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Chapter One: A Completed Work
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“You know, I wasn’t sure that I would like Miami so much, but it is starting to grow on me,” Madelyn says as she smiles.  

I move around in my seat on the eighth-floor balcony overlooking the ocean.  The penthouse we live in now is provided by the advertising firm where I work as the operations manager and has a view that is magnificent.  “It’s very nice here, I’ll have to agree,” I reply.  “I just wish you would continue writing your books, Maddie.”

My wife shakes her head.  “Honey, we have talked about this too many times already.  I don’t want to write those books anymore.  That part of my life has ended, remember?”

I shake my head.  “I don’t see why you can’t just write them.  It’s not as if you need to live them out, Maddie.  You could use your imagination.”

“My imagination?”  She laughs a little as she looks out over the ocean.  “Theo, I have a great deal of imagination, but it’s just so hard to come up with a great story line when things are so boring in my life.”

“Boring?  Seriously?”  Grimacing a little I look over at Madelyn.  “How can this be boring?  We have been out with new friends several times over the last few months and you have even gotten involved with a couple of charitable organizations.  You are working on something all the time, Maddie.  There’s no way you can be bored.”

My wife turns to look at me, her blue eyes blinking a couple of times before she says, “Maybe it’s a poor choice of words on my part.  What I meant to say is that our life has become more settled.  We are doing more and having more fun with each other, but I’m not doing the sorts of things I was doing before when I was writing as Lana Maven.”

I swallow hard as I sit back in my seat and look out at the ocean again.  “What you mean to say is that you are not fucking other men anymore.”  The comment is direct and sounds a little off-putting.  However, I can hear Madelyn chuckle a little as she considers my point.

“Sure, that’s it,” she agrees.  “Please don’t get me wrong, Theo, I don’t miss it.  I’m actually happy that things between us have gotten a lot better since you became more assertive.”  

“We’ll call it that,” I joke as I reach over and pick up my glass of wine from the small table between us.  “I’m more assertive.”

“More sexual, more assertive, more alpha.  Whatever it is, I’m glad that you finally came to your senses and took charge of things between us.”

I swallow the mouthful of port wine as I sneer a little.  “Honey, I have a hard time believing that you are truly finished with seeing other men.  It just became such a huge part of who you are for a while.”

“It was a part of me at one time, Theo.  Now, though, I am content with what we have become.  I am okay with staying at home and waiting for you to get off work.”

Squinting my eyes, I look over at Madelyn and tell her, “That has got to be the biggest line of bullshit you have tried on me in a long time.  You don’t like being at home.  That’s why you have been looking for a job, right?”

She smiles back at me as she reaches for her own glass of wine.  My wife takes a sip of her own adult beverage before saying, “Sure, I want to do something with my time other than just sitting around and waiting for you, my love.  Unfortunately, the sorts of things that I would like to do or that I am good at are not very easy to find here in Miami.”

“For Pete’s sake, honey, just keep writing.  Use your imagination.  Hell, you can even bang a guy to get some ideas for the book if you want.  All I expect in return is that I can watch or film it.”

Madelyn looks hard at me as she puts her drink back down on the glass table.  “I can’t do that now, Theo.  What we have been through as a couple has been tough enough.  I don’t want to do anything to cause any more issues in our marriage.”  My wife for several months prodded me into becoming the man I am now.  At first, I was a porn-addicted man working in a terrible office environment who allowed others to walk all over me.  Then, as I morphed into the person I am today, I became more certain of what I wanted.  Unfortunately, what I wanted included my neighbor’s wife.  Now, though, as we bask in the warm southern Florida sun in the afternoon, I find myself resigned to the new life we are making for ourselves.  The one thing missing, though, has been Lana Maven’s books.  I obsessed over them for two years before Madelyn finally admitted she was writing them, and after I found out I began to yearn for them even more.  I want to read about Lana’s sexcapades, but that would mean that my wife would have to once again have sex with other men.  It’s a prospect that has begun to bother both of us.

“Just think about it, okay?” I say as I reach across the small table and take her hand into mine.  

Madelyn squeezes my hand gently as she changes the topic of our conversation.  “How are things at work nowadays?”

I shrug my shoulders.  “We are performing at about twenty percent above Mr. Jackson’s quotas, so I guess we are doing alright.”  Ronnie Jackson is the founder and chief executive officer of RJ Advertising.  He hired me after seeing my potential at a previous location and has entrusted me with a huge attempt to break into the Miami advertising market.

“That’s nice,” she replies.  “I was hoping that you would enjoy this job better than the last.”

“I am,” I assure her.  “Of course, I have not had to worry about some anonymous person sending accusations about me to my employer for a while, either.”  This makes my wife laugh a little as she thinks back to the way she caused trouble for me with my old boss.

“I thought it was necessary to get you to come out of your shell, sweetheart.  Had I thought it through a little better, I would have probably done something else.”

“Sure, you would have,” I reply with a sly grin on my face.  “I’m just glad that things worked out in the end.  If Ronnie had not seen firsthand what was going on in the office, I would have been screwed.”  This causes my wife to look down at her drink in her hand. 

“I should have never done that to you.  I’m sorry, Theo.”  

“No, I need to stop bringing it up, honey.”  I feel so much like a heel now as I think about the discomfort bringing up the past causes Madelyn.  “This is all done and over with.  You and I have turned over a new leaf and we need to keep our minds on what we have to do now.”

“You’re right,” she says with a smile beginning to form on her face.  I love the way the blue in my wife’s eyes sparkle as she looks at me and uses a hand to brush her light brown hair over her ears.  “Will you have any vacation time soon?”

“Soon,” I reply as I nod my head.  “I think by the twentieth of next month I will be able to take a week off.  Maybe we could go somewhere special for a couple of days.”

“That would be nice, Theo.  I really want to go see the Appalachians.”

“Oh, wow, you don’t want much, do you?”

Madelyn laughs.  “Just a few mountains, my love.  It makes me horny to see the mountains.”  I feel my cock become a little hard as I look into Madelyn’s eyes and think about how badly I want her.  To feel her soft, wet pussy around my hard shaft is heavenly, and it has been at least three days since we had sex.  

“Then mountains you shall have, Maddie,” I answer with a wide smile.  “Maybe the Poconos?” 

“Yeah, the Poconos.”  My wife looks back over the ocean.  “It might be nice to feel a cool summer breeze there.”

I squeeze her hand before saying to her, “I’ve got to go take a shower, honey.  Would you like to join me?”

Her blue eyes look up and down my body, causing me to think that Madelyn just might take me up on the offer.  “No,” she finally says quietly.  “I want to spend a little more time out here.  Maybe I can take a raincheck on that?”

I nod my head.  “Sure, you can, Maddie.  I’ll see you later.”  With that, I stand to my feet and walk toward the balcony doors.  As I go into our spacious penthouse, I look back for a moment at my wife and think about how she has changed.  Although I had hoped that the move to Miami might help to brighten up our sex life even more, it has not.  Instead, I find myself wishing for a time when Madelyn was indulging in her own stories before ever writing them.  I miss my wife having sex with other men.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Two: An Office Run Smoothly
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“It’s good to see you again,” I say to the CEO of the company as I reach out to shake his hand.

Ronnie Jackson smiles at me as he takes my hand and replies, “It is so good to see you as well, Theo.  Things have been going very well in this office since I put you in charge a few months back.”

“Thank you, sir,” I answer.  “It’s not just me, though.  You have hired a great team of people here as well.”

Mr. Jackson looks out into the outer office area where several advertising associates are working hard to increase sales for the company.  “They do seem to be a good lot, don’t they?  I’m especially proud of Shawna.”

“Shawna?”  I cock one eyebrow up as I look out a window at my office receptionist.  “She does a good job at what she does, I can’t deny that.”

My employer smiles again at me as he turns to take a seat near my desk.  “Shawna is an attractive nineteen-year-old that has a voice as smooth as honey, Theo.  You can’t tell me that you haven’t thought at least a little about her while you have sat inside this office and stared at a computer screen.”

I swallow hard as I now understand the gist of Mr. Jackson’s comments.  “Well, I’m a married man, so I try not to dwell on thoughts like those.”

“Sure, you do,” he says with a smirk.  “You didn’t seem to have the same hang-ups with Renee Townsend.”

Although I have suspected that Ronnie Jackson knew about the quick fun I had with my former supervisor in my previous position, I didn’t know for certain that was the case.  He has never brought that up to me and I have never offered such information.  “Mr. Jackson, that was a mistake on my part.  I am trying to do much better...”

“Don’t worry, Theo.  I’m not going to make a fuss about this.  It’s just that you should feel free to explore your options around here.”  He sits back in his chair as he pulls a cigar from an inside pocket of his jacket.  I have never seen the CEO of the company light one of his stogies up, but there have been many times when he has simply put it in his mouth to hold it or get a small taste of it.  

“Options?  Do you mean with Shawna?”

“Shawna or one of the other young ladies, Theo.  Be creative if you would like, but I want you to remain happy while you are here.”

“If I went after a woman in the office it would make you happy?”  I laugh nervously as I sit down in my own chair.  “Wouldn’t that make most companies a bit nervous?  I mean, someone like Shawna could become offended at a guy making a pass and file a complaint.  That would look bad on the company.”

“Maybe so, but Shawna is of a different breed, Theo.  I interviewed her myself, and I can tell you that she is a team player.”

“Team player?”  I’ve heard the phrase before, but not during my time with RJ Advertising.  It means that basically a female employee understands that a male supervisor has needs and that she is willing to fulfill those needs.  It’s not exactly the sort of thing that is politically correct in today’s working climate, but it still exists.  

“Just think about what I have said,” he replies as he gets up from his seat.  “She’s a nice piece of tail, Theo, but don’t just take it from me.  Find out for yourself.”  Mr. Jackson turns and walks toward my office door, opening it before walking out.  We stop in front of Shawna’s desk and shake hands before Ronnie turns to get onto the elevator and head toward the ground floor of the building.  He has a flight back to corporate headquarters this afternoon, so our visit is over.  

“Hey, have you got a minute?”  I turn and look down at my receptionist as she smiles back at me.  “I have a message from two current clients and they are expecting to be called back at your earliest convenience.”  

“Earliest convenience,” I parrot as I try to keep my eyes off the young woman’s full chest.  Shawna has worn blouses that show off her D-cup breasts
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