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Chapter 1



When Sarah pinged my phone with a text asking if I was free to chat, it caught me off guard. We’d swapped messages now and then, but we hadn’t spoken voice-to-voice since we met at a mutual friend’s gallery opening a few months back. I’d liked her vibe—smart, grounded, with a quiet charm that made her stand out in a room full of pretentious art types. We’d exchanged numbers that night, more out of politeness than any real spark. She seemed like the kind of woman who played it safe, maybe a bit too proper for my taste. I’d long since traded in conventional for something a little more… untamed. Still, I enjoyed our occasional banter, so I shot back a quick, “How about now?”

My phone buzzed thirty seconds later.

“Hey, Sarah, what’s up?” I said, leaning back in my chair, my laptop open to a half-finished draft of my latest story.

“Hi, Jake,” she replied, her voice softer than I expected, like she was choosing her words carefully. “This is going to sound… odd, but I met someone last night I think you’d want to talk to.”

I raised an eyebrow, even though she couldn’t see it. Was Sarah playing matchmaker? That didn’t seem like her at all.

“Really?” I said, letting a playful edge creep into my tone, mostly to mask my confusion.

“Yeah,” she said, her voice dropping a little, like she was sharing a secret. “He’s into the kind of stuff you write about. But he’s… different. Not what I expected, from what I know about that world.”

Now she had my attention. I’d mentioned to Sarah once, over drinks, that I wrote erotic fiction for a niche online platform. She’d nodded politely, but I’d gotten the sense her understanding of “alternative lifestyles” was about as deep as a rom-com. Still, her words piqued my curiosity.

“What kind of different are we talking about, Sarah?” I asked, leaning forward now, my fingers drumming lightly on my desk.

She hesitated, then said the word like it was fragile: “Cuckolds.”

I froze, caught off guard. The way she said it, hushed and careful, made me rethink my read on her. Maybe Sarah wasn’t as buttoned-up as I’d thought.

“So, you’re saying this guy you met is a cuckold?” I asked, trying to keep my tone neutral, though my mind was already racing.

“Yes,” she said, more confidently now. “But that’s not the part that’d interest you. I remember you saying you like writing about people who don’t fit the mold, who are… unique. I did some googling last night, and he doesn’t match the stereotypes I found.”

“Tell me more,” I said, my writer’s brain kicking into gear. She’d hooked me, and she knew it.

“Well,” she said, her voice warming with enthusiasm, “aren’t cuckolds supposed to be… I don’t know, scrawny, awkward guys? Kind of meek?”

“That’s the cliché,” I said, grinning despite myself. “Small in stature, small in other ways, overly submissive. But like any stereotype, it’s not the whole picture. The world’s big enough for exceptions.”

“Okay, but picture this: a guy who’s six-foot-two, built like he lives at the gym, with a face that could sell cologne. Sharp jaw, intense eyes, and a smile that makes you want to trust him with your secrets.”

I let out a low whistle. “Alright, you’ve got me. That’s not your average profile. I want to hear more. Can we meet up? Maybe grab a bite?”

I wasn’t sure if this guy would inspire a story, but the chance to dig into this with Sarah was too tempting to pass up. We settled on a café halfway between our offices, a cozy spot with worn leather booths and strong coffee. The next day, I slid into the booth across from her, the hum of the lunch crowd giving us just enough cover for a private conversation.

We ordered—a turkey club for me, a salad for her—and I couldn’t wait any longer. I leaned in, lowering my voice like we were plotting a heist. “Alright, Sarah, spill. Tell me about this guy. Start with his name.”

“His name’s Nathan,” she said, and I caught a flicker of something in her eyes—amusement, maybe, or something warmer.

“Nathan, got it. How’d you meet him?” I asked, stirring my coffee.

“At a rooftop mixer with some coworkers,” she said. “One of them invited him along, and we ended up talking. Just the two of us, eventually.”

I smirked. “So, how does something like that come up in casual small talk? I’m guessing he didn’t just blurt out, ‘Hi, I’m Nathan, and I’m a cuckold.’”

She laughed, a little nervously, her cheeks pinkening. “Not quite, but… close. We were chatting, and the group started thinning out. It was just us, and I guess we both noticed we were alone at the same time. Out of nowhere, he says, ‘I probably should’ve mentioned earlier, but I’m supposed to tell you I’m… underendowed.’”

I nearly choked on my coffee. “He said what?”

“Yeah,” she said, her eyes wide with the memory. “I was floored. My first thought was, what does he mean, ‘supposed to tell me’? Then the rest of it sank in. I think my jaw hit the table. I laughed—couldn’t help it—and said, ‘Wait, supposed to? Who says you have to tell me that?’”

“And?” I pressed, leaning closer.

“He said, ‘My wife.’”

I let out a low chuckle. “Wow. That’s bold. Why would she make him do that?”

Sarah’s eyes sparkled with mischief now, like she was reliving the moment. “He gave me this whole speech. I can’t remember it word-for-word, but it was something like, ‘My wife says it’s dishonest to let people think I’m something I’m not. Women with physical flaws can’t hide them easily—they can downplay, but not conceal. She thinks men like me should be upfront about our… shortcomings, so we don’t waste anyone’s time.’”

I raised an eyebrow. “That’s quite a philosophy. What’d you say to that?”

“I told him I’d decide for myself if my time was being wasted,” she said, her voice taking on a defiant edge. Then she hesitated, like she was debating whether to keep going. “And… I might’ve asked how small we’re talking.”

I grinned, unable to help myself. “Oh, Sarah, you didn’t.”

“I did,” she admitted, her blush deepening. “He said, ‘Small enough to disappoint. Small enough to embarrass.’”

“And you said…?”

She bit her lip, a mix of embarrassment and pride flashing across her face. “I said, ‘Now I’m curious. Can I see it?’”

I burst out laughing, loud enough that the couple at the next table glanced over. “Sarah, you’re full of surprises. Did he show you?”

She shook her head, looking both relieved and disappointed. “He got all flustered, said no one’s ever asked before. I asked if his wife was around, and when he said no, I told him to call her. I ended up talking to her—her name’s Claire. She was… nice. Gave me permission to put Nathan in touch with you.”

I leaned back, processing. “Okay, I definitely want to talk to this guy. But hold up—did you ask Claire anything else? Any… special permissions?”

Sarah’s blush returned full force, and I knew I’d hit a nerve. “Well,” she said, avoiding my eyes, “I might’ve gotten some… assurances. Like, if I ‘made’ Nathan show me proof of his situation, he wouldn’t get in trouble.”

“Sarah,” I said, my tone teasing but warm, “I’m starting to think I misjudged you. Are you secretly a wild child?”

She laughed, but it was nervous, her fingers fidgeting with her napkin. “You’re awful, Jake. Let’s just say I was curious, okay?”

I could tell I’d pushed her limit, so I backed off, letting her regain her composure. We finished lunch with lighter chatter—work, the weather, a new exhibit at the gallery—but my mind was elsewhere. Sarah handed me Nathan’s contact info, and as we parted ways, I couldn’t shake the image of her blushing, hinting at a side I hadn’t seen before.
















Chapter 2


A few days after my lunch with Sarah, Nathan and I had traded enough texts to set up a meeting. I made it clear from the start that my interest was purely professional—material for my writing, nothing more. He seemed fine with that, his replies polite but clipped, like he was used to keeping things close to the vest. We agreed on a spot in Riverside Park, a place I knew well, with its winding paths and scattered benches perfect for private conversations in public. The steady stream of joggers and dog-walkers ensured safety without sacrificing privacy—no one lingered long enough to eavesdrop.

I spotted Nathan before he saw me. Sarah hadn’t exaggerated: six-foot-two, broad shoulders, lean muscle evident even under his fitted sweater. He looked like he could’ve stepped out of a fitness ad, with dark hair swept back and a jawline that probably turned heads. He was pacing near a bench by the river, checking his phone. I waved, and he nodded, his expression calm but guarded.

“Jake?” he said as I approached, extending a hand. His grip was firm, his smile easy but not overly warm.

“That’s me,” I said, settling onto the bench. “Thanks for meeting up, Nathan. Nice spot, right?”

He glanced around, taking in the glittering water and the joggers passing by. “Yeah, it’s peaceful. Good choice.” His voice was steady, like he was used to putting people at ease.

We made small talk for a minute—the crisp fall air, the way the city felt alive this time of year—before I eased into my usual spiel. “So, I’m sure Sarah told you I write erotic fiction. My goal here is to get a sense of your story, but you control what I use. I don’t do contracts or anything formal, but I’m big on respecting boundaries. My job is to make you comfortable enough to share what you’re okay with. Sound good?”

Nathan nodded, his posture relaxing slightly. “Yeah, sounds fair. Claire—my wife—told me to be open with you, as long as I stick to my own experiences and use my head about what I say.”

“Fair enough,” I said, impressed by how quickly he seemed to settle in. Most people needed more coaxing to open up about their private lives. “Let’s start with what happened with Sarah at that mixer. Telling her about your… situation. Is that something you’ve done before?”

He didn’t flinch, just answered matter-of-factly. “Yeah, a few times. Mostly women, but once to a guy. It’s something Claire expects me to do when I’m alone with someone who seems… interested.”

I raised an eyebrow, jotting a mental note. “And how do people usually react?”

“All over the place,” he said, a faint smile tugging at his lips. “Some get offended, like I’ve insulted them just by saying it. Most are curious, though. A couple have given me their numbers. One time, Claire even invited a woman over to… explore things.”

I leaned forward, intrigued. “So, are you out there fishing for partners for you and Claire? Is that the goal?”

He shook his head, his expression serious. “I’m just following Claire’s rules. She doesn’t explain why, and I don’t ask. It’s not my place.”

I couldn’t help but admire the discipline in his voice, the way he spoke about Claire with a mix of reverence and restraint. “She’s got you well-trained,” I said, half-teasing. “Does that extend to, say, chastity?”

Nathan’s eyes flicked to me, assessing, but he didn’t hesitate. “Claire said to answer honestly, so I will. I don’t wear a cage, not usually. Only sometimes, if I’ve… disappointed her. It’s more of a consequence than a lifestyle.”

I nodded, impressed by his candor. “And what about, uh, personal time? Are you allowed to… take care of yourself whenever you want?”

For the first time, he looked a little uncomfortable, his gaze drifting to a jogger passing by—a woman in her thirties, her ponytail bouncing as she stole a glance at him. I’d been noticing it since we sat down: every woman who passed us gave Nathan a look, from subtle double-takes to outright stares. Older women smiled wistfully; younger ones sized him up with something closer to hunger. He wasn’t just handsome—he had a magnetism I hadn’t fully clocked until now.
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