
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Out of the Cage: When the man he’s been dreaming of enters his shop, the owner realizes it’s time to make some tough decisions.

	 

	 

	Wilson Nebrusky is not where he thought he would be at this point in his life. He’s nearing forty, his store is struggling, and his marriage to Shandell is in shambles. His one pride and joy is his seven-year-old daughter, Kendra.

	While Wilson has always accepted his bisexuality, he’d never been tempted to step out on his wife. When he can’t get an encounter with a hot, green-eyed stranger at a bar out of his mind, he finds himself tempted. Good thing he doesn’t know the guy’s name or his whereabouts.

	That all changes when the man—Brennan MacDougal—limps into his shop.

	Brennan is friendly and kind, and he’s honest about his interest in Wilson. He also says he won’t share Wilson, and as much as he wants to, he won’t touch him while he’s with Shandell. If Wilson wants a future with Brennan, who he is quickly coming to think of as his soul mate, he has a hard road ahead.

	How can Wilson disentangle himself from his controlling wife, her demanding family, save his business, and still keep his daughter in his life?
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	Sometimes, second chances work out even better than the first because you learn from your mistakes.

	~Unknown

	 

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	“Hello, handsome.”

	Upon hearing the husky tenor, Wilson Nebrusky felt his body flush with heat. He froze where he stood at the bar. While Wilson desperately wanted to turn and see who that sexy voice belonged to, he didn’t want to draw attention to himself.

	“Handsome?”

	Wilson felt a touch on his upper arm, causing him to jerk in surprise. He saw a black-haired man lifting his hand from where he’d touched him. The guy sported a roguish grin, and his dark-green eyes twinkled.

	“Hi,” the man greeted, showing off straight white teeth. “Didn’t mean to startle you. Can I buy ye a drink?”

	Getting caught up listening to the stranger’s slight Irish accent, it took Wilson a second to realize the man had stopped talking. He stared at the hopeful expression on the guy’s face.

	What did he say?

	Oh!

	“R-Really?”

	Wilson mentally winced at the squeak in his voice. He cleared his throat. God, it was so tempting to accept. As flattering as that idea was, however, Wilson couldn’t imagine that a handsome, fit-looking young man like this guy would actually be interested in him.

	A quick sweep over the stranger’s form confirmed Wilson’s doubts. The guy couldn’t have been more than twenty-five. He stood a couple of inches taller than Wilson’s own five-foot-ten. His clingy polo shirt accentuated the fact that he sported a six-pack, and his dark jeans displayed his trim waist and well-muscled limbs damn near to perfection. The man was obviously in great shape and active.

	Wilson, however, was a slightly overweight shopkeeper nearing his fortieth birthday, whose only physical exertion was lifting boxes of merchandise. Not that some of them weren’t heavy, but it certainly wasn’t enough to work off the fat around his belly from eating too many crappy fast-food meals. They were just so easy, and he had so little time.

	“A drink?” the man pressed, cocking his head as he once again touched Wilson, on his wrist that time, and it caused the hairs on his forearm to stand on end. “We can go sit over there and talk a bit?” He indicated a booth near the back.

	“Why me?” Wilson blurted out. “I mean—”

	The stranger tightened his grip on Wilson’s wrist and drew him closer. He used the move to cause Wilson to place his hand on his chest, allowing him to feel the firm pectorals underneath the shirt. At the same time, the man wrapped his other arm around Wilson’s waist, resting his palm near the base of his spine and teasing his fingertips along the knobs there.

	“Because ye’re handsome and sexy, and I want to cuddle up in that booth and learn everything about you.” The guy’s tone lowered, taking on a husky, suggestive quality. “And I do mean everything.”

	Then, right there in the bar area of the restaurant, the stranger dipped his head and kissed him. He sealed his mouth over Wilson’s, teasing lightly along his bottom lip with his tongue. Gasping with surprise at the bold move, Wilson parted his lips, and the stranger took advantage, thrusting into him.

	The man’s masculine, slightly hoppy flavor burst across Wilson’s taste buds, telling him he’d been drinking a beer. He groaned softly and shuddered in his hold. Twisting his fingers in the guy’s soft polo shirt, Wilson pushed closer, wanting more.

	Wilson’s blood fired in his veins and flooded south as the stranger answered by thrusting his tongue deep and plundering his mouth. The guy tightened his hold on his back, urging his hips flush against him. He trembled in the man’s hold upon feeling an equally hard ridge of flesh press against his aching erection, and everything around him simply fell away as he gave himself over to the guy’s plundering.

	On instinct, Wilson rocked, giving his throbbing cock the friction it desperately needed. He—

	The sound of his alarm yanked Wilson out of the spine-tingling dream. Groaning under his breath, he half-rolled as he reached out an arm and found the off button, silencing the offending noise. When he finished the move and flopped onto his stomach, Wilson bit back a moan.

	His aching erection twitched where it jutted from his groin—hard, swollen, and sensitive. His balls tingled, and his gut roiled with his need. Sweat beaded on his forehead, and he pressed it into his pillow as he fought his desire to rut against the sheet beneath him.

	Wilson knew that was not how the encounter in the bar had gone. He had not experienced the most mind-numbing kiss of his life. The other people in the restaurant hadn’t disappeared from his consciousness, and he hadn’t lost himself in the feel of the stranger’s arms and hands upon him.

	Instead, the bartender had placed his beer on the bar before him... as well as a glass of white wine.

	The move drew Wilson’s attention away from the handsome man. He furrowed his brows.

	White wine? Oh! Oh, shit.

	What the hell am I thinking?

	Mentally smacking himself upside the head, Wilson pulled his head on straight.

	Straight. Ha!

	“I’m really flattered,” Wilson stated softly as he placed some cash on the counter and picked up the drinks. “But I’m married.” He tipped his chin in the direction of where his family waited at their table. To Wilson’s surprise, the man actually appeared deeply disappointed, his brows furrowing and a hint of sadness filling his green eyes as he glanced between Wilson, the table, and back again. Hoping to alleviate the guy’s distress, Wilson added as he started past him, “Thank you, though. You made this middle-aged guy’s month.”

	As Wilson returned to the table, he barely resisted the urge to glance over his shoulder. What he’d said to the guy was true. A young hottie hitting on him had been a wonderful boost to his ego, especially with everything else going on in his life.

	“Who was that?” his wife, Shandell, asked, her tone somewhat accusatory as she narrowed her eyes. “He looked friendly.”

	Pushing the memory of Shandell’s insinuations from his mind, Wilson breathed deeply. Even recalling his wife’s not-so-subtle comments about how the immorality of the gays was ruining the country due to their poor family values didn’t get Wilson’s boner under control. He’d heard Shandell’s vitriol before... when she found out he was bisexual.

	Wilson didn’t want to think about that either. Instead, he refocused on the here and now and turned his head, sweeping his gaze over Shandell’s sleeping form.

	His wife lay on her back with one hand pushed up under the pillow. Her face was partially turned away from him on her pillow, and her lightly tanned skin gleamed in the morning light. Her blonde hair fanned across the pillow. The blanket was pushed a little ways down her torso, revealing her nightie-covered breasts. The thin material left nothing to the imagination, and he could make out her little pink nipples and pale brown areola.

	For a few seconds, Wilson thought about trying to wake his wife so that he could relieve the throb in his groin. The idea flicked through his mind, then right back out again. Shandell had turned him down for... well, Wilson couldn’t remember the last time he’d had sex with his wife.

	Wilson dismissed the idea. Instead, as he slipped out of his bed, he swallowed his hiss. His prick sliding across the mattress, even covered by his sleep pants, sent delicious tingles throughout his groin.

	As Wilson padded to the ensuite bathroom and quietly closed the door behind him, he thought, bet that guy wouldn’t turn me down for sex.

	Just that fast, a surge of guilt filled Wilson. He shook his head as he turned on the shower water. After whipping his t-shirt over his head, he shoved off his pants. He placed both items in the laundry basket situated in the attached walk-in closet.

	Finally, Wilson returned to the bathroom and the waiting shower. Climbing inside, he let out the soft moan he’d been holding back. The feel of the shower cascading over his heated flesh just felt too delicious.

	Wilson couldn’t help himself. After pouring a dollop of conditioner onto his palm, he rested one hand on the wet shower wall and gripped his rod with the other. Tipping his chin down and closing his eyes, Wilson began jacking himself.

	His mind immediately returned to his dream lover.

	Moaning softly, Wilson imagined the hot water flowing over his back was the stranger’s flesh pressed against him. He rested his forehead against the tile, so he could use his right hand to pluck his nipples. With his left, Wilson slowed his strokes.

	His dream man tugged gently on his pebbled buds as he teased lightly over his hard flesh. Wilson imagined he had callouses, maybe from rock climbing or something. The rough flesh would catch lightly on the smooth skin of his erection, sending zings through his groin and into his balls.

	Being so keyed up from his dream, it didn’t take Wilson long. When he felt the trickle of water sliding from his hair and down his neck, he imagined it was his dream man’s soft lips. A shudder went through Wilson, and his balls drew tight.

	Wilson tightened his hold on his cock. He released his nipple and lowered his hand to his balls. After one gentle squeeze, they pulled tight, and his gut clenched as his orgasm pulsed through his body.

	Trembling, Wilson reveled in the sweet cascade of endorphins thrumming through him. He sighed deeply as he gave his erection a few more gentle tugs. The move extended his orgasm and urged another spurt of cum from his dick.

	Wilson stayed like that until his weight on his forehead began to give him a headache. Releasing his balls, he placed his right hand on the wall, alleviating the pressure. He peeled open his eyelids and stared down at his spent, softening prick and sighed deeply.

	As Wilson had done for the last several weeks, he wrestled with his actions. Even though plenty of people watched porn and didn’t consider it cheating, he wondered if imagining a certain person made it just that. Of course, there were plenty of people who got themselves off thinking about being with a favorite movie star or sports figure.

	Pushing away from the wall and releasing his dick, Wilson grabbed the shampoo and started the process of cleaning up. He hurried, since now that his erection no longer flooded his senses with a craving for release, his bladder told him he needed a different kind of relief. His wife would thrash him if she found out he’d pissed in the shower. Plus, that was just gross.

	Wilson finished washing up in record time, then turned off the water and hustled out of the shower. He dripped on the floor as he rushed to the toilet closet. Standing on the soft mat, he scrunched his toes into the carpet and let out a low groan as he shot a long, steady stream into the bowl.

	Once done, Wilson heaved a sigh. Then he shook off and grabbed some toilet paper to clean up a few drips. He didn’t know if it was urine or water, but he sure as hell didn’t want Shandell spotting them.

	God, the yelling that would cause.

	As Wilson began drying off and finishing his morning routine, he carefully cleaned up after himself. As much as he liked a tidy bathroom as well as the next person, he knew it was more than that. He used his towel to mop the floor, cleaning up the water he’d dripped, and acknowledged the fact that he cleaned the water and his whiskers out of the sink from when he’d shaved because he didn’t want to hear Shandell lecture him.

	And she doesn’t even use that sink.

	Wilson tossed the towel in the closet basket and began dressing. He hated admitting that he sure wasn’t where he’d thought he would be by this time in his life. It was true, however.

	When Wilson had begun his studies in what most considered New Age healing arts when he was fifteen, he’d imagined his life would be so different. He thought he would be traveling the world, offering his abilities with crystals, stones, meditation, essential oils, and more to those in need. Wilson even knew acupuncture and massage, although he’d allowed his licenses to laps a few years before.

	His store had been struggling, so he’d had to let a couple of his employees go. He’d devoted most of his time there, instead. While his business had stabilized, making ends meet was still a constant juggling act.

	Because of Shandell.

	Wilson winced at the snarky voice in his head. He’d been hearing it for a couple of years now. He recognized that his inner voice had become more and more discontent over the years, but he wasn’t certain what to do about it.

	Okay. That’s not true. I know what I should do to find more inner peace, but I’m not certain I can handle the price.

	Except, I haven’t really looked into it, have I?

	Wincing, Wilson shook his head.

	Once Wilson had finished dressing, he thrust his sock-clad feet into his house shoes. He shut off the lights and slipped back into the bedroom. Relief filled him when he saw that Shandell hadn’t moved.

	If he woke his wife, she would grumble about not getting enough sleep almost all day, blaming him for every little thing that went wrong.

	Wilson eased out of the bedroom, closing the door gently behind him. Heading down the hall, he made his way to the second door on the left—the first one was a large linen closet. The doors on the right held a small guest room and an even smaller office, so Wilson could do paperwork at home.

	Opening the door on the left, Wilson stuck his head inside. His heart warmed as he peered at the one thing in his life that brought him joy.

	“Good morning, Kendra,” Wilson murmured, catching his daughter’s attention. “Did you sleep well?”

	Kendra was sitting up in bed, reading a book. Even his daughter knew not to be loud in the morning. She looked up from her reading and grinned widely at him.

	“Morning, Daddy,” Kendra greeted in her sweet voice. She put her book down and began sliding out of bed. “The gray oil worked great. No nightmares.”

	Holding out his hand, Wilson felt a measure of relief. “That’s
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