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Chapter 1




With our two kids out of the house,
off to college or out in their own apartment, Nick and I weren’t
exactly bored, but we had a lot more free time. At first we tried
to fill it with hobbies and friends and new restaurants, but those
didn’t really hold our interest.

We made a deal to have sex a minimum
of three times a week. We were able to do that easily. The real
problem was that we had been married too long, we knew each other
too well.

Nick had finished fucking me doggy
style one early evening. We hadn’t bothered making dinner. We had
made an agreement to have sex and we were going to be damned if
that didn’t happen.

The sex was…okay. I came once, weakly,
and then he finished and that was it.

I couldn’t see myself living the rest
of my life like this. Sex had been fun and exciting when we were
younger. The urge was still there but it had gotten boring. Rote.
Predictable. Dull. Humdrum.

“That was…not great,” Nick
said as he returned from the bathroom. He had washed himself. His
cock was still semi-erect. He hadn’t been fully hard when he fucked
me. He had been hard enough, but it was barely adequate. I could
feel his cum slowly leaking out of me but I had no urge to get up
and visit the bathroom. The ennui of dulled erotic existence had
overtaken me.

“Yeah,” I
agreed.

“Suggestions?”

“I was thinking of grilled
chicken for dinner. We have everything we need for a
salad.”

“I meant about the
sex.”

“I don’t want a second
round,” I told my husband.

“I meant how to make it
better.”

Looking at him I said, “We could use
more toys…”

I had a drawer full of dildos and
vibrators and lingerie and lubes. I even had a pair of nipple
clamps and a bulbous princess plug for my ass. We’d used them all.
They were all…nice. Stuffed somewhere in the back of our closet was
a box of bondage equipment. Neither of us was into being tied up.
Too much prep work for a mild return.

“I think we’ve tried just
about every toy,” he dismissed my suggestion.

“Well, what the fuck do
you want to do, Nick? Fuck other people?”

I had meant it as an angry response to
a question we had been asking each other for months. It was an
angry response, but right away the idea excited me. Somehow we had
managed to dodge the scourge of infidelity that had plagued too
many of our friends and family. Now, suddenly, fucking someone
other than my husband seemed ideal.

I wouldn’t do it, of course, because
that would destroy our marriage, but the idea was there. Nick was a
terrible actor. I couldn’t imagine doing role playing where he
pretended to be the plumber and I was the princess he was coming to
rescue with his big pipe cleaner.

“I’d love to watch you get
fucked by someone else,” Nick said.

I laughed like he had suddenly become
a professional stand up comedian who was slaying the crowd. I was
the crowd. It was just a bit of insanity that made no
sense.

And then I saw the expression on his
face that said he was completely serious.

“I’m not giving into your
typical male fantasy of watching your wife fuck another woman,” I
said flatly.

“I meant with a
man.”

He was still being serious. That made
me nervous.

And excited.

“I think I’ve fucked
enough men in my life.”

“Three?
Really?”

He knew my number and I knew
his.

Mine was three: high school boyfriend
(terrible, nice guy but teenagers know nothing about sex), college
boyfriend (much better, but I was too focused on school to really
have a great sex life in college), and Nick, my post-college
boyfriend and now husband.

His was eight, including me. At least
one girl in high school. A few in college. A few more before he met
me. And me.

I had no desire to fuck five more men
so that our numbers were equal, but he wasn’t talking about
that.

“Just three?” he asked me
skeptically. “I know I’m good but—”

“You’re full of yourself,”
I told him.

“But you said the other
two were lousy. And I thought we said we were going to try
something new for sex.”

“I didn’t think that would
involve fucking other people,” I snapped at him. I didn’t know why
I was so angry. Was it because I was disgusted by the
idea?

Or was it because I was turned on by
the idea?

I knew it was the second reason, but I
wasn’t going to admit that and that was why my sex life was
boring.

“Well, what’s your
suggestion then?” he asked me.

I didn’t have an answer for
Nick.

I loved the man but I was sexually
bored but I didn’t have all that much interest in toys or fucking
other people. What else was there in the world?

 


After our argument things got chilly
between us. I might love my husband, but that doesn’t mean that we
never argue. He didn’t bring up fucking other people
again.

Not for a few days, at
least.

It was three days later and we were
approaching the limit of our always-honored rule of having sex at
least three times a week. We had had sex exactly one time this
week. We were going to need to fuck twice in three days to keep our
record.

I was sitting on the couch watching TV
when he politely interrupted me. Since he was speaking to me and
being civil, maybe he wanted to kiss and make up.

“I have something I want
to show you,” he said.

I turned off the television.
“What?”

He started to unbuckle his belt to
remove his pants.

“I’ve seen your cock
before,” I told him. It came out more disparaging than I truly
felt.

“Not like this you
haven’t.”

He dropped his pants along with his
underwear.

“What the fuck is that!?”
I exclaimed.

I knew exactly what the fuck that
was.

I had just never seen one in person
before, only pictures and jokes.

“It’s a male chastity
device,” Nick said coolly.

I didn’t understand how he could be so
casual about it. How the fuck does something like that wind up on a
man’s cock? It certainly isn’t by accident.

“I know what a cock cage
is!” I was unnecessarily angry at him. “Why do you have one on?” My
mind wasn’t working. This made no sense. It was so strange and
foreign to my reality to see his cock inside a hard plastic tube
that was secured behind his balls. It almost looked like a medical
device, but it wasn’t.

Not that I have a lot of experience
with men’s penises, but I knew Nick was average. Maybe a bit above
average. We had measured. I had some basis for comparison. I had
access to Google and a tape measure. He was more than man enough
for me.

Except behind the hard plastic of the
chastity cage he somehow seemed smaller.

Nick held out his hand to me. From it
dangled a small key. I knew right away what the key was for. I
wasn’t stupid. I didn’t reach out for it. Doing that would make
this whole episode real. I didn’t want it to be real.

“I’m wearing it because I
want to watch you fuck another man. I’m going to keep the cage on
until you do.”

I laughed again. It was the sort of
hysterical laugh a woman makes when she’s losing her
mind.

“No,” I said.

“Why not?”

My eyes bugged out at him. “You want
me to go out to a bar, pick up a guy, take him home, and fuck him?”
I asked. “That’s just asking to catch a disease.”

“Of course not,” he
scoffed. “This sort of thing is done entirely on apps
now.”

I held my hands over my face. “I can’t
discuss this while you’re showing me the goods.”

He pulled up his pants and I uncovered
my eyes. “I can’t believe you are actually asking me to do
something so crazy.”

“Why is it
crazy?”

“Where do I
begin?”

What followed was a long and
complicated conversation that was equal parts boring and confusing
and sort-of sexy and scary and thrilling.

Nick had done a lot of the leg work
for us. He had gotten the chastity device all on his own. He had
opened up a few accounts on some hookup apps. He was bound and
determined to find me a decent man who would give me the fucking of
a lifetime in front of him.

But not just one man.

Five.

He wanted me to fuck five
men.

“All at once?” I asked. I
think it was the right time to use the word flabbergasted. I had
never used that word to describe myself before but it seemed the
perfect time.

“Not a gangbang,” he
scoffed. “Unless you’re into that?”

“No.”

“Then one at a time until
we’re equal.”

“Why?”

“Because our sex life is
boring and I’m actually doing something to make it
exciting.”

He was right. I loved him. I think I
loved him more at that moment because of what he was willing to do
to keep our sex life interesting.

I was bound and determined to return
the effort.

Odd as it sounded, I was excited to
start this new part of my life. Maybe I’d do it once and Nick would
be so upset that I wouldn’t have to—get to—fuck four more men. So
be it.

It was an adventure and I was going on
it with the man I loved.
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