hurried over to get the Fleshlight and lube. I lay back down, my heart racing, and lubed up my cock. I also squirted some lube in the Fleshlight. Without pausing to reconsider, I positioned the imitation pussy lips against the tip of my cock, and pulled it down hard. The synthetic lips gave little resistance, and spread deliciously over my shaft. I shivered and trembled under the intense pleasure of the silicone pussy. It was tight, warm against my flesh, and I briefly wondered if this was how Nicole’s pussy felt to Collin.

	Slowly I drew the Fleshlight up, leaving only the head of my cock inside, and then I shoved it down hard, savoring the intense pleasure of the synthetic flesh. My eyes closed. I saw him pounding her in that hotel room, bending her over the bathroom counter, and taking her pussy roughly. The sounds of sex echoed in my imagination. Her moans were crystal-clear. They rang out in my brain. I loved to hear her moaning and begging him to fuck her. Their voices, courtesy of my imagination, were hot and kinky.

	“Fuck me! Fuck me!”

	He responded with a guttural growl, and thrust inside her savagely. His large hands clamped her hips in a vice, and he buried every inch of his cock inside her.

	“My pussy! Isn’t it, slut?”

	“Yes. Oh yes, baby, it’s your pussy!”

	“Fuckin’ right!” He slapped her ass, once, twice, and finally a third time. I saw him grab a handful of her hair, jerk her head back, and pause his assault to give her a command. “Better remember that, bitch. Don’t be flirting with my clients unless I tell you, and don’t be fucking your husband without my permission. Understand?”

	“Yes, baby!” She frantically nodded, and then pushed her ass back further. “Please. Don’t stop fucking me.”

	A hard, satisfied laugh burst from him. “Good. You want my cock, slut?”

	“Yes. Yes!”

	“You want me to cum in you?”

	“Yes. I love feeling you cum inside me.”

	“You want my baby, don’t you?” She moaned loudly, almost screaming in pleasure as he jerked her head back again. “Bitch, answer me. You want my baby, don’t you?”

	“Yes.” Her response was barely a whisper.

	“What? I can’t hear you, slut. Say it out loud! Fuckin’ own it, bitch.”

	“Yes. Damn it! Yes! I want your baby!”

	She trembled under his grip, a powerful orgasm racking her body while he continued to relentlessly pound her. A long, loud moan escaped her as the orgasm took over her body, and her face twisted with exquisite pleasure. She gasped for breath, leaning heavily on the bathroom counter so she wouldn’t fall over.

	He pulled out of her. He pushed her down on her knees, stroking his cock powerfully, and a sadistic grin pulled his lips apart. She looked up at him with an adoring smile, and ran her hands over his hips and ass. She knew what he wanted. She knew how to please him, and she obviously loved it.

	A low groan filled the air.

	He pointed his cock at her face, and let go with a powerful blast of creamy white cum. Fortunately, she had her mouth in the right spot, and his cum jetted inside her open lips, filling her mouth with potent, creamy semen. The next few blasts were less accurate, and her face got coated. The sensation forced a low whimper from her, and her tongue slid over her lips. Her fingers wiped her face, and deposited his seed in her mouth. She swallowed it with a greedy smile before she finished by tenderly wiping his cock all over her face, and licked the remaining drops of cum off the tip of his cock.

	My cock convulsed inside the Fleshlight, and my own orgasm exploded inside the plastic device. Pleasure overwhelmed me as my orgasm, sharp and sweet, sent shivers and trembles throughout my body. Seconds turned into minutes, and several minutes passed before I was able to move again. The exquisite release of an orgasm and the vivid video relaxed my body better than any massage. The cuckold movie theater in my head produced the best porn I’d ever seen.

	It was almost better than actual sex...almost.

	 


Chapter Ten

	 

	I staggered into the bathroom, cleaned the Fleshlight, and stowed it in my nightstand. I was dimly aware that I hadn’t gotten a call or text from Nicole. That bothered me, but I was too tired to deal with those emotions. Sleep, delicious sleep, claimed my body, and I slipped into darkness.

	The next morning found me running later than usual. I wanted to make sure the girls were set before I left. Of course, I got eye-rolls from both of them, and they pulled the covers over their heads. I knew they wanted to enjoy the last few days they could sleep late before school started. As I stepped into the garage, my mind was preoccupied with Nicole. I checked my phone, and I hadn’t received either a text or a phone call. Worry crept slowly, inexorably, into my mind, and I couldn’t help thinking this was the start of broken promises and missed commitments again.

	Fuck it. I’m taking the Mustang.

	It always made me feel better, and I let the engine rev during my commute. The high performance 429-crate engine really let my puppy scream, and when I let it off the leash, I got to work in record time.

	As luck would have it, I met Sheila on the way into the building. She was looking as gorgeous as ever.

	“Hey, Sheila.”

	“Nick. I love your car. Is that a Boss or a Shelby Mustang?”

	I stopped, and appraised her like I was seeing her for the first time. Her eyes twinkled with humor. Any girl that knew classic muscle cars was ‘good people’ as far as I was concerned.

	“No. I wish. It’s just your run-of-the-mill Mach One. I had it restored, put a new engine in it, and it’s really fun to drive.”

	“I’ll bet.”

	“You like classic cars?”

	“Oh, yeah. My dad was a big classic car nut, and he was always restoring a project.” She laughed, and used her fingers to make quotations around the word project. “I think he did it to get away from my mom, but he let me help sometimes, and we bonded over spark plugs and 10W-30 motor oil.”

	“He sounds like a great guy.”

	“He was. I miss him.” She paused. “Some of my best memories are when we were covered in oil, and Mom was upset, because it was so hard to get out of my clothes.”

	We walked into the building, checked through security, and continued down the hall. “I take it your dad has passed away?”

	“Yes. It was just before I was hired here.” She looked down, and we walked in silence until she continued, “It was a car accident.”

	“I’m sorry. I know what it’s like to lose a loved one.”

	“Thanks.”

	An awkward silence walked between us. I wasn’t sure what to say next. It’s always difficult, and extremely personal, when someone discusses the death of a loved one. I figured my silence was probably what she preferred over cliché platitudes. And then a sudden inspiration hit me.

	“Hey. What are you doing for lunch?”

	“I was going to eat at my desk, why?”

	“I was thinking we could have lunch, and you could drive the Mustang to the restaurant and back.” I glanced over at her. “You up for it?”

	“Sure.” She laughed and nodded. “That sounds great.”

	“Awesome. Let’s get a few other people, and we can make it a group lunch.”

	I was probably imagining it, but I thought I saw disappointment flicker over her face. It was the right decision, though, because the last thing either of us needed was folks thinking we were having an inappropriate relationship. Nothing killed team dynamics or careers quicker than ugly perceptions about how some people were treated.

	The morning went quickly, and I was able to get a few interviews done with the other managers. Sheila was the first interview, and she rocked it. I made it a point to be tougher on her than the other managers. She needed to earn the position—not just in my eyes, but the other managers, too.

	We had one last other interview scheduled for tomorrow with someone from a different department. I suspected a little nepotism at work, because the last name of the person interviewing tomorrow was the same as another senior manager in our company.

	Corporate life…ain’t it grand?

	 


Chapter Eleven

	 

	Nicole stopped by right before lunch, and a huge wave of relief washed over me. She stepped into my office, and gave me a dazzling smile before following it up with a kiss. I had a table and chairs on one side of the office, and we sat down.

	“Hey, I thought I was going to get a call or a text last night.”

	“I know. I’m sorry. I left my phone at the hotel, and didn’t realize it until later in the evening. I was actually a little frantic, thinking I’d lost it.”

	“Ahh. I see.”

	Actually, I didn’t, but it wasn’t worth fighting over unless the losing-her-phone excuse became a trend.

	“When we got back from dinner, it was late, and I figured you were in bed already.”

	“I understand, but will you text me next time? I’d rather get a text and lose a little sleep than not get a text, and lose a lot of sleep. Know what I mean?”

	“Yes. I’m sorry.”

	I dismissed her apology with a wave. “Dinner go good last night?”

	She smiled at me. “It went great. Collin’s new client is some sort of receiver. He’s right in the middle of his career, and starting to worry about having enough money when he finally calls it quits.” She chuckled and shook her head. “The guy’s last contract was for fifteen million dollars, and he’s worried about having enough money. It’s crazy to listen to some of these conversations, but I guess it’s normal for professional athletes.”

	“Wow. It sounds kind of interesting.”

	“Parts of it are interesting. Although it gets boring sometimes, because I’m just a pretty face to some of his clients.” She paused. “It’s more fun when the clients bring their wives or girlfriends; then I can talk to someone.”

	We talked for a few minutes, and I filled her in on the girls.

	A soft knock interrupted our conversation, and we both turned to see Sheila at the door. A plastic smile curved her lips. “Hi, Nicole. How are you?”

	“I’m good, thanks for asking. How are you?”

	“Great! Thanks.” She walked further into the office, and motioned towards me. “Mr. Nick here said I could drive his Mustang to the restaurant for lunch.”

	Nicole’s smile froze on her face, and she glanced at me. Yep, it was one of those we’re-going-to-talk-later glances, and I filled the ensuing silence.

	“Yeah,” I said, and worked to make my voice calm. “We’re having a group lunch today, and Sheila is a classic car fan, so I thought she’d like to drive the Mustang.” I met my wife’s eyes. “I was feeling a little low this morning, and the Mustang always picks me up.”

	Two could play at this game, and it wasn’t like I was taking Sheila to a hotel to fuck.

	Nicole’s response was short, curt. “Sounds fun.”

	Sheila picked up on the tension. “Whenever you’re ready. It was good to see you again, Nicole.”

	“You, too. Take care.”

	I was almost positive I heard the sound of two cats fighting! Nicole’s reaction surprised me, because there was nothing between Sheila and me. There never had been. We’d worked together for years now, and she’d never indicated an ounce of jealousy towards Sheila.

	Women!

	Nicole stood up. “You don’t have to leave right now,” I blurted. “We have a few more minutes.”

	“No, honey. I don’t want to keep you from your lunch.” She emphasized the word lunch and drew it out a bit.

	“Nicole, stop. It really is just lunch, and she mentioned that her dad, who passed away, was a big classic car guy. She seemed depressed, so I thought I’d let her drive the Mustang. I also insisted we go to lunch as a group.”

	“Okay.” I got a funny look from my wife that I didn’t know how to interpret. “Fine.”

	She left without another word. Her reaction left me feeling confused and defensive, because it seemed completely out of line.

	Which one of us is fucking someone outside our marriage?

	 

	Sheila and I walked to the Mustang, and I tossed her my keys. She caught them with a big smile. We slid into the car, and she let out a satisfied groan. “This is nice! You really went all out on the restoration.”

	“Yeah. Nicole wasn’t too happy, but I couldn’t resist. This is my vice.”

	She winked at me. “It’s not much of a vice.”

	The car drove great, no surprise there, and she worked the stick shift with practiced ease. I couldn’t help wondering if she handled all sticks with the same skill.

	It’s just lunch, Nick. Get your mind out of the gutter.

	The restaurant was crowded, and I worried about finding a table big enough for our group. We were waiting near the front for a waitress. “I don’t think we’re going to get a table big enough for all of us,” I commented.

	“Oh, sorry,” she said. “I meant to tell you everyone else had plans for lunch. It’s just you and me today.”

	I started to panic. This was a popular place with folks at work, and people would definitely see us sitting together. There were two reasons why that was really bad. First, Nicole would hear about it, and she’d think I’d lied to her about lunch being a group thing. Second, it could appear Sheila already had the job, or that I had a special relationship with her, and that would definitely get back to Human Resources.

	I pulled Sheila back outside. “We can’t eat here.”

	“What? Why?”

	I had a hard time believing she was this naïve. “It could appear inappropriate, especially since you’re interviewing for a leadership position that reports directly to me.”

	She rolled her eyes. “Relax. It’s just lunch. What could people infer from us having lunch together?”

	“A lot, and none of it good.”

	“Okay.” Sheila raised her hands, and relented. “Fine.”

	“Now, let’s order lunch to go, and we’ll order something for the whole team. We’ll take it back, and you and I will eat separately.” I paused. “I’m sorry, but eating together is a bad idea. If you get the job, I’ll personally take you out to celebrate, but for right now, it’s not a good idea.”

	“I’m going to hold you to that, mister.” She pointed a finger at me. “You’re taking me out if I get hired.”

	“Deal.” I held out my hand, and she shook it with a laugh.

	We went back in, and ordered a bunch of food to go. I also ordered snacks for Nicole’s section, because I wanted to stop by and see if she was still pissed. For once, I was proven right. We did see several folks from work, including one of the managers who had interviewed Sheila. I made it a point to explain that we were getting food for the team and for Nicole’s section. It’s a sad fact of life, but perception is reality, even if it isn’t related to the truth.

	When we got back to lunch, I let her pass out the food while I disappeared into my office. Suddenly I started to worry about my relationship with Sheila. Relationships that appeared inappropriate had ended several careers at this conservative company, and I damned sure didn’t intend to add my career to that graveyard. If she got hired, we’d have to have ‘the talk,’ and I made a mental note to stop by Human Resources for guidance.

	Midway through the afternoon, I carried the snacks I’d bought over to Nicole’s section, and gave them to her supervisor. Food always has a way of building goodwill, and I was hoping for some goodwill this afternoon from my wife.

	I asked her to take a short walk.

	 


Chapter Twelve

	 

	“Honey, I’m sorry,” she started. “I guess I feel a little threatened by Sheila.”

	“Why now? I’ve worked with her for a couple of years.”

	“I’ve always felt threatened by her, but now you’ve been promoted, and that changes people’s perceptions about you, especially women. Now you’re a good-looking guy who is a great provider, and on his way up in the company. A lot of women would be willing to take a chance that you’d stray, and they’d be more than happy to snap you up.” She stopped, and rested her hand on my chest. Her eyes met mine, and a strange expression appeared on her face. “I think Sheila is one of those women. She’s young, ambitious, and she’s always had a crush on you.”

	This was news to me, and I couldn’t help laughing. “What?”

	“Honey, everyone but you can see it, and I just want you to be careful. That’s all. It wasn’t an issue before, but it could be in the future.”

	“Okay,” I agreed. “You’re right. I didn’t see it, but it doesn’t matter, because I’m not interested. I honestly was trying to be nice to her, because of her father.”

	“Did you know that the rest of your team was busy for lunch before you left?”

	“No. Not until we got to the restaurant. I thought everyone was taking different cars, which is what we’ve done in the past.”

	“A little interesting, don’t you think? She waited until you two were alone to tell you about the team?”

	“I get your point. Okay, I need to be more careful around Sheila. I get it.”

	“Yep.” She hugged me a little while we walked. “You’re quite the catch now, mister.”

	“Well, I’m not in Collin’s league, that’s for sure.”

	That comment earned me a light punch on the arm, and she pulled me to a stop again. She looked at me for a long time, searching my eyes, before she responded, “Yes. You are.”

	The Mustang got me home in record time. I started dinner, and decanted a bottle of wine. Nicole came home, and I could tell she was feeling the last twenty-four hours. I handed her a glass of wine. She sipped it as she walked into our bedroom, and I got the girls squared away.

	I stepped into my home office, and focused my thoughts. My heart pounded in my chest.

	I tried unsuccessfully to keep my breathing steady, because I wanted to make a phone call, and I knew it was going to be difficult. I kept glancing at my cell phone, checking the battery, and wiping the sweat off my forehead.

	Finally, I decided to man-up.

	“Hey, Nick. How’s it going?”

	“Good. Congratulations on your new client. Nicole told me you signed him last night.”

	“Yeah, it was great, and Nicole really helped me.”

	“She did?”

	She hadn’t mentioned that piece of information, and I heard him chuckle. “Oh yeah, she helped a ton. Why don’t you ask her about it?”

	“Uh. Okay. I will.”

	“So what do you need?”

	“Ummm. Well. I, uh…” I swallowed a few times. “I want to have sex with Nicole.”

	“Ah. I see.” His voice changed immediately, it became harder and deeper. “Well, cuck, I’m not sure I like the way you asked. If you can’t do better than that, I don’t think you want to fuck your wife bad enough.”

	I was quietly panting as my heart raced inside my chest. “I don’t understand. How should I ask?”

	“You need to be more respectful. Understand? Or do you need a few weeks in the chastity belt to help remind you?”

	The wall kept me in a standing position, barely, and I closed my eyes. I focused on controlling my breathing, and tried to take control of my emotions. A part of me was angry I had to have this conversation, but it was heavily outweighed by the feelings of anxiety, lust, and submission his voice evoked within me.

	“I apologize. Collin, may I please have sex with Nicole tonight?”

	“Almost there, cuck. When you ask me this question, or when we deal with something similar in our relationship, you will address me as ‘sir.’ Is that understood?”

	“Yes. I mean, yes, sir.”

	“Good. Now ask again.”

	“Sir, may I please have sex with my wife tonight?”

	“Very good. Put your wife on the phone.”

	“Ye… Yes, sir.”

	Nicole was in our bedroom closet, with the door closed, and I knocked softly.

	“What is it, Nick? I’m changing in here.

	“Collin’s on the phone. He wants to talk to you.”

	“Okay. Hang on, then.”

	She opened the door wearing her robe, tightly belted, and she took the phone from me. “Hey, handsome. What’s up?”

	She smiled at me, closed the door, and I heard her laughing on the other side. I leaned closer to the door and listened. It was odd listening to a one-sided conversation, especially when I couldn’t even see the speaker.

	“Yes. Of course I’m looking forward to this weekend. You’ll have me all too yourself for two whole days. What are you going to do with me?

	“It’s a surprise, is it?  Well, then I guess I’ll wait to be surprised.

	“He did? Wow, you were right!” She giggled. “You weren’t mean to him, were you?

	“Good. You know I worry about hurting him.

	“I know. I remember what we discussed, but…”

	“Okay. Yes, I do trust you.

	“Do I want to? Of course, baby. He’s my husband.”

	Nicole’s laughter made my body tremble.

	“You are so bad…what? No. I’m not going to do that to him.

	“Baby…no. That’s mean.”

	More laughter.

	My heart raced in my chest, and sweat broke out over my body. I had no idea who would emerge from the closet. My wife? Collin’s submissive?

	Would we even have sex?

	 


Chapter Thirteen

	 

	When she spoke again, her voice dropped to a whisper, and I couldn’t hear anymore. I waited a few more seconds, but gave up and went back to our bedroom. I flicked on the television, and tried to focus on the movie. She joined me a few minutes later. She looked extremely sexy wearing very short shorts and a tank top. Her nipples almost poked through the fabric, and I couldn’t help staring at her tits, because they were simply amazing. She lay on the bed next to me, snuggled closer, and rubbed her body against mine. An excited smile lit up her face.

	“Baby, you are so beautiful and sexy.”

	“Thank you.” She ran her hand over my chest. “Collin said you want to fuck me. Is that right?”

	My throat felt like it had just been coated with sandpaper. I swallowed a few times before summoned enough moisture to respond. “Yes. I miss you. I wanted us to be together before your weekend away with him.”

	“You’re so sweet.” She ran her hands down my stomach and over my cock. My obvious erection widened her smile. “Oooooh, someone does want me.”

	She rolled on top of me and kissed me deeply, passionately, while rubbing her body over mine. Her hair draped over our heads, creating a beautiful brown canopy, and the scent of strawberries mixed lightly with vanilla filled my nose. The combination of scents from her shampoo and skin conditioner smelled delicious. My hands roamed freely over her body, enjoying every one of her curves and the warm feel of her skin.

	We continued kissing for several minutes, and I enjoyed every second of it, but finally she rolled off me, and pulled off her tank top. Her lips spread into a seductive smile, and she lay back on the mattress. Her arms lifted until they rested above her head. My eyes were glued to her breasts. They swayed invitingly, and I moved closer. My fingertips traced circles around her nipples before I cupped and caressed her full breasts.

	Her nipples hardened under my touch, and I let my fingers brush them softly before taking one in my mouth. My tongue swirled around the firm, puckered flesh, and her soft, satisfied moan echoed in my ear. Her hand rested on the back of my head, holding it firmly against her breast. I flicked my tongue back and forth over her nipple until her body tensed, and she gripped a fistful of my hair. Her breasts were sensitive, her nipples doubly so, and I used that knowledge to my advantage. My cock was hard enough to cut diamonds as she arched her back, and I heard another urgent moan leave her lips.

	“I thought you wanted to fuck me?” Her voice was low, lusty, and filled with urgent need.

	That was all the encouragement I needed, and I rolled off the bed, shed my clothes, and whipped the blankets back. She went through the same motions on her side of the bed, and we slid quickly under the sheets. Our bodies came together, our skin hot with desire, and our lips met in another passionate kiss. She’d obviously had enough foreplay, because after only a few seconds of kissing, she pulled me on top of her, and positioned my cock against the entrance to her pussy.

	Her eyes blazed up at me, brimming with lust, and her hips pushed against my cock. Briefly I considered teasing her like Collin had, but my own need made that impossible. I lowered myself on top of her, and slid deliciously inside her pussy. My own groan of lust, need, and happiness mixed with hers.

	“God, you feel good, baby,” she breathed. “Please fuck me.”

	My cock sliced in and out of her with little resistance, and while she was very wet, I knew Collin had stretched her pussy. I didn’t care. I’d missed her too much. A distant part of me, my cuckold lizard brain, was excited by the idea of Collin stretching her.

	Our eyes met, and I could tell she knew what I was thinking. My wife understood my cuckold side.

	Her eyes narrowed, and she bucked her hips against me. “You like my pussy?”

	“Yes,” I groaned.

	“Good. Enjoy it while you can. Collin may not give you permission in the future!”

	An electric jolt shot through my body. I jerked uncontrollably on top of her, my rhythm broken, and my orgasm approached with freight-train momentum.

	The smile on her face grew wider. “Not that it matters really. I can barely feel your little cock.”

	I groaned again, louder this time, and thrust hard inside her.

	“Is it even inside me?” She patted my head. “That’s okay, baby, go ahead and finish.”

	She turned her head to the side, and mimicked a yawn before glancing back up at me with an evil smile. Her behavior was humiliating. It was erotic. It was frustrating, exciting, and I loved it. I did my best to pound her pussy, grinding my hips against her, and desperately hoping she’d moan like she did with Collin.

	She mimicked another yawn.

	My cock was slick with her juices, and it slid in and out with almost no friction. It still felt great to me, but I knew she wasn’t getting anything out of it. She ran her fingernails over my chest, scratching me slightly, and the pain felt exquisite.

	“C’mon, cucky-boy. Use that little cock to fuck your wife.” She giggled softly, and patted my chest. “I’m going to lock you up after we’re done.” She pulled my head down, and whispered in my ear. “I’m locking you up, and giving Collin the keys!”

	I couldn’t speak. My brain had passed beyond the ability for rational thought, let alone words, and a loud groan burst from me.

	“That’s right, little cuck.” Her hot breath caressed my ear. “Your little cock needs to be locked up. It’s so small anyway, and I don’t want you getting any ideas about Sheila.”

	Another jolt of electricity ran through my body. “I won’t…”

	“Your cock belongs to me!”

	A wicked laugh…not a giggle, but an evil, wicked, nasty laugh…echoed in my ear. She pulled me even closer, her lips lightly touching my ear, and her voice lowered even further as she teased me to orgasm.

	“I’m going to cover your little cock in panties, too.” She blew hot breath against my ear. “Panties will look good on you.”

	Panties?



	
Chapter Fourteen

	 

	Unable to hold back any longer, I thrust savagely and held myself inside her, enjoying the pleasure of shooting inside my wife. I couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe, and I remained motionless until I grew lightheaded.

	Finally, I collapsed on top of her, a quivering mass of satisfied flesh. My cock slipped out, but I couldn’t make myself move, and I lay on top of Nicole. Her hands rubbed my back, her lips kissed my face over and over, and she whispered sweet, soft music into my ear.

	Eventually I recovered enough to roll off her. I stumbled into the closet, grabbed towels for both of us, and when I came back in the room, I noticed my wife staring intently at the ceiling. There was no indication she’d climaxed during our sex. No sweat on her brow, no heavy, satisfied breathing, and not even a touch of afterglow.

	“Baby, can I do anything for you?”

	“No. It’s okay. I’m fine.”

	“Are you sure? I know you probably didn’t get much out of our sex tonight.”

	“That’s not true. I don’t need an orgasm to feel close to you, reconnect with you.”

	“I know, baby, but…”

	“But nothing, honey. I love you. I love having sex with you, whether I climax or not.”

	She turned on her side, and snuggled her back up against me. Spooning was her favorite position, and I held her close, enjoying the warmth of her naked skin and the scent of her body.

	When she spoke, her voice was soft, concerned, and she rubbed my thigh. “You know I was just playing with you tonight, right?”

	“Yeah.”

	“It turned you on, though, didn’t it?”

	Silence hung between us as I considered my response. Once again, I felt like I was sliding down a slippery slope.

	“Please tell me what you’re thinking,” she whispered. “I love you, honey. Nothing you say will change that.”

	I heaved a gusty sigh, and rolled onto my back. My wrist rested on my forehead, and I finally gave in and uttered the simple truth. “Okay, yes. It excited me. All of it.”

	She rolled to face me, rested her hand on my chest, and stared deeply into my eyes. Her lips parted in a soft, gentle smile. “Thank you for being honest.”

	I shrugged my shoulders, and closed my eyes. She shook my body gently, and I dropped my arm and looked over at her.

	“Honey, nothing we do, together or with Collin, will change the way I feel about you. You will always be my husband, the father of my children, and the man who holds my heart.” Tears formed in her eyes, and she hugged me tight, resting her head against my chest.

	“Thank you,” I replied seriously. “I need to hear that from time to time.”

	She nodded, looked up at me with a little smile, and I brushed a tear away.

	“So, are you going to lock me up?”

	She giggled, and a hint of naughtiness came back into her eyes. “If you go to lunch alone with Sheila again, I will. You better believe it, cuck.”

	We both laughed, and she hugged me again. Our bodies lay together, and our hearts reconnected. It was quiet, necessary time, and our relationship needed it.

	“Nick…” She hesitated. “Are you sure you’re okay with the teasing?”

	“Yes.” I coughed to cover my mixed emotions. “I’m embarrassed to admit it, but it does excite me. I can’t explain why, but it just creates this erotic mixture of lust and frustration within me.”

	“Don’t be embarrassed. Everyone has quirks and fantasies.” She smiled at me, and shrugged. “Some people just like a little slap with their tickle, that’s all.”

	“I guess you’re right.”

	“Honey, I’d rather explore our fantasies together than live a life of what-if’s and should-have’s. Know what I mean?”

	“Yeah,” I said slowly. “And I agree.”

	“How about Collin? Are you fine with how he spoke to you? And having to ask for permission?”

	“Honestly, I’m not sure. I’m fine with you teasing me, but it’s different with him. I’m not sure how I feel about it.”

	“I’ll ask him to stop, if you want.”

	“No. I’ll speak to him directly if I need him to stop. We talked about it already.” I squeezed her hand. “Besides, the way he acts towards me now excites me, too.”

	“It does?”

	“Yeah. It’s like he’s reinforcing my role or something, and that’s exciting.” I paused meaningfully. “But like I said, I’m just not sure of my limits, and that makes me uncomfortable, too.”

	“Gotcha.”

	I raised up on an elbow. “Why don’t we continue as we’ve been doing, and I’ll tell you when it’s too much for me?”

	“Really?” She cocked her head, and her eyes narrowed skeptically. “Are you sure?”

	“Yes. It’s the only way we’re going to know our limits, and I don’t want the two of you constantly worrying about me. I’ll let you know when I’ve had too much, or if we’ve gone too far.”

	“Wow.” She kissed me. “You’re the best!”

	“Thanks, baby. But listen, when I do ask you to stop, I really need you to listen. Please?”

	She nodded emphatically. “Absolutely! I’ll speak to Collin, too.”

	“Thank you.”

	“You’re welcome.” She gave me a lusty smile, pushed the blankets down past her knees, and spread her legs.

	“Now clean my pussy, cuck!”

	I laughed, and dived between her legs.

	 


Chapter Fifteen

	 

	Friday finally arrived. The start of the weekend.

	It was also a test of our relationship. Tension and excitement sang through my body throughout the day. Nicole was spending the weekend with Collin. I couldn’t stop that thought from circling my brain like a vulture over a dying corpse. Another boundary crossed. My emotions see-sawed from worries about my marriage to the sweet cuckold angst I’d grown to love. Time flew, and then it slowed to a crawl, only to start flying a few minutes later. My emotions were frayed by the time my day ended.

	One activity that had distracted me from my wife’s plans for the weekend was Sheila’s hiring. There were several interviews, all tough, but when the process finally ended, the decision was unanimous. Sheila had earned her promotion. The team was taking her out to celebrate, and I planned to stop by after I dropped off Nicole. I’d buy a round of drinks, congratulate her, and then look for the exit. I wasn’t going to stay, but I wanted to make an appearance. It was probably old-fashioned, but I didn’t want to make a habit of having drinks with my team.

	The sun was setting when my wife and I pulled up to the curb. I shut off the engine, and leaned my forearms on the steering wheel.

	“Wow. What a nice place.”

	I scanned the grounds. Collin’s large and beautiful home was set back from the street. The Spanish-style architecture fit perfectly among old, beautiful oak trees. The meticulously manicured grounds completed the picture. A brick path, softly lit by small lights, wound through the majestic oak trees before finally ending at a courtyard gate.

	Collin waited at the gate. He smiled and waved, but didn’t move towards us.

	My wife waved back to him, checked her makeup one last time, and turned towards me. “He just closed on it last week. He said he liked the overall style and floor plan, but it was the large lot and privacy that really sold him. He has a total of five acres, although a good portion is actually behind the house.”

	“I am officially impressed,” I muttered. I took a quick breath, offered my wife a shaky smile, and motioned vaguely. “You look amazing, honey. Have fun. Call me when you need me to pick you up.”

	“Thanks, babe. I’ll do my best to check in with you this weekend.” She slid out of our convertible, turned back, and met my eyes as she closed the door. “I’m not sure what he has planned, but he mentioned we’ll have a full weekend. He also asked me to dress sexy, so I think we’re going out later.”

	Her eagerness to leave and start her weekend with Collin was obvious. It was an effort, but I kept an easy smile on my face.

	“You definitely look sexy. Damned sexy. Are you sure you don’t want me to bring you some clothes? You didn’t bring anything with you.”

	I was secretly hoping I would get to see her this weekend, even if it was just to drop off some clothes.

	“No. Thank you.” She shook her head. “He said everything is taken care of, and he’s taking me shopping. I’ll be fine, honey.”

	She smiled at me one last time, her eyes bright with excitement, before she spun and started up the path.

	Dressed to impress, she wore a lacy top that clung to her breasts, and displayed her ample cleavage. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so her nipples were clearly visible under the thin fabric. Her tight fitting skirt flared towards the bottom, and ended an inch or two below her ass. The skirt swayed as she moved away from the car.

	She walked slowly, each step placed carefully to show off her legs and the curves of her body. She wanted her boyfriend to have a good, long look at the woman who’d be spending the weekend with him.

	His smile grew larger, almost carnivorous, as he enjoyed the view.

	I watched her until she stepped in to his arms. They kissed intimately before he put his arm around her and steered her through the gate. I started the engine, sucked in a deep, cleansing breath, and pulled away from the sidewalk.

	“Holy shit, what have we started?”

	Silence mocked me for asking a stupid question, so I decided to ask another.

	
“Where will it end?”

	 


Coming Soon:

	 

	
Cuckold's Cliff

	 

	Nick, Nicole and Collin are sailing. They’ve overcome the struggles of a new relationship, and everyone has accepted their respective roles. Nick is a comfortable, almost eager, cuckold husband. Nicole is the hottest of hotwives, and she relishes teasing her husband and her dominant boyfriend. Colin is the epitome of class, style, and dominance, and radiates confidence.

	Everything is great until Collin unexpectedly takes Nicole out of town for the weekend, leaving Nick confused, scared, and angry. When Nicole is unwilling to tell him where they are, his worries multiply exponentially.

	Nick’s professional life is also chaotic. A beautiful, strong-willed subordinate is determined to get him naked. His loyalties are split between helping her career and keeping his marriage together.

	Finally his errant hotwife returns, but a shocking revelation causes him to reconsider his wife, his marriage, and their entire relationship with Collin.

	 

	
Cuckold's Canyon

	 

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

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

	 

	
Cuckold's Chasm

	 

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

	An exciting, erotic, and wild ride comes to an end. Nick, Nicole, Collin and Cynthia were brought together by raw attraction and carnal sex. Now they must decide whether to stay together, or choose separate paths.
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