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    1 / Missed Opportunities 
 
    “Come on, Leo,” Nikki yelled up the stairs. “You’re going to be late for school,” just as a tangled mass of jacket, backpack, and their 9-year-old son came flying down the steps. 
 
    “I’m coming,” he laughed, sitting down at the kitchen counter, shoveling the eggs and toast she had made down his throat. “Billie wants me to come over and play some Fortnight after school. Is that OK?” 
 
    “Sure,” she replied. “I’ll talk to his mother to plan something. Now… you better hurry. I can hear the bus.” 
 
    Leo ran over, gave her a quick hug, then ran through the front door. That boy does nothing slow, she chuckled to herself, just like his father. They looked so much alike that no one would mistake them for anything but father and son. She could see his father’s personality and charm coming through as well, with each day that passed. 
 
    Nikki had married young. In retrospect, as she approached her 35th birthday, probably too young. She was only 19. Yet, as she looked back at her life, she could think of few decisions she would have made differently. Overall, as she surveyed her beautiful home and a sink full of now dirty dishes, she considered herself a lucky person with a pretty good life. And she so loved that boy. 
 
    She had enjoyed her childhood, the only daughter of three kids in a suburban family, where both parents remained married. Her parents treated her well, loved her… even though they may have been a little overprotective… supported her when she needed it and gave her every advantage of lessons and activities to find her way. Her brothers were tolerable growing up and had even become reasonable men in adulthood. 
 
    Plus, her parents loved each other. The difference between how they were at home and the knock-down, all-out-wars she too often saw at her friend’s houses could not have been a better lesson for her growing up. 
 
    They were a loving couple. Her dad always treated her mom with respect and love, and her mom returned the same. She always thought it was quite touching to see them holding hands while walking places, like two teenagers. 
 
    Just after the door slammed behind the fleeing backpack, her husband, Wyatt, followed down the stairs, ready for work. God, she loved that man. She always marveled at her luck in finding him so early in life. He was very handsome, just over six feet, with dark brown, almost black hair that he kept relatively long compared to their friends. His soft brown eyes often twinkled with deep native intelligence. He had kept himself in good shape, and was a hilarious guy, always making her and Leo laugh at every chance he got. They got along very well. 
 
    Even after 15 years, she loved him more now than she had when they met. He had turned out to be a great guy. Supportive and loving. A real partner for life. They had met in a typing class junior year in high school, married a year after graduation and had been making their way together ever since; now with their son added to the mix. 
 
    Wyatt had started a coffee shop just after they got married. It seemed like an enormous risk at the time since they were only 20 years old and married just a year. He had inherited a small sum from an uncle and put that money to good use with the best coffee in town. 
 
    Even in high school, Wyatt had loved coffee. He experimented with how to roast the beans for the most flavor and, early on, decided he was going to run a coffee shop. Turned out, he had a head for business. They now had seven shops around their Midwestern city with plans to open several more over the next few years. 
 
    For Nikki, he was also a dedicated father and husband, intent on providing the best he could for his family. While they were not rich in a Wall Street sense, they were doing well enough that they had plenty to satisfy their needs. They had moved into a lovely home in a beautiful neighborhood five years ago, which had excellent schools for Leo, and she could provide her son with the same advantages she had enjoyed in her early years. 
 
    She often wished those advantages did not include standing around soccer fields all the time, but that was part of her life. Things were going so well; they had decided to try for another baby as soon as Wyatt finished opening the new Deer Run shop next month. 
 
    He grabbed his first cup of Wyatt’s Roast of the day. They chatted a bit before he followed Leo out the door. Nikki wasn’t far behind, either. She worked at an insurance company. It was a decent job, she always thought. Well, she could at least tolerate it. 
 
    She was a claims processor. It paid reasonably; she liked the people she worked with and even the customers were not that bad. Her company happily had a habit of paying claims as soon as possible, rather than pushing them off with built-in delays. This allowed her to deliver plenty of good news to customers that offset the infrequent negative reaction. 
 
    But… there’s always a but… she chuckled to herself. Despite all these joyous things in her life, there was something that nagged at her core, an uncertainty that kept her wondering as she lay sleepless in bed. She did not plan to change anything. She knew that, but these late nights would bring her to imagining a different life. One where she had waited to marry; taken some time to become herself and just had some fun. 
 
    Here she was approaching her 35th birthday, and she felt like her life was passing her by, that she had left so many missed opportunities behind. Having fun was at the bottom of every list now days because life was always so serious. New shops had to be opened, insurance claims had to be processed, Leo had to be taken care of, her home maintained. There was always so much going on that she hardly had time to think. 
 
    She wished she would have given herself a chance to have some fun before settling down. She often dreamed of going to a late-night rave like she saw on TV or hooking up with a new lover for a random night of raunchy sex, or just taking a trip for a month, to see what she could find. As early as she had become an adult, she was sure she had left some amazing experiences behind. 
 
    This was rapidly becoming a problem for her, as this feeling of regret seeped into her attitude about the life she had chosen. Maybe she should speak with her best friend, Skylar, about it, but Wyatt… He was so busy with his shops that she didn’t want to burden him with one more thing he couldn’t control. 
 
    The problem with her growing sense of regret, especially sexually, was that things were rather good for her. She often marveled at the stories her friends would tell about husbands who were indifferent to them or already cheating. She could not imagine Wyatt either cheating on her or ignoring her sexual needs. It was not in his nature. 
 
    She was a virgin at the time they met. Now, she wondered about having so little outside experience to compare. She had only kissed one boy at a spin-the-bottle party in middle school. 
 
    She often remembered how she went on the pill as soon as she and Wyatt started dating. Her insides were smoldering when she first saw him walk into the classroom. She knew holding herself back from this guy would not be possible. And she was right. Ever since their fourth date, they have been making love regularly and often. Even now, watching him get out of the shower, or crawl into bed naked, sent her heart into flutters and her sex moistening with desire. The flame of their passion had barely dimmed since high school. 
 
    Plus, Wyatt was a reasonable lover, though maybe not the best she could imagine. He often finished too quickly and did not take care of her needs all the time, but he was tender and clearly affectionate and meant well. Oh, that phrase. He ‘means well’. Ouch! I guess that is the crux of the problem, she would think to herself. He loves her very much and is a good husband and father. Who really cares about the rest, right? 
 
    But as she entered the middle of her third decade, she found more and more that she DID care about what she had missed. She had only made love to one person in her entire life! How would she even know whether he was a good lover? Compared to what? In novels she read, one guy was the rule. You wait for your true love, marry him, and then spend the rest of your life happily ever after. This forever love would (and should) satisfy you for the rest of your life. 
 
    And on so many levels, Wyatt really did. Luckily, her body is not picky about stimulation. She tends to cum easily and can remember many occasions where Wyatt had delivered multiple happy endings in a session. One time, for their 10th anniversary, they spent a weekend at a honeymoon resort in the Pocono Mountains of Pennsylvania. This one catered to couples looking to stay inside a lot. Their room had a champagne glass-shaped hot tub and a small pool for swimming naked. They made it so often that weekend, and she came frequently. They were both sore for a week afterward.  
 
    Nowadays, when he could not take care of her, she had become very adept at using vibrators and dildos to finish the job. He even helped her sometimes. That was fun! So what more did she need? She would often ask herself. 
 
    This is where the feeling of regret was seeping into her soul and keeping her awake at night. She loved Wyatt, loved him dearly, but no matter how hard she tried, this feeling of missed opportunities would not go away. She was pretty… she knew that… had a great figure she worked hard to maintain, even had nice breasts (though nothing like Skylar’s), but she was wondering if her chance of feeling strange hands on those breasts would ever come. In her head, as she lay awake at night, she dreamed of unknown lovers and missed chances. 
 
    Still, so many of her friends had experienced terrible calamities as they moved into adulthood, everything from death to divorce to disease, that she recognized things could be so much worse. During these late night moments, when regret seems to control her very breathing, she would turn to Wyatt, gently breathing next to her… for God’s sake, he didn’t even snore… she would thank God for her good life and eventually fall to sleep. 
 
    No, she knew in her heart, as she drifted away, dreams were one thing, reality another. As she rolled over to cuddle with the man she loved down to her very bones, she would not have chosen a different path for her life. Not one little step. Then why won’t this feeling leave her alone?!

  

 
   
    2 / The Friend 
 
    Thank goodness, the restaurant wasn’t too full yet, she thought! Nikki only had an hour for lunch and did not want to spend any of that time standing in line. She so seldom got to see Skylar anymore, since she moved to the new job in Marketing, that she wanted every minute she could get! She really missed the day-to-day banter and wanted to catch up. 
 
    Skylar finally got there as she approached the Hostess. “Glad you hadn’t gone in already,” she said, as they hugged each other. Over the last decade, Skylar had become her best friend. Time has a way of growing or fraying the connection between people. For her and Skylar, the bond just grew stronger. 
 
    Skylar was so different from Nikki. It’s amazing they became friends at all. She was five years younger, and… how to describe it… a slut. From the dresses she wore to the cleavage she loved to show, this girl was walking sex. But so beautiful… Just over five and a half feet, fit like a marathoner, except for her huge breasts that strut out in those form-fitting outfits she loved. She had blondish brown hair with eyes so piercingly blue, Nikki used to joke she could light up a room just by opening them. When you add in a lustrous beauty, dazzling smile, and an engaging personality, Nikki had always wondered why she did not have a husband already. 
 
    “How is Ms. Archer treating you? Improving?” 
 
    “Not really. But I’m doing fine. That idiot doesn’t know how to run the department. If things don’t improve, I can always come back to Claims, right?” Skylar started laughing. Nikki loved that about her friend. She was always upbeat and positive for the future. The Hostess led them to their table. 
 
    “How is Leo doing with his soccer?” Skylar asked. And they started talking. They always had things to discuss and attachments to make. Nikki was always happy that Skylar remembered all these items and proud she did the same for her. 
 
    The problem was that Skylar was about the only friend she had left. Nikki had settled into her married life early after high school. As a result, she had lost touch with many of her high school friends who went off to college and moved to other cities. In adulthood, her friendships came mainly from neighbors and work colleagues. Skylar was now her best friend. They had started together at the insurance company many years ago. Since then, Skylar had moved to Marketing, but they stayed in close contact. This was one of their regular lunches. 
 
    “Still dating Jack?” Nikki asked.  
 
    “Jack? That’s so last year. The guy was a skank.” Skylar was so much younger than Nikki, she often used phrases she did not know. Skank? She thought to herself. Gotta be bad… 
 
    “Thought you liked him?” 
 
    “I liked what he could do with his cock… everything else… the guy was so self-absorbed he seldom knew what I was wearing, much less anything about me.” 
 
    It always amazed Nikki how free Skylar was with her language about sex. 
 
    “I can’t believe the way you talk sometimes,” Nikki laughed, “blurting that word out in public like that.” 
 
    “You are so old school, Nik,” Skylar responded. “Nobody is listening, nor cares.” 
 
    “It’s still shocking. So, he had a good… tool… did he?” Niki was giggling now. Shocking maybe, but always fun. 
 
    “Huge! It would carry me to the moon and back before I could catch my breath. And he really knew how to use it. He would grind against me like…” 
 
    “Skylar!” she interrupted. “Do I really need to know these details?” 
 
    Skylar started laughing. She just loved to get Nikki going. Nikki was about the only truly straight person Skylar knew. Shocking her was a target for every conversation. Her sense of pride demanded it! 
 
    And Nikki knew it, too. She loved the way they joked back and forth. Skylar was so carefree about life, about what she did (sexually, at least), reckless even, yet she carried it off with such a style that Nikki often felt left out because she couldn’t be this way. Skylar had picked up guys at bus stations and did a threesome with sailors she had met on vacation in Charleston. She was sure there were other things even wilder that Skylar just wouldn’t tell her. For Nikki, Skylar knew, there was shocking, then there’s… well… dangerous. 
 
    “So, coming up on the big three-five in a month, aren’t you?” Skylar asked. 
 
    “Don’t remind me!” Nikki protested. “Wyatt keeps talking about a big party, so everyone can bring gag gifts.” 
 
    “I can think of some good ones I would bring!” 
 
    “Oh my God, Sky. You would, wouldn’t you?!” 
 
    “Why don’t we just go out for a good time? You have never done that with me. We could call it the ‘last chance before adulthood’ tour.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know…” Nikki knew Skylar went to some pretty sketchy clubs. 
 
    “I’ll tone the locations down a bit, so I don’t offend your elder sensibilities.” 
 
    “Elder sensi… Sky, you are something.” 
 
    “Come on, it would be fun. You always turn me down every time I ask. Now’s the time!” 
 
    “I’ll have to talk to Wyatt about it. Clubbing with you… he’ll know there’ll be lots of male attention around.” 
 
    “So what? He has had you since you were 19! You can have one night to be free. You can wear a short skirt, some high heels, show some cleavage. You will eat up the attention you get.” 
 
    “That’s what I’m worried about. Really, I’m worried… Can I ask you a question?” 
 
    “Of course,” Skylar replied, putting her hand on Nikki’s arm. “You never have to ask that, Nik, really…” 
 
    “I know. I appreciate it too. One of the best things about our friendship… our openness. Still, so private… Ok. Here goes. I have been having these dreams lately, about the things I haven’t done in my life. I have such a wonderful life in so many ways, but there are just as many things I haven’t done. You know… I have never had sex with anyone but Wyatt. Only kissed one other boy when I was 14. Wyatt is a good lover… no complaints… but the only one? It occurs to me I do not know if he’s a good lover since I have no other to compare.” 
 
    Skylar was chuckling now. “Nik, now I KNOW you need to come out with us. You have something special in Wyatt. Everyone knows. Catching him in high school is… like… a miracle! You will come out with us, see that there are SO many losers out there, and run home, worshiping at his feet! On the other hand… you never know…” she winked at Nikki, “you may just get lucky.” 
 
    “Sky!” 
 
    “I’m joking. There will be several girls along. We will watch out for you… especially if you drag some guy up to a private booth upstairs.” The shock on Nikki’s face was priceless. “Yes, Nik, several clubs have multiple floors. We would take you to the one on 18th. It has the lower level of techno dancing. This is just an enormous dance floor with writhing bodies. The 2nd floor has slower music, for… shall we say… more intimate dancing. And the third floor has private and enclosed places for… ooh… even more intimate dancing.” 
 
    Nikki’s face was now flushed with color, the very idea of it, but her sex was sopping wet… having someone take her up to the third floor for private dancing… She was struggling to catch her breath. She finally looked up. Skylar was staring at her. 
 
    “Girl, you got it bad. You need some hot young man to fuck you till you can’t stand up, that’s what you need.” 
 
    “I knew you would be this way,” Nikki blurted out. “I cannot go out if there is even the remote chance something like that would happen. The betrayal to Wyatt… I couldn’t do that to him. He’s my life!” 
 
    “And that’s the answer, Nik,” Skylar said flatly. “You need to go out with us, see what it’s really like out there. It’s not all that your fantasy implies. Lot of skanks in those clubs. I wasn’t kidding about worshiping at Wyatt’s feet. I have fun at the clubs, but often, I go home alone or to some guy’s place who gives me what I want, then kicks me out of his house, calling me names like slut or whore. Guys are weird about sex. They want it, but then hate the girls that supply what they want. Really weird!” 
 
    “Wyatt… just… he’s never been like that. He seems to go along with whatever I want… and even has some ideas of his own… but… I don’t know how to say it without seeming ungrateful… I know he means well… but sometimes I want to see fireworks when I cum… to feel the flash of ecstasy at the bonding…” She looked down, almost feeling a stab of guilt. “That was really mean to him, wasn’t it?” 
 
    Skylar looked at her, shrugged her shoulders, “Not if it’s the truth. Have you talked to him about your needs?” 
 
    “Are you kidding?” Nikki gasped, if anything feeling more guilty now. “He is such a sweetheart, loves me so much… he would do anything for me. And he tries. He really does. Oh crap, there I go again… I don’t mean to make fun of him. He really is an incredible man, good father, and great husband.” 
 
    “Nik, it’s not like that. You feel what you feel. I just think you should be honest with him about it. Maybe he can pick up his game. Maybe you need something a little kinky. You know, dress up like a French maid and have him ‘take you’ in a new way. Maybe just role play or bondage, something different. I have tried bondage, even had a guy flog me until I struggled to sit the next day. Very intense. I would do it again. He was really into it… he hammered his dick into me for a long time afterward. I came so often…” 
 
    “I don’t think he would go along with any of that stuff…” Nikki cut in. “Or I wouldn’t… not sure at this stage.” 
 
    “I think your Wyatt would surprise you. He never struck me as a prude or unwilling to try new things. Anyone that starts a business at 20, and then makes it into the best coffee shops all over the city, has to have a taste for risk. You never know until you discuss it with him.” 
 
    “You’re right. I should trust to his common sense. I have on everything else. Why not this?” 
 
    “So that’s decided then. Next Friday night, you are going out with the girls and we are going to get you seriously blasted. Tell Mr. Coffee not to wait up for you.” 
 
    “You are crazy. I will need to discuss this with Wyatt. I will not go unless he agrees it’s ok. One night of fun is not worth any hurt feelings. I love and respect him too much for that.” 
 
    “You’ll see,” Skylar laughed, “he won’t mind at all.”

  

 
   
    3 / The Discussion 
 
    “Of course it’s ok,” Wyatt said, laughing at her nervousness. “Nikki, you do not need my permission to have a life! If you want to go out with your friends, go ahead.” 
 
    “You really wouldn’t mind?” Nikki asked, almost in shock. 
 
    “No, I wouldn’t mind. Don’t I play poker with my guys every month? Go to games with friends and with Leo? Why would it be different for you?” He got suddenly silent, looking at her with a leering gaze she had never seen before. “Just don’t play around too much, alright? Make sure you come back to me at the end of the night!” 
 
    “Wyatt, you old fart. You’re teasing me. You know very well I would never do…” 
 
    “Ok, ok,” he cut her off, hands raised in surrender. “I was teasing you. But I’ll be perfectly frank, my love. If you went there, had a few drinks, started dancing with someone who got a little touchy with you, I would not be mad at you.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t?” 
 
    He reached around to hold her in his big arms. “Do you love me?” 
 
    “Yes, of course…” 
 
    “No, not of course. Do you love me?” 
 
    “Yes, I love you very much.” 
 
    “Going to stay with me through thick and thin?” 
 
    “Always my love. You and Leo are everything to me.” 
 
    “Ok… then we’re good. You have an enjoyable time. Though I will say this…” he looked at her again, with that comical leering stare that so unnerved her before, “if you get up to some hanky panky out there, I want to hear all about it. Might be kind of hot!” 
 
    “You are terrible! You know I would never do that!” 
 
    “Just saying… we have an agreement, right? If anything happens, you will tell me?” 
 
    “Even though nothing is going to happen, I would, of course, tell you all about it.” She laughed at him, trying to understand. She had been with Wyatt for 15 years. She knew that look. He was offering it as a joke, but he was serious. He thought something might happen. Was he really giving her permission to do something with another guy? She couldn’t even frame that thought in her mind. It was so foreign to everything she thought about him… and about them! 
 
    The following week, while Wyatt took Leo to a soccer tournament, Skylar took Nikki shopping for some clubbing clothes. She was sure Nikki had nothing that looked like something Skylar would wear. 
 
    They had so much fun trying on outfits in the party store dressing room. Nikki had never seen Skylar near naked before. She knew she had a magnificent body, but Nikki underestimated how good it was. She did not know how many exercises it took to get those abs so flat, and that ass so shapely. Nikki thought of her own body as nice, and she knew she was as pretty as Skylar, but that body… 
 
    A couple times, while they were moving around, getting changed, Nikki accidentally grazed one of Skylar’s bra-covered breasts with her hand. The material of the bra was so thin, she could feel the warmth of her skin underneath the material. Her nipples were hard as stones, poking through the bra cup. They were natural, she thought, no question about that. The surprise was that Skylar did not seem to mind the touch. Nikki almost thought Skylar’s eyes sparkled, welcoming something more. 
 
    Was Skylar interested? Nikki wondered. She did not know, but was even more surprised at her own reaction. Was she? Nikki’s own sex was damp down below. She hoped it didn’t get so heavy she leaked. That would be a little embarrassing in front of Skylar. 
 
    Once, she reached out to intentionally touch Skylar when she leaned forward but held back. She didn’t want to take the risk of damaging their friendship if she was wrong. This girl is going to get me into so much trouble, she thought, her own twinkle now clearly on display! 
 
    The outfit they settled on was a tight, red leather pencil skirt that barely hit mid-thigh, a set of black lingerie with an almost see-through bra that gave plenty of lift to the ‘girls’, thong panties, a sheer white button-up blouse that would show the black bra, and a pair of 4-inch stiletto heels that would require her to practice walking. She had never owned a pair with heels that tall and thin. 
 
    They grabbed lunch afterward. “What do you think?” Skylar asked. “Enjoy your first club shopping spree?” 
 
    “I did. You have lots of clothes like this?” 
 
    “Many more than many. Most of my wardrobe, in fact. Someday soon, I should have you come over. We’re close enough. You can try them on and see what you think.” Her wink at Nikki told her that Skylar may have meant more than just trying on clothes. 
 
    “Sky, I am really nervous about this. What if someone puts their hands on me? Or gropes me? What should I do?” 
 
    “There’s always groping them back…” 
 
    “Sky, come on! I’m trying to be serious here. I’m really nervous. This will be my first time going to a club, especially the kind you go to, and dressed like this? This outfit is an open invitation. Come and get me boys!” 
 
    “Isn’t that why you bought it?” Skylar asked, as if it was obvious. 
 
    “Of course, it isn’t…” Nikki stopped suddenly, her thoughts fixing on one thing. This really IS why she bought this outfit, to attract male attention and to feel their gaze upon her. But their hands? 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Skylar laughed. “You can’t fool me, girl. You love that outfit and I’ll bet you are sopping wet just thinking about all those guys and their hands going where they will.” 
 
    “Skylar, you are going to be the death of my marriage!” 
 
    “I don’t know about that. I may have just saved it.” Again, that look in her eyes. 
 
    When Nikki got home and modeled the outfit for Wyatt later that night, she could barely believe the lustful look in his eye. What did that mean? Did he really want her going out hunting for other guys? 
 
    “You are going to attract some serious attention with that outfit, my love. Who could resist?!” 
 
    “That’s what Skylar said,” Nikki noted. “Is that what you want? For me to get some male attention. The way you have been looking at me… Wyatt, I don’t know what to think about it.” 
 
    “It’s really quite simple, babe. You are a beautiful woman. I have always thought so and told you many, many times. Yet, you always pushed those comments aside, as if that weren’t true or that I was flattering you to make you feel better. I am thankful to Skylar that you can have this experience. Getting all those eyes staring at you and hands groping you… well… maybe now you’ll believe me!” 
 
    “You want them to grope me?” Her eyes were like hard granite, trying to break through the mystery her husband had become.  
 
    “Now you got me. I’m a little confused about this reaction myself. I think about you being on that dance floor, all those men pushing up against you with their raging… hormones.” There was that smile again. “It makes me so hard my cock throbs.” He stood up, dropping his pants. His cock was solid as a piece of steel pipe. Nikki just stared at it. 
 
    “If someone groped me, you would like that? Get you excited?” She reached out her hand to grab the shaft, pulling him closer to her mouth. She licked the precum off the head, licking her lips, then looked up into his eyes. “Would you?” 
 
    “Oh babe. Not sure how to answer that. It sends shock waves of jealousy through me I struggle to handle, but the evidence you see is that something else is going on at the same time. Would I want you to have an affair with someone else? No. I don’t want that. I love you and want you to be in my life forever. But some groping on a dance floor to keep you happy? That is a trade-off I will gladly make.” 
 
    “But Wyatt, our vows…” Her hand continued to stroke him. 
 
    “I understand all that and am glad you have kept them over our years together. But, Nik, I can tell there is something missing. You have tried to hide it. Come on, babe, you should know this by now. You can’t hide anything from me. Your face is the proverbial open book. You need something more from our sex life than I have been able to provide. A night out with the girls like this might be just what you need to keep your interest in our marriage. I figure it’s better than allowing the pressure to grow inside until it forces you to do something behind my back.” 
 
    “I would never…” 
 
    “I know, I know. But the pressure is building. You have been lying awake dreaming about what you have given up because we got married young, haven’t you?” 
 
    “How did you know?” 
 
    “Babe… I have studied you carefully for a long time. You think I would not notice when my lady doesn’t cum? Or needs more than I am giving? On Friday night, I want you to have a VERY enjoyable time doing whatever you want to do, then I want you to come home and show ME what you want. To fuck my brains out with all the gusto you gave them on the dance floor.” 
 
    As he had been talking, she was looking into his eyes and stroking his granite spear, pointing straight at her. Once he mentioned coming home to show him, she took his stiff rod into her mouth, burying it as far as it would go. 
 
    “Like this?” she said, in-between trips down his shaft. “You want me to show you what I had just done for a guy in a back booth.” 
 
    “Oh God… Oh, babe… this is so hot.” 
 
    “You want me to bury his cock deep in my throat, sucking on him until he erupts all over my face.” 
 
    “Oh, man… better slow down…” While she sucked, her hands unbuttoned her blouse, pulling it off her shoulders, then unhooked the bra in back, sloughing it off as well. She then returned her hands to his shaft, now going full out for his release, not missing a stroke or suck. 
 
    “Why should I slow down? You want to see him cum all over my face, don’t you? To have your wife down on her knees in front of a total stranger, his cum spraying everywhere…” 
 
    “Shit…” And then his back arched, and he exploded, his cum spraying all over her face and chest, in her eyes, across her mouth. She was actively licking everywhere, trying to catch as much in her mouth as possible. Once he finished, she started scoping the spunk off her skin with a finger, then sucking the white cream into her mouth. Her eyes never left Wyatt’s. 
 
    “Oh lord. That was so fucking hot. You just drained it right out of me, Nik.” 
 
    She completed her cleaning, then got up, standing in front of him, her mouth still bulging with his jism. She grabbed his head, brought his lips down to hers, then stuffed her tongue deep into his mouth. He could taste his own cum flowing into his mouth. The bitter, salty taste was a first for him. 
 
    “Imagine I brought that home from my adventures at the club? You want me to bring evidence?” 
 
    “Oh, babe…” They both suddenly looked down. He was already rising again. 
 
    “Well, I guess you do like that. Let’s go to bed and see if you can cool this fire I have inside me…” She grabbed his semi-hard shaft, guiding him to the bed.

  

 
   
    4 / The Preparation 
 
    “He didn’t…” Skylar said, a tone of total amazement coming over the phone. “He gave you a facial while you talked about giving a blowjob to another guy… Then took you to bed to hump more? An incredible story. I didn’t think Wyatt had it in him. Or you…” 
 
    “Can you believe it?” Nikki replied. She had called her the next day. She was still so shocked at what happened that the implications were just now seeping into her head. And what did it mean for her night out… 
 
    “Yes, I think I can,” Skylar laughed, a knowing tone in her voice. “Your Wyatt is coming into a little more focus here. He really got off on you talking about it, even doing it… I think our clubbing trip on Friday just got a lot more interesting. I may have to re-think where I was planning to go.” 
 
    “What? Oh, no…” Her natural resistance to taking any risks was asserting itself when she abruptly grew quiet on the phone. The pause took a long time, but Skylar just waited. She knew what was going through her head now. 
 
    “Skylar, what are you planning?” 
 
    “Oh, I think we should take a trip to that place with the three levels I told you about. The place is loud and always has an enormous crowd. If we are going to create the right environment for Wyatt’s fantasy, that’s the place.” 
 
    “You’re not serious… You think we should go into our club night intentionally planning to find someone for this? Oh, God…” 
 
    “Exciting, isn’t it?” Skylar laughed. “I’ll bet you’re soaking wet already. Am I right?” 
 
    For the first time since they had started, Nikki’s mind traveled down to her sex; the wetness shocking her. She had to get something to soak up her juices before she left a trail on the back of her jeans. “I better go. Making a mess here.” 
 
    “I knew it! You’re getting off on this too, aren’t you? You like his fantasy.” 
 
    “Maybe…” 
 
    “Maybe? That’s crap… If I were there now, I bet I could smell the sex on you. I can hear it in your breathing.” 
 
    “Sky, I don’t think I should take this too far. Fun fantasy, but giving a blowjob in a public club? How does that even work? What do I do?” 
 
    “Nothing is what you do. I have already changed the plans. We will spend the whole evening at The Dancer on 18th St. Just you and me. Do some research on their website. It is perfect. Lots of dance floors for getting the juices primed, lots of privacy for letting those juices simmer and the third floor… oh yes, the third floor… for whatever might come up…” Her giggling was now infecting Nikki as she giggled along, if not still a little nervously. 
 
    “I better hang up, before I have to drive home to change my jeans, you pervert.” 
 
    “Me, the pervert? Oh, my friend… I don’t think we have seen the depth of what you can do. That roleplay with Wyatt? He didn’t ask you to do that. YOU did that all on your own. Nik, my friend, I think once you get into the action, we will SEE who the real pervert is.” 
 
    “Oh, you’re being silly now. I gotta go.” 
 
    She hung up, rushing to the bathroom. She had been standing outside the building, near where the smokers always stood. The conversation was becoming so X-rated; she had gone outside for some privacy. She could feel her sex overflowing with liquid evidence. 
 
    Nikki went into a back stall, pulling her jeans down. She was soaked; her panties dripping. She rolled some tissue into a ball, then reached down to soak up the mess, briefly touching her clit. The shock of pleasure that coursed through her came out in a whimper she had to stifle before anyone heard it. But she could not hold back now. 
 
    Her right fingers flew across her clit, tight rotations focused on the tiny nub. Her other hand drove three fingers into her sex. She moved slowly to prevent any sound, but the moan that came out of her lips was impossible to stop. It didn’t take long. The climax shot up her body in a pleasure wave so intense she stopped breathing. 
 
    After it was over, she continued wiping up the mess, doing her best to get her panties dried off, then stuffed a big wad of tissue paper into her panties, like she was wearing a sanitary napkin, pulling her jeans up. No one was in the restroom, so she examined herself in the mirror, looking for wet spots that might have come through. She didn’t see any, so went back to her desk. 
 
    It did not matter. All she could think about was the blowjob she gave to Wyatt, how hot it was, how hard he got. When they went to bed, Wyatt fucked her like he never had before. Demanding, strong, domineering even. She loved that side of him. Wanted to see more. 
 
    Over the next three days, the two of them could not keep their hands off each other. They were hopping into bed almost as soon as Leo was asleep. They never verbally replayed the same club fantasy again, but she could tell it was on his mind. She intentionally signaled for him to be more aggressive, to push harder. She wanted to bring that out of him more. He was so much bigger than her, the feeling of losing control to him was intoxicating. 
 
    In her own mind, Nikki was becoming more focused on the fantasy. What would it feel like to have a new cock in her mouth? Or somewhere else… Each stab of Wyatt’s wood would send images of her new lover grunting above her. 
 
    Thursday, their lovemaking had been particularly intense, his thrusting so hard it actually hurt, but that hurt only seemed to make the orgasms stronger. She gave herself to him, completely surrendering to her fantasy lover, feeling him take her. The cries of release were so loud, Wyatt had to hold his hand over her mouth so she wouldn’t wake Leo. 
 
    She took Friday off to get ready. She washed and ironed her club outfit, practiced walking in the shoes, took a long, scented bath and dreamed. She even masturbated once, just because she couldn’t take the anticipation any longer. 
 
    That evening, she was all decked out in her outfit. Leo looked at her in a funny way, asking her where she was going. She told him she was going out with a friend for some drinks at a pub. ‘You’re sure dressed funny.’ Wyatt looked over at her, trying to hide his grin. ‘Out of the mouths of babes, right?’ he whispered to her. 
 
    At 9, Skylar pulled up in her Uber. They were sure that drinking was going to be involved, so they planned to take an Uber just in case neither was in any shape to drive. On the way over, they chatted like schoolgirls, holding hands, planning… They settled on her using two code names. Skylar would call her ‘Bella’ if anyone asked her name. And the last was a safe word, if Nikki was feeling uncomfortable, or unsafe. She would use orange in the conversation. Skylar would know it was time to leave. 
 
    Nikki had no idea what was going to happen, but the excitement in her was ready to erupt at any moment. All the planning, the sexual tension, the excitement of the evening were soaking into her like rainwater finding parched earth. As they pulled up in front of the club, the entry line already snaking down the block, she knew this was going to be a great night and vowed to stay open to everything that might happen.

  

 
   
    5 / The Second Floor 
 
    Naturally, Skylar knew everyone there. She walked up to the bouncer at the front of the line, “Hi Frank.” 
 
    “Sky. Go on in. Who’s your friend?” 
 
    “Bella. Her first time here,” she replied. 
 
    He shook his head at her, ‘good to meet you’ style, then waved them through. “You ladies have a good time. Bella, you better watch out for Sky. She’s a wild one,” winking at them both, laughing at his own joke. 
 
    Skylar took Nikki’s arm, looked at the entrance and said simply, “Let’s go have some fun.” 
 
    The blast of noise that greeted them inside was almost unbearable to Nikki. She had only been to a few rock concerts, but she wondered how much damage her ears would take tonight. As they came through the entrance, the art déco styling of the building opened into an enormous ballroom, with bodies packed shoulder to shoulder, all pulsing to the beat of the music. 
 
    Nikki stopped walking to soak it all in. Women were in the slinkiest clothes she could imagine wearing in public, many without bras. The couples were grinding themselves against each other. She could see the erections pressing out of their slacks. 
 
    Skylar gazed at her face. “Gets your heart racing, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Oh, yes…” was all Nikki could reply. Her brain was already adjusting to the noise level, but her heart was still pounding with the frenzy of the week’s buildup.  
 
    Across the entire back wall of the ballroom was a massive bar, with multiple bartenders handling orders, which seemed to come from everywhere at once. 
 
    Skylar was looking for someone special. “Hey Sky, haven’t seen you in a while.” 
 
    “Hey, Noah. This is my friend, Bella. Her first time here.” Noah was a cute guy, Nikki thought. About Wyatt’s height, but much bigger frame, almost muscle bound. His t-shirt pressed against his chest as he worked the bottles. Skylar always seems to know the cute ones. 
 
    “Good to meet you, Bella. You’ve picked a good night to introduce her. Some kind of convention in town. The place packed. We have been hopping all night. Speaking of which, what can I get you ladies?” Skylar got a martini, Nikki gin & tonic. “You have fun, Sky,” then after a brief pause, looked at her with some warmth. “Take it easy, Sky. Ok? I don’t want to put you in an Uber like the last time.” 
 
    Skylar looked at him, a little embarrassed. “I got a little carried away, didn’t I?” 
 
    “Yes, you did. Bella, look after her.” 
 
    As they walked down the bar, they found an unoccupied standing table and watched the crowd. Nikki had seen places like this in the movies or on TV, but she always thought they staged them to be more than they were for the show. This was no show. These people were dancing and celebrating, bodies everywhere, touching, grinding, shaking. 
 
    Nikki took a couple of sips of her drink. “What now?” she asked. 
 
    “Better drink fast,” Skylar replied. “Our first candidates are coming this way.” Skylar gulped her drink down in three large swallows. Nikki tried to do the same, struggling to swallow it so quickly. Approaching were two guys that were big and handsome, but they looked like college kids. 
 
    “They look like they could be our children,” Nikki yelled to Skylar over the loud music. 
 
    “Speak for yourself, ma’am!” That got them both laughing. 
 
    The guys came up, barely said a word before they were out on the dance floor, the bodies undulating with the mass. They were active dancers. Nikki got lost in the sensations. The pounding music and gyrating bodies washed through her. 
 
    The two guys disappeared shortly after they started, but others joined, then others. For Skylar and Nikki, the dance went on. It was the joy of being alive, of the pleasure of touch, of the mass moving as if they were cells of one large body. They were both throwing their arms in the air, pressing their hips against the rigid cocks of their dance partners, caressing each other as the men watched. 
 
    Eventually, reality caught up with Nikki. She was in good shape but this was palates on steroids. Nikki glanced at her watch. An hour had gone by. She ground her hip into the current partner, reaching up to touch his shoulder. ‘Thanks’, she told him, then reached over to Skylar. “Orange, orange”, whispering so she knew it was a joke. Skylar shook her head in agreement. They walked off arm-in-arm, both trying to catch their breath. 
 
    They walked straight back to Noah’s station. “Hit ’em, barkeep,” Skylar roared, doing her best Clint Eastwood, slapping her hand down on the bar. Noah laughed, looking at them both. “Same as before?” Skylar shook her head. It impressed Nikki that he remembered after all the drinks he had served that night. 
 
    “I need to sit down,” Nikki whined. “I’m not used to this pace of aerobics.” 
 
    “How do you think I stay in such good shape?” Skylar laughed. “Let’s go upstairs. The 2nd floor has more seating, the music is quieter and the opportunities will be… for you, my dear… more focused.” 
 
    Nikki just giggled. With all the dancing and body-to-body contact she had so far, she couldn’t imagine things would get any hotter upstairs. 
 
    They grabbed the drinks, took the elevator to the Second Floor, and luckily found a booth open on the side. The subdued lighting caught Nikki’s eye. The booth areas were almost dark. Only the soft rope lights around the top of the booths and a small candle on the tabletops kept them from being pitch black. The dance floor was lit, but modest compared to the first floor. Skylar settled into the booth, now in full relaxation mode. Nikki followed suit, allowing her body the rest it so badly needed. 
 
    Soon, she had to go to the restroom. The view she saw in the mirror was a true fright. Her makeup was running all over, her hair a tangled mess, her shirt looked like she had been in a wet t-shirt contest. It was so damp. She straightened up as best she could, ran a brush through her hair, used the toilet, then headed back to the table. 
 
    Before she arrived, the view froze her steps. Skylar was still in the booth, but sitting with her were two men that she was doing nothing to keep their hands off her. She was giggling at the touch, stroking their legs, feeling the moment. Nikki walked up to the booth and stood there for a moment. 
 
    “Ni… Bella, so glad to see you,” Skylar said, giggles at being touched now affecting her speech. “This is Liam and Hugh, both in town for a convention.” Liam was on the other side of Skylar, Hugh right next to Nikki’s seat. 
 
    The two men turned to look at Nikki, and her heart almost stopped. The guy nearest her was like someone out of an old margarine commercial, flowing brownish-blond hair, deeply tanned skin, handsome face, broad chest with muscled arms that strained at his shirt, and eyes a deep blue that captured her attention. 
 
    “Please join us,” Hugh said, patting the seat next to him, turning his body away from Skylar. Liam did not miss a beat, continuing to stroke Skylar. They spoke of pure introductions, the bare minimum. Where you from, what brings you to town, how many times have you girls been to this club, but Nikki heard none of it. Her heart was beating like she had just come off the dance floor. 
 
    Hugh had his arm over the top of the booth. He was so tall; it was flat with his shoulder. Nikki moved into her seat and could hardly stop before she cuddled tight against him. His arm came off the booth, pulling her in closer. 
 
    “Glad you could join us,” he said. He moved his hand up, raising Nikki’s face toward him, then kissed her gently on the lips, holding her tight enough for the dampness to form between her legs. He engulfed her in his massive arms. Nikki gave herself fully to his embrace. “You want to dance?” 
 
    Only then did Nikki come back to the moment, hearing a slow song over the soft speakers. She said nothing, just scooted off the bench, waiting for him to follow. He put his hand on her back, as gentlemen do, guiding her onto the dance floor. This floor wasn’t as crowded as the ballroom, but the dancers were thick enough they were quickly swallowed in the mass. 
 
    Hugh put his arms around her, pulling her in tight. She could feel his erection pressing against her stomach. The thing was huge. She had little comparisons to make, but she knew this log had to be way above average. He pulled her face to him once again, their lips meeting. This time, he plunged his tongue in, seeking hers. We lost herself in the feelings, reaching up to put her arms around his upper arms, pulling him closer. He was way too tall for her to get them over his shoulders. 
 
    His embrace was powerful, demanding, full of the need he was feeling. She could not help but respond, giving herself to that need. They kissed like this for the entire song. When it was over, a faster number began. Hugh was not interested in that, so led her back to the booth. Skylar and Liam were nowhere to be found. Hugh ordered another round of drinks, then they started necking for real. The passion growing between them. 
 
    When the drinks arrived, they took a break for a few sips, then went back at each other. She took hers in relatively large gulps but tried to do it delicately. She didn’t want to seem like she was pounding them down. Still, she needed some liquid courage. Things were progressing so rapidly, but did not want to stop. 
 
    Soon, his hands were all over her, pulling her against him, caressing her breasts, tracing his fingers down her hair. Her body was simply on fire, the need growing with every touch. The music slowed once again, and Hugh was back out on the dance floor, pulling her even closer. Now he was intentionally pushing his erection against her. 
 
    He turned her around, wrapping her in his arms, cuddling tightly. She pressed her ass back against his raging member. She almost came right there, as he moved himself into the small of her back, pressing her ass cheeks apart. They clung like this for the entire song. The next fast song, he took a break again. 
 
    This time, on the way to the table, he whispered in her ear. “Go to the restroom, remove your bra and panties, then come back to me.”

  

 
   
    6 / The Accident 
 
    Her face flushed a deep pink, but she only shook her head in agreement. She knew in her heart; she would do anything this guy asked of her. She walked to the last stall in the back of the restroom, removed the clothing, stuffing them in her small purse. The blouse was not completely transparent, but her nipples were going to show clearly through the material. 
 
    Nikki could not believe what she was doing, or that Skylar had left her with this guy. She thought for a moment of calling Wyatt and asking him for permission. She picked up her phone, planning to send a text to Skylar. Instead, she found texts from Skylar:  
 
    [Skylar]: going up to 3f 
 
    [Skylar]: come up when ready ;) 
 
    What was on the 3rd floor? she wondered. Then she had a moment of inspiration as visions of Wyatt cumming all over her face swept through the image she saw in the mirror. She stood erect, pressed her chest out to place her nipples fully against the blouse, lifted her skirt so you could see she had no panties, then snapped a selfie, holding it carefully so the phone covered her face. She sent a text to Wyatt with the attached picture: 
 
    [Nikki]: heading back in. ready to play? 
 
    She straightened her clothes back up. Before she could get out the door, a text came back from Wyatt. 
 
    [Wyatt]: so hot. 
 
    [Nikki]: you like? 
 
    [Wyatt]: I want details later. have fun. 
 
    And that was all he said. She placed the phone back in her purse, smoothed the skirt down, then headed back to the booth. By the time she got there, Hugh had another round of drinks on the table. He was clearly trying to get her drunk; she laughed to herself. She appreciated the sentiment, but the way she was feeling, she could be cold sober and still give herself completely to this guy. 
 
    Hugh held her in front of him, feasting his eyes on the newly exposed nipples. “I think we should go upstairs, don’t you?” 
 
    “What’s up there?” she asked, coyly. 
 
    “Privacy,” he replied. 
 
    As they walked up the stairs, she could feel his eyes on her ass. They were the only ones on the stairway, so she lifted her skirt up, fully exposing her bare ass to his gaze. 
 
    “Oh, babe, you’re a hot one. We are going to have fun tonight.” 
 
    The 3rd floor wasn’t really a dance floor at all. The entire space was a series of small cubicles set to provide maximum privacy to the people inside them, yet with walls short enough that management could look inside if a patron was noticeably unhappy. The room held a small, padded leather-covered table, which reminded her of a massage table and a couple of vinyl chairs. 
 
    Hugh barely spoke when he moved into an empty cubicle, gently pushing down on her shoulders. She knew what he wanted. She kneeled on the floor, staring up into his eyes. The anticipation of a new cock was making her hands shake. He unzipped his pants and pulled his stiff member out, plopping it against her face. Her eyes must have grown huge because he chuckled. 
 
    “Bigger than you’re used to?” 
 
    “Much…” was all she could get out. It did not matter. She wrapped one hand around its girth, massaging his balls with the other. She knew Wyatt loved it when she held him this way. Then she tried to take it as deep in her throat as it would go. Her jaw spread wide. It wasn’t enough. She barely got the head and maybe another inch or two. She could at least stroke him. Maybe that would be enough. 
 
    He groaned with the pleasure, welcoming the warm mouth on his cockhead and the stroking of the shaft. He reached down to pull her top off. She dropped him from her hands and mouth, but resisted at first, shaking her head no. He would not stop tugging to move it off. She finally relented, raising her arms for the removal. He then moved his cock to her mouth, pushing the head back in. 
 
    The fire that had developed downstairs was now an inferno inside her. Her pussy was dripping wet, her nipples hurting. They were so rigid. She attacked the cock in her mouth, sucking, licking, massaging, stroking. That cock was everything to her. She wanted to see it spurt every drop this guy offered. She was going to spray it all over herself and let Wyatt clean it up. 
 
    He was now openly groaning, trying to stay somewhat quiet, but failing. Then suddenly, he grabbed her by the arms, used his massive strength to lift her off the floor, laying her chest on the table, legs hanging over the end. Her ass was now in full view as he pushed her skirt above her waist. She was still in shock from the sudden change when she felt his presence invade her sex. He swiped his cockhead across her vaginal lips for lubrication, then plunged into her. No warmup, no gentle teasing, just rammed it all the way home. 
 
    She had never taken such a huge rod before. She came off the table in a cry of almost panic, but then a wave of pleasure hit her like nothing she had ever experienced. Her cry became a deep moan as Hugh pulled back out. 
 
    “No… no… don’t pull out.” Her panting was almost out of control, the torment below scorching her mind. “I have had nothing so big in me. Just need to adjust. Please don’t stop.” 
 
    “Ok, babe… here you go.” A gentle rhythm began, slowly at first. With each plunge, she fell deeper under his spell, mewling and whimpering as the pleasure built. Soon, he was pounding into her with all his might. He grabbed her arms, pulling back against them, giving him more leverage to push deeper. 
 
    When her orgasm hit, Nikki thought she was going to black out. It was a freight train of unstoppable power, exploding in her and through her. She was flopping on the table, pulling helplessly against his powerful grip, relishing in not being able to move away, at being under his complete control. The waves of pleasure battered her as she writhed on his massive rod. 
 
    She collapsed back on the table, but Hugh did not even slow. He was still hammering at her, pushing her deeper. Her body knew what to do. The next climax was even stronger than the first, then another came shortly after. She couldn’t hold it back anymore, her moans no longer soft or quiet. She cried out her release for all to hear. 
 
    This caught Hugh’s attention, poking his head up to see if anyone noticed. No one did. Still, he knew their time was ending. “Are you ready for me?” he asked. She could not speak, just shook her head yes. A soft “please cum in me… please… I want to feel you inside me” was all she could get out. 
 
    “Happy to oblige, ma’am,” he replied, then started pounding for real. Earlier had been gentle pokes compared to this. He was grabbing her hips, pulling himself forcefully. She started flopping again as the next climax took her, then the next. 
 
    She was struggling to breathe with the constant cumming when Hugh pushed himself all the way in, holding his cock still. She could feel the cum splashing her vaginal walls as what felt like gallons of spunk sprayed rope after rope inside. She came one final time as the wash pushed into her. She could not believe how great it felt. 
 
    “Shit… that was so good. You are one hot babe.” Nikki moaned her agreement as he pulled himself out and put himself back in his pants. She moaned ‘Wait! Let me!’ Then struggled to get off the table, kneeling in front of him. 
 
    She wanted to lick every small bit of liquid, both his and hers, from his deflating shaft. There was a hunger in her she could not control. She needed every droplet. Her mouth attacked his shaft, licked his balls. Her tongue traced his pubes where some stray liquid had found home. When he was completely clean, she tucked it back in his underwear, stood up and reset his zipper, buckled his belt. 
 
    She was still naked, no top, her skirt pushed clear above her hips. She could feel his cream drizzle down her inner thigh, but did not stop it. She wanted it to dry there, caked for Wyatt to see and touch. 
 
    Hugh took her in his arms, thanking her for the fun time. Behind her back, he reached into his pocket for a business card, placing it in her purse, then walked out, leaving her there. Fully exposed and used. 
 
    The shock of his sudden departure drove home the ramifications of what she had done. Suddenly, the full weight fell on her like an avalanche. Her betrayal of Wyatt, her marriage vows, her lust that was now totally out of control.
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    7 / What to Expect 
 
    She went on her knees, crying. It wasn’t loud. No one came, but her insides burned. My poor Wyatt, what have I done? Fun as a game, as a fantasy. Will he be as supportive when he knows I took another man’s cum inside me? Begged him to do it… Came so often and hard my back is sore… 
 
    Her phone pinged at that moment. Her hands were shaking so hard she could barely hold it. It was Skylar. 
 
    [Skylar]: where r u? 
 
    [Nikki]: 3f 
 
    [Skylar]: me too. stand up, where? 
 
    Nikki reached for her blouse, trying to cover her breasts as she stood looking around. There was Skylar on the other side of the space, a huge grin on her face. She could tell that Nikki was trying to get her clothes back on. Skylar looked a little used up as well, but she was used to it, had already gotten her clothes back into position. 
 
    “How was it?” she asked, walking up to Nikki. “What you wanted?” 
 
    Nikki did not know how to respond, falling back to her knees, now sobbing fully, her blouse falling back to the floor, her face in her hands. “What have I done, Sky? I have betrayed every vow to Wyatt I ever took.” The pain of it was too much. As Skylar held her tight, Nikki cried again. Skylar did not know what to do. She allowed her to cry, her arms around Nikki, stroking her hair. For Nikki, the internal turmoil was now impossible to control. 
 
    Once the crying slowed, Skylar helped her up on her feet, put her blouse around her shoulders, re-buttoned the front, straightened her clothes. “Do you have underwear somewhere?” 
 
    “In my purse,” Nikki said, reaching over to grab it. The material of her thong stuck out of the top. 
 
    “Must have been a wonderful experience to make you cry like that,” Skylar chuckled. 
 
    Nikki looked at her in disbelief. “How could you say that after what I have done?” 
 
    “Nik,” Skylar said, “you did what Wyatt wanted you to do. He sent you out here knowing this was going to happen. It was going to be a blowjob or something like that. Nobody sends their wife out in THAT outfit without knowing the possible result.” 
 
    “You… You… you don’t think he’s going to reject me?” 
 
    “No, just the opposite. When you return home, I think he is going to fuck you so hard you’re gonna forget all about this guy before he’s done. He’ll be so turned on, he won’t know how to keep it in. Pounding into you will be his only alternative.” 
 
    Nikki finally looked up at Skylar, whose face was a little flush herself. “What happened to you?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she laughed. “That guy fucked me until this cow came home repeatedly. He told me he was from Ohio someplace, in town for a dairy convention.” Skylar started laughing at her own joke. “He was very frisky, liked to have me suck on him before he fucked me. Came quickly though. Luckily, he ate me even with his spunk inside. Came several times. Fun.” 
 
    Skylar looked at Nikki, pushing a strand of Nikki’s hair out of her face, turning to a sympathetic tone. “Nik, the problem with meeting guys at bars like this is that you never know what you’re going to get. Sometimes they are great… sometimes they’re not. You look like you got a great one. Was he large?” 
 
    “I have never seen a cock so huge, and certainly never had one in me.” Her glazed eyes stared back at Skylar, memories of the pleasure that took her clearly on display. 
 
    Skylar just looked at her and smiled. “Babe, you really got popped tonight. I’ll warn you ahead of time. They won’t all be like that. You were lucky. You got the full package first time out.” 
 
    They walked down to the second floor, finding an empty booth. Skylar ordered one last round for the night before continuing, “Wyatt is going to love what happened to you. He will make you recount every single detail. His cock will be hard as stone every second you tell him. Count on it. No one gives a facial to his wife while she is pretending to suck another guy without there being a strong desire to feel that same thing in reality. No one.” 
 
    “I hope you are right. I would hate to see my whole marriage fall apart over some silly thing like this, no matter how many times I came. I love Wyatt, love him with every ounce of my being. I don’t want him to go anywhere else. I want to wake up with him beside me every day for the rest of my life. No humping… no matter how good… is worth the risk of losing him. All those dreams I had… you know… about what I had been missing. This has changed my entire attitude about this stuff. You know the old saying, ‘nice to have, not need to have’. This just became ‘nice to have’.” 
 
    Skylar looked at her with clear compassion, but her eyes spoke with open skepticism. “Look girl, you are going to go home, tell him everything that happened, in every detail, and he is STILL going to love you. That guy will love no one else. I’ve seen the look in his eyes. You could take on an entire football team, and he would still love you. He loves you with his very soul, Nik. I’ve seen it too many times in action over the years, as he watches you cross a room, or sees somebody else staring at you. All he wants is your happiness. You will not have any trouble when you get home, count on it.”

  

 
   
    8 / Staying Home 
 
    Wyatt couldn’t believe how calm he felt. When she walked out the door, he was actually happy for her, hoped she got what she wanted. Truth is, he often felt guilty about marrying her so young. He was young too, but he would have done the coffee shops no matter when he got started. It had been his dream since high school.  
 
    For Nikki, she had given up so much. She was clearly college material, had the looks and brains to go far in business. He saw evidence of that every day. With no education in finance or accounting, she managed the books for the shops, and even convinced him to upgrade their accounting software to allow for more expansion later. She took care of Leo, running him everywhere, yet never complained, or even protested. She worked really hard at being a great business partner, wife, mother… and lover. 
 
    But he could tell. She wanted something more, knew what she had missed. As her high school friends went off to college and boyfriends in far-flung places, their marriage stuck her in the same place she grew up. He wasn’t a poor catch. He was confident enough to recognize that. He was reasonably good looking, worked hard to stay fit. Plus, he was a good provider. He loved her more than life itself and had always been faithful to her. He couldn’t imagine a life without Nikki. 
 
    But he could tell. Something in her of late said there was a disappointment buried deep inside that he couldn’t fill. There were experiences missed that she never spoke of. As she laid in bed at night, unable to sleep, he would often pretend by closing his eyes so he could watch her. He didn’t have to be a mind reader to know where she was going in those late-night wanderings. 
 
    She wanted to backpack across Europe, living in youth hostels as she toured around. She wanted to go to a dance party with a bunch of kids where everybody gyrates to pounding music. She wanted to be picked up by some random guy at a bar to earn an experience she would regret later. He did not know where else her dreams were taking her, but he knew it was wider than being a suburban housewife, no matter how comfortable it might be, or how much she loved him. 
 
    Even in their lovemaking, he could tell he wasn’t all she needed. Not that he was a terrible lover. He sometimes came too quickly, even seemed too tired when she approached him about making love occasionally, but that wasn’t really it. In his heart, he knew what it was. She had never had another man. 
 
    His friends all bragged about the other women they had or the affairs they were having. Worse, he had seen the look on some faces as they confessed their own wife was running around on them. Two had already gotten divorced. He never worried about that with Nikki. He knew to his very core that she would never run around on him. And he was just as confident she knew he would never go out on her either. 
 
    He had to assume the wives had the same conversations. About some big-dicked guy that made them scream. About the time they were almost caught giving a blowjob in a park. About the weekend they spent with their boyfriend, making love until he couldn’t get it up again. He even knew, from some stories he heard from friends, that several of the wives had more than one dick at a time. What did Nikki say in these conversations? One guy, one dick, forever. 
 
    Selfishly, he was grateful to her. A beautiful woman like that dedicated to him. What’s not to like about THAT?! The thing is, just as selfish. He wanted more for her. She would be a better partner and more sensitive lover if she had other experiences to bring to their relationship. The problem? How to get her that experience. He didn’t want to encourage her to run around or have an affair. He wanted her to feel the freedom to do something more, to break out of the rut she now accepted. 
 
    When the idea of her going to a club with Skylar came up, he jumped at the chance. Maybe, at least in this small way, she could have one of those experiences she craved. The funny part was watching her worry about his reaction. He had always enjoyed watching other men fawn over her, and the way she responded. He was not sure if there was some deep flaw in his character or he was a first-class pervert but thinking about her with other guys often gave him a world-class boner. His cock would throb with the idea. 
 
    One time, when they were in their early 20s, only married a few years, and before Leo was born, they lived in an apartment complex near downtown. Everyone there was young. They had a hopping pool scene on weekends with lots of hooking up going on. Their apartment was on the 6th floor, but the windows faced the pool side. He cannot remember the reason, but they were down at the pool and he had to run up to the apartment for something. Nikki stayed down at the pool, talking to friends. 
 
    When he got up to the apartment, he looked down at them. A mass of guys and gals surrounded Nikki in the pool. They were laughing, splashing, tossing around a beach ball. Her thin bikini hid little of her pleasure. He ran into the hall closet, pulled out the binoculars his dad had given him, and planted himself at the window, looking down at the action. Hands were all over her as they tossed her around, jostling each other in the water. Nikki did nothing to stop them, even seemed to enjoy the touching. He certainly did. His cock almost exploded on its own. Only a few hand pumps had him spraying everywhere! 
 
    This had always been his dirty little secret. He had watched some porn over the years. He was some kind of voyeur, for sure. Maybe he was one of those cuckolds he saw in the videos. The ones that liked their wives running around on them, especially watching them do it. He was not sure he would like the reality of that; her going out and doing something. But it sure fired his cock to extreme hardness when he thought about it. 
 
    Clubbing with Skylar may be the perfect answer for both of them. He knew Skylar had asked Nikki to go many times in the past. Skylar was one wild chick. The stories Nikki told him… holy shit! Multiple guys, several in one weekend, clubbing with happy endings. She was a major slut; he was certain of it. Loved sex in all its variations. When they first started being friends, he was a little nervous thinking that Skylar would pull Nikki into her sexual games, but it never happened. 
 
    Nikki had always turned her down before. He was not sure why she declined, but he suspected she hoped to remain faithful and didn’t want him feeling left out. He knew Nikki loved sex. He just wasn’t sure she was comfortable being as open about it as Skylar. 
 
    He wasn’t even sure why she wanted to do it now. Maybe it was her increased libido in recent years. She was becoming more interested than before and, on those occasions when he came sooner than she did, her obvious disappointment ate at him. Of one thing he was certain: she now needed more than he could provide. 
 
    For him, the decision was simple. He approved of the idea; gave her every positive feedback he could think of. He even used hints and suggestions that, if something should ‘come up’… he couldn’t help but laugh every time he conjured that image… that it would not upset him. She would always brush him aside… no, nothing was going to happen like that… but when she came home with that slutty clubbing outfit… his hopes rose that this time would be different. And then when she gave him that blowjob, pretending to be sucking on some random guy! Just WOW!! He came harder than he could ever remember. 
 
    All of that was just fantasy until she walked out the door, dressed to be fucked. Even Leo noticed something was different about her dress, asking her about it. They told him she was going out with a friend. Even Leo knew there was something going on with that outfit. 
 
    He spent the rest of the evening with his son. Leo kicked his ass in several rounds of Fortnight. They talked about his soccer game the next day, put him to bed, grabbed himself a beer, and then went down to the family room to watch a movie. 
 
    That was when the reality of what was happening hit him hardest. My Nikki, the love of my life, may be out there giving a blowjob to some random stranger, maybe even getting fucked. It still shocked him he could not be happier. 
 
    What was wrong with him? Why wasn’t he jealous like every other guy would have been? Or concerned about her becoming like Skylar? 
 
    While he did not concentrate on the movie playing, his mind settled on one fundamental fact. He was not worried about any of those. He wanted her to give that blowjob, to get fucked. He wanted her to have the experience of another man. He was confident enough in their relationship that he knew she would never leave him for some guy at a bar, no matter how great the sex. But the experience would allow her more satisfaction in their own lives together. 
 
    And maybe worse, the boner poking out of his pants half the evening, or at least every time he thought about it, convinced him something else was going on. His latent voyeurism, or cuckold-ness, he wasn’t sure how to describe that one, left him breathless with desire. He wanted her to get hammered with a gigantic cock so he could see the cum all over her, to watch her walk in the door, hair messed up, make-up smudged, cum dripping down her leg. He got so excited about it; he beat off while he waited. 
 
    Thinking about her getting fucked filled him with a dark desire to take her, fuck her hard, to take control of her. The lust just raged in his entire body. He wanted to eat the cum out of her, slam himself in, before cumming buckets inside. Oh, the need, the desire to feel that. He had to face the fact that he very much WANTED her to get fucked tonight. 
 
    Then she sent him the text with the pic. She had taken off her bra and panties, sending him a picture in the mirror. The camera was excellent. He could see the moisture dripping from her sex. Oh my God! She was going to do it! It was so hot! That was all he could think as he pulled his pud for a second time. He didn’t want to say much to her, letting her decide, so he only replied he wanted details and for her to have fun. 
 
    But the body is weak, no matter how excited he is. As 11 o’clock went by, then 12, he laid on the couch, unable to stay awake any longer. He was dreaming of large cocks chasing Nikki around the house, when he heard the door open…

  

 
   
    9 / Wyatt’s Reaction 
 
    Nikki and Skylar took separate Uber’s, since they lived in different areas. On the way home, Nikki completely focused on Wyatt. She carefully positioned herself so that she didn’t smudge or scrape any of the dried spunk that remained all over her inner thighs. She was all sticky and dirty from the cum… the guy shot buckets… and her own moisture. 
 
    She had been rehearsing in her mind what she was going to say, how she was going to tell him, and arguments if he reacted badly. She knew the truth about his love for her. She had seen it every day for the last 15 years. She was confident he would never intentionally hurt her. 
 
    The genuine risk was rejection. After what she had done, what would he think of her? He may still love her, but will he still value her as his life partner? Especially after she let some strange man fuck her in the most terrible way possible. As ironic as it may seem, after what she had done, she still needed him to approve, to validate what she did. She wanted to make sure he understood it wasn’t about him. It wasn’t AGAINST him. It was FOR her, a pure moment of weakness, a moment of desire she just wanted to experience. She didn’t really know how to say all that so he would understand, but she still loved him and always would. 
 
    When she walked in the door, it was past one in the morning. In their entire marriage, she could not remember them ever staying out this late, and she certainly had never done it by herself. Wyatt appeared to be sleeping on the sofa. As soon as the door opened, however, he hopped right up. He was clearly waiting for her. 
 
    “So how was it?” he eagerly asked. “Did you have fun?” 
 
    As he stared at her, he could see the aftermath of the evening. It was just like his dreams. Her clothes barely hung on her frame. She had no bra. He had to assume, from the pic, that her panties were still in her purse. Her hair was a mess, her make-up smeared. She looked like she had been fucked and fucked good. His heart skipped a beat as the implications sunk in. 
 
    Nikki wasn’t sure where to start. “Something happened, my love. I am so sorry. I don’t want to hurt you. But you need to know. Once things started, I couldn’t stop, didn’t want to stop, but now I look at you and my heart screams of betrayal…” She could see the anxious look on his face, the concern for her. “… of the wrong I have done you. I don’t know how to react. I am so sorry, really I am…” 
 
    “Calm down, Nik. I’m OK. Now tell me what happened.” 
 
    She said nothing, just walked over to him, throwing her purse on the sofa, pulling her skirt up, spreading her vaginal lips for him. The mess gave all the message she couldn’t give. He looked up at her; the shock was startling, then he smiled at her. “Did you do it? He came inside you?” 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Wyatt,” she went on, “It just happened. It was an accident. We were dancing, then we went to this other space where they had rooms and slower dancing, and he… he… I don’t know what happened… he pushed himself into me. And I was so hungry for it…” 
 
    “Come on, babe,” Wyatt laughed. “Don’t worry about me. I’m always going to be yours. I’m only glad you had a good time tonight. And I want to hear all about it. For now, going to our bedroom might be the best idea… in case I get frisky.” 
 
    She looked at him, a total look of surprise on her face. Frisky? Was he being real? 
 
    He reached for the purse on the sofa, pulling her panties out, shaking his head. They were still damp from her moisture. As he pulled, a business card fell onto the floor. Wyatt reached down to pick it up. “What’s this?” 
 
    Nikki took it out of his hand, looking at it. “I don’t know.” Her surprise told him she had not put it there. She looked at the name. Hugh Cranston, from Des Moines, IA. “That’s the guy. He said his name was Hugh. I didn’t see him do it, but he must have slipped his card in my purse when he left.” 
 
    Wyatt looked at the company name. “He must be a salesman for one of the dairy products companies in for the convention this week. Our shop near the center has been mobbed all week. Thousands of attendees. I had to bring in extra supplies and steal some staff from other stores to handle the surge.” He put the card in his pocket. “Interesting. Now, let’s go up.” 
 
    He held her in his arms as they walked up the stairs to their bedroom. He shut the door, locking it behind him. Suddenly, the look on his face changed sharply. Stern, unyielding. “Take your clothes off right now. I don’t want to see one stitch of clothing on your body. Be careful not to wipe the cum off.” 
 
    She stared at him, absolute confusion in her mind, but she could see the unyielding nature of his words. He really wanted her naked. She felt every button, every zipper, every pull as she slowly took them off. She still didn’t have bra or panties. He could clearly see that now. 
 
    “Get on the bed. I want you to spread your legs wide, display yourself to me, show me that used pussy, show me where he pushed himself into you.” 
 
    She did exactly as he told her, moving to the center, spreading her legs wide, using her hands to open her vaginal lips. Dried spunk caked her sex and inner thigh, her lips swollen from the repeated pounding she took.  
 
    Wyatt could not take his eyes off her crotch. He removed his own clothes. By the time his underwear came down, he was solid as stone, his spear poking out at her, angry, throbbing, wanting release. He could no longer resist the pull. 
 
    He fell on the bed, his face buried in her sex, licking up and down. Everywhere he saw cum, he licked it off her, from her inner thigh to her opening, where it still dribbled out. Suddenly, he buried his tongue inside her depths. 
 
    “Oh my God…” she cried out with the sudden sensations. 
 
    He went right for the clit, driving his tongue fiercely against her nub. She couldn’t help herself. It was so sensitive from the earlier abuse; she started to cum, churning inside. She held his head against her, writhing under his torment. 
 
    After she came, he got up, didn’t bother to wash his face or wipe anything off. He got on top of her and drove himself inside, smashing into her sex. Owning her, taking her for his own pleasure. He was so aggressive, so alive, so controlling. She responded immediately, giving herself to him. 
 
    “Take me,” she cried out. She had never seen him like this before. She couldn’t stop talking as he continued slamming into her. “Use my pussy, it’s yours…” He pistoned into her, his power driving her higher, forcing more words out. “I will do anything for you… anytime… I am yours always and forever… anytime you ask.” 
 
    She marveled at his stamina. Her words drove him to push harder, smashing his rod into her with all the force he had. It did not take long for her. The responses became more intense as she welcomed him. Her body was blazing with the passion he was showing. If she wanted fireworks, she was getting it! She started moaning, then as each climax built on the last, she was grunting and crying out her pleasure. 
 
    When he finally came, he rolled off her, cuddling up close against her body. Whatever demons he had been holding finally released. He was lying next to her, almost whimpering. The need for her had been so great. 
 
    He lifted his head up after their breathing had slowed. “Are you still mine? Or do you want to go to the other guy?” 
 
    “Oh, my love,” she cried out, bursting into tears. “I never want to go to any other guy. Only you.” The absolute authority with which she spoke was hard, immovable. 
 
    She understood instantly. This may have been the hottest thing they’ve ever done together, but it meant nothing compared to the feelings she had for him… and for their family. Her heart soared to know Wyatt felt the same. “I will always be yours. Always!” she said, holding him close. 
 
    The exhaustion of the night finally caught up with them as sleep found them grasping tightly in each other’s arms. 
 
    The next morning, she woke up. He was not in bed with her. She startled at first, but then looked at the clock. It was already past 10 o’clock in the morning. She knew Leo had soccer practice. 
 
    She got out of bed slowly. She felt every muscle in her body. She went into the bathroom to look at herself in the mirror. She could see bruises forming on her breasts where her club friend had mauled her. There was also soreness down below, where they had used her during the night, first by Hugh, then by Wyatt. The memories of the experience were still vivid and fun in her mind as she replayed what happened, and Wyatt’s unexpected reaction to it. She laughed to herself. Skylar was right. 
 
    About 10:30, he came back. He had arranged for another parent to bring Leo home. She had fixed a pot of coffee and was sitting in the kitchen with a robe on, and nothing underneath. She was still trying to figure out what happened last night. She tried putting clothes on, and it just felt weird, like she never wanted to wear them again. As he walked in the door without Leo, she stood up, sloughing the robe aside, walking up to him completely naked. 
 
    “I like that look,” he smiled at her. “I love to see you naked. Would like to see you naked more often.” 
 
    “I will be naked anytime you want me,” she replied, simply, as if it was a plain fact. 
 
    He chuckled, looking at her with that smiling leer he had last week. “This has been a fun experience for you, hasn’t it?” 
 
    “What do you mean… fun?” 
 
    “Well…” he contemplated his answer, “I’ve always felt like you took part in sex with me, and you enjoyed it, but there wasn’t a lot of drive there. That you cared little for what we were doing.” 
 
    “That’s not true, Wyatt. My desire for you has been growing stronger in recent years. You know that.” 
 
    “Understood. Let’s just say I didn’t think it was a focus for you at least, so I kind of held back. I didn’t want to push you or press you into doing anything you did not want to do. I wanted to respect your boundaries. Didn’t want to create a problem by pushing you too hard.” 
 
    “Funny how these things work,” she replied. “I was thinking the same thing about you. We would make love and enjoy it, but it was always over quickly, and you never seemed to want more. I just thought YOU were not interested.” 
 
    “Now that we know better,” Wyatt laughed, “that I’m interested and you’re interested, why don’t we get interested together?! Now I want to hear all about it…”

  

 
   
    10 / Coming Clean 
 
    So, she told him. Every detail she could remember. How they danced to exhaustion, then went upstairs to rest, only to meet Liam and his friend, Hugh, in town for a convention. How Hugh turned out to be focused on her only. They danced, he rubbed his cock against her; it got hotter and hotter. Then he told her to take her bra and panties off. That’s when she sent the pic. 
 
    How they eventually went upstairs to the third floor, where she sucked on him and he took her. How she had begged him to cum inside her. She left out the part of her crying afterward. Considering Wyatt’s reaction, that all seemed silly now. 
 
    The story shook her more than Wyatt. He did not seem impacted at all. He was sitting in the kitchen, listening to the story. She was sitting next to him, completely nude. As the story progressed, she could feel herself getting wet down below, her nipples getting pointed and hard. 
 
    He looked at his watch, worried about when Leo would come home. In a matter-of-fact tone that made her thighs tingle, said. “Lay on your stomach across the table. Use your hands to spread yourself open for me.” 
 
    She did not hesitate, laying across the kitchen table as directed, spreading herself open. He took his pants off. She could see he was already hard, precum leaking from the tip. He must have been hard like that the whole time she told the story, she thought. There was no discussion, no preliminary touching, nothing. He stood up behind her and eased himself inside. Her whimper of pleasure told him he had chosen right. She wanted him to take control. 
 
    “I think we should have many talks in this position, don’t you?” His light chuckle made her smile as she tried to concentrate on what he was saying. “Now, let’s talk about the future,” he started. “You really enjoyed getting fucked by a random stranger.” 
 
    She protested, but he gave her a hard swat on her ass cheek, accented with a sharp push inside her. Her breath caught. “Do not speak. There will be time for discussion. This is not it. That was a statement, not a question.” 
 
    “Now that we have settled that, where was I? Oh yes, how much you enjoyed getting fucked by a stranger, and a big-dicked stranger at that. When I ask you a direct question, you may answer. Understood?” 
 
    “Why would I…” Slap. 
 
    “Was that an answer to my question?” 
 
    “What difference…” Slap, harder this time. She shook with the pain of the strike, feeling every bit of the force he was using. She knew it could get a lot worse. 
 
    “I can do this all day. Your ass will be red and raw by the end. I may take my belt off for the next one. Better think about your response.” His plunging got stronger, more forceful for a moment. “Now, you will answer me directly, understood?” 
 
    “Yes…” She closed her eyes, moving her hands to the edge of the table, gripping each side to allow her to push back against his thrusts. She was falling into his words, under his control. He slowed his thrusting down again. 
 
    “Good, glad we cleared that up. I want total honesty here. No holding back to save my feelings. If we are to be together in this, I need the total truth. No, you thought one thing, I thought another. Real. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “You really enjoyed getting fucked. Was it the strange dick or the enormous cock that was best? Or both?” 
 
    She hesitated for a moment, the pressure of his continuous slow thrust increasing her desire. She shared everything, all her desires, her missed experiences, everything, trying to get comments in-between each thrust. Concentrating was becoming increasingly difficult. “the enormous cock was fun… the circumstance was better… like to try enormous cock again…” 
 
    “Good to know.” Wyatt accented each word with a push inside. “Now, about the future. Do you want to do this again?” 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “How often?” 
 
    “Whenever you want…” 
 
    “Do you want me to watch?” 
 
    “Oh, yes… would love that…” 
 
    “Could you be the slut you need to be while I watched?” 
 
    “Yes… oh yes… it would be so much hotter…” 
 
    “Do you want a cock in your ass?” 
 
    “Oh… I don’t know… maybe…” 
 
    “Good to know. What about more than one at a time? Sucking and being fucked at once?” 
 
    “Oh… yes… yes…” 
 
    “What about Skylar? Do you like her too?” 
 
    This caught her off-guard. Still, she had to tell him everything. “Yes…” 
 
    “Want to eat her pussy in front of me?” 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “While I take you from behind?” 
 
    “Oh my God… yes…” She couldn’t hold out any longer. Her insides were churning with the constant pressure of his pushing, his questions. The desire erupted in a beginning wave that took her breath away. Her moans were almost continuous now. 
 
    Her reaction surprised Wyatt at first, but then he plunged harder, faster. “Take that cock, my slut… take it…” 
 
    Finally, she screamed out, “Yes… Yes…”, then came, with a monster climax, waves of pleasure germinating below, then washing through her. She was gripping the table like it was the only thing holding her to the ground. She had felt nothing like this. The pressure… the pleasure… 
 
    He came moments later, driving into her, his cum splashing inside. This started her cumming again, before she was even down from the first one. He drew out his torment as long as he could, using his finger in tight circles around her clit to drive her harder. She continued gripping the table, much to his astonishment. He could see the strain of her arm and shoulder as she came, her grip seeming to amplify the waves. 
 
    He pulled out of her, his softening member now dripping with the stew of love. “Get off the table. Lick me clean.” 
 
    She was no longer thinking, just doing. She jumped off the table, went down on her knees, and lapped up every bit of their juices. It was like she couldn’t get enough. A memory of doing this with Hugh swept through her as she licked and sucked everything, her eyes locking with Wyatt. 
 
    “You remember doing that to him, don’t you, my little slut?” He slowly grazed his hand across her hair and face as she sucked. 
 
    “Yes… yes…” in-between licks. 
 
    “That’s enough,” Wyatt said. “Let’s go up and get a shower before Leo gets home. We have a lot to talk about, don’t we, my love?” 
 
    “Are you going to swat me more?” 
 
    He just shook his head, chuckling gently, “No. Want me to?” 
 
    “That was actually kind of fun,” she said. “Maybe we should try that sometime, for real. Spanking and discipline. It scorched every pleasure center I have.” 
 
    “I would like that. For now, hop up to the shower. I want you to scrub every inch of my body before he gets home.” 
 
    “Do I have to call you ‘Master’ or something?” she teased. 
 
    Wyatt just laughed. “We can talk about that. Not before the shower…” giving her a hard swat on the rear. “Now get!” 
 
    She giggled, trying to move ahead of him, covering her ass with her hand, rubbing where he could see defined handprints in pink on her velvety cheeks. She ran up the stairs ahead of him. He followed slowly; his mind full of the wonders that were the last few weeks. How could this have happened? 15 years of marriage and we are just now discovering this stuff about each other? He hoped she would continue to be honest with him about her desires. He vowed to himself to do the same.
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    11 / Where to Go Now 
 
    Three weeks later, they were about talked out. It was time to move forward. He snuck into his wife’s phone and pulled off Skylar’s cell number. Sent her a text.  
 
    [Wyatt]: this is wyatt, nikki’s husband. 
 
    [Skylar]: how did you get this number? 
 
    [Wyatt]: got onto her phone. 
 
    [Skylar]: naughty boy. 
 
    [Wyatt]: get together, talk. 
 
    [Skylar]: not behind her back. 
 
    [Wyatt]: of course. as a surprise. 
 
    [Skylar]: tell me. 
 
    [Wyatt]: we are going to dinner at rick’s tavern, on 61st. know it? 
 
    [Skylar]: y 
 
    [Wyatt]: want u show up, but not tell N ahead. 
 
    [Skylar]: why? 
 
    [Wyatt]: talk about another trip to the club. 
 
    [Skylar]: really… 
 
    [Wyatt]: 6:30, TUE. 
 
    [Skylar]: see you there. 
 
    Wyatt was not sure where this would take them, but he knew Skylar was the place to start. She knew every sex angle in the city. Or at least he thought she did. They knew each other well enough, but most of his time with Skylar was at Nikki’s work events or parties with lots of other people attending. He had never sat down and talked to her one-on-one, despite her being Nikki’s best friend for nearly a decade. 
 
    She was a little younger than they were, late 20s, he thought, but had joined the insurance company on the same day as Nikki. They had been close friends ever since. Funny how friendships start and continue. He couldn’t think of two women more different than Skylar and Nikki. Nikki was pretty, but in a ‘girl next door’ sense. She was a typical suburban housewife, kid at home; responsible, dedicated to her family. 
 
    Skylar? So different. Almost unbelievably beautiful, like something out of a fashion magazine, with a killer body and a face, as they say, to launch a thousand ships. But she could not settle on one guy. Never, he suspected. 
 
    She was the biggest slut he had ever known and was proud of it. ‘Owned her sexuality’ is the popular phrase he had heard lately. The stories Nikki tells about multiple guys, sometimes at the same time, and the way she goes to clubs with one thing on her mind. A total hedonist. 
 
    All these stories would have been shocking if he did not know her, because she was funny, down-to-earth, respectful of limits and possessed exceptional emotional intelligence. She moved into marketing for a reason. She can read people like no one else he knew. 
 
    At a party one time, they were standing next to each other and started riffing on people at the party, making up things about them, laughing about who they had made it with in their lives. His were just off-the-cuff silliness, but not Skylar. She knew. It was as if she was looking into their deepest secrets. No, that guy wouldn’t do that. He is likely closeted gay or had some other kink which she identified. A couple of those folks, he later found out, she had read accurately. 
 
    Would she be able to guide them to their next step? He wasn’t sure, but he was more clueless now than ever. The conversations with Nikki have been interesting, but neither of them knew where to go next. They just knew that they wanted to. 
 
    Wyatt could see the desire literally dripping out of her sex whenever they talked about another trip to the club. Whether it was the strange dick or the size she liked, he hadn’t figured out yet. Her first time had both. NOT helpful! 
 
    Whenever the subject came up, they fucked until they couldn’t continue, sometimes over multiple days. He lost count of the number of times she has pretended to suck a random guy on his rock-hard cock. She wanted it, wanted it badly. And so did he. 
 
    His own inner desire to watch her be pleasured by another was coming into full flower. He no longer felt like he needed to hide it. Nikki seemed to relish the concept, even the real possibility of him watching her do it. 
 
    When she would pretend to suck him as ‘random guy’, he would play up the strangeness, pulling her hair, changing his voice, telling her what to do. Things he had never done before. Nikki would come unglued with the excitement, sucking him until he sprayed all over her. They had to establish a rule that she was to be naked when she did that, because the cum would get all over her clothes. 
 
    They had done some research. Nikki was a ‘hotwife’, someone who likes to have sex with other men, with the full permission of her husband. He was still a little confused about whether she was still ‘hotwifing’ if he was present at the event. The phrase ‘wife sharing’ and ‘hotwife’ often used interchangeably. Other times, shown as completely different. He didn’t have a clue. The finer points of definitions have never been his strong suit. 
 
    He was definitely a ‘cuckold’, though: the guy who lets the wife go out for fun while sitting home to wait for her to return. But again, some confusion. They typically view these cuckolds as weak people, worthy only of being despised and humiliated by the hotwives or their lovers. 
 
    THAT would not happen. The lover who did such a thing would find a forceful response to any attempt at humiliating him. Early in high school, Wyatt had gotten a bit of a reputation as a brawler after he went after people that he felt slighted him. Nobody did it after that. He was over six feet and been a weightlifter his whole life. No, they would not like that response. 
 
    Still others saw cuckolds, like him, as sharing their wives for the wives’ own sake. The husband knows the wife needs it, so they agree. That matches their situation a little closer. 
 
    Somewhere in all the terminology, though, his actual situation gets lost. Wyatt really gets OFF on it. He does not know why. But the thought of his beloved wife, Nikki, being humped by someone else makes him hard as stone, making him into an absolute sexual beast! 
 
    There must be some psychological reason for this, he knew. One article he read was a guy explaining the biological need to procreate, and how, after the mate has sex with another, the cuckold is trying to regain his primal position. This ‘arouses’ him and explains the desire. Wyatt always laughs when he reads horseshit like that. Too deep for him. 
 
    All he knows is what is hard right in front of him. And really hard at that. If he just thinks about her humping another, he gets hard as stone and ready to hammer into her. He also gets very demanding. Almost Dominant/submissive. Weird. He is never like that in any other context. 
 
    The even weirder part is that Nikki welcomed the submission after her clubbing date. She got extremely excited doing the hotwifing, but then came home and was almost his sex slave afterwards. Needed it, even. Maybe she gave herself to him as a way of saying, sorry I have these needs. Who knows? 
 
    Wyatt and Nikki had about talked it out. They had reviewed every aspect of her night at the Club, from about every angle. It seldom failed to get him revving and Nikki to panting, resulting in powerful orgasms and humping. 
 
    The problem now is how to repeat it. Her one experience was so good, she had become concerned that the next one might not be the same and ruin the fantasy. Skylar had told Nikki not to expect everyone to be this positive, that they were not always that good. 
 
    His own fantasies were also getting as strong as Nikki’s. He wanted to see Nikki on all fours, a massive cock slamming into her sex, so he could see her pussy lips move with every inch. He wanted her to be humped while he pushed his own cock into her mouth. He wanted her on her knees, sucking a cock until it sprayed all over her, their eyes locked as he sprayed. The fantasies just pushed at his mind now. 
 
    She had also shared her own fantasies, of being shared, of feeling a cock inside while he watched, or sucking two at once. She especially wanted that cock deep in her throat. And, as they discussed his and hers, they both became more and more eager to do it again. 
 
    Thus, the conversation with Skylar. Are there other ways to get Nikki in the right situation that would allow her the cock she needs, and maybe even let him watch? Clubbing seems so random. He wanted to know if there were other ways. 
 
    He read an erotic story about a guy that had his wife go into a bar, attracting a lot of male attention. She then led a guy out to the parking lot so she could give him a blowjob in front of the husband. So risky! He could not even imagine doing it, or Nikki ever agreeing to go along. 
 
    Even going to a place like Rick’s was risky. What if someone they knew was in the bar when Nikki left with a stranger? These risks were all they could think about. He hoped Skylar could guide them through the thicket that is hotwifing. 
 
    And then there was that admission of Nikki wanting Skylar to join their play. He wasn’t sure what to make of that. He had little interest in another woman joining so he could fuck her. Nikki was more than enough for him. But Nikki eating Skylar while he fucked Nikki. Yes, oh yes. He would LOVE to do that. 
 
    There were two things he knew for sure. One, Nikki wanted some big dicked guy to fuck her until she screams her pleasure, and two, Wyatt wanted to watch it happen. Truthfully, he was good with having her go on her own again, but Nikki seemed to like the idea of him watching. So, back to Skylar…

  

 
   
    12 / What to Say 
 
    Skylar was a little nervous about the conversation. Nikki was her closest friend, and she didn’t want to say anything that would damage that friendship. Yet she knew this was coming. Skylar could sense the pressure building inside her friend. 
 
    Nikki had been dropping hints over the last few years about how her life choices had not allowed her to have the experiences so many women could have these days. Her increasing sexual desire may directly result from that, Skylar often thought. And she certainly understood why. No matter how strong the love she had for Wyatt, only one guy her whole life? Skylar could not even imagine such a thing. 
 
    Skylar understood how different she was from her friend. She could never explain why she was this way, but accepted it. Ever since middle school, when her breasts started coming in larger than most other girls, she has focused on sexual pleasure. When she filled out completely in high school, she knew she was an exceptional beauty. That wasn’t conceit, just fact. Her figure, good looks and fun personality made her a frequent target for every popular guy in the school. 
 
    And she took full advantage. The school had apparently never seen a slut like her. She got on the pill early and never looked back. She had received cum contributions from most of the guys on the basketball team, most of the football squad, and even some geeks from the chess club (who were terrific lovers, actually). 
 
    The other girls instinctively hated her, frequently calling her names like slut and tramp, but she also knew that it never bothered her, nor impacted her high school social life. She was such a nice person, and friendly to so many students. They voted her Prom Queen in both her Junior and Senior years. 
 
    Maybe it didn’t hurt her because she was extremely aggressive in response. When someone would call her a name in a group, trying to put her down, Skylar would turn it on them, calling them prudes and frigid. The embarrassment to them was intense. It didn’t take long before these girls would stop the attack, even behind her back. They knew Skylar would find out and would come after them. 
 
    Her need for sex just got worse as she moved into her twenties when she met Nikki. She decided not to go to college at first, taking a job at the insurance company claims department. She sat next to Nikki for eight years. They became fast friends over that time. Skylar later regretted not going to college and started classes at State U while still working full time. It took her six years, but after graduation she moved over to Marketing to try her luck at a management role. 
 
    But nothing slowed her addiction to sexual pleasure. As her body reached full maturity, she became even more aggressive. She would go to clubs, picking up strangers, seeking cock at every place she could. She used her native ability to read people to spot likely candidates for her addiction. Then pursued them with tenacity. The Club circuit was her main game. Several times a week, she would hit the clubs with one thing on her mind. She was usually successful. 
 
    And she had done it all. They had taken her on a toilet seat in the men’s room, pounded in the bathroom hallway, given blowjobs in parking lots, even when it was available, done more than one guy at a time. She took facials from three guys in a parking lot once. THAT was fun. Though after that, she started carrying a small towel in her purse whenever she went clubbing. Even she could be embarrassed occasionally. Walking back to her car, her face and chest full of cum, was one of those times. 
 
    She carefully scoped out all clubs with the right facilities. The Dancer was her favorite, with its Third Floor of play cubicles. But a place on Grand Ave had small closets, with mirrors on one wall. They lined these with see-through mirrors, allowing customers in the courtyard below to see all the action. She could play inside, while giving a good show to the revelers below. 
 
    One summer, she took a trip to Charleston to see what cocks she could find. She flew in for a week. Lucky for her, a Navy ship was in town for some repairs at the Charleston Shipyard. She met one of them at a bar and moved into an apartment he shared with three other sailors. Word spread of her almost bottomless desire and the rest of the crew came flocking. 
 
    She must have taken half the sailors on the ship into her welcoming embrace during that memorable week. Several times, there were sessions with multiples at a time. She remembered one especially erotic afternoon when she was the only one naked in a room full of guys. She walked around the room, touching each softly, invitingly, then told them she would do whatever they wanted, free access for the entire afternoon. So much fun! She had every hole filled for most of the day. So many orgasms! 
 
    The wonderful thing about young sailors: they can get it up repeatedly. By the time the afternoon was through, she drowned in so much cum; she asked two of the sailors to help her wash it off in the shower. Happily, they all came several times in the shower as well. 
 
    A fun memory, but not helping with Nikki. What was she going to say to them? Wyatt and Nikki were the most ‘together’ couple she had ever met. Since high school, they had been deeply in love with each other. She knew Nikki might need something more as she moved into adulthood, but she didn’t want to tell her anything to disturb that glorious chemistry they had together. 
 
    Suddenly, a memory of Rush came to mind, going back to the time Rush got her involved with another woman. Would he be an answer? He often called her to play with his conquests. She did occasionally, but he was such a draw for her himself, she often got distracted from the aim of the session. 
 
    The guy was a sex machine, huge, both in body… and equipment. A big black guy with beaded corn rows, a body that looked sculpted in a weight room, and the smoothest manner. Amazing. Skylar knew he would eat Nikki alive, if they were ever together as a couple, but the sex?! Like nothing she had ever experienced. 
 
    Her first time with Rush was being picked up at a bar. She was hanging, talking to a male friend, not a lover, but still a friend. Rush walked right up to her, stood next to the friend, and dropped the cheesiest line she had ever heard. Something like ‘have you fallen in love yet, or do I have to walk by another time?’ Incredibly cheesy. She laughed and laughed. God, it was so arrogant, so over the top. But it worked. He pulled it off with such style and sex appeal. Her friend didn’t have a chance. 20 minutes later, they were on the dance floor and before the night was over at his house, she had had so many orgasms she was struggling to think of a life path without him. 
 
    He did this thing. Even the memory of it made her wet. He pinned her on her back, bending her legs up so her ankles almost touched her head, fully exposing her two holes below. Then he absolutely took it to her, slamming his monstrous cock, first into her sex, then her ass. The combination of being pinned in that position and then tortured by that rod! She cannot even imagine how many times she came during that session.  
 
    Unfortunately, becoming a steady partner was not to be. Intuitively, both Skylar and Rush knew that if they were making love regularly, the draw was just too strong. Open play would soon be off the table. Neither was strong enough to prevent a relationship from forming, so he held her at arm’s length. 
 
    He never took her back to his place again. Worse, they never had sex again, just the two of them. He would only bring her in when he wanted someone to play with the woman. The first time, he wanted her to take care of the wife, for a little lesbian kink. 
 
    It wasn’t her first lesbian experience, far from it, just her first hotwife, and certainly her first share with Rush. There was a little spark of jealousy at the beginning, her desire for Rush almost derailing the session. But this woman was ready to be fucked. Her desire was so strong Skylar couldn’t help being pulled into the play. The fun part for Skylar was the husband watching the whole thing. 
 
    She couldn’t imagine being a husband, and watching your wife being fucked by an uber-lover like Rush. Had to be deflating of all kinds of delicate male egos. Kind of shocking, really. The husband had his cock out the whole time, stroking away, while this big black guy just took it to his wife, doing one unspeakable thing after another. When the hotwife was eating Skylar and fucking his wife in the ass, the husband shot a cum load all over himself. Amazing. 
 
    But the hotwife loved it. She was on Rush’s huge salami, like she had not touched a man in years. Her screams of pleasure told how deep that hunger went. Maybe, from the hotwife’s point of view, she was experiencing her first real fucking. The husband’s cock seemed tiny and his soft, almost effeminate manner told Skylar the wife was probably in charge most of the time, anyway. The hotwife clearly needed something more ‘manly’ in her pussy. 
 
    Ok, maybe Skylar had fun. The woman ate her to several great orgasms while the hotwife was being slammed from behind by Rush. Luckily, Rush can last a long time. During one break, when the hotwife was making out with her husband, after cumming for her umpteenth time, Rush gave Skylar everything she could take. The pleasure! That guy is just a freak of nature. So GOOD at sex. Built for it and focused. After that, he started calling her back in when he wanted to spice up a return hotwife. 
 
    Still, against all odds, and despite the powerful pull of desire between them, Rush had become one of her closest, now platonic, male friends. Her focus on sex seemed to match perfectly with his. They talked about sex all the time. She later learned relationships were just not his thing. That was why he focused on hotwives. At the time, hotwife was a new phrase for her, but she understood the draw for him. He wanted intense, motivated sex partners without the entanglements relationships would always bring. Not complicated. 
 
    But for Wyatt & Nikki? Rush might endanger their marriage, drive Nikki over an edge that would not find Wyatt standing at the other end. Rush was just too good. Maybe Rush for a later time, an advanced course, if you will, after the two of them had gotten used to outside play. Skylar wondered what Nikki would be like after Rush for a couple of hours. She knew what she was like afterward, never really the same. All future play became warm-ups, or ‘not as good’ sessions. She wasn’t sure she wanted Nikki to get to that yet. She wanted Wyatt to always stay in the running. 
 
    What else to tell them was a mystery. She only had one choice, really. She would let the conversation progress and see what happened. She knew sex required maximum flexibility.

  

 
   
    13 / Talking to Skylar 
 
    Rick’s was not very full when they pulled into the parking lot the following Tuesday. Skylar and Wyatt had been successful in hiding the fact that she was going to meet them there. He supposed, in retrospect, that it was silly to be so secretive, but Skylar had noticeably dropped out of Nikki’s life since they went clubbing. Wyatt worried Nikki was a little embarrassed about what happened and was avoiding Skylar. He wanted to reopen that connection. 
 
    He guided the hostess to seat them in a booth big enough for three, but did not mention a third person would be joining. They ordered drinks and began looking at menus when Skylar walked right up to the table. It startled Nikki to see her there. “Hey, Sky. What are you doing here?” 
 
    “Came to have dinner with you. Wyatt invited me.” 
 
    Nikki looked at him, now with genuine puzzlement. “Oh, he did…” 
 
    “I thought it would be best for you to see each other and for us all to talk about what happened at The Dancer. You know… what it all means… where we should go from here?” 
 
    “What do you think, Nik?” Skylar asked. “Do we need to talk? Or should I leave?” 
 
    “Don’t leave,” Nikki said, reaching out to touch her hand. “Please stay. I’ve been silly not calling you all this time. Just a little embarrassed.” Skylar got into the booth beside Nikki, gave her a warm hug. “No need to feel embarrassed. It was your first time.” 
 
    “Sky!” Nikki giggled, this time a little nervously. “I mean… I was cum drenched and naked last time you saw me.” She looked around to make sure no one heard what she said. 
 
    “That was the fun part. What was the embarrassment again?” Skylar could barely get that out before she started giggling herself.  
 
    “You are incorrigible, you little slut!” 
 
    “At your service, my liege…” Skylar said, with an extravagant waving of the arm as you would for royalty. In recent years, she had joined the movement to embrace ‘slut’ as a term of description. She liked sex. So? She fit the description. 
 
    “I wanted her to come because we need to figure out where to go from here,” Wyatt said. “Nik, we have about talked it to death with no idea where we are going. I was hoping Skylar could help us with what to do now.” He turned toward Skylar. “Can you?” 
 
    “Depends on what you want,” Skylar said. Just then, the waitress came over. They ordered food. Skylar ordered a martini, then asked, “Nik, what do you want?” 
 
    They both started laughing as Nikki’s face turned bright pink and she looked around guiltily for another check of who might be listening. 
 
    “Come on, Nik,” Skylar noticed, laughing. “Who cares what they hear? Look around. Do you see anyone you know? Even if they hear, why do you care? You are moving into some heavy play now. Time to put your suburban sensibilities behind you.” 
 
    “I know…” Nikki said. “It’s hard. I’m embarrassed myself about it.” 
 
    “Maybe that’s where we should start, sweetheart,” Wyatt interjected. “We all three know about what happened. No one is feeling negative about you because of it. Yet, you are feeling embarrassed by the whole thing. Help us understand what is going on inside you.” He reached out to hold her hand. He could see tears were forming. 
 
    “Ok, I get it,” he went on. “You would not want your mother to find out, or have it broadcast to the soccer mom’s association, but otherwise, it’s only us three now. Tell us what’s going on.” 
 
    “I don’t know how to describe my feelings, Wyatt. I really don’t. I know I want to do it again, really enjoyed the first time…” She squeezed his hand back, “… REALLY enjoyed it. That’s the core. I am feeling guilty that I shouldn’t like it so much… and embarrassed that I do. I am so afraid of this whole thing going in a direction that might impact my relationship with you.” She squeezed his hand another time. “No amount of cock is worth that. Ever.” 
 
    Nikki took a deep breath, a thought clearly forming, then looked at them. “You’re right, Sky. Time for me to put my big girl panties on. If I’m going to be a slut, I better face the good and the bad that comes with it. Isn’t that what you told me at The Dancer… it’s not always going to be as good as Hugh.” 
 
    “Who’s Hugh?” Skylar asked.  
 
    “He was the guy at the bar. That humped me,” Nikki said. 
 
    “Can’t believe you remembered his name!” she started giggling again. 
 
    “When someone fucks me, I remember them. Besides…” a snicker swept between Wyatt and Nikki. “… he left his business card in my purse.” 
 
    “He didn’t?! Why that scoundrel… wanted a repeat visit, did he?” Skylar was now laughing full out, the whole business card thing really touching her funny bone. “Maybe that’s where you should start, Nik. Call him to see if he’s coming back to town. No, wait… I have it… Wyatt, you call him. Invite him to come so you can watch. That guy does not care about an audience. He’s probably a professional bull back home.” 
 
    “Bull?” Wyatt asked. “I must have missed that in my research.” 
 
    “When you send the hotwife out to play, they call the guy that provides the needed service a ‘bull’. Sometimes people hire essentially professional bulls, guys that mainly do hotwives. Lowers the relationship risk.” 
 
    “You mean, like a gigolo? A real professional?” 
 
    “No, not typically. I suppose there are professionals, but I have never met one,” Skylar explained. “These guys don’t want the entanglements of a relationship, but they really like sex. So, they do hotwives. Wyatt, you need to understand. I have only known a few hotwives, besides our wild woman here,” winking at Nikki. “These women really wanted to fuck. Wanted it bad. What guy doesn’t want someone like that?” She started giggling again. 
 
    “Wouldn’t these guys be under a lot of pressure to perform?” Nikki asked. 
 
    “True… the bulls are a special breed. Let’s see… it takes a certain level of confidence… the ability to get it up multiple times… AND be able to last without cumming. Yes, it’s a special talent, especially for them to do that over and over. You must be a real animal. I only know one. He goes by the name of Rush. I have his number. Can introduce you if you want… I can assure you; he would have no trouble with you watching, Wyatt. The guy is an absolute stud. And knows it. I have known him for a long time. He has pulled me into threesomes with his hotwives a few times when he needed…” She got quiet suddenly, looking directly at Nikki. “Well… you probably don’t want to hear about that. Let me just say… Rush would deliver some serious fireworks, Nik. He is incredible.” 
 
    For the first time since he could remember, Wyatt saw Skylar blush. That Rush must have been something. 
 
    “That good?” Nikki asked her. Wyatt laughed; Nikki looked like she was panting. 
 
    “Maybe the best I ever had…” Skylar replied. “… though… despite my reputation, I haven’t had that many guys as dedicated to their craft as Rush.” She put her hand on Nikki’s. “He was fantastic!” 
 
    “If he is so good, why didn’t you go back to him again?” Wyatt asked. 
 
    “He doesn’t do that. I have tried. We have only done it once, just by ourselves. Thinking about it now, that’s probably why he’s in such demand as a bull. He is the very definition of the guy that does not want relationship entanglements. No husband is going to feel threatened by Rush… Oh, and another thing about Rush. He is a large man, in both body… and equipment. He’s big, black, has a body… just wow… Amazing. He will eat you up.” 
 
    Skylar halted for a moment, thinking how far she should go, looked at Nikki. “Nik, Rush is advanced hotwifing. I am giving you full warning. He will reorient your sexual brain. He’s THAT good! I would suggest you have a few other sessions before you go to him. You two may not be the same afterward.” 
 
    Suddenly, Wyatt focused on what she was saying, as if for the first time. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “All I can tell you is that Rush is a sexual pleasure on another level. Like you have been riding in Chevys all your life and suddenly sit in a Mercedes. Your view of the Chevy will never be quite the same.” 
 
    “So, I’m the Chevy in this analogy?” Wyatt said, clear worry in his voice. 
 
    “Sorry, Wyatt. I understand we have never had sex in any form, but I can assure you, Rush is a freak of nature. He will take your Nikki to places she has never been. After Rush, she will not be the same. I wasn’t.” Her frank look after that statement told Wyatt everything. If he changed a slut like Skylar, what would happen to Nikki? 
 
    “Shit,” Wyatt said, holding Nikki’s hand. For the first time since they had fantasized openly, concern for his family, his love flew into his mind. “Maybe we need to think about that.” But then he looked at Nikki. The look of lust on her face was one of the most frightening things he had ever seen. She wanted that experience, wanted to be taken that high. Would he be able to prevent her from going there? 
 
    He looked at the two of them after a pause. “Maybe we should think about that one first. Try some easier things before challenging everything we are. Right?” He was staring straight at Nikki. 
 
    She hesitated several moments longer than he wanted, before saying, “Yes… sure… We should wait.” He was now wondering whether this entire experience had opened a wedge that could not be closed, as he watched Nikki lick her lips as her eyes glazed with desire. 
 
    Skylar looked at her, shaking her head. She knew this was going to happen. She took the conversation in a different direction. 
 
    “Let’s think about an intermediate step before that. There is a club over on Grand that has a special feature on its second floor. Instead of little cubicles, like at The Dancer, this place has an outside courtyard with small closets that ring the courtyard on the second floor. These closets have mirrors on the walls… on the wall facing the courtyard. The fun part is that these are two-way mirrors. Inside the closet, all you can see is yourself. In the courtyard, the people standing have a clear view of everything happening in the closets. Maybe Nikki and I can go to that club, attract a suitable candidate. Wyatt, you can watch the buildup, then go to the courtyard and watch her in action after we enter a closet.” 
 
    “Won’t a closet be kind of small?” Nikki asked, disappointed at being forced to stand the whole time. 
 
    “Not that small, just not full rooms. There is a massage table to lie on, like The Dancer cubicles, and space for getting on your knees. They position the furniture in the small room so the couple inside plays right next to the mirror, giving a clear view to the people below.” 
 
    Nikki was shaking her head with an enthusiastic yes. Wyatt did the same, but the concern over Rush had taken him to a new place, a nervous place. How far did he want this to go? he was thinking. 
 
    “So, there are two places to start right now,” Skylar concluded, as if she had just summarized the result of our business meeting. “Let’s arrange a date for The View, and then Wyatt calls Hugh. We will save Rush for a later time, when you two have more experience in this alternative lifestyle.” 
 
    “Wow,” Wyatt said. “So much to learn. What do I say to these guys? Hi, I’m Wyatt. Please come over and fuck the shit out of my wife?” 
 
    Nikki gasped at his statement.  
 
    Skylar just shook her head. “I know you’re nervous, maybe joking a little, but yes, Wyatt, that’s exactly what you do.” She then turned toward Nikki. “Hugh talked to you about the size of his tool, didn’t he?” 
 
    “How did you know that?” Nikki asked. 
 
    “Because all guys with big tools love to brag about them. Only a few, though, can deliver the goods when you need it. Hugh has showed skill, and…” Skylar got quiet, almost shivering, “so does Rush. Maybe The View first, then Hugh. We will save Rush for last. Rush is… somewhat of a defining experience. The rest will struggle for you after him.” 
 
    “So, you have your marching orders, Wyatt,” Skylar said. “Call Hugh and we will eventually think about Rush… One thing about Rush. Typically, he demands to be called by the husband. Unique in that way. He told me this is to make sure the hotwife doesn’t get attached. A hazard of the trade, he said. For now, let’s do The View next Friday. I am going to be out of town on a marketing trip this week. Does that work for everyone?” 
 
    Nikki blushed deeply about what she was listening to, but knew this was what they needed. She wanted to feel that cock again. Wanted it badly. She couldn’t believe that Wyatt will help. She wondered if he would ever agree to allow Rush near her. He looked anxious. Relationships sure take strange turns along the way, she thought to herself. Strange turns, indeed.
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    14 / Thinking About It 
 
    Noah looked at Skylar with a puzzled expression. “In front of the husband? Are you crazy?” 
 
    “We’ve played in group settings before…” Skylar responded. “What’s the difference if the husband is in the audience?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Sky… What if he gets mad, comes after me?” 
 
    “This is where you are missing the point. This guy wants to watch his wife get fucked, wants to watch it live. Besides, he is going to be in the courtyard below, not in the room with us.” 
 
    “Us? You’re going to be in the room at the same time?” 
 
    “Yes… piqued your interest now?” Skylar asked. “I want her to eat me while you are slamming into her. I want that very much.” 
 
    Noah remembered the first time he had been with Skylar, gotta be 4-5 years ago now. They had met at The Dancer a few months before that. He started there as a bartender on the 2nd floor. It’s quieter there and less demanding. The owner always started inexperienced staff there to see how they handled the pressure. She walked off the elevator and he was smitten bad from the start. So beautiful, and so, so sexy. She had on an outfit that must have melted onto her body; it was so tight. And that body deserved a tight dress! 
 
    Other staff had told him stories about this girl that would come in on the hunt. He thought they were exaggerations until he saw her taking the stairs to the 3rd floor with some college kid, then come down and go back up with a businessman later that same evening. Man, he thought to himself, this gal really likes to have fun. 
 
    During his time on the 2nd floor, the record number of Skylar trips up those stairs was four times in one night. Each time, she would come down with a relaxed expression and give him a wink. He knew what she was doing. She knew he knew… and didn’t care. 
 
    He was not sure why, but she came up to him at the bar, ordered a drink, and started talking to him. They hit it off from the start. She liked his fun manner, quick wit, muscular frame, and good looks. And he loved… everything about her! He became her unofficial bartender from that point forward. 
 
    The first time they were together, she had invited him to a party at a friend’s house. He thought they would go for a while, spend some time talking. If he was lucky, then go to her place and have some real fun. That didn’t happen. 
 
    The party was a swinger’s affair. Soon, naked bodies were everywhere, and Skylar right in the middle, sucking and being fucked. She was in her full flower. She made sure he was having fun too, inviting Noah to join threesomes and larger settings where she was inevitably at the center. 
 
    He was slamming into her before the end of the night, while she was sucking on some other guy. It was weird, his first time, but she was so into it, he could not help having fun, drawn deeper into her world that night. Afterward, when anything was going on, he became her regular play partner. 
 
    He was even a regular at her house for sessions with just the two of them. He was falling deeply in love with this odd, beautiful, charismatic woman. 
 
    Eventually, they had a bit of a falling out. He wanted things to go deeper, for them to be ‘together’ as a couple… exclusive… even if they played with outsiders occasionally. They had a big fight over it late one night. 
 
    That was the end of their relationship for quite a while. ‘I am the way I am’ she had yelled at him. ‘Will not apologize or change for any man. Take me as I am, or nothing.’ It surprised him… the steel in her tone, the conviction. 
 
    Several weeks went by with no contact. She even seemed to avoid the 2nd floor at The Dancer, but soon she was back. That first time, she came straight to him behind the bar, hugging him fiercely. The rest of the staff was staring at her. She just held him at arm’s length, looking him in the eyes. ‘Are we good?’ she said. Yes, his only reply. 
 
    That was the night she took four guys up to the 3rd floor. He guessed she wanted to make a statement about her independence. After that, they remained good friends, even active sex partners, individually and in groups, but he no longer lived under any illusion of a romantic, family-like future with Skylar. She was not going in that direction with her life, that much was clear. 
 
    But humping another woman at The View for the courtyard to watch, while the husband stared up at him? Man… that was a stretch. 
 
    They were at her house. He would need hydraulic equipment to get his jaw off the floor. “We’ll both suck you at the same time…” she said, as she pulled his cock out of his pants, down on her knees in front of him. “You can have your way with me while I eat her, then do the same to her while she eats me. Sounds like fun, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Fun, yes, but the husband…” he said, almost choking as she took him deep down her throat. She was the best cocksucker he had ever experienced. The best! 
 
    “He’s a lifter, you know. Not like you, but muscular and fit. You guys will get along very well. He owns the Wyatt’s Coffee Shops around town.” 
 
    “That Wyatt?” Noah said, surprised. “Maybe he can tell me what he does to make the coffee so delicious but not bitter. So good.” 
 
    “That’s him. And his wife, Nikki, is beautiful… fun, smart, large breasts. You’ll like them.” 
 
    “Ok… ok… I’m in, but you better make sure about ole Wyatt. Not interested in fighting off some enraged hubby after it’s over.” 
 
    Skylar just giggled while she went to town, swallowing every drop of his cum. “The way they are going,” she laughed, “they will probably invite you over for a return engagement.”

  

 
   
    15 / A Warning Raised 
 
    The next week, after Skylar returned from her trip, Nikki and Skylar went to lunch. This was Skylar’s first marketing trip for the company, so they spent some time discussing what she did and how it went. She really seemed to like the experience. 
 
    Quickly, though, the conversation was all about planning for the visit to The View. Nikki had spent some time on the website, looking at the ‘closet’. Skylar was right. They called them closets, but they were really rooms like you would have in a massage parlor. Nikki had strained a shoulder one time and spent 10 weeks going to a massage therapist to work on the strain. These closets were very much like them: a small table near the mirror, space at the head and foot of the table, in case someone wanted to stand there, but almost no room near the door. This forced the couples to play near the mirror. 
 
    She looked at the view from the courtyard. You could see the rooms easily. The mirror was a window from the outside. In the web image, she could clearly see the table almost touching the glass. There will be no hiding what is going on in that room. 
 
    “Are we going to pick up someone?” Nikki asked. 
 
    “I don’t think so,” Skylar said, shaking her head. “I think we want someone that will be exceptionally good… like your Hugh. I even have someone in mind.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Noah… remember him?” 
 
    “The bartender from the Club?” 
 
    “The same. I have played with him several times. Truth is, I always go to him at The Dancer because he gives me my drinks for free! His cock is not a monster like Hugh, but he really knows what to do with it and can last like few men I know.” 
 
    “He was cute, though with all that muscle, I suspected he was one of those lifters into steroids. Wyatt has always been a lifter. He said you can tell by how unnaturally big the muscles appear. He looked like that to me.” 
 
    Skylar giggled, “He has the muscles… I’ll give you that… but steroids usually interfere with the balls and getting erections. If he’s on them, he has no problem with either of those!” 
 
    “Ok. He would be perfect,” Nikki said, shaking her head with glee. “I would like it to be him. Can he come on Friday?” 
 
    “I thought you would agree. I’ve already asked. He swapped with another bartender to get the night open.” 
 
    “Skylar, I love this idea, but I am getting worried. What is going on with me? I am already getting wet just talking about this. It’s like I have turned some switch on… in my brain. I want sex all the time now. Will I ever be able to go back to just Wyatt again? I know he is getting concerned, especially after our discussion about Rush.” 
 
    “I don’t know, Nik…” Skylar said, “I really don’t. You are entering uncharted territory for your relationship. The further down the road you go, the more distant plain old vanilla sex will become. That’s a simple reality, I’m afraid. That’s what happened to me, at least. Rush has told me about some of his long-term hotwife partners. The hotwives go crazy over the sex, want to come back repeatedly, and many wanted to do it whether or not the husband agreed. He established the husband-calls rule because of it. He tells me the sexual relationship between the husband and wife often declines sharply.” 
 
    “Oh my God… should we even continue doing this?” 
 
    “That’s between you and Wyatt. I don’t have a clue. Nik, I’ve been like this my entire life. Not sure how I would be otherwise. Probably why I have never had a long-term relationship. No partner could take how free I am with my body. Noah and I were relatively together for a while, but he wanted exclusivity. I couldn’t do that. You’re different… came on it later in life… and you already have a partner.” 
 
    “He seems so into it, though…” 
 
    “He is. A real cuckold, that one. Gets off on it. You need to think about this, my friend. He is your life partner. You need to reflect carefully before you put that in real jeopardy. Rush… I would think long and hard… He’s hotwifing on another level you guys have not seen. I sometimes wish I hadn’t brought him up.” 
 
    “Why?” Nikki asked. 
 
    “Because I do not want you to break up. You ARE Wyatt, and he is you. Like no other couple I have ever met. Let me tell you a story. One time, Rush and I did a gig with a hotwife. The husband watched him… I don’t know how to describe it exactly… it was like the husband melted. The wife couldn’t get enough, screamed, hollered at everything Rush did… Nikki, he’s really THAT good… The husband started with a raging hard-on, but before Rush was even halfway done… the wife, by this time, was almost mindless… she was screaming in such sexual ecstasy… it startled even me. The look on the husband’s face… it was… it was so sad… so sad. The husband had lost his erection completely. The look on his face was like the wife had just said she was leaving him. He stood up and said, I’m leaving and walked out. The wife didn’t care…. didn’t care, Nik! She just wanted more. I almost cried myself, it was so sad.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “Rush is harsh about this. Told me later it is necessary because he gets reactions sometimes… just like that. He is not interested in a new girlfriend or destroying a marriage. He pulled out of the wife, got a towel out of the closet, cleaning her up, then told her to go. Nik, my heart was breaking. She was begging on her knees, don’t push me out, I need you… Rush told her she could put on her clothes and walk out, or he would put her out the door without clothes. Either way, he does not play without the husband.” 
 
    “Oh my God…” 
 
    “The point is, Nik. The husband THOUGHT he could take it, even started out strong. But when the depth of his wife’s need became apparent, he had a complete breakdown. Rush told me much later that they ended up splitting, because the wife kept calling Rush over and over, and when he wouldn’t do it, she found another black guy to take care of her.” 
 
    “I want nothing like that to happen,” Nikki said, almost breathless. “This is fun, but the one thing I discovered with Hugh is that no amount of pleasure is worth my husband and family. Maybe we should take Rush really slow… if not take him off the list altogether.” 
 
    “Probably the best idea. But Noah is not like that. He is just fun. His best feature is that he can get hard and stay hard for an awfully long time!” 
 
    Nikki got quiet for a moment, catching Skylar’s attention. She reached over to touch Skylar’s arm lightly. “What about you, my friend? Do you want me to touch you, too?” 
 
    Skylar looked a little startled herself. “Am I that obvious?” 
 
    “Well… I got some signals when we were trying on club clothes in the dressing room. Have you been with a lot of women?” 
 
    “Yes…” Skylar’s face now a shade of crimson. “I have always been bisexual. I would like for you to touch me very much,” putting her own hand over Nikki’s. 
 
    “Wyatt would love that… told me so. If you want us to play with each other during our time with Noah, I will take your lead. I will be your student. Tell me what to do. I will do it. You will be my first…” 
 
    “Thank you. Maybe you can come over to my house and we can find another set of club clothes, and… do a dress rehearsal?” Nikki almost laughed. Skylar’s tone held an edge of uncertainty, like a boy asking a girl to the prom that he was not sure would say yes. 
 
    “I will ask Wyatt for permission. No matter what, I will not go behind his back. Never. That’s my one inviolate rule. But if he says yes, I would like that. You can teach me what I need to know.”

  

 
   
    16 / Learning to Watch 
 
    “You want to do what?” Wyatt asked, the shock obvious in his voice. 
 
    “Go over to Skylar’s… trying on some clubbing clothes for Friday night.” 
 
    Wyatt stared at her for a prolonged period. The puzzlement and calculations were swirling in his mind. “Is that ALL you would do?” 
 
    “What else would you want us to be doing?” she asked, as she came over to kneel between his legs. They were getting ready for bed, and he was sitting in his boxer shorts, ready to lie down. Nikki reached up to grab his rod, which had already swollen. 
 
    “I didn’t know you were into girls…” 
 
    “I’m not, but she’s into everything. I want you to come with me. You asked me that question on our first night. Do you want to see us together?” 
 
    “Tempting, my love,” he laughed, squeezing her hand around his now hard shaft, “but I think I am going to leave this in the hotwife category. You tell me about it after. Frankly, my love, I think you would enjoy it more without me there. May be some tender moments, I suspect. You really love her, and not just erotically. It’s OK. Enjoy your moment with her.” 
 
    She yanked his boxers down, pushed him back on the bed, crawled up his body, and pushed him inside her. “Thank you, my love. I promise to give you a full report.” 
 
    This was the tender love they had shared so many times. No mention of hotwives or new partners, just their own deep emotional attachment shown through the joining of their bodies. She loved this man, cherished his touch. Her kisses were full of that love. And he returned it in kind. After finished, they fell asleep in each other’s arms. What could be better than this? She thought to herself. 
 
    On Wednesday afternoon, she sent Wyatt a text. 
 
    [Nikki]: can u pickup L at soccer? 
 
    [Wyatt]: probably. what’s up? 
 
    [Nikki]: going S to try clothes. 
 
    [Wyatt]: I see… and some fun?  
 
    [Nikki]: we’ll see… u want there to be? 
 
    [Wyatt]: only if u want. have fun. tell me about later. 
 
    [Nikki]: will… won’t be late. 
 
    [Wyatt]: no matter. will get L. stay long as need. 
 
    Nikki left work a few minutes early, hoping to beat the traffic. She didn’t. There was a car wreck on the Loop highway. She didn’t get to Skylar’s until 6:30. Skylar was already there, with dinner in the oven and wearing a virtually see-through white silk robe, nothing on underneath. Her large breasts pressed against the fabric, her nipples hard, pointy, inviting.  
 
    “This is my first suggestion for your clubbing outfit,” she joked, sweeping her hand across her robe. “It would get lots of comments, especially from management…” She burst out laughing at her own humor. 
 
    “You are so crazy…” Nikki hugged her. The returned hug from Skylar lingered much longer than normal. She reached up, her lips touching Nikki’s, a gentle graze, barely a touch. 
 
    “Thanks for coming,” Skylar said. “I’m really looking forward to this.” 
 
    “Me, too… How much longer for the food.” 
 
    “About 20 minutes.” 
 
    “Let’s go up, look at what you have.” 
 
    They walked up the stairs to her bedroom. Nikki could not believe the size of her closet. It seemed to stretch across the entire wall of the room. Before they got to the closet, Nikki started taking her clothes off, shoes, pants, blouse. While she stared straight at Skylar, she pushed her panties down and unclipped the bra. 
 
    She smiled at Skylar. “I need to try on your clothes, right?” 
 
    “That works for me,” she said, lifting her robe off her shoulders, throwing it aside. 
 
    They were both standing there, nude, the sexual tension hanging thickly between them. Nikki had taken the first step. She wanted Skylar to make the next. 
 
    She did not disappoint. It was as if Skylar sprinted across the room; she was on her so fast, her lips pressed to hers. No gentleness this time. She came with a deep hunger. “I have wanted to do this for so long,” Skylar said. “You do not know…” Her hands grasped her breasts in a gentle cup, pulling her closer, as her tongue explored Nikki’s. 
 
    “Why didn’t you say anything?” Nikki asked. 
 
    “You belong to Wyatt. I did not want to interfere. Or create problems between you.” 
 
    “I appreciate that, but now Wyatt has given me a complete green light. This is my first time with a woman, but I will do whatever you ask. Please teach me… show me what to do… I would like that very much.” 
 
    “Let’s play while we try on clothes.” 
 
    Nikki agreed as they stepped into the closet. When Skylar said she had clubbing outfits, she did not exaggerate. Rack after rack. They tried on every conceivable combination. In between changes, Skylar was all over Nikki, hugging, kissing, fondling, pulling at her nipples, stroking her hair. Nikki did more receiving than giving, still unsure of what to do and what she would like. 
 
    They found one that was perfect, Nikki thought. A peasant dress that did not require a bra, hugging her top for full display. It was loose fitting and hung only to mid-thigh. Any little wind would create a moving hemline. Skylar settled on a little black dress with plunging cleavage, about the same mid-thigh length. The difference was that Skylar looked poured into the dress; it hugged her form so tightly. 
 
    “Going to wear panties with yours?” Skylar asked, using her fingers to stroke her mons underneath the dress. “Maybe a thong at least.” 
 
    “Should I?” Nikki asked, following Skylar’s lead, touching her in the same way. 
 
    “I think we should both go to the party without underwear. Noah will love it.” 
 
    “Ok…” Suddenly, the buzzer from the kitchen went off. 
 
    Skylar reached over to pull Nikki’s dress off. “Let’s eat. Want to stay naked?” 
 
    “If you do…” 
 
    “I have a better idea.” She rummaged in her closet to pull out a robe similar to the one she had on when Nikki arrived, this one a sheer blue material, similarly see-through. “Eating in the nude seems weird to me.” Skylar grabbed her white one, and they went downstairs. 
 
    They ate the meal, discussed the plan for Friday night and what Wyatt was going to do. Before they finished, Skylar looked at Nikki. “Let’s take a selfie for Wyatt. He might like to see us in our robes, don’t you think?” Nikki shook her agreement. “In fact, Nik, I think we should send a steady flow of these pics, showing our activity. By the time you get home, he will fuck you silly.” Nikki shook again. 
 
    They stood beside the table, thrusting out their chests so the nipples protruded from the fabric, sending the pic to Wyatt. 
 
    [Nikki]: trying on some outfits. like? 
 
    [Wyatt]: wow. so hot. 
 
    [Nikki]: she has lots more. 
 
    [Wyatt]: what? for fri? 
 
    [Nikki]: will send another pic, when chosen. 
 
    [Wyatt]: details wanted. have fun. 
 
    Wyatt couldn’t believe what Nikki was doing. He didn’t feel threatened like he did with the Rush discussion, but still surprised. He did not know Nikki was interested in women. Though, after he thought about it a little, he understood she has grown to like sex a lot, with Skylar that window into that larger world. Maybe she is not so much interested in girls, as interested in exploring new things, with one particular person. He looked down. His boner was almost excruciatingly hard. He couldn’t wait for the next one. 
 
    Before dinner was even half eaten, they stopped pretending to eat, their hands and lips all over each other. Skylar grabbed her hand, pulling her upstairs, back to the bedroom. Before she got to the bed, Skylar pulled her own robe off, then did the same to Nikki. 
 
    Skylar’s voice became huskier, more intense, as she said softly, “Grab your phone. Lay on your back. Show me your flower.” 
 
    Nikki scrambled up on the bed, tossed her phone beside her and spread herself as Skylar moved toward her sex. She caressed her thighs on the way down, massaging her gently. 
 
    Skylar said, “Take a lot of pictures. Send it to him every time you can. Do some video. Let him learn to watch you, not just hear about it. On Friday, he will see it for real, with a hard cock and willingness to use it.” 
 
    All evening, Nikki sent either video or photos. While Skylar was eating her, Nikki videoed until the first orgasm came. Then she sat it on edge against a pillow, turning on FaceTime, sending live video to Wyatt. He answered and had to immediately leave the room, so Leo didn’t see the screen. He watched as Skylar drove her face into his wife’s sex, broad, slow licks causing Nikki to fall on her back, moaning with the pleasure. At first, Skylar ignored the phone, concentrating on bringing Nikki to her first climax of the night, driving her tongue deep into her, lashing at her clit with that tongue, licking her lips, slowly, softly. 
 
    When Nikki screamed her release, twisting under Skylar’s pleasurable tongue, Skylar could hear Wyatt groaning on the other end. She looked straight at the camera. She could see he had moved into the Master bathroom. “This is for you, my friend. A little preview of Friday night. Yes, Friday night… when she is going to be eating me while our friend delivers his own package… of what she wants… what you want… and you’re going to watch every minute… every stroke… think of watching your wife cum on another man’s cock… to feel his cum flow inside her… to watch her scream with pleasure as he pounds into her.” 
 
    Skylar could now hear the distinct sound of a man stroking himself aggressively. She turned to Nikki, telling her to hand over the phone. She turned it so it was straight down on his wife, while she scrambled up her body, her knees now on either side of her head, her dripping moisture positioned right over her mouth. She started talking to the video again. “Watch, my friend… as your wife eats her first pussy…” She lowers herself to smother Nikki’s face, her tongue now fully extended. She had never done this before, but she knew what she would like. A groan came from the other end of the call. 
 
    Skylar continued her commentary for Wyatt. “She loves sex, doesn’t she? Just like you. Seeing her so full of pleasure as she releases is your greatest joy, isn’t it?” 
 
    The whacking noise continued. She could hear a feint, “yes… yes…”  
 
    “I thought so.” Skylar felt the impact of her friend’s tongue. “Yes,” she said to Nikki, “stick that in me… show our friend how you can service me… he wants you to make me cum, doesn’t he?” Nikki just shook her head yes, as her tongue swept across her lips. “Yes… give me your tongue… She likes that, doesn’t she? She’s licking me deep, making me cum… yes… yes…” The phone fell out of position as she cried out with her orgasm. “Oh god… yes… yes…” She pushed herself on Nikki’s face, as she drove her tongue as deep as it would go, twisting it to amplify the pleasure.  
 
    She pulled back off Nikki, bringing the camera around, showing Nikki’s face drenched. “Look at your wife’s face, covered in my juices as she made me cum.” Looking down at Nikki again, “tell him you liked it… tell him you want him to like it too.” Now the whacking on the other end of the phone was becoming faster, more rhythmic. 
 
    “Yes, my love,” Nikki started. “She was so sweet, so soft. I loved sticking my tongue into her. I could feel her cum when my tongue was inside.” 
 
    “Next time,” Skylar said, “I will let her feel my nine-inch strap-on.” 
 
    And that was all it took. Nikki and Skylar started talking to him as his rhythm went faster, his breathing more concentrated. ‘Yes, cum for us…’ ‘give me your seed…’ ‘give me all you have…’ ‘yes, cum for us…’ Wyatt turned his phone to his cock as he started grunting his release, shooting strands of spunk all over his front, spraying it all over his chest and abdomen. His head falling back with the pleasure. 
 
    “That was nice,” Skylar said. “and that will conclude this evening’s broadcast. I will return your wife to you shortly. Can’t wait till Friday night…” 
 
    “Me either,” Wyatt said. 
 
    “Or me…” Nikki said, weakly. The combination of cumming and working to bring Skylar to release had exhausted her. And she knew she had to get home. To see what Wyatt had in store for her. She sure hoped it was including a hard shaft. 
 
    “Thanks,” Wyatt said, then hung up his end. 
 
    “That was enjoyable,” Skylar was laughing. “I think he really liked that.” 
 
    Nikki grabbed her arm, pulling Skylar down, their lips meeting. Nikki’s face still smothered with Skylar’s juices, but neither cared. She grabbed her by the back of the head, pressing their lips together, stronger, more urgent. Their breasts were now pressed against each other, feeling the connection, the joy of what they had just done… for them… for Wyatt. 
 
    Skylar came up for air, laying down beside Nikki. The two women languished in each other’s embrace, the warmth, the comfort, the emotion. 
 
    “I have always loved you, Nik. You know that, right?” 
 
    “I guess I did, and I feel the same, but… I just never thought of it physically. You were like my sister… I am still in shock that you said nothing to me before.” 
 
    “I keep saying this… my way seems to intimidate other women… I am not a homewrecker. You two have something special. If it weren’t for your clubbing trip, we probably never would have done this. I would NEVER have brought it up.” 
 
    Nikki reached over to brush Skylar’s tangled hair off her face. “I’m glad we did. It’s funny. Inside, I know I would not be interested in a larger lesbian presence in my life. No draw there. But for you… so beautiful… so much love to give… our bond so strong… it just seems right. I think, with or without video and pics, that Wyatt would have no problem with us doing this anytime we want.” 
 
    Skylar laid down next to her, sharing their touch, the only movement a slow stroking of each other, so long delayed. “You know, Nik, so much of my sexual impulses are of the raunchy, rough kind. I love to be taken in all kinds of ways, but it’s never like this. Such emotion… thank you for coming over, making this possible.” 
 
    Nikki giggled softly, “I love you too, Sky. It has been my pleasure to discover this new side of our friendship.”

  

 
   
    17 / Making an Agreement 
 
    By the time Nikki got home, just after 9, Leo was in bed and Wyatt was waiting in their bedroom. He had on only the robe covering his shoulders, and nothing else. 
 
    “Have a good time tonight?” he asked, that leering smile covering her entire body. Before he could say any more, she locked the door and tore her clothes off her body. “I do not want to wear clothes in front of you, my love.” 
 
    “Good, that’s what I would have told you to do, anyway. Hands and knees, middle of the bed. You’re ready for me right now, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Oh yes, Wyatt, please… so ready.” 
 
    He stepped behind. Her sopping wet sex providing all the evidence he needed. Good ole Skylar really got her going. Slowly he pushed in, Nikki moaning her acceptance. Then he started slowly using her, like on the kitchen table after that first night with Hugh. Having one of those ‘discussions’ where he thrusts into her while he asks his questions. 
 
    “So… looking forward to Friday night?” Thrust… 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “You want to eat her while he is fucking you, don’t you?” Thrust… 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “I want to watch that. Very much.” Thrust… 
 
    “Oh yes, my love. I want you to watch…” 
 
    “Are you going to pick up someone, or plan ahead?” Thrust… 
 
    “Skylar has already picked someone.” 
 
    “I’ll bet she has.” Thrust… 
 
    “He is a bartender at the club on the first night. Named Noah.” 
 
    “Has the big cock you want?” 
 
    “No, my love, or so Skylar says.” 
 
    “I think you will still have fun. Ever shared a cock with another woman?” 
 
    This was such an absurd question. She stopped moving, rotating her head to look back at him. “Are you serious?” 
 
    “I guess not…” Wyatt said, laughing. He plunged himself into her hard a few times, getting her back into position. 
 
    “You really enjoy having sex in front of me, don’t you?” he went on, still the slow, steady thrusting. 
 
    “Yes, my love. Very much.” 
 
    “I like it too. Do you want to go further? See what other cocks are out there?” 
 
    “Only if you do…” This was her reply, but the way she squeezed his cock suggested a different answer. He did not ask another question, started ramming himself into her. 
 
    Nikki dropped her head to the bed, her arms stretched in front to allow her to push back. She wanted Wyatt to use her, take her. She wanted to feel the love that only he brought. It was a heady cocktail for her newly emerging sexuality. They both came together as he grunted his release, spraying her walls, as she moaned her acceptance. 
 
    Afterward, they lay together, feeling the joy of their love. He looked at her as he stroked her hair. Her libido was kicking into full gear. He knew that. She was now thinking about sex all the time, planning, wanting, needing. He had to channel that, but didn’t know how. 
 
    Wyatt pushed himself up on an elbow, his body leaning toward her. “Tell me, did you like doing it with a girl?” 
 
    “Yes, and no. I loved doing it with Skylar. She is a special friend… you know we have always been close… I did not know she looked at me this way… She has a certain joy of sex that is hypnotic, pulls you in. But truthfully, drawn to girls for regular contact? No. I like cock too much for that. This is just something special with one particular friend.” 
 
    “I could tell that,” he laughed, “very special…” 
 
    “You know what she’s like… there’s just something about her, pulling you into her sexual world… hard to describe how fully she is immersed in it. You should have seen her closet! If she buys any more club clothes, she is going to need a fresh addition to the house!” 
 
    “Let me see the one you chose.” 
 
    Nikki hopped up, pulled the peasant dress out of her bag, dropping it over her shoulders, modeling it for Wyatt. “We decided to go without panties. Too risky?” 
 
    “Early summer now… could be fairly gusty. Might give the surrounding people a show with a little breeze!” His laughter was infectious as they thought about what this means and what was coming, as she pulled the dress off. 
 
    Wyatt got quiet for a moment. “I would like to have a talk about where we are going… no sex… just conversation.” Nikki shook her head. She was ready.  
 
    “To start, I have thought a lot about you and Skylar. If it does not interfere with our love life, any time you want to be with Skylar… you know, in that way… I am ok with it. You don’t have to do video and pics every time, though I enjoyed that. Truth is, I know how close you have both been for so long. If that is now expressed in a more physical form, I do not care. Mind you, this is permission for just the two of you, no one else joining. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Wyatt. I knew what you meant,” she giggled. 
 
    “The problem is that the sex is coming at us so fast now that it seems like all we think about. Your needs are growing so strong… worrying me. You won’t go off with that Rush guy without me, will you?” 
 
    Nikki abruptly sat up on the bed, clear anger flashing across her face. “Jesus, Wyatt. Why would you say such a thing? I have done nothing behind your back.” Her sudden anger caused him to pull back. “Even the club accident, you knew something was going to happen, sent me out so you could enjoy the thrill. Accusing me of running around now? After what we just did? Shit…” 
 
    She got out of bed, grabbed her robe, and ran out of the room. He could see it took a lot of control for her not to slam the door behind her. He could already hear the sobbing as she went down the stairs. 
 
    He followed her slowly. He did not want to hurt her, but the topic had to be brought up. The pace of her need was growing every day. 
 
    When he got downstairs, Nikki was sitting at the kitchen table, her eyes swollen from the crying. She had gone through some emotional extremes tonight, from the discovery of Skylar’s love for her, the powerful orgasms from both her and Wyatt, and now being accused of running around. Shit, this was getting too complicated, she thought. 
 
    Wyatt walked into the kitchen. He didn’t touch her, or apologize, just sat next to her. “We need to talk about it, Nik. I saw the look on your face when Skylar talked about him. It was so full of need.” 
 
    “You motherfucker! This whole thing started because you encouraged it and gave me what I can only call open permission to get laid. Now, you accuse me of running around?” She started crying again, the absurdity of it all seeping into her tears, into her anger. 
 
    “I’m sorry if this upsets you, Nik, but we need to talk about it. I’m not sure I could handle you being taken over by that guy. It frightens me. None of this up to now has caused me any concern. I don’t know why I’m like this, enjoying you being fucked so much. It just is. But when she started talking about Rush and your eyes glazed over with such lust. What am I supposed to think?” 
 
    “Well, you could have given me the benefit of the doubt after all our years together, for one…” She poked her finger at him, accusing more with every poke. “We could have discussed it openly, without accusation.” 
 
    The anger in her eyes was deep. He almost shrunk back from the rage she was feeling inside. Nikki was not a sarcastic person, but the derision just poured out of her. 
 
    “But no… Wyatt, let me spell it out clearly so you don’t think your slut is taking everyone in the neighborhood. I will never go to anyone without your open and express permission. And now that we know you like it, I might go by myself with someone, but we will still do it openly. You will know about it… always… in advance.” 
 
    “Thank you. I needed that,” Wyatt said, his own emotions now difficult to control. “I know I’m being ridiculous, but for the first time, I felt genuine fear about what this could do to us. I don’t want the uncertainty I am feeling about Rush to seep into everything we are doing.” 
 
    “Look, Wyatt. I will never go to anyone, ok? Full stop. No discussion. Put that out of your mind. But the absurdity of it all. Come on! You think I am leaving you for Mr. Iowa because he has a big dick? I don’t even know how to react to that.” She halted a moment to calm herself down. 
 
    “I said nothing about…” 
 
    “Shut up. Before you make things even worse.” In all their years together, she had never told him to ‘shut up.’ He sat back in his chair, just staring. “Let’s make sure you understand. Even if I wanted to pursue Rush… which I don’t… he only takes calls from the husbands, remember? I thought that was pretty clear.” 
 
    “But what about that other woman who left her husband, the story you told me? I don’t want to do any of this if that is a real risk. You are everything to me, Nik, and to Leo. I can’t put our marriage on a roulette wheel and take a spin… no matter how many orgasms might be available. NO! This has to stop if that is even a remote possibility.” 
 
    His own tears were now forming. Nikki had not seen him cry since his father died unexpectedly 5 years before. Her anger simply melted away. His deep love for her was tracing down his face with every tear. She stood up, dropped her robe on the floor, standing naked, her arms around him. 
 
    “This body, my very soul, is yours forever, Wyatt. I will never leave you. Or go outside our agreement. Never! We are here forever. My heart is yours, my love. Has been since I was 16. No dick, no matter how big or skilled, is going to change that. We can stop this now.” She stroked his hair, pressing herself against him. “Truth is, my love, even after Big Dick from Iowa, when I thought you would reject me because of it… I didn’t tell you about the tears of shame I felt afterwards, did I? The horrible sense of betraying you. I knew in my heart then that this would never drive my decisions. Enjoyable? Very much. Worth changing my life over? Not even close.” 
 
    Wyatt put his arms around her waist, burying his face in her breasts while she stood beside him. “Thank you, babe. These thoughts had been consuming me ever since we spoke to Skylar. I needed that.” 
 
    “Let’s put it behind us, my dear. But let me say something important. That question spoke of a declining trust in me because of this…” Wyatt began to interrupt. Nikki shushed him. “… I cannot tolerate that. Will not. If it ever comes up again, that will be the end of our outside play, forever. It will not face jealous accusations because of something we have done together… and with full agreement of allowed actions. Just won’t. Is that understood?” 
 
    “Yes. I will never bring it up again.” 
 
    “Good, let’s go to bed. I need some sleep. Your warm body needs to be against me, as it should be.” She took his hand in hers, pulling him up. He grabbed her robe off the chair on the way up. 
 
    Well, he thought to himself. I guess we have an agreement. We can do whatever we want. She will follow the rules, and I will say no when I cannot handle it. But… and he chuckled to himself… don’t bring up running around again. Bad. When momma ain’t happy, ain’t nobody happy. 
 
    That old saying rang in his head as he followed the shapeliest ass he had ever seen up the stairs. He was already getting hard for another go at the pleasure only she gave him. All thoughts of Rush, and his risk, banished to the deepest parts of his mind.

  

 
   
    18 / Sharing Skylar 
 
    When they awoke the next day, it was as if the emotional turmoil of the previous night had washed away. He worked from home, and Nikki called in sick. They spent most of the day in and out of bed, both giving themselves to each other, openly and frequently. There was only one day left before the big Friday night show. 
 
    Wyatt was on edge about it, not because of a potential break with Nikki, but because of his increasingly erotic desire to see her get fucked. That video with her and Skylar had whetted his appetite for more, much more. And Nikki appeared to be in the same shape. 
 
    While they made love, they would talk about the fantasy, the desire. He played the stranger’s cock as he hammered into her. She called out Noah’s name as she came. God, he loved that. He felt like they were at the Poconos again. They just couldn’t get enough of each other. 
 
    Friday, she couldn’t take another day off, so they had a minor break in-between. This did nothing but prime the pump of their need. That evening, as he watched her step into her peasant dress, without underwear, he could not believe what was about to happen. His wife was going to get fucked by some person completely unknown to him, and he was going to watch it happen. 
 
    They took separate Ubers. Wyatt wanted to preserve the illusion that she was out with a girlfriend, just hooking up with some guy. It had all been arranged, but still… When he put her in the car, she flashed her pussy at him, calling out ‘see you in a bit’ as the car drove off. The plan was for him to come 30 minutes later, go straight to the courtyard. They would text him what room they had chosen. 
 
    Since Skylar lives relatively close to The View, Nikki had the car pick her up first. All the way to the club, Nikki and Skylar could not keep their hands off each other. Nikki caught the eyes of the driver frequently falling to the back seat. Skylar whispered to Nikki to give him a proper show. They started really grabbing each other, fondling breasts, hands in crotch, each move pulled their dresses higher, giving the driver a good look at their sex. They intentionally kept their legs spread open. He swerved a little at the first, but then got into a rhythm of glancing back and maintaining his eye on the road. 
 
    When they arrived at the club, Skylar reached up to the front, touching the driver on the shoulder. ‘Hope you enjoyed the show,’ winking at him. He just laughed, shaking his head. ‘You girls are crazy.’ Nikki and Skylar giggled all the way into the club. That they are. Very crazy, especially tonight. The constant touching in the Uber had pushed their desire to a fever’s pitch. 
 
    They headed to the bar first. It was already past 10. The place packed. They took a quick trip out back to look at the courtyard. Good thing Wyatt is tall, they both thought. He will have trouble finding a good standing spot, especially once they get going. They were confident the entire courtyard will pay attention to their show. 
 
    When they came back to the bar, Skylar worried whether every closet would be full. “Get us a drink. Noah is meeting us at the bar. I’m going up to check on the rooms.” 
 
    Nikki ordered drinks, trying to find a position at the bar that would accommodate all three of them. She looked at her watch. The babysitter should have arrived and allowed him to leave. They had chosen an older babysitter this time, telling her it might be late before they got back. If Leo was sleeping, she was free to use the guest bedroom if she wanted to sleep over. 
 
    She sent Wyatt a text, showing a selfie of her standing at the bar. 
 
    [Nikki]: here. on the way? 
 
    [Wyatt]: yes. babysitter arrived. looks busy? 
 
    [Nikki]: packed. S checking room avail. 
 
    [Wyatt]: ok. be there in 15. 
 
    Noah walked up to her while she was texting, giving her a hug. “Some hubby assurance?” 
 
    Nikki laughed, “Kind of. The place is so full, Skylar went up to see if any rooms were available.” 
 
    Just as she said that, Skylar walked up. “Looks like only one room left, the one in the very center. People avoid that one because it is the most public. We should go on up, before someone else grabs it.” 
 
    Noah protested, “I haven’t got my drink yet.” 
 
    “Then get one, meet us up there,” Skylar said, dragging Nikki toward the stairs. 
 
    Then Nikki started protesting on her way up. “We can’t start yet. Wyatt isn’t here. I don’t want to start without him.” 
 
    “No one’s starting…” Skylar said, pulling on Nikki’s arm. “We want to grab the room. The whole evening becomes moot if we don’t get the last one available.” 
 
    Skylar always marveled at her friend, and now hotwife companion. The action in the car had been as hot as she had experienced in years, yet Nikki’s only concern was making sure her husband was available. Kind of sweet when she thought about it. She thought back on the accumulation of all these gestures she had seen between Nikki and Wyatt, amazed they were still so in love with each other after all their years together. 
 
    But it became even more of a mystery when she thought of what they were about to do. Why would a woman so in love with one guy, be so desperate to be fucked by a strange cock, and anxious that the husband watch? Some weird shit going on here, she chuckled to herself. The prospect of doing that with her best friend was so attractive she quickly forgot about trying to understand it all. 
 
    Skylar knocked on the door, then walked in when no one answered. Nikki followed her into the room. As expected, it was wider than deep, with a padded massage-sized table near the mirror that covered the back wall, a couple of folding chairs and a small table. Just as they got in, Nikki received a text from Wyatt: 
 
    [Wyatt]: in courtyard. which room? 
 
    [Nikki]: center. 
 
    Nikki walked up to the mirror, knowing he could see her. 
 
    [Nikki]: standing at mirror. can you see? 
 
    [Wyatt]: y, need to change position. crowded. 
 
    [Nikki]: enjoy the show. 
 
    [Wyatt]: enjoy being in the show. :) 
 
    Wyatt was so keyed up, he needed a drink. He ordered a double scotch and found a convenient spot where he could stand and view the center window. He could clearly see both Skylar and Nikki, but no guy yet. 
 
    [Wyatt]: N not show? 
 
    [Nikki]: getting drink first. up shortly. 
 
    Just for fun, Nikki walked up to the mirror, pulling her dress up to flash her lower half at the courtyard below. 
 
    [Nikki]: could you see me? 
 
    [Wyatt]: y. loved it. 
 
    [Nikki]: enjoy 
 
    She stepped away from the mirror to see Skylar’s eye sparkling. “Could he see you?” she asked. Nikki showed her the text exchange. “He is so going to love this,” Skylar laughed. 
 
    Then they heard a soft knock on the door, and Noah walked in, three more drinks in hand. “Thought we might get thirsty later.” 
 
    Skylar and Nikki gave him a hug after he put the drinks on a side table. His hands found free access to their asses as he held them close. “Looking forward to this,” he said. 
 
    “Why look forward?” Skylar asked. She reached into her purse, pulling out three black plastic masks. They were the half ballroom style that covered only the nose and eyes with an elastic strap to hold them on the head. She held them out to her partners. “You don’t want someone with a cell posting you on porn sites, do you?” They both agreed it was probably a clever idea, fitting them into place. 
 
    “Now,” Skylar said, “Unzip me,” turning her back to him. As the zipper came down, Nikki took her dress over her head. The two women were naked now in the room. Noah still the only one fully dressed. 
 
    Wyatt almost gasped at the quick beginning, though he could hear some grumbling when the crowd saw the masks for the first time. He stepped around to an area giving him a better view, then looked around the courtyard. The sudden appearance of skin had gotten the courtyard buzzing, as heads turned up to the two women, now with their naked asses facing the crowd down below. He could see the cascading effect as others noticed them looking, then turned to see what was up. 
 
    Skylar was intent on a good show for the crowd, and Wyatt. She moved Noah right next to the mirror, facing the crowd. Her breasts swung freely. She signaled for Nikki to join her and they pulled his clothes off, jeans, t-shirt, underwear, everything. 
 
    Wyatt loved the quick start, but he watched the crowd more than the show. It stunned the crowd. Once both women started stripping the man, the crowd knew they were going to see a full threesome. Gasps rose from the audience. 
 
    As Skylar pulled down Noah’s underwear, his cock flopped out, now almost at full strength. They could barely hear some clapping down below. Nikki chuckled, looking up at him. “You impressed the crowd,” she giggled, looking up at Noah. 
 
    “I don’t care about them,” he replied. “Just you and Skylar. They can think what they like.” 
 
    Nikki stood up while Skylar kneeled beside him, taking his rising rod into her mouth. There was something about the mask that was making this so much more erotic, forbidden. Plus, Wyatt was fit, having been an active weightlifter most of his life, but this guy was on another level, every muscle group defined and huge. Not like a professional weightlifter, just fully shaped. 
 
    His chest and abdomen rippled as Nikki moved her palms across his skin, feeling every muscle, the defined shape. Her desire was doing somersaults as she stroked him. She looked down at Skylar. His cock wasn’t any bigger than Wyatt’s, but he was now hard as Skylar used her mouth to lick the head, the shaft, his balls, while stroking him. She had clearly done this before. Noah moaned his enjoyment. 
 
    Nikki kneeled beside her, her side facing the mirror, as Skylar moved to allow a full view of them both. Skylar took the cock out of her mouth, moving it to Nikki’s, who tried to swallow the whole thing. Soon, they were sharing the cock, one taking the shaft, sucking for maximum pleasure, the other licking and stroking his balls, then switching. They shared the cock for long stretches, sometimes licking both sides at the same time, their own tongues touching, caressing each other. 
 
    It was all Wyatt could do not to whip his own cock out and start stroking himself. This was so hot. His own wife, mask or no, was sharing a cock for the entire audience to see. And he LOVED it. Not for the first time since they started this adventure, he wondered what kind of first-class pervert relishes his own wife getting hammered by some muscle-bound cock. But he WAS that first-class pervert! 
 
    Skylar could not wait any longer. “Give it to me, babe,” laying her chest across the table, her legs down the side, hands spreading herself open. “I want you inside me.” 
 
    “Gladly,” Noah said, stepping up behind her, plunging into her sopping sex. Skylar’s chest came off the table with the sudden penetration, her moan loud enough for the crowd below to hear. Wyatt could hear scattered applause. Noah knew just what to do as he started using his equipment for both his pleasure and hers. 
 
    Nikki went around behind Noah, using her hands and breasts to massage him as he drifted in and out of Skylar. This was so erotic, she thought, pressing her breasts against his hard body. He was so hard, every part of his back and ass bulging just where it should. He reached his hands around his back, cupping her breasts as his hips picked up the pace of his lunges into Skylar. 
 
    “Come to me, sweet Nikki,” Skylar said, reaching her hand out for her. Nikki went around to the front. “Get on the table,” while she signaled for Noah to nudge the table up against the far wall. Nikki could get up and lean her back against the wall, offering full access to her sex, now dripping with her own arousal. 
 
    Skylar’s lips and tongue simply went after her, driving deep into her depths, broad licks across the lips and then sucking stiffly on the clit. Soon, they were both panting and moaning as the crowd saw what was coming. Noah was now pounding into her, each push driving Skylar’s tongue deeper into Nikki. 
 
    Skylar came first, her cry of release probably heard on the dance floor downstairs. The crowd outside certainly heard. Scattered applause started. Soon, the whole courtyard was clapping and hooting their approval. Just then, Nikki gave into her own climax. The mask seemed to give her extra permission to yell out her pleasure, with the crowd responding just as well to hers. 
 
    Noah just kept on pumping. Nikki laughed. She was right, this guy could go all day! 
 
    Skylar pushed out with a hand flick, looking up at Nikki. “Let’s trade. Time for Wyatt to see what he came for.” Nikki’s eyes were fully alive now, sparkling with the arousal of what had just happened and the anticipation of being fucked in front of Wyatt. She shook her head in agreement, moving off the table. Noah stepped back as the ladies swapped positions. Wyatt saw immediately what was coming. He could barely breathe as he anticipated every step in his mind while watching Nikki do it. 
 
    Skylar moved away. Nikki positioned her body on the table, ass hanging over the end. She reached behind, spreading herself like Skylar, inviting him in. And Noah wasted no time, aggressively pushing himself in. Just as Skylar before, Nikki came off the table, a deep moan of pleasure. 
 
    A deep moan came out of Wyatt as well. Here it was. His Nikki had a stranger’s cock inside her. He could see the whole thing. Mesmerized by what he saw, and her obvious reaction to the pleasure, he stretched his head higher to get a better view. The moaning wasn’t loud enough to be heard down below, but he knew her facial expressions so well. She was moaning with the pleasure, telling him to pound harder. Wyatt could see the guy doing just that. He grabbed her hips and was simply assaulting her pussy, as Nikki reacted to the rising pleasure with groans and body movement, gripping the edges of the table to push back harder. Her first orgasm came soon after as Noah drove himself into her. 
 
    Skylar just watched at first, looking out at the crowd, wishing she could see Wyatt’s face. But soon she wanted some of that sweet tongue. She crawled up on the table, moving her sex into the same position Nikki had used, forcing her sex onto her face. Nikki lifted her head just as her second orgasm shook her entire body. This one seemed stronger than the last, she thought. She had to concentrate to move her attention to the welcome sight in front of her. Skylar… 
 
    Her tongue reached out to tap her clit. Skylar moaned softly, then scooted further forward, smashing into her face. Nikki buried the tongue deeper into her depths. Each time Noah would force himself inside, her mouth would plunge again. The three got into a rhythm of pushing and plunging, the pressure for release coming faster and faster. Even Noah had his limits. Skylar screamed her release as Nikki came hard, her whole-body flopping on the table, just as Noah pulled out, frantically whipping at his rod, before ropes of spunk came flying all over Nikki’s hips and back, almost reaching her hair. The three of them stopped moving as they recovered.

  

 
   
    19 / Recovery 
 
    The crowd below went wild; clapping, cheering, whistling. If anyone wasn’t watching before, they certainly were now. Wyatt could hardly believe it. If he didn’t know it was his wife up there, he would have suspected it was all a show. 
 
    Noah went over to the small table for a box of tissues conveniently available. Skylar told him to bring her purse. Inside, of course, she always carried her towel. Between Noah and Sky, they had Nikki cleaned up. Then Skylar lined them up, like at the end of a Broadway show, with Noah in the middle. They locked arms, bowing as the crowd went crazy below, waving their hands down just like she had seen at the end of many shows. All breasts and cock bounced with the movement, which just seemed to drive the crowd to greater applause. 
 
    They eventually moved to the back wall, where they had stashed their clothes. Nikki reached into her purse, finding her phone. ‘meet us in the bar,’ she texted to him. They cleaned up, brushing hair, repairing make-up, straightening clothes, before coming downstairs. If you had not seen them walk into the room, you could not tell these were the people that had just entertained the courtyard. They walked down the steps to find Wyatt standing at the bar. 
 
    He rushed up to grab Nikki in his bear hug, kissing her face. They were laughing as they kissed, like a couple teenagers that just got away with shoplifting! There was no one else in the room while they worshiped each other. 
 
    Skylar started laughing, then cleared her throat a couple of times. “I don’t want to interrupt, but do you two want to go back up to the room? I’ve heard one is open.” 
 
    Wyatt and Nikki pulled apart, giggling between them, with the electric spark far from going out. It would have to wait. 
 
    Wyatt pulled back, settled himself, then introduced himself to Noah. They shook hands, quickly bouncing into a weightlifting discussion. From lifelong experience, Nikki knew this would go on for a while. Wyatt had recognized the skill Noah put into his lifting, to stay so well-shaped without getting rigid muscle lines and that harsh veined-look of so many lifters. 
 
    Nikki just leaned against the bar, ordered an iced tea, and looked at Skylar. “He really enjoys watching me, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “He does. Loves to see you writhing in pleasure.” 
 
    “Why do you suppose he does not want the same for himself? In all our discussions, he has never suggested he get to find a new play partner. So weird…” 
 
    “Not really,” Skylar suggested. “He loves you. His focus isn’t on his pleasure, but yours. That he gets pleasure from it is a fortunate coincidence. It’s about you, my dear, not him. With total love like that, he understands completely that no one is going to give him more pleasure than you do. No one.” 
 
    Nikki leaned closer to Skylar, as if sharing a confidential statement, still staring at Wyatt talking to Noah. “I loved that, Sky. I don’t think I will ever tire of being fucked while Wyatt watches me. Every bit of pleasure seems to be heightened by his presence, his eyes looking at me. While you were eating me, I pretended I could see him down there. His eyes were forcing me higher. ‘Do it… do it… cum for me.’ It was so intense.” 
 
    “Your Wyatt is an interesting fellow. What does it mean for you and he going forward?” 
 
    Nikki looked guiltily at Skylar. “He really got nervous with all the Rush talk. Insecure, even. Shocked me. He even asked me if I was going to Rush without him.” 
 
    Skylar just stared at her; disbelief so apparent… “He didn’t?” 
 
    “We had an actual fight over it. Arguing, tears. Sky, we haven’t had an argument like that for years and years.” 
 
    “Would you?” 
 
    “Sky! Of course not. Never! God, you should have seen the look on his face. Devastated. It broke my heart… but really made me angry to be accused of that. Yet, I understood. That same love that allows him to watch me receive such pleasure would be lost if I succumbed to it, running away from him because I couldn’t turn it down. It worries him… and… worries me.” 
 
    “It should,” Skylar said. “I held you as you cried about your betrayal of him. You care about him a lot. Never going to play without him again?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I may play without him… maybe… but I promised not without his full permission and knowledge… That is a promise I intend to keep. You know, like we did the other night. This is what I told him. No amount of pleasure is worth the destruction of my family.” 
 
    Wyatt was chatting with Noah. Occasionally, he would glance over at Nikki and smile. That smile gave her goosebumps. The situation was just so absurd. Her husband was talking calmly to the guy he had watched fuck her in front of a large club crowd moments before. She wasn’t even sure how to think about that. 
 
    “Sky,” Nikki went on, “I will love that man until the day I die… Still, there is an issue… he is going to have to live with my need for more cock in my life… I understand that now, and so does he. He’s right to worry about that. I will not go behind his back. That is clear. Stopping altogether? That is another thing entirely.” 
 
    “Have you told him that…”  
 
    “Not in so many words, but he knows… otherwise, why would we have fought about Rush?” 
 
    “The fight was all about Rush?” 
 
    “He was worried I would go to Rush without him. I apparently had a look on my face that worried him.” 
 
    “I saw that look. You definitely had it.” 
 
    Nikki’s face blushed red. “You made him sound like an amazing lover…” 
 
    “He is. You should think extremely hard about going to him. Noah is a great guy, and an excellent lover, but Rush… is something completely different. You may NOT be the same after he takes care of you.” 
 
    “Why do you say things like that? Just makes me want it more.” 
 
    “Can I make a recommendation?” Skylar asked. 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Put some play time behind you before you go to Rush. Have a few sessions with outsiders. This will let you both get used to the pattern… and the pleasure. That way, when you go to Rush… you’ll be ready. When you react to him the way everybody does, there will be no surprise. Promise me you’ll do that?” 
 
    “I will,” Nikki said, just as Wyatt walked over to them. 
 
    “Noah has invited me to his gym to teach me what he does. Looks great, doesn’t he?” 
 
    Nikki looked at Skylar, a wry smile on her face. “Sounds good. Maybe we can have him over for dinner afterward…” 
 
    “Oh yeh, that would… oh… sorry… missed your meaning there.” Wyatt was laughing, shaking his head. “Yes, that too.” Now everyone was laughing. “We better get home, Nik,” Wyatt said, after the laughter died down. He clearly had some unfinished business. 
 
    Skylar hugged them both, put her hand inside Noah’s arm. “I’ll get the muscle hound home. You guys have fun.” 
 
    Wyatt pulled out his Uber app, put his arm around her, and they waited for the car. 
 
    “Babe, how did we ever live without this before? You were so hot! It took all my willpower not to pull my cock out of my pants.” 
 
    She laughed, “you should have. Might have started a trend… or an orgy.” 
 
    They rode home in almost complete silence because their lips never stopped touching each other. The babysitter was sound asleep in the guest room. 
 
    Twice more, they made love that night, both of them reliving through talking and imagination what had happened at The View. What next? That remained the unspoken question.
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    20 / Making the First Call 
 
    The next morning, they started talking about strategies for the future. Hugh was clearly the next step. No one wanted to bring up Rush again. Nikki agreed with Skylar. She would let that one simmer for a bit. Fortunately, Leo had turned 10 in the middle of all this activity, so they scheduled the next round during his regular trip to summer camp. At 10, he would be away for six weeks, usually starting right after July 4th. This would give them the flexibility to do what they wanted and not require Wyatt to worry about the boy seeing his mother dressed like a… well… best he not see her like that. 
 
    The call to Hugh took some planning. Not since Wyatt had opened his first store had he been so nervous about anything. What would he even say? He knew the guy would naturally be very suspicious. The husband of a woman he fucked in a bar, calls him to ask him to come for another go? Hugh’s danger radar would have to be rotating at full speed at the start of that conversation. 
 
    But then again, maybe Skylar was right. Maybe Hugh did this often enough that he had received several of these calls in the past. Most of them were probably from the hotwife, but you never know. Wyatt didn’t think of himself as unique anymore. The porn industry peppered the websites with cuckold videos. There had to be a lot of guys like him. 
 
    And the way Hugh managed his time with Nikki? The guy had to be experienced. The smooth way he pulled her in, the sequence of dancing only to slow music, then necking in the booth, the timing of the instructions to remove bra and pantie, knowing what was on the third floor. These showed a guy who knew what he wanted and practiced enough to know how to get it. 
 
    He looked up the company on the web. It turned out Hugh was a sales manager for an industrial company that made parts for a wide range of farm machineries. He was a mechanical engineer from Iowa State that traveled the country managing regional sales teams. He found his picture on the staff roster. Handsome guy, Wyatt thought. Longish hair, firm chin, large man, though the way Nikki had described him, he was expecting the Iowa version of Fabio. Instead, he found a big Iowa farm boy, who left the farm to go to college and had become successful using his sales skills to push his company to the top ranks of his business. He was ruggedly handsome, not pretty like a male model. Looked to be in his mid-40s. 
 
    Plus, he was large and strong. Had to be strong, to pick her off the floor from a kneeling position to put her on that table. There were pictures of him at various conferences and with key customers. He must be at deep into 6 feet. Wyatt was 6’2”, so not that much smaller, but Wyatt’s tool, while slightly above average, maybe, did not compare to the weapon Hugh was packing. At least according to Nikki. 
 
    There were two numbers on the card. Office and Mobile. He called his mobile during the day to minimize the chance of calling him at home, and to avoid difficult explanations to an innocent office assistant of why he was calling. Well, here goes… 
 
    “Hugh Cranston.” 
 
    “Hello, Hugh. My name is Wyatt. I’m calling to discuss something that happened a few weeks ago at a club called The Dancer. You danced with my wife, then took her up to the third floor?” 
 
    “How did you get my number?” 
 
    “Well, that was easy. You left your business card in her purse. It fell out when I pulled the panties out, just before I ate all your cum off her.” Wyatt heard some soft chuckling on the other side, then went on. “If anonymity is what you were looking for, that was probably not a good idea. But, if repeat business was… then I think we have something to talk about.” 
 
    “Go on…” 
 
    “Nikki really enjoyed the experience,” Wyatt continued. 
 
    “She was an incredibly passionate lady. Knew what she wanted.” 
 
    “May seem unreal after the way she described what happened, but you were her first hotwife experience. She had never even been to a club like The Dancer before.” 
 
    There was a long pause on the other side. “You’re serious? Never taken at a bar before… Huh… She seemed to know all about the Third floor.” 
 
    “She went there with a friend who had been multiple times.” 
 
    “I see. Ok, Wyatt, to what do I owe this call?” 
 
    “Nikki and I would like to invite you for a return engagement, this time with me watching, maybe joining in.” 
 
    “I don’t do any of the gay stuff. Have no objections if you do, it’s just not for me.” 
 
    “No, no… that would not be on the playlist. Pretty simple, really. Nikki wants to experience your… equipment again, the way you controlled the situation. Says she wants to see what you would be like in a less public setting. And I would like to watch you do it. I have a certain taste for watching that you may have seen before.” 
 
    “I have. Several times. When were you thinking? I have flexibility to set my own travel schedule.” 
 
    “Our son goes to camp in July, in only two weeks, actually. We were hoping you could visit during that period, giving us some time to enjoy the experience in the privacy of our home, with no fixed time limit.” 
 
    “I can do that…” 
 
    The conversation went on for another 15 minutes as they discussed where they lived, what Nikki and Wyatt wanted. It turned out; he was a regular bull. Had picked up ladies in various cities. Had developed somewhat of a circuit. When Hugh would travel to visit his reps, he would arrange a hook-up, or go to a bar to find someone new. They set a date for the week after July 4th. 
 
    By the time he hung up, Wyatt was glad he had called from his home office. Nikki had been anxiously waiting in the family room. She didn’t want to be in the room while they spoke. 
 
    Wyatt yelled for her to come up. She found him naked, a wooden spear projecting from the chair. “I need servicing,” he chuckled. She threw her robe off, naked underneath, and hungrily went down on his shaft as he told her about the conversation. Yes, it was going to happen. In our own bedroom, he said. Before he was halfway done with the explanation, she had gotten off her knees, turned her back toward him and impaled herself on his hardness, slowly moving as he finished the plan. The moans that came out of her mouth as she listened told Wyatt she was as excited about this as he was. 
 
    As soon as he finished, he grabbed her hips, spearing himself deep, punching himself inside. Her moans became cries of ecstasy as she bounced to her climax as he came inside her. 
 
    She leaned back against him, her back to his chest while he softened. He reached around to hold her tight, using her breasts. 
 
    “I sure hope you enjoy the second time as much as the first,” he said. 
 
    “Me too…” was all she could reply.

  

 
   
    21 / Return Engagement 
 
    Nikki was not sure how to prepare for Hugh’s visit. The last time she had seen him, the noise was so loud they could barely hear each other, and she dressed like a 3rd Street hooker. As a result, they spoke little. Wyatt thought it should be different this time. 
 
    They met him at a restaurant near their house, a neighborhood place. She prepared their bedroom with soft electric candles, a candle burning a patchouli scent, and the finest quality sheets she could find at the local department store. Wyatt had positioned a chair at the end of the bed, covering it with a bath towel, just in case, and closed most of the curtains on the main floor should there be open nudity. 
 
    She did not go for the club outfit this time. They were likely to meet people they knew at the restaurant. Instead, she went for a white blouse with plenty of innocent cleavage and a pair of shorts that hugged her bottom. No one would think twice about that outfit. 
 
    Hugh came in a business suit, obviously straight from a meeting. When they sat down at the booth, Wyatt had the laughing image of getting a life insurance presentation, with Nikki and Wyatt on one side, Hugh in his suit on the other. And Hugh wore his sales manager hat for much of the conversation. He was defining requirements, setting expectations, planning interactions. Wyatt could see his mind constantly moving, cataloging, deciding what needs to come next. 
 
    This all sounds cold and clinical, but Hugh turned out to be a warm, engaging man who quickly set both of them at ease. Yes, he had done this several times; he told them, many with husbands watching. His questions were mainly about how they wanted him to be with Nikki. Wyatt’s involvement brought questions about how that would be done. 
 
    Nikki was the most surprising of all. Wyatt almost thought someone else had invaded her body. All pretense of embarrassment or shyness had disappeared. She clearly knew what she wanted and was not afraid to explain it… in detail. Her desires were simple: “I want you to take me any way you like, as often as you like. I will do anything the two of you want, without exception.” Both Hugh and Wyatt gasped at that last. “I want you to be in charge, to control me the way you did at the club. I will do anything. Do not worry about my comfort or how many times I cum… I will cum plenty. I want you two to have whatever fun you want with my body. I want to be as slutty as you desire.” 
 
    “That is certainly an acceptable proposal for me,” Hugh said, laughing. “What about you, Wyatt?” 
 
    A little caught off-guard, still staring at this person who used to be his reserved and somewhat shy wife. He could say only, “That works for me.”  
 
    Hugh had arrived in an Uber, so they drove him home. He was in the front seat, Nikki in the back. As soon as they turned out of the parking lot, Hugh asked, “How far to the house?” 
 
    “Not far,” Wyatt said, “10-15 minutes.” 
 
    “I am assuming we are pulling directly into an attached garage?” Wyatt shook his head yes. “Good. You will need to close the door before we get out of the car.” Wyatt shook his head yes a second time. 
 
    Without looking at the back seat, Hugh started talking. “Nikki, move to the center of the seat. Pull your shorts and panties off. Put your legs on the backs of each seat, scooting yourself forward so we can see clearly. Spread your knees as far apart as possible. Hold your mons open for us to view.” 
 
    This sudden start made her a little nervous. She looked in the rear-view mirror for Wyatt, who just nodded his head yes, his eyes signaling ‘go ahead’. She undid the seat belt, moved to the center, struggled to get her shorts off while seated, then looked straight at Wyatt in the mirror, pulling her panties down slowly. She wished at that moment she had thought to put a thong or G-string on. Instead, she stared down at her normal bikini panties, but with one difference. She already soaked them with moisture. All the conversation at the restaurant had gotten her seriously aroused. 
 
    Hugh turned to look. “Hand them up to me, Nikki.” She did not even think, placing them in his outstretched hand. “Look at that Wyatt. Already soaked. Miss Nikki is ready to be fucked, aren’t you?” 
 
    The bald truth of it was so obvious she could not demure. Just nodded her head yes. 
 
    “I’m going to ask you to be verbal tonight. Tell us what you want, what you are feeling. No head shakes or hand gestures, understood? Now, are you ready to be fucked?” 
 
    “Yes… oh yes…” 
 
    “Oh, yes…” using his hand in a rotating fashion: more, we want more. 
 
    The words started pouring out of her. Wyatt could only stare in open shock. “I’m ready to be fucked. Ready to feel that enormous snake of yours split me in two.” She was using her fingers to rotate her clit now. “Ready to have Wyatt watch me scream with the power of my release. Ready to be used for your pleasure.” 
 
    She was panting now, her circles now feverish, demanding. Just as she moved to release, Hugh said, “that’s enough. Pull your hand away.” 
 
    When she didn’t respond immediately, wanting her climax, he reached back and pulled the hand off her. “When I say stop, you stop.” 
 
    Nikki was openly panting now. Her denied release edging through her. She was whimpering at the sudden halt, her breath raspy and short. Wyatt looked over at Hugh with renewed admiration. He HAD done this before. Hugh noticed the look and winked at him, mouthing to him softly, “We are going to have some fun tonight.” 
 
    They pulled into the garage and Hugh was back to full Master mode as the garage door closed behind them. “Take all your clothes off before you get out of the car. You will wear nothing while we are in the house together.” Nikki shook her head in acceptance. Hugh suddenly reached between the seats, pinching her nipple with a vicious twist. “Say it. We want verbal agreements.” 
 
    “Yes… yes… I’ll do that.” Wyatt’s eyes got wider. Man, this is going to be wild. 
 
    Before she got out of the car, she had removed the rest of her clothes, emerging totally naked. She even left them in the car, no part of her covered. 
 
    Hugh looked over at her. “Very nice. You are a beautiful young woman. We are going to take ample pleasure from you this evening, aren’t we, Wyatt?” 
 
    “Yes, we will.” Wyatt reached over to stroke her breast, but Hugh touched him on the shoulder.  
 
    “No,” Hugh whispered, “we shouldn’t touch her until she is ready.” 
 
    “I’m ready!” he responded.  
 
    Hugh’s eyes went lower. “I can see that. Nikki, go fix us a drink. Fix whatever you like. I’ll take whiskey, neat, whatever brand you have. Wyatt?” 
 
    “She knows what I like.” 
 
    The two men stood in the garage while she waited behind them. “Go,” Wyatt said, patting her gently on the rear. He was finally getting into the spirit of the evening. Nikki moved past them, wanting both men to grope her on the way by, but neither did. 
 
    When she was safely inside, Hugh said, “This part of the evening is mainly psychological. We want her to stew in her desire. To allow the pressure to build. That’s why I stopped her from cumming in the car. We want the first one to be a blow for the ages. The funny part? In my experience, the first orgasm will be the mildest of the evening. Once Nikki gets totally into her slut mind-set, she will start blasting orgasms until she can’t breathe. You’ll see.” 
 
    “Man, I’m not sure what to think,” Wyatt said. “A few months ago, we had had nothing other than standard boy/girl sex. Now, she has become this sex-crazed demon. Should I worry?” 
 
    “No. Again, mainly psychological. Since we set this date… what? Three weeks ago? She has been getting herself psyched up to do what she wants as well. These desires may be here for a while, but the two of you seem to have found an outlet for them to be expressed. That’s all she needs. Let’s go in.” 
 
    They walked into the kitchen. She had pulled liquor bottles out of the cabinet. Drinks were sitting on the center island. Hugh praised her whiskey selection, then stroked her back. Wyatt couldn’t believe the reaction. It was almost feline as she followed the touch with soft mewling and shivers. She was really on edge, he thought. 
 
    After they each finished their drink, amongst small talk, Hugh said, “I think it’s time we started. Everyone ready?” Everyone nodded their head except Nikki. They required something more. “Yes, very ready.” 
 
    Before she could move, Hugh seized the back of her neck, pushed her chest onto the cabinet top, her rear now fully exposed. The cold granite top made her gasp as the abrupt movement and exposure took her breath away. Hugh looked at Wyatt. “I think Wyatt here deserves to go first, don’t you, Nikki?” 
 
    “Yes, please… yes…” 
 
    Wyatt was ready. His cock had been stiff since they came back in the car. He pulled his pants down, freeing his cock, walked up behind her, took a couple of swipes for moisture, and, without hesitation, slammed into her. A grunt of deep pleasure escaped her lips, totally out of control. Wyatt did not hold back. He hammered into her. Hugh moved around to the other side of the cabinet, pulling her arms tight, trapped on the counter-top against her tormentor down below. 
 
    It did not take long. She was so keyed up from the edging in the car and the build-up that she exploded in just the world-class orgasm Hugh had known would happen. She flopped on the cabinet, her breath gasping and rough, while she strained against his iron grip on her arms, screaming “fuck… oh my god… oh… oh…” 
 
    When she collapsed on the counter like a wet rag, Hugh winked at Wyatt. He was still hammering away. “Cum if you like,” he said, “but I would suggest holding off. We have a long evening ahead. Might want to save some of that for later.” 
 
    And just like that, he yanked himself out. Nikki whimpered a protest; another release had already begun to build. 
 
    Hugh gave her a light tap on her ass. “Let’s head up to the bedroom. Might be more comfortable there.”

  

 
   
    22 / In the Same Room 
 
    All reserve was now gone for all three of them. The stairway became a struggle for Nikki as every part of her body became fair game for their touching and pinching as they progressed. She was loving it, giggling, pushing hands away, touching them back. 
 
    When they got to the bedroom, Hugh literally picked Nikki up and threw her on the bed, turning to Wyatt. “You said you wanted to watch first. Take a seat. I’m going to have some fun.” Wyatt nodded his head and sat in the chair. His cock was still stiff as a pipe after coming so close in the kitchen. He was stroking it slowly, wanting to preserve what he had. 
 
    Nikki was looking up at Hugh, who said to her, “Come undress me, babe. Free my cock first. Once it is free, take it in your mouth as far as it will go, and do the rest of the undressing while holding it in your mouth.” 
 
    She moaned at the prospect. The hungry stare shocked Wyatt. So full of need. She really wanted that cock in her mouth. He wondered if she was going to salivate! 
 
    Hugh was still standing on the floor. He moved forward until his knees touched the edge of the bed. Nikki crawled to him, her eyes fixed on his prize. She unbuckled his belt. Their eyes never left each other. She was staring at him with a hunger that seemed to grow stronger the closer she got. The buckle came loose, zipper coming down as she gently tugged at his waistband. Suddenly, this massive log popped out of his pants. 
 
    Wyatt’s jaw almost hit the floor. For him, it was the size. He didn’t even know they made them that big. Had to be 9 inches long, he thought, and such girth! He had never seen one this large. He wondered if he required special underwear! Or whether she could get it into her pussy. Wait, he laughed to himself. She already did that. He knew now why she was so sore afterwards. 
 
    As she was pushing his remaining clothing up and off, Nikki wrapped her hand around the shaft, pulling him closer. Her eyes continued to stare up at him, but now with a glassy look that made Wyatt hard as stone. His cock was now so hard it was hurting. Her hand stroked Hugh’s shaft, those fingers not even close to circling its girth, while her other hand shifted clothing. Nikki licked the head for some moisture, then opened her mouth as wide as it would go, taking the head inside. Both of their moans told of the pleasure she was giving and receiving. 
 
    His cock was so big, she could barely get the head and maybe a couple of inches in her mouth. Tried pushing harder, only gagging, but she did not give up. She pulled back out, then down again, taking a couple more inches. Wyatt didn’t think she was going to come close to taking this full monster, but he could see a determination. She wanted it. Wanted it all. 
 
    She reached back again, holding her head at a different angle, spitting on his cock. She was hoping a little more moisture would help in the journey. Then she pushed back again, set her body at one final angle, then pushed down. Wyatt could see the bulge as Hugh’s shaft entered the back of her throat. Her moan was now getting as loud as it could while muffled with that hog leg all the way in. Her nose was touching his pubic hair. Wyatt could not believe it. 
 
    Now it was Hugh’s turn to moan as he looked down, stroking her hair gently. “Such a good cocksucker you are, my dear. Take that cock. I’m gonna fuck your mouth now.” Wyatt could barely see the positive shake of her head. She wanted that very much. 
 
    Hugh put his hands on the back of her head, pulling himself out so that only the cockhead remained, then pushed back in again. This time with pressure. Wyatt could see the expansion of the throat again, as he pulled back out and in, harder still. Nikki was gasping for breath each time he pulled out, trying to catch oxygen when she could, until he came in again. 
 
    Now the strength of his jabs became intense, as if he were fucking her down below. A guack, guack, guack sound came out of her mouth as Hugh’s rod pushed everything out of its way. Nikki was mesmerized by what was happening, feeling the pressure. She took him all the way down; her face repeatedly touching his pubic hair. 
 
    Hugh pulled out of her mouth, panting hard, looking down at her. Wyatt could see he was calculating something in his head. He started a frantic beating on his shaft, as hard as he could. Suddenly, sheets of cum came splattering all over her face, her chest, her breasts. Wyatt could only stare. Nikki looked like she had just received manna from heaven. Her breathing had stopped as he threw his spunk everywhere. She seemed totally absorbed in what she had accomplished. 
 
    “That was so good,” Hugh said. “You are really getting to be good at that, my dear.” He wiped the last remaining cum on his shaft over Nikki’s face. “Now, I want you to lick all of that off my cock, use your fingers to get the rest off your body and then put it in your mouth. Once you have it all, I want you to go kiss your husband.” 
 
    Even before he finished talking, she scooped globs of white cream from her body. Her eyes grew wide at the outrageousness of the command, but she did not stop scooping, lifting each finger full into her mouth. She was gathering every drop of a seemingly endless amount of spunk. Wyatt thought it had gone everywhere. Into her nose, her hair, all over her face. She did not care. She was licking her finger like it was the sweetest nectar she had ever tasted. 
 
    As soon as she finished, she got off the bed, walked over to her husband. The chair held Wyatt in its grasp, his own raging cock pointing straight. She looked into his eyes for a long moment, enjoying the look of total surprise on his face, and drove her mouth down onto his, pushing her creamy load into his mouth. It was his second time tasting Hugh’s essence. This time fresh: bitter, salty, gooey. 
 
    When she emptied as much as she could, she dropped her own mouth onto Wyatt’s raging rod, driving it deep, all the way down. He completely buried himself down her throat, meeting no resistance. 
 
    He couldn’t believe it. Nikki, his loving wife, was giving him a blowjob like the cheapest whore in Los Angeles. And he was loving every second, but could not last long, especially after he already gave her 3/4 of what he had downstairs. She locked eyes, just as she had with Hugh, as Wyatt exploded in her mouth, his hips rising off the chair. The grunts of his release telling all Nikki needed to hear. 
 
    From near the bed, Hugh said, “Did you swallow every single drop?” She continued to look Wyatt in the eyes, making a show of one last swallow, before she said, simply, “Yes.” 
 
    Hugh chuckled. “That was a wonderful way to get started. Now, I think I am hungry for something to eat. Nikki, get on the bed. Lay flat on your back with your legs spread wide.” She followed his direction, climbing back up the bed. She knew exactly what he wanted to do. She spread her knees to offer them a full view of her soaking wet mons, displaying it to them both. 
 
    Nikki could feel the weight of Hugh as he got on the bed. He wastes no time, plunging his tongue into her sex, lavishing it with the same hunger Wyatt saw earlier on his wife’s face. He really wanted to do this. 
 
    Wyatt just sat back and watched. He couldn’t believe it still. His wife was writhing under his torment. His stabs pushed inside, then wide licks across the lips and attacks on her clit. That was all it took. She bounced into a powerful orgasm that caused her hips to fly off the bed. She fell back, gasping for breath, her chest surging with the attempt to return her heart to normal. 
 
    After this monster orgasm, Wyatt sat back and wondered what was going to be next. He was already hard again. He knew this was going to be the big event, knew that she was going to get all Hugh could give. He had already cum once. Wyatt knew Hugh would last a long time now. 
 
    Hugh grabbed her by the waist, flipping her on her stomach. Then crawled up on the back of her legs, easing himself into her from behind. She screamed when he went inside. The pleasure was almost overwhelming. Then he moved, slowly at first, then faster and faster, slamming into her. It didn’t take long for her to cum again, and once it started, it seemed to never stop. She was screaming her pleasure. “Take me… oh my god… fuck…” 
 
    He pulled out, brought Nikki up onto her hands and knees, then went right back in. He was a machine, pistoning into her hungry sex. This time, he reached around, flicking her clit with his thumb, smacking it repeatedly. She went off with an even stronger climax. She saw stars in her eyes, almost blacking out as the pleasure surged into her. 
 
    This was an orgasm like nothing Wyatt had ever seen. Her head fell to the bed as she gripped the sheets, pulling to amplify the waves. He couldn’t take anymore waiting. When she slowed, he moved around the front of the bed, where she was writhing under this monstrous cock, lifted her face and gave her no alternative. Suck this cock! He pushed it into her mouth. 
 
    He shoved, knowing she would have no difficulty taking it, especially after Hugh. Now she was being pounded from both ends. The moaning that was coming from her mouth and the screams of ecstasy as she came drove him harder. He had heard nothing like this from Nikki before. She was loving this. Hugh was right. Her orgasms got more intense as they went deeper into the session. 
 
    Hugh was breathing heavily, so made a change. After she finished another release, Hugh pulled out, signaling for Wyatt to do the same. Nikki whimpered at the sudden stop. He slapped her on the side, move over, laying himself on his back. She knew immediately what to do, scrambling on top of him, impaling herself on his rod. 
 
    Wyatt didn’t want to miss any of that, so went back to his chair to watch. This was pure carnal lust. Nikki needed that cock, wanted it, demanded it. She was going to use that cock, helping herself to every bit of pleasure she could take. She was moaning, crying, writhing on his pole, screaming out with each climax. Wyatt could not believe what he was watching as she continuously came, taking ownership, milking this monstrous cock. 
 
    He thought for a moment, then tried something different. Wyatt climbed on the bed, in-between Hugh’s legs, licked his thumb and worked it into her ass. You would think he had plugged her into a wall socket. She went off, with sparks flying. Screaming her pleasure. He chuckled to him. The neighbors probably heard that one! 
 
    He plunged his thumb in, coordinating with her milking of Hugh. “Oh, my god… oh, my god…” she cried out. He wasn’t sure how much she could take, but tried another finger, then a third. Each stretch seemed to take Nikki a step higher, the blizzard of pleasure creating an avalanche of language pouring from her mouth. He could hear her pussy smothering that rod; give me everything you have, it said, satisfy my hunger. 
 
    Finally, Wyatt decided, what the hell? Might as well go all the way now. He spit a wad into his hand, rubbing his cock completely, ramming it home in her ass. She simply exploded, bouncing back-and-forth between the two cocks assaulting her from behind. Wyatt could feel the movement of the other cock through her barrier. Soon, Hugh and Wyatt were in an alternating rhythm, as Nikki took Hugh from below and Wyatt took her from above. 
 
    She loved the pressure. She loved the constant movement. She loved being taken this way, crying out with a climax to beat them all. It started low, then grew to excruciating torture, blasting into her very bones. She could not hold it back. Wave after wave came as she rutted herself onto Hugh’s log. 
 
    Somewhere in the middle of all that, the guys came. Showers of cum coating her internal canals. And Nikki collapsed on top of Hugh. 
 
    She rolled off onto her side, now totally exhausted, dripping out of both holes. Every cell was alive with the pleasure of what she had just experienced. 
 
    Wyatt laid next to her, stroking her skin. She mewled, cuddling into his body. “You really liked that,” he said, as a fact, not a question. 
 
    Nikki giggled, “Yes… my love, yes… I really liked that.” 
 
    “I think we may have Mr. Cranston come back for another visit. What do you think?” 
 
    “I would like that very much.” 
 
    Wyatt glanced over to the side, off the bed. Hugh was already picking up his phone, dialing some numbers, swiping across the screen. Then, as he put his clothes on, he looked at the two of them. “This has really been fun. Thanks for inviting me. Maybe next time I’m in town, we can do it again.” 
 
    Wyatt looked down at Nikki, wondering what she was feeling, but chuckled to himself. No question there. She was shaking her head. Yes, yes. She wanted him to come back to do it again.

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    Hugh took the Uber back to his hotel after the session. Wyatt and Nikki laid together for a good part of an hour. She slept for part of it, cuddled with him. They made love again tenderly. Then they got up to take a shower. Nikki was absolutely wasted. Wyatt had never seen her so physically exhausted. He practically had to hold her up as he scrubbed her clean. 
 
    Finally, they went back to bed, and she started talking. 
 
    “What did you think about it? Still ok?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh yes, my love,” Wyatt quickly replied. “It was one of the most exciting things ever…” 
 
    “You really liked it, not feeling bad about what we did?” she worried. 
 
    “No, of course not. We did it together. I got as much out of it as you did.” 
 
    “You’re not upset that I got so excited?” 
 
    Wyatt just laughed at her insecurity. “No, my love, not even remotely upset. I am starting to really like this cuckold stuff. Excited that you were excited. I loved to see you experiencing so much pleasure and loved it when you took us both at the same time. What could be better than this?” 
 
    “Thank you, Wyatt. It still seems so strange to me. Yet, something has touched me deep inside. I really am a slut, I think. If you are willing, I would like to do this more.” 
 
    “You are a slut. No question about that. I love you despite it, because of it, including it. We can do this as often as you like. I’m very flexible. I even like it when you go out on your own.” 
 
    They started talking about the following weeks, and the next time Hugh came to town. Before then, should they go back to The Dancer? Or try this guy Rush Skylar talked about? Neither of them knew the right next step at that moment. They were both too tired to make a rational choice. But they knew they were going to do it again.  
 
    Nikki mewled softly, cuddling into her man’s arms as she fell asleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
    THE END
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    ‘Stacy Emerges’ Series: Stan and Stacy had invited their friend Ethan for a threesome. What emerged from this was a New Stacy that wanted wilder, rougher and more frequent sex as each new experience took her to another level. 
Helping a Friend: A Wife Sharing Romance (Book 1)
Stacy Emerges: A Wife Sharing / Motorcycle Riding Romance (Book 2)
Stacy’s Submission: A Wife Sharing / BDSM Romance (Book 3)
Stacy Released: A Wife-Sharing / Swinging Romance (Book 4)
Sharing Stacy: A Wife Sharing Bundle (All 4 Stacy Books in one) 
 
    My Wild Girlfriend: Casey wasn’t the most energetic guy when it came to the dating circuit, but he fell madly for Joni. The problem was that his conservative girlfriend got wilder with each passing month. How was he going to live with her desire for ever wilder sexual adventures?
My Wild Girlfriend: An Erotic Romance 
 
    Catching a Big One: I knew my wife liked large ‘tools’, almost from the day we got married. Now, in our mid-30s, I was looking for a way to jumpstart our torpid love life and remembered her desire for big. Maybe I could catch a big one for her to enjoy… for real this time.
Catching a Big One: A Wife Sharing Novella 
 
    MULTI-GENRE (BDSM/BISEXUALITY/HOTWIFE/HAVING FUN) 
 
    The Nudge: Logan, and his wife, Mackenzie, find their quiet life assaulted by a telepath who tries to police their kind. Logan can also ‘nudge’ people to do what he wants. He must now enlist her efforts to save his family.
The Nudge: A Paranormal Erotic Thriller 
 
    Finding What We Need: Terra finally told her husband, Brooks, that he was a terrible lover and she wanted to become a hotwife. His refusal, and her later punishment for that, brought new revelations for them both.
Finding What We Need: A First-Time Erotic Journey 
 
    ‘Kelly’s Training’ Series: Kelly is a 19-year-old college student that runs into the Hernandez family. They recognize her as a true submissive. She agrees to their four-week training program. Can she submit to their sexual will?
The True Submissive: Week 1, a Story of BDSM Discovery (Book 1)
The True Submissive 2: Learning to Submit (Book 2)
The True Submissive 3: Giving Her All (Book 3) 
 
    My Cuckold Craving: Reese discovered her husband’s desire to be a cuckold, wanting her to be taken by another man. The action veers off course, as she and her bull, Angel, push their new cuckold in a new direction.
His Cuckold Craving: A First-Time Hotwife/Bisexual Romance 
 
    Officer on the Scene: Andy & Cora were a young married couple new to the whole BDSM thing. Neighbors had called the police for all the noise. Officers Gabe & Luca found themselves. Can these officers serve and protect in the bedroom as well?
Officer on the Scene: A Bisexual/BDSM Tale of Discovery 
 
    ‘The Joy’ series: Grant and Alexandra had to make a serious adjustment in their sex life after Grant confessed his desire to be sexually submissive in the bedroom. Follow their adventures as Alex comes to terms with this new desire and finds that she enjoys being his Mistress.
The Joy of Submission (Book 1)
The Joy of Giving (Book 2)
The Joy of New Experiences (Book 3)
Feeling the Joy: A BDSM Bundle of the Joy Series (All 3 ‘Joy’ book bundle) 
 
    ‘What Beth Wants’ series: Luke told his wife, Beth, about a gay experience he had in college. After hearing the story, she went from aroused to ‘on fire’ in what seemed like milliseconds. Follow their adventures as wants to watch him service guys and submit to ever harsher Masters.
Beth Wants to Watch (Book 1)
Beth Wants Submission (Book 2) 
 
    ‘The Hitchhiker’ series: Riley was bored with school. She decided to become a hitchhiker. Maybe, if she’s lucky, she’ll get laid on the trip. It started with California. She had so much fun, she started calling it her ‘debauchery tour’. So much, she decided to do a new trip every year!
Hitchhiking to Venice Beach: First Stop on the Debauchery Tour (Book 1)
Hitchhiking with Truckers: Second Stop on the Debauchery Tour (Book 2)
Ranch Hands Love Riley: The Debauchery Tour Comes to Texas (Book 3) 
 
    Rapture at the Supper Club: CJ and Ingrid had moved to a new city to get a fresh start. The Smithfield Supper Club looked like where the movers & shakers could be found. Little did they know that business was not what they were moving & shaking. 
Rapture at the Supper Club: A Wife Sharing / BDSM Romance 
 
    Given to the Doms: My heart was pounding so hard I was having trouble concentrating. I loved to serve my Mistress, but this was more than I had originally envisioned. You see, I was to be the offering for the evening. She was giving me to a group of Doms.
Given to the Doms: A BDSM Tale of Submission 
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