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            PREFACE

          

        

      

    

    
      This book has been living inside me for years.

      Not as words on a page as feelings. Experiences. Late-night conversations with the woman I love. Moments of pleasure so intense they defied description. Questions about history, culture, and desire that I couldn't stop chasing.

      I am not a writer by trade. I'm a precious stone dealer. I've spent my life traveling the world, buying and selling things that are rare and beautiful. Stones don't have voices. They don't tell stories. They just are.

      But Elena my wife, my soulmate, my home she has a voice. And her story deserves to be told.

      So, I wrote it down.

      What you hold is part memoir, part research, part love letter. It's the story of a man who discovered that his deepest pleasure lives in his wife's pleasure. It's the story of a woman who was told her whole life that she was too much, and found a man who said: Be more.

      It's the story of a marriage that doesn't look like anyone else's.

      Some names have been changed. Some details have been adjusted. But the heart of this story the love, the trust, the pleasure, the connection is as real as the stones I've held in my hands.

      I wrote this for anyone who's ever felt alone in their desires.

      If that's you, welcome.

      You're not alone anymore.

      Kaelan Cade
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        * * *

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      The 101 freeway. Past midnight. Los Angeles.

      I was driving home after a long day of meetings, tired in that satisfied way that comes from good deals and honest work. The city was quiet. My mind was nowhere.

      Then I saw her.

      A car pulled over on the shoulder, hazards blinking. And standing next to it a woman. Alone. In the dark.

      Even from a distance, even in the dim light of her flashing lights, I could see she was something. The curve of her. The way she stood. The way her hair moved in the wind from passing cars.

      I slowed down.

      Every instinct told me to keep driving. Stopping for strangers on freeways is how bad things happen. Every news story, every warning, every sane voice in my head said: Keep going. Call for help if you want, but keep going.

      But something else something I didn't understand then said: Stop.

      I pulled over.

      She turned when she saw me, and for a second, I saw caution in her eyes. Fear, maybe. I held up my hands. Not a threat.

      "You, okay?" I called out.

      She nodded, then shook her head. The mix of signals made me smile despite myself.

      "Car broke down," she said. "I don't know what happened. It just died."

      I walked closer. Close enough to see her clearly now.

      Green eyes. Light skin. Brown hair that caught the light and held it. A face that looked like something from a dream European and Moroccan mixed together in a way that shouldn't work but absolutely did.

      And a body that stopped thought.

      "I'll call a tow truck," I said. "You can wait in my car if you want. It's warmer."

      She looked at me for a long moment. Assessing. Deciding.

      Then she nodded.

      That moment that simple, ordinary moment of a stranger saying yes to help changed everything.

      I didn't know it yet.

      But my whole life was about to begin.
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        * * *

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Welcome

      If you're reading this book, you're probably one of three kinds of people.

      The first kind is curious. You heard about this book, or the title caught your eye, and you want to know what's inside. Maybe you've never thought about cuckolding or polyandry or any of the things I'm about to describe. Maybe you're just here for the story.

      Welcome. I hope you find it interesting.

      The second kind is skeptical. Maybe even hostile. You think people like me are wrong, broken, sinful. You've come to have your assumptions confirmed.

      I won't try to change your mind. I'll just tell you the truth about my life. What you do with that truth is up to you.

      The third kind and this is who I'm really writing for is the person who feels alone.

      You've felt something strange. A desire you don't understand. A fire that doesn't match what you were taught to feel. You've lain awake at night wondering what's wrong with you. You've hidden parts of yourself from the people you love most.

      I know that feeling.

      I lived with it for years.

      And then I found Elena.

       

      Who I Am

      My name is Kaelan Cade. I'm forty-five years old. I'm a precious stone dealer, which means I travel the world buying and selling things that are rare and beautiful. I've been to over forty-five countries. I've seen more cultures and customs than most people read about.

      I'm also a cuckold.

      I've been one since I was twenty-five twenty years now. I've lived this life through multiple relationships, through confusion and shame and ultimately through acceptance. I've been married to Elena for ten years, living this life with her for nine and a half.

      This book is our story.

       

      What This Book Is

      This book is part memoir. I'll tell you about my journey from that first confusing arousal at a girlfriend's confession, to meeting Elena on a freeway at midnight, to building a life where her pleasure is the center of everything.

      This book is part research. I've traveled the world studying cultures where women have multiple partners Tibetan polyandry, Mosuo matriliny, pre-Islamic poetry, and more. I've learned that what we do is not new. It's ancient. It's human.

      This book is part love letter. To Elena. To the bulls who've become family. To the life we've built together.

      And yes, this book is explicit. I describe sexual acts in detail. If that's not for you, put the book down now. No judgment.

      But if you stay if you read on I promise you'll get more than just sex.

      You'll get truth.

       

      What This Book Is Not

      This book is not a manual. I'm not telling you to live like us. Every relationship is different. What works for Elena and me might be a disaster for someone else.

      This book is not pornography. Yes, there are explicit scenes. But they're part of a larger story a story about love, trust, connection, and the strange paths desire can take.

      This book is not an apology. I'm not here to justify my life to anyone. I'm here to share it.

       

      A Note on Names

      Elena is not my wife's real name. The bulls—Tariq, Carlos, Erik are not their real names. Some details have been changed to protect identities.

      But the heart of this story the love, the pleasure, the connection is as real as I can make it.

       

      An Invitation

      If you're the person I'm really writing for the one who feels alone, confused, ashamed I want you to know something before you read another word:

      You're not broken.

      You're not wrong.

      You're not too much.

      You're just different. And different is not wrong.

      I spent twenty years learning that. I hope this book helps you learn it faster.

      Now turn the page.

      Our story begins.
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            Chapter One

          

          
            THE BOY WHO DIDN'T KNOW

          

          Part One: The Genesis

        

      

    

    
      I was twenty-five years old when I learned what I was.

      That sounds dramatic, I know. Most people don't discover something fundamental about themselves at twenty-five. They've already figured it out by then who they're attracted to, what they want from life, what kind of partner they'll be. By twenty-five, you're supposed to be assembled. The directions are supposed to be clear.

      But I wasn't assembled. And the directions I'd been given were wrong.

       

      Before That Night

      I grew up in a world of clear rules. This was the 1990s, before the internet changed everything, before a boy could type a question into a search bar and find a thousand answers in seconds. If you wanted to know something about sex, you learned it from older boys in school, from magazines hidden under beds, from movies where sex was always the punchline.

      The rules I learned were simple:

      Men want sex. Women tolerate it.

      Men chase. Women are chased.

      A man's job is to possess his woman. Other men are threats. If another man touches your woman, you fight him. If your woman wants another man, something is wrong with you.

      These rules were everywhere. In the locker room. On television. In the way my father never said anything directly but somehow communicated everything through silence and glances. A real man protects what's his. A real man doesn't share.

      I believed these rules. I never questioned them. They were as invisible and absolute as gravity.

      

      The Early Years

      I dated in high school. I dated in college. I was normal whatever normal means. I had girlfriends. I had sex. I felt jealousy, or what I thought was jealousy, when a girlfriend looked too long at another guy. I felt possessive, or what I thought was possessiveness, when I imagined her with someone else.

      But here's the thing I didn't notice then, the thing I only understand now looking back:

      The jealousy never felt quite right. It never felt like what the movies said it should feel like pure rage, pure violence, pure ownership. It felt like something else. Something I didn't have words for.

      When I imagined my girlfriend with another man, part of me felt the expected twist in my stomach. But another part a part I didn't acknowledge, didn't name, didn't even let fully form into thought felt something else.

      A spark. A flicker.

      Something that wasn't pain.

      

      The World I Lived In

      By my early twenties, I was already traveling for work. Precious stones don't stay in one place, and neither did I. I'd seen bits of the world Morocco, Thailand, Brazil, places where the rules, I'd grown up with weren't the only rules. I'd seen cultures where men and women arranged themselves differently. I'd noticed, without quite noticing, that the American way wasn't the only way.

      But noticing isn't the same as understanding. I saw these things the way a tourist sees a market interesting, exotic, but not real. Not for me.

      I came home. I dated. I worked. I lived inside the rules I'd been given.

      And then she told me.

      

      THE GIRL WHO DIDN'T KNOW SHE WAS CHANGING ME

      I don't even remember her name anymore. That's strange to admit, given what she gave me. But twenty years is a long time, and names fade. What she said to me that night that never faded.

      We'd been dating a few months. I liked her. She was sexual in a way that intrigued me unashamed, hungry, direct. She didn't play the games I'd learned to expect. She wanted sex, and she said so. She wanted it often, and she made that clear. I thought this was just her personality. I didn't yet understand that it was a door.

      One night, we were lying in bed. The lights were low. She was quiet in a way that felt different from her usual quiet.

      Then she said: "I need to tell you something."

      I waited.

      "I've been with other guys," she said. "Since we started dating."

      I felt my chest tighten. This was the moment, I thought. The moment the rules prepared me for. The moment I was supposed to feel rage, or hurt, or the cold slam of betrayal.

      "I've been with ten of them," she said. "Maybe more. I lost count."

      She was crying now. Not loud crying silent crying, the kind that costs something.

      "I'm sorry," she said. "I'm so sorry. I'm sick. There's something wrong with me. I can't stop. I need it too much. I understand if you hate me. I understand if you leave."

      And here's the truth, the truth I've never told anyone before this book:

      I didn't feel rage.

      I didn't feel hurt.

      I didn't feel betrayed.

      I felt something rise in me that I didn't recognize. Something hot and overwhelming and terrifying.

      I felt aroused.

      Not despite her confession. Because of it.

      

      The Moment I Couldn't Understand

      I didn't show her what I felt. Some instinct some deep, protective instinct told me to hide it. She was crying. She was confessing. She thought she was broken. If I'd told her the truth in that moment if I'd said "this turns me on more than anything has ever turned me on" I don't know what would have happened. Maybe she would have felt worse. Maybe she would have felt used. Maybe she would have run.

      So, I held her. I told her it was okay. I told her I didn't hate her. I told her we'd figure it out.

      And inside, I was on fire.

      That night, after she fell asleep, I lay awake for hours. I replayed her words. Ten of them. Maybe more. I need it too much. And every time I replayed them, the fire grew.

      What was wrong with me?

      This was betrayal. This was the worst thing a girlfriend could do. This was the thing men were supposed to hate, to fight, to leave over.

      Why did I want more?

      Why did I want details who they were, what they did, how she felt when she was with them?

      Why did the thought of her with those ten men strangers, men I'd never see, men who'd had her in ways I hadn't why did that thought make me harder than anything she and I had ever done together?

      I didn't sleep that night.

      I didn't understand.

      

      The Years That Followed

      I didn't leave her. Not because I was noble, but because I couldn't. Something in me needed to stay near this feeling, to understand it.

      We dated another six months. And in those six months, something shifted.

      She stopped hiding. She told me things not to hurt me, not to confess, just to share. She'd come home from a night out and describe what happened. She'd show me texts from men she was seeing. She'd let me watch her get ready for a date, knowing I knew where she was going.

      And I stopped hiding too. Not at first. At first, I just listened, just absorbed, just let the fire burn in private. But eventually, I started asking questions.

      "Did you like him?"

      "What did he do?"

      "How did it feel?"

      And eventually, the question that changed everything:

      "Can I watch?"

      

      THE FIRST TIME I WATCHED

      I won't describe that night here. That's a different chapter, for a different part of this book. But I'll tell you what I felt:

      Peace.

      For the first time in my life, watching my girlfriend with another man, I felt peace. Not jealousy not the jealousy I'd been taught to expect. Not rage. Not loss.

      Peace.

      Like something in me that had been clenched my whole life finally opened.

      Like I'd been given permission to feel what I actually felt, instead of what I was supposed to feel.

      Like I'd come home.

      

      What I Know Now

      That was twenty years ago.

      I've been a cuckold ever since through that relationship, through others, through fifteen years of trying to understand this thing that lives in me. I've been married to Elena for ten years, living this life with her for nine and a half. I've traveled the world, researched other cultures, talked to other men who feel what I feel, other women who love what Elena loves.

      And here's what I've learned:

      The rules I was given were wrong.

      Not just wrong for me wrong, period. Wrong about men. Wrong about women. Wrong about desire. Wrong about love.

      Women desire more than men can imagine. They can handle more, feel more, want more. The word "slut" was invented to shame them for exactly what makes them powerful.

      Men who share their women aren't weak. They're strong enough to feel pleasure in their partner's pleasure. Strong enough to set possession aside. Strong enough to love without owning.

      And this desire this thing I felt that night, this thing I've lived my whole adult life it's not new. It's not deviant. It's not a porn-addicted brain malfunction.

      It's ancient.

      It's human.

      It's in the history books and the anthropological records and the pre-Islamic poetry that my Arab bull quotes to me when we drink tea and talk about what we share.

      I know this now.

      But that night, twenty years ago, I knew nothing. I only knew that everything I'd been taught was a lie, and that somewhere in the wreckage of that lie, something real was waiting to be found.

      TO THE READER

      If you're reading this because you feel what I felt because you've hidden it, or feared it, or wondered if something's wrong with you

      Nothing is wrong with you.

      You're not broken.

      You're not less of a man.

      You're just beginning to learn what I took twenty years to understand.

      This book is the story of that learning.

      It's the story of my wife Elena, who taught me more than anyone about what a woman can be.

      It's the story of the bulls who love her, the friends who've become family, the nights I've held her while other men pleasured her, the mornings I've woken up with her in my arms knowing she's completely, utterly, impossibly happy.

      It's the story of a marriage that doesn't look like anyone else's.

      And maybe if you're brave enough, and honest enough, and willing to question everything you've been taught it's the beginning of your story too.
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        * * *
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