
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
      
 
    Nikki’s Hotwife Desire 
 
    A Good Cuckold Makes All the Difference 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    By
GK Grayson 
 
      
 
      
 
    Book 2 of Nikki’s Desire series 
 
      
 
    www.gkgrayson.com
gk@gkgrayson.com 
 
    

  

 
   
    AUTHOR:
GK Grayson
TITLE:
Nikki’s Hotwife Desire:
A Good Cuckold Makes All the Difference 
 
      
 
    Copyright © 2021 Oakview Publishing LLC
GK Grayson / gk@gkgrayson.com 
 
      
 
    NOTICE: ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 
This book contains material protected under International and Federal Copyright Laws and Treaties. Any unauthorized reprint or use of this material is prohibited. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system without express written permission from the author / publisher. 
 
    This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Contents 
 
    HUGH 
 
    1 / She Likes It 
 
    2 / When Is It Too Much? 
 
    3 / Hugh Understands… 
 
    4 / …Nikki Doesn’t 
 
    OLIVER 
 
    5 / Bad News All Around 
 
    6 / Meeting Oliver 
 
    7 / She Deserves Punishment 
 
    8 / Closure 
 
    SKYLAR 
 
    9 / Wyatt Needs to Talk 
 
    10 / Skylar Tries to Help 
 
    11 / A Compromise? 
 
    12 / Becoming a Cuckold 
 
    WYATT 
 
    13 / Early Acceptance 
 
    14 / Follow-Through 
 
    15 / Serving His Hotwife 
 
    16 / Finding a New Path 
 
    17 / Final Acceptance 
 
    18 / Playing 
 
    RUSH 
 
    19 / Moving to the Next Level 
 
    20 / Making a Decision 
 
    21 / Going Alone 
 
    22 / Absolute Pleasure 
 
    23 / Sharing with Hubby 
 
    24 / Total Release 
 
    25 / Pleasure and Pain 
 
    NIKKI 
 
    26 / Being Alone 
 
    27 / Coming Home 
 
    28 / The New World 
 
    29 / Recovery 
 
    Epilogue 
 
    Sign Up for Mailing List 
 
    About the Author 
 
    Also by GK Grayson 
 
    
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    HUGH 
 
    

  

 
   
    1 / She Likes It 
 
    “Oh, my god… yes… I love that,” Nikki cried out, as Hugh pushed his cock into her, harder this time. He was lying on his back while Nikki worked herself on his immense shaft, moans of pure physical elation coming out of her mouth. As always, Wyatt was sitting directly behind them on a chair so he could get a full view of the action, his cock rigid with his own arousal. 
 
    This was Hugh’s third visit to play with them since he took Nikki on her first hotwife adventure, what she called an ‘accident’ so many months ago. Has it been that long? He thought to himself. Six months. Wow, how time flies! 
 
    Wyatt flinched when he saw the look of pure hunger on his wife’s face after Hugh pulled out that monster cock for the first time. And it really was big. Had to be 9 inches minimum, he speculated, and as wide as her wrist. All the desire she felt displayed inside that hungry stare. Desire that he knew was growing stronger every time they played. She couldn’t seem to get enough of that rod and the intense orgasms that came with it. 
 
    She knew Wyatt did not mind what she was doing, so she was totally open in showing the lust that consumed her whenever that shaft, hard and ready, pointed toward her. 
 
    At least that’s what he used to feel. Now that hunger was morphing into something different, going in a new direction that would be harder for him to follow. 
 
    They had started their hotwife journey those months ago, half by accident, half by design. Hugh was the result. Back then, Wyatt knew that a sense of missed opportunities had germinated inside his wife. He had always felt a sense of guilt at marrying her so early, taking her away from the normal experiences of youth. They had married at 19, after being high school sweethearts. 
 
    Married only a year, he had started Wyatt’s Coffee, a now successful chain of shops, 14 strong and growing rapidly, Nikki got the job she still holds at the insurance company, and they had Leo, their son, now 10 years old. But he knew something was missing in her life. 
 
    Nikki had spent many sleepless nights wondering what she had missed. He had often watched silently as she anguished about paths not taken, opportunities lost. He knew these were not strong enough for her to leave him, but he also didn’t want them to get so strong it would compel her to take another path without him or Leo. 
 
    Later, after the ‘accident’, she had opened up about her sense of lost chances. They weren’t all sexual. Now in their mid-30s, Nikki felt like life had passed her by, or was threatening to at least. The increasing seriousness of life, with her work, Wyatt’s business, and their son, Leo, meant she would never do those things she craved. 
 
    And they were silly things. She knew that. As a mature adult, she understood the trade-offs involved in wanting these things as a young person. But that feeling persisted. 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 more than being a suburban housewife, no matter how comfortable it might be, or how much she loved him. 
 
    Deep inside, he suspected sexual longing was most pronounced in those dreams. For God’s sake, he thought to himself, she had only kissed one other boy in her entire life, besides Wyatt, and that was at 14. He knew in his heart that she wondered what sex with someone else would be like, since she had never experienced another cock besides his. 
 
    They had a good sex life, but he could tell she needed more. 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 neither was common. In his heart, he knew what it was. She had just never had another man. He knew she grouped this as another missed opportunity. 
 
    When her friend, Skylar, asked her to go out for a night on the town for her 35th birthday, something Skylar jokingly called her ‘last chance before adulthood’ tour, he encouraged her to go all out, have fun. He even discussed that he would not be mad or upset if someone got a little touchy, and an accident happened. She professed disbelief that he would not be mad, but he could see the gears moving in the back of her mind. 
 
    Skylar took her out to buy club outfits for the event, and she came home with something that screamed of her desire to be available. Wyatt knew this was his chance. When she modeled her new outfit, they did a little roleplay with her giving him a blowjob while pretending he was someone else. It may have been the most erotic thing they had ever done together. 
 
    When she came home from the actual club visit at one in the morning, Hugh’s cum all over her sex, bra and panties in her purse, Wyatt and Nikki fucked like never before. It drove him to lustful dominance that cemented his role as her cuckold. 
 
    To add to the new revelations, he discovered they had both been holding back from expressing their genuine desires to each other, and that Skylar thought of Nikki as much more than just a friend. Skylar invited a play partner to join her and Nikki at another club that had court side viewing of special playrooms. They held a scorching threesome with Nikki, Skylar, and Noah, while Wyatt and the entire audience watched. 
 
    A few weeks later, they invited Hugh for their first private playtime with the monster cock. Wyatt even joined in for Nikki’s first double penetration. Now, dp was a regular part of their play. She loved having two cocks in her at the same time. 
 
    But particularly, she liked the pleasure Hugh gave her and the orgasms that were not like any he could provide. Wyatt stared at her vaginal lips as she pounded herself down on his man-meat, moans of rapture coming out of her mouth. He wondered how deep they were going to go on this new adventure.

  

 
   
    2 / When Is It Too Much? 
 
    The second time Hugh came for a visit, they had invited Skylar to come along. Nikki wanted her to experience his wondrous cock. By this time, Nikki and Skylar had become lovers and friends, with Wyatt’s full permission. 
 
    Skylar had been her best friend for over a decade, after they met at the insurance company where they both still worked. They had frequently gotten together for shopping and socializing, but after the fateful club visit where Nikki first met Hugh, that friendship had become much more. Now, Nikki would disappear on an occasional evening or weekend afternoon, saying she was doing something with her friend. 
 
    Nikki would always come home from her Skylar visits, hair disheveled, flush faced, and looking extremely satisfied. This was especially true after Skylar introduced her to the complete line of strap-on dildos she had collected over the years. 
 
    Wyatt would just laugh about how ‘relaxed’ she was when she came home from Skylar’s! Then take her upstairs to fuck her brains out as she told him about what they had done. It always got him so aroused. 
 
    The double session with Hugh was a wonder to watch. The two babes in his life absolutely took it to this guy. And he gave them all they wanted. Wyatt did not take part the way he did with just Hugh and Nikki. No one had said anything, but he instinctively knew this was for Skylar, not for him. He watched without playing, staying out of the way. He had even moved his chair back from the bed, closer to the wall. No one noticed. 
 
    And it was a marvel to watch. Skylar may be one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen, and certainly the most beautiful he had seen naked in person. She was five years younger than them and loved sex in all its forms. She was the most overtly sexual person he had ever met, self-describing herself as a ‘slut’ that had embraced her own sexuality. 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 piercingly blue eyes. When you add in a lustrous beauty, dazzling smile, and an engaging personality, she was the total sexual package. 
 
    Skylar also had something that Wyatt had experienced firsthand. She was a very smart woman with a genuine gift for emotional intelligence. She could read people better than anyone he knew. This talent served her well in her various sexual pursuits, allowing her to be sensitive to the needs of her partners. 
 
    Hugh immediately fell under her spell. Wyatt laughed about the desperate way the three of them went at it. You would have thought none of them had experienced sex in months. The hunger that Nikki did not hide was even more on display from Skylar as she got a first look at his now legendary cock. 
 
    And Hugh knew how to use all the tools at his disposal. Multiple times, one woman impaled herself on his cock while the other rode his tongue. He also pounded into each of them while on their knees, one woman eating the other. 
 
    Hugh came three times that night. Once in each of them and another time spraying their faces as they held close to each other. Facials were always one of Skylar’s favorite things, she told them. She wanted to share one with Nikki. 
 
    After Hugh left, the two women pulled Wyatt into their bed, and they started again. He could not drive as much pleasure or last as long as Hugh, but he could get it up over and over. The second threesome went deep into the night as they all came repeatedly. 
 
    This was Wyatt’s first-time making love to Skylar and feeling the power of her sexuality. It was an incredible session. Her sensitivity and responsiveness were off every known erotic scale he could even imagine. 
 
    After all the sex, the three of them fell asleep entwined with each other. Wyatt woke in the middle of the night to Skylar and Nikki passionately kissing again. Well, if you insist, he thought to himself, joining in the fun. Yes, indeed, Skylar was sexuality on another level. She constantly pushed them to more and greater adventures. 
 
    After the third session with Hugh, however, he was no longer certain about how far he wanted to push this. Nikki came and came, screaming her pleasure. At that moment, Wyatt remembered a story that Skylar had told them of an experience with her super-lover, Rush. 
 
    Now, Rush was supposed to be sex on a scale even higher than Skylar’s. He was a large black man that had given Skylar the best sex of her life. When you consider her extensive experience, that’s saying something. 
 
    Rush specializes in hotwives because he wanted motivated lovers without the emotional entanglements of a relationship. He always required the husband to be present to prevent these entanglements from forming, but because of the orgasms that come with a Rush session, he often got calls from the wives wanting to do it again. This was such a problem that he does not even take invitations from the wives anymore. The husband must make the call. 
 
    When they were first talking to Skylar about directions to take, she had mentioned Rush, but warned Nikki this was advanced hotwifing. She said it can be hard for husbands to watch, even with Wyatt’s obvious excitement in the viewing. He will reorient your sexual brain, she warned Nikki, sexual pleasure on another level. 
 
    Rush knew Skylar would go both ways, so he would bring her in on a hotwife session where the husband wanted the hotwife to have a little feminine touch while the husband watched. She told a story about one of those sessions. 
 
    The husband was watching his wife screaming in pleasure. He started with a raging hard-on, but then he just melted when Rush was only halfway through. The wife, by this time, was almost mindless, screaming in such sexual ecstasy at everything Rush had done. It startled even Skylar. 
 
    The look on the husband’s face was sad, she had told them. He had lost his erection completely by this time. The look on his face was like the wife had just said she was leaving him. A sense of total rejection. He apparently stood up and walked out. Rush, as was his normal practice, packed everything up and escorted the wife out so she could chase the husband. She did not go willingly. He had to force her out the door while she begged Rush to continue fucking her. 
 
    Wyatt was watching the third go with Hugh, his own wife screaming and hollering her own delight, and, suddenly, he had a surge of sympathy for the husband in that story. 
 
    Inside, Wyatt knew he could never compete with this, didn’t have either the talent or the equipment. As they got deeper into this play, her desire growing stronger with each session. It was becoming clear now that he was increasingly a peripheral player in the game. 
 
    Nikki would continue loving him, he was sure of that, but her need for cock was now so strong, he was going to have to live with that need. He understood that clearly, as he watched her use Hugh’s cock for her pleasure. Wyatt was confident she would not go behind his back, but stopping altogether was another thing entirely.

  

 
   
    3 / Hugh Understands… 
 
    By the end of this third session, Hugh could see the disengagement of Wyatt. He had done these hotwife sessions many times with other couples and recognized the dynamic. 
 
    Hugh was a legend around the lifestyle community. He was a bull, much like Rush, but he did not require the husband to be present, couldn’t care less about the possible marital implications of what he was doing. 
 
    He was a Sales Manager for a major producer of farm machinery, based out of Iowa. He frequently traveled the country managing his regional sales teams. He had picked up ladies in various cities, developing somewhat of a circuit. When Hugh would travel to visit his reps, he would arrange a hook-up with his circuit, or go to a bar to find someone new. That was how he had met Nikki at The Dancer. He was in town for a dairy convention that week. 
 
    And he was uniquely suited to the job. He was ruggedly handsome, not pretty like a male model, in his mid-40s. He grew up as a big Iowa farm boy, 6’5”, Wyatt suspected, and the weapon he was packing? Wyatt simply could not compete with that in bed. 
 
    At each cry of Nikki’s pleasure, his own inadequacy driven home harder, Wyatt had pulled back. Like the Skylar session where he didn’t play until Hugh had left, Wyatt’s chair had moved further back from the bed with each minute the play continued. 
 
    For Hugh’s part, he was becoming uncomfortable with these developments. He had grappled with a husband or two over the years that could not take the sight of his wife being hammered by a larger cock. Wyatt was 6’2” himself, a big muscular guy, regular weightlifter. Maybe not as big as Hugh, but he knew fighting was not about size. Wyatt had that look of being a fighter. He was big enough to create real trouble if it came to that. 
 
    After his second release, Hugh got up, saying he needed to use the restroom. He stayed longer than needed, hoping to allow room for interaction between Wyatt and Nikki. Nothing happened. She stayed on the bed, only looking at Wyatt briefly, her face full of the bliss of moments before, but neither approached the other. 
 
    Nikki was just waiting for Hugh to return. And Wyatt waiting for it to be over. With every cry of pleasure, he now cringed inside, knowing the distance between them was growing wider, but unable to figure a way to close the gap. 
 
    He remembered the fight they had about Rush so many months before. She hadn’t even met the guy, but, after the conversation with Skylar, Wyatt was so worried about what she would be like afterward, he asked if she would go to Rush on her own. 
 
    Nikki had exploded on the bed, grabbing her robe, and running out of the bedroom. He could not remember a fight where she flung such vicious hatred at him, calling him a motherfucker and warning him that accusations of running around on him better not happen again, or all this outside play would stop. She denied even thinking about such a thing. 
 
    When the bathroom door opened, Hugh looked at the two of them, then visibly shrugged. The two men exchanged a brief look. Wyatt suddenly understood what had happened. Hugh wanted to give them a chance to reconnect without him in the room, but didn’t really care. When he saw nothing happened, he went right back to humping, as Nikki welcomed him with open arms and legs. 
 
    As Wyatt watched them going at it again, he flashed back to the Rush conversation, knew the results would be different now. If he were the husband from Skylar’s story, the one that walked out on his wife, Wyatt knew, without a shred of doubt, that Nikki would stay until she satisfied Hugh, before coming down to see what was wrong. The pleasure now came first. He was certain of it. 
 
    Yet, his own arousal was complete, his cock hard, throbbing. He could not deny the lust he was feeling deep inside. But so, what? Where would this arousal go if not to Nikki? She had given everything to Hugh. What was left for him? 
 
    Hugh sensed the gathering tension in the room, rammed into Nikki hard enough to make Wyatt cringe, but strong enough to get them both off another time, then got up, ready to go. Nikki glanced at the clock, not understanding. Hugh had stayed much longer the previous sessions. He had only cum three times. 
 
    Hugh looked at Wyatt, then at Nikki. “Things getting a little frosty in here. I think we’re done for tonight.” 
 
    Wyatt never even looked at him. All his attention was on Nikki as he saw tears forming in her eyes. “Why are you leaving? Have I done something?” she cried out to Hugh, seeming to ignore what he said. 
 
    Hugh looked straight at Wyatt, “Are you going to tell her, or should I?” 
 
    Wyatt continued looking at Nikki, the emotional hurt almost overwhelming him. “Go ahead,” he said. 
 
    “Nikki,” Hugh said, “your husband is not enjoying these sessions anymore. You have not noticed because you are so self-absorbed with your own pleasure that you don’t care. Did you even notice how far back his chair is from the bed?” 
 
    Nikki looked over, seeming to be surprised at that development. “Why are you so hard then?” Wyatt just shrugged. He didn’t understand that himself. 
 
    Hugh turned toward Wyatt. “Were you even planning to join, like before?” 
 
    When Wyatt shook his head no, the shock on Nikki’s face almost brought Wyatt to tears himself. It was obvious to Wyatt, but she did not notice. As far as she cared, while they were on that bed, Wyatt was no longer in the room. 
 
    “I’ll let you two talk… be downstairs.” Hugh picked up his clothes and walked out the door, softly shutting it behind him. 
 
    The air in the room was now so frosty Wyatt thought he could see his breath.

  

 
   
    4 / …Nikki Doesn’t 
 
    “What is he talking about?” Nikki cried out. “You don’t want to play anymore?” 
 
    “Not sure how to address that… truthfully. The answer is yes and no. I still get plenty excited at watching you in action, but I haven’t really been involved in the last couple.” 
 
    “I thought last time you held back so you could play with Skylar and I at the end. Was that not it?” 
 
    “I’m sorry if I’m not being clear, Nik. The fierce war going on inside me has become quite uncomfortable. I’m not even sure what I am feeling right now… One thing I know for sure. This did not involve me tonight… just about you and your lust for his cock.” 
 
    Her hard stare at Wyatt almost curled his toenails. Every fear that he had about the choice she would make leaped forward to seize his heart, tears forming in his eyes. “I don’t know if I can do this anymore.” 
 
    Without a word, she got up, put a robe on and walked out the door. Wyatt remained on the chair, his own tears now running down his face. He heard soft voices downstairs, though could not hear what was being said. Shortly after that, he heard the front door open and close, and the sound of steps coming toward the room. 
 
    When she entered, she said nothing initially, just sat on the bed directly across from Wyatt’s chair, which was now clear in the deepest corner of the room. 
 
    “Well, that’s fucked up. Hope you got what you wanted. He told me this was probably our last time.” The tears flowing down her face were like daggers piercing his chest. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Nik. You were so engrossed in the play; I did not want to interfere. I have been feeling distant from what you were doing lately. You might as well have been at The Dancer tonight. And I certainly did not need to be in the room, clearly excess baggage for this run.” 
 
    Her anger at the swift end of play suddenly focused on his tears. Wyatt was not a crier. Far from it. The surprise death of his father and the fear he displayed when they argued about Rush were the only times she had seen those droplets in over a decade. She now understood her relationship with him may be in jeopardy. 
 
    She got off the bed, walking up to him, dropping her robe along the way. She kneeled in front of him, wrapping her arms around his big chest. Her own tears now flowing freely. 
 
    “Oh, my love. What happened? You enjoyed it so much before. Did I do something?” 
 
    He was hesitant to say too much now, her own desire still so clear. “Remember the conversation with Skylar about the husband that melted in front of her and Rush as he watched the wife give herself to the bull?” 
 
    Nikki did not answer, only shook her head to say she remembered. He could see her brain trying to make a connection. 
 
    “I had sympathy for that husband tonight… for the first time since we started. I watched you closely. You love his cock, Nik. Don’t deny it. We both know it’s true. I kept thinking about that husband in the Rush story. He had to be looking at his wife and thinking he could never compete, never again measure up. What he initially saw as a way for them both to experience a little sexual thrill… suddenly became a major mistake. If you remember, it WAS fatal to their relationship. The wife kept calling Rush, begging him to take her back. She never went back to the husband, ending up with another black guy after Rush turned her down.” 
 
    “Wyatt, I would never leave you for Hugh… is that what you are worried about?” 
 
    “Not that specifically. Hugh wouldn’t take you. He likes to play too much.” Wyatt could tell that cut her deeply. Whether she wanted to leave Wyatt was never obvious, but she clearly was worried about her supply of new cock being cut off. 
 
    “Let me put it this way. You like to play, my love. You know you do. While you were doing it tonight, I saw a vision of walking out of the room, like that husband did. Truthfully… I am no longer confident you would follow… in fact, I’m pretty sure… I believe you would have waited until Hugh could not give you anymore before coming down to see what was going on.” 
 
    The sadness in his face took her completely by surprise. “Nikki, when he went into the bathroom toward the end, did you notice how long he was gone?” 
 
    She shook her head no. He continued. “That’s because you were so engrossed in wanting his next penetration you didn’t care. He stayed so long… hoping we would use that to patch things up. You looked at me once during the entire break, but then your attention was right back to the bathroom door.” 
 
    She protested again, then stopped, thinking about what had happened. Wyatt was right. She remembered clearly… her longing for him to return… the desire so strong. She had looked at Wyatt, just to make sure he was there, not to pay attention. Her need for Hugh’s rod was the only thing she could think of. 
 
    The wrenching change in the trajectory of their play was becoming noticeably clear. She got off her knees, walked over to the bed, laid down on it, signaling for Wyatt to join her. He recognized that look on her face. This was going to be a tough conversation. Clearly, the future she was seeing differed from his own. He got up, crawled onto the bed, taking her in his arms. 
 
    “Wyatt, I love you very much. Please understand that none of this is meant to hurt you… selfishly directed at my pleasure. I can see that is a problem for you. And for me as well. I do not want to see you upset.” 
 
    His eyes were intently on her, wondering where this was going. 
 
    “Having said that…” The sudden steel in her tone made Wyatt cringe back from their touching. “Sky asked me after the time with Noah what this meant for our future. I told her I would love you till the day I die, but that you were going to have to live with my need for outside play in my life. I thought you understood that… and wanted it, too. Was I wrong?” 
 
    “Back then… Nik, it was all a new game when we first started…” Wyatt said, his words struggling through the tears that were coming again, “…so full of pleasure and new experiences. Now, I don’t see a place for me in your new world.” 
 
    She got up on the bed, sitting with her legs crossed in front of her, knees touching his side. Her hands softly caressed his chest. The hardness of her look chilled him. “I’m sorry, Wyatt. I really am. I do not want to split over this. But I can’t go back to the way we were. I need this now. Want it. My desire is so strong. I need to feel those cocks inside me.” 
 
    She met his incredulous stare with a firm resolve. She really meant it. She continued, “I think we need to…” 
 
    Abruptly, her cell phone started buzzing on the nightstand. They ignored it at first, but when there was no answer, the caller hung up and called right back. “Shit…” Nikki said, leaning over to see who it was. “It’s Skylar,” she said, looking over at the clock, concern on her face. It was past 11:30. 
 
    “Why would she be calling at this time of night?” Wyatt asked, knowing it had to be serious. 
 
    Nikki reached over to pick it up, hitting the speaker button. “Hey, Sky.” They both could hear the open sobbing on the other end of the line. Wyatt joined Nikki in sitting up. 
 
    “Calm down, Sky,” Nikki said. “Tell me what happened.” 
 
    “He’s back,” she said. “Oliver just called me. He’s back in town. The first words out of his mouth? ‘How’s my little slut doing?’” 
 
    “Oh, shit…” Nikki said. “I’ll be right over,” hanging up the phone. 
 
    “Who’s Oliver?” Wyatt asked, unhappy about the sudden end of this important conversation. “Nikki, we need to finish this.” 
 
    Nikki was already up, getting her clothes on, seeming to ignore his protest. “They met when she was going to college. Oliver was the man that tried to destroy her. He broke her heart and then arranged for some guys to rape her. An unbelievably dangerous man.” 
 
    She reached down to kiss him gently. “I know I have left a lot of questions in your mind. And we need to discuss them. But right now, I need to get over there. We will have plenty of time to talk later. Ok?” 
 
    It wasn’t really a request for approval. She was already walking toward the bedroom door. “I’ll call you as soon as I know what is happening.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    OLIVER 
 
    

  

 
   
    5 / Bad News All Around 
 
    As soon as she got into the car, Nikki called Skylar back. “What happened?” 
 
    Skylar was openly sobbing still. Every probable outcome for the future now looking bleak. “He just called me, wants to get together.” 
 
    “Why would he do that? After he treated you so badly before.” 
 
    “I don’t know, but he hasn’t changed a bit. Told me he was also in the insurance business now, a broker, with his own agency. The Smithfield Agency. Know them?” 
 
    “Yes,” Nikki said, now suddenly worried. “They carry our full line. They have probably 30 agents around the region. I get calls from them all the time. Control a lot of business. I’ll be there in 20 minutes.” Skylar just said thank you, hanging up. 
 
    Nikki knew this was unwelcome news for Skylar and her work life, especially in a mid-sized city like theirs. In high school, if a girl trash talks you to her friends, you trash talk right back and maybe even meet her in the parking lot after school for some additional reminders. Skylar was immune from this influence because of her widespread popularity, especially with those that counted. 
 
    In the adult world, things are quite different. Whispers to the right ear can devastate a career, especially for someone with Skylar’s lifestyle. By this time, she was a decade into her working at the insurance company, had just moved to the Marketing Department after she got her degree. A call to the right manager… a threat to drop their line… a question of why a reputable company like them would employ a person like Skylar… Nikki knew a vengeful guy could do a lot of damage to Skylar. 
 
    And the emotional side could be even worse. Skylar had fallen in love with this guy. Even considered giving up her bohemian lifestyle for him. Then he viciously turned on her, setting her up with that group that savagely raped her, then left town. Nikki had spent a lot of time with Skylar, listening and watching as Skylar pulled into herself for nearly a year. Only meeting Noah pulled her out of the funk. His return was terrible on so many levels. 
 
    On the other hand, Skylar had a lot of friends out there. Many of which, like Rush, Noah, and Wyatt, were powerful men that would have no qualms in offering a little physical reminder of the limits of Oliver’s approach. Wyatt was definitely a fighter in high school and had a few altercations with the law over the years because of his physical aggressiveness. 
 
    Still, he was a respected businessman now. Nikki was not sure he would rush over to beat up some guy because he might trash talk her friend. Skylar had a degree now. That went a long way to helping her find another position, no matter what the guy might say. Plus, someone as heavily involved in the local business community as Wyatt could bring business pressure on the agency if Oliver got too carried away without resorting to violence. 
 
    But none of these answers the question of why, after being gone for… she couldn’t even remember exactly… 6 or 8 years? The interaction with Oliver happened so long ago, and in the scheme of things, for such a brief period, why would he come back now and immediately go after Skylar. 
 
    Nikki did not want to remember what happened. The sobbing of her friend as she lifted her off that horrible, cum-soaked mattress would be forever etched in her memory. She has long thought her sympathetic ear and sound advice during the entire episode was one reason she and Skylar became such close friends. 
 
    Now, as she remembered what happened, she planned what to do next…

  

 
   
    6 / Meeting Oliver 
 
    Eight years ago, Skylar enjoyed working Claims at the insurance company, but knew she wanted more. Like many firms, hers had a tuition reimbursement program to encourage staff to improve themselves. Skylar had decided claims processing would not be enough for her, so had taken advantage of the program. She was now deep into her sophomore year in terms of credits, though it was her third year of attending classes part-time. 
 
    She was rushing into a class, arriving late one Friday afternoon, plopping into a seat right next to a guy that jerked back at the sudden movement, his books and notepad falling off the desk. 
 
    “Hey…” he said. “In a hurry? Shit…” He looked at her crossly, leaning over to pick up his materials. 
 
    “Sorry…” Skylar said, “I’m so sorry. Didn’t mean to knock your stuff off.” 
 
    “What’s the rush? You haven’t missed anything. This guy is a total bore. Everything is right out of the textbook. No need to even attend class.” 
 
    “Didn’t know that, but I need this class to graduate.” 
 
    “We all do,” he chuckled. “Why do you think I’m here?” 
 
    She chuckled to herself, her natural bouncy returning. “Why are you at this lecture, if it’s not needed?” she asked, a smile now on her face. 
 
    That got him laughing. “Good point.” He looked at her, as if for the first time. This was an incredible beauty that had plopped into his universe, the total package. Beauty, the body, the smile, smart. He extended his hand to her. 
 
    “Oliver Jenkins,” he said. “Business major.” 
 
    “Skylar Mitchell, thinking Marketing, but not sure yet,” shaking his in return. 
 
    “Well, Skylar…” he said, settling back in his seat, “you’ve come to the most boring class on campus.” 
 
    After the lecture, they walked out together. He invited her for a cup of coffee. “They opened one of those Wyatt’s Coffee shops across from Miller Hall. Want to grab a cup?” 
 
    “Sure. I know him. Wyatt, I mean. I work with his wife. Really nice guy.” 
 
    “Not sure what he does with those beans,” Oliver joked. “Must soak them with cocaine or something, because his is the best coffee anywhere.” 
 
    “His wife is an absolute sweetheart. Did you know he is only 27 years old? Amazing story.” 
 
    “Great… who cares… Let’s go.” 
 
    As they walked to Wyatt’s, Skylar got her first look at Oliver. He was average height, just under six feet, but there was something about his face that captured her attention. Handsome, yet not a pretty boy. Eyes, a soft brown that seemed to bore into her. A smile that seemed on the edge of a sneer all the time. His shock of reddish-brown hair kept long in the back. Not built like an athlete, but trim, like a runner. 
 
    They talked all the way to Wyatt’s, his tone derisive, but so funny. By the time they arrived, she was laughing right along, pulled into his sense of humor. She normally didn’t like sarcastic types. Their humor usually hid insecure, vicious people. But there was something about him. Something about the way he held himself, his confidence, his control. She found herself surprisingly attracted to him. 
 
    They bought the coffee and sat down to chat. That conversation turned into a long discussion about everything and nothing. Her attraction to him grew stronger. 
 
    As is Skylar’s want, they ended up in bed later that evening. Oliver had met no one like Skylar before, especially in bed. She rocked his world. The desire and skill she brought to her sexual relations was a wonder to him. He had never met a woman so interested in sex. They seldom got out of bed the rest of that night and for much of the weekend that followed. 
 
    Oliver turned out to be a great lover. All that control he showed in conversation came out in the bedroom. He dominated Skylar, held her under his spell. His cock was about average, but she did not care. He used it with skill and confidence. 
 
    After that weekend, Skylar and Oliver were together. She had forgotten the draw of the next cock, paying attention to only one. For the first time in her many years of free-flowing sex for fun, Skylar Mitchell had fallen in love. Head over heels. 
 
    Being a couple was a novel experience for Skylar. At 22, she had become a master at socializing and picking-up guys. Her beauty, large breasts, and outgoing personality had always made it easy. 
 
    What wasn’t easy, now that she was with Oliver, was toning it down. Everywhere she went, Oliver noticed that someone either knew her and that she enjoyed a lot of casual touching. Skylar was used to the contact and comfortable with it. He wasn’t, especially now that he considered them a couple. 
 
    This came to a head when two tall black men came up to her while she was walking with Oliver on campus one evening, hugging Skylar in a remarkably familiar way. There was something odd about this casual display of affection, the touching, lingering kiss, and obvious intimacy. She clearly knew these guys very well. 
 
    And she did. Skylar had taken both back to her apartment after they took part in a study group for another class. They studied together for a short while, but soon they gave her all the cock she wanted, throughout the rest of the night and most of the next day. She called in sick to allow her more time to enjoy what they were offering. That semester, enjoying their sexual talents became a regular part of her study group experience. 
 
    Oliver simply could not handle someone so open about her sexuality. They had only been together for 4-5 months at that point, but Oliver was feeling very possessive of both her time AND her touch. No one else could have contact with her but him! 
 
    At first, Skylar tried to tone down her natural leanings, wore less revealing clothing, tried to stick her hand out for handshakes, rather than hugs. But after you sleep with someone, especially with the casual hook-up style Skylar preferred, it was hard to remove her natural leanings from every relationship. 
 
    Truthfully, she wanted to change. She really liked Oliver, had fallen deeply in love with him by that point. In the past, if a guy got too possessive, trying to restrict her playing, she made sure they understood clearly where she stood. ‘This is the way I am. Take it or leave it,’ she would say. Then stop all contact until they came around. If they didn’t, she moved on. She never had trouble finding another man. 
 
    Oliver was different. She loved him, wanted to be with him, liked the feeling of his possession of her. She enjoyed the sex they were having, even though it was a little vanilla for her tastes, but she was so in love. She let that part of herself go. 
 
    After meeting the guys on campus, Oliver knew something was off about his new girlfriend. He started asking questions. She knew he did not agree with her libertine lifestyle, but told him the truth anyway. 
 
    All the pieces he had seen in her life, the constant touching, her experienced sexual knowledge, the closet full of revealing clothes, suddenly came together in absolute revulsion. He was not willing to let her go yet, but another 3-4 months went by with growing tension in their relationship. 
 
    Skylar became even more conservative in her dress and manner, trying to let him know she had changed, but it did not matter to him. That she used to be this way, that she enjoyed sex as much as she did, came to have a deeper meaning for him. She was a slut. Someone to be pushed away as immoral, if not outright evil. And someone to be punished. 
 
    This is when his true nature emerged. It happened slowly at first. He told her he did not mind, wanted to see her in action, she should go back to her true self. Skylar thought he was being honest with her, so pulled her clothing out of the closet and was more open, as she always had been around others. She did not play with others while they were together, but he would frequently see her around campus having coffee or a meal with former partners. 
 
    He started asking about her previous life, encouraging her to be more open about her sexual history. Again, she thought he was sincere, telling him about her experiences, especially the group play she loved. What he was doing was cataloging and planning his revenge. 
 
    Oliver encouraged her to get back into action, telling her he wanted to watch. Skylar called the black guys from her study group and asked if they would be willing. Of course they were! Two weeks later, with Oliver watching, she was naked in the middle of these two men, giving herself to them and the pleasure. 
 
    Oliver sat beside the bed, watching. He said nothing, his face a blank slate etched in concrete. Skylar let herself go, as she always did. Her moans of pleasure, especially with one inside her sex, the other down her throat, told Oliver all he wanted to know. This slut was incorrigible and deserved whatever he gave her.

  

 
   
    7 / She Deserves Punishment 
 
    He planned his revenge meticulously. They did a couple more of these small groups with him watching. He wanted to give her the impression he had accepted her needs and may even take part in the future. She followed along. Her normally sensitive emotional intelligence missed the signs because she loved him and thought this was what he wanted. 
 
    Nothing could have been further from the truth. As each month passed, and the play got more involved, he grew thirsty for punishment. He wanted to spread the bitch out on a slab and have every man he could find fuck her until she couldn’t stand, then abandon her there. He was going to show her what comes of haughty sluts that think they can do whatever they want. 
 
    He had arranged for 5 guys to take part. None were students. His father owned a small steel mill two towns over. His dad had forced him to work at the mill every summer while growing up. He expected him to take over the plant someday. First, he was a laborer, then worked his way through pipe fitting, welding, and boiler tech. Along the way, he met a lot of steel workers. 
 
    He got some older men, three white, two black, told them his girlfriend was really kinky. She had a fantasy about being gang raped. He was going to bring her to an empty warehouse his father owned. They would then take her and fuck her as much as they want, that every hole would be open for them to use. He assured them she would act like she was resisting at first, but before it was over, she would be all over them, loving it. 
 
    He even cleaned up the warehouse a bit, placing an old mattress in the middle of the floor. He chose this property because of its isolation on the weekend, being in the middle of an industrial area, and because there was an internal office on the side, at the top of a stairway, which oversaw the main floor. 
 
    Oliver planned to release her to the men, then go up and watch from the top of the stairs. He wanted her to know he was overseeing what was being done to her, to make sure she knew he was the architect. After the guys left, and she wasted on the mattress below, he was going to walk down those stairs. He knew each step would fill her with dread about what was coming next. He craved the power over her he would attain. 
 
    Oliver told Skylar that he had to run an errand for his father. Would she be willing to go along? They would travel to his hometown, do the errand, and then grab some lunch. She agreed, not suspecting any ulterior motive. 
 
    They were chatting away when they entered through a side door of the warehouse. She saw the large open space with the mattress in the middle, just as the door slammed behind her. All five guys were standing there. She looked up at Oliver with a surprise look of ‘What’s going on?’ 
 
    What she saw was a look of pure malice, and then they were on her. All five men suddenly attacked her, ripping her clothes off, carrying her to the mattress as she struggled against them. Then suddenly she knew. Oliver had brought her here on purpose. But why? 
 
    In the end, as they threw her onto the mattress, she knew they were going to fuck her hard. As the first guy crawled on top of her, smashing himself into her sex, she looked back at Oliver, now standing at the top of the stairs, looking down. 
 
    She abruptly ripped away the love blinders that had been coloring her emotional intelligence as the men hardened, entering all her holes. All the signs of his growing hatred of her lifestyle suddenly came into clear focus. That he joined none of them, or rarely touched her afterward, should have been her first clue. Now, as she saw the hatred on his face, the message was obvious. 
 
    For the next three hours, these men went at Skylar. They pounded every opening without lubrication or care for her comfort. This was a gang rape like she had heard about, but never really experienced. After a while, she stopped fighting, just laid back, letting them have their way. She chuckled to herself. She had been in several gangbangs already, so she let herself go. 
 
    At first, her mind uninvolved, Skylar allowed them to take her body as her thoughts drifted, thinking about Oliver, how she had read him so wrong, and why he thought this punishment was necessary. What had turned him to this action as the only option? Maybe he just thought this was what I wanted and was helping her out, she initially thought. One look at his face and she knew that wasn’t it. That look was one of intense hatred. He had intended to punish her with these men. 
 
    She initially turned bitterly inward, blaming herself for what was happening. Her own lifestyle choices had been so far out there, Oliver did not know how to cope. But she knew that was silly. There was only one person to blame, and he was standing at the top of the stairs, scowling at her as the men were now filling her every opening. 
 
    Funny, she thought, this isn’t all that different from what she had already done voluntarily. She had taken on five guys from the college football team late last year. Did four guys while she was in high school. She had given blow jobs to at least seven or eight guys at a party once. And she really enjoyed those. How is this different? 
 
    Suddenly, she knew how to take her own revenge on Oliver. She was going to put that asshole in her rearview mirror and give him a serious tweaking along the way. Deep into that first hour, she decided to enjoy herself and never look back. 
 
    Within moments, she came hard, the power of three cocks doing what they always did for her. She moaned loudly, letting everyone in the room know how much she was enjoying what they were doing. She didn’t know this, but Oliver had told them to expect this reaction. They pushed at her even harder. 
 
    In-between cocks in her mouth, she would talk non-stop, telling them how much she loved what they were doing, how much she loved their cocks inside her. She used hands to signal for the guys not inside her to let her fondle them, so they were ready when one of them came and she needed a new hard shaft. 
 
    Occasionally, she would glance up at Oliver, smiling at him. From that 2nd floor perch, the hard look on his face was now a startled frown. This shouldn’t be happening. He wanted devastation! Instead, it looked like she was really enjoying it. 
 
    He started yelling at the group below. “Harder, take her harder. She wants more.” 
 
    Skylar knew she had him at that moment. She pulled the cock out of her mouth and said, “Yes, I want this. I love cock. I want as much as I can get. Give me what I need. Give it to me.” 
 
    The last hour turned out to be an incredible session. These guys took it to her, and she loved every minute. She had taken them as hard as they could give, outlasting them all! Finally, the last hard-on pulled out of her mouth, spraying cum all over her face. She looked straight up at Oliver, scooping every drop she could find, and putting it in her mouth. She thanked the guy for his contribution. 
 
    Then they all started laughing, helping her up, making sure she was comfortable. They had been told she had a gang rape fantasy, and they were giving it to her. All wanted to see whether it was what she had wanted. 
 
    Totally confused at the beginning, she quickly pieced it together. This was how Oliver had talked the men into doing this to her. They thought this was what she wanted. Many apologized for being so rough at the beginning. 
 
    Skylar started laughing, telling them it was great, just what she needed. She was just getting over a terrible relationship, and this helped her look the other direction. None of them suspected she was talking about Oliver. She said she wished they had not torn her clothes all to pieces. She was going to have to get home. They all apologized. One guy gave her his shirt to wear. 
 
    After that, they thanked Skylar for the fun time and yelled up at Oliver, still standing on the second floor, thanking him for including them. 
 
    Skylar had never felt such hatred for another human being. She had spoiled Oliver’s game, but his intent was still there. Her ability to trust another man damaged, maybe permanently. But she would not give him that victory. 
 
    She looked at him and smiled. “Hope you had a fun time,” she said, standing up, putting the man’s shirt around her. The mess of five guy’s spunk covering her body, dripping down her leg in large globs. 
 
    Then her own face turned into a scowl, reflecting her own hatred. “Now I want you out of my face before I call the cops and tell them what you did here.” 
 
    “They would never believe a slut like you,” he screamed at her, his face red with his anger, as he came running down the steps. She feared for her own safety for a moment, but then saw the broken spirit as he ran. This had not gone the way he wanted. He had no plans past standing over her and gloating. 
 
    “Maybe so,” she continued to taunt him. “But not before I put you on the front of every news show in the country. Before I am done with you, you will be the poster boy for rape and have to register in every state you try to live in.” 
 
    The rage in her face told him the trouble was just getting started. “Those men you got here were not rapists. They were apparently fulfilling a long-held fantasy of mine they somehow discovered. They probably have wives and kids. How long will it be before they all turn on you, testifying that you told them about my fantasy, talked them into doing it? Their DNA is all over me. It will not be hard to find them.” 
 
    He reached his hand up, ready to strike her, then he broke, running out of the warehouse. He dropped out of school that week and she never saw him again. 
 
    Skylar went looking for her purse. She needed someone to pick her up. But who could she trust? Only one person came to mind. Nikki. Once she found the purse, she called Nikki, pinging her with the location. The rage was now seeping out of her, becoming tears as the tension of the last few hours came out in a flood. 
 
    She was still crying, sitting on the cum-stained mattress, when Nikki arrived. The shocked look on her face told Skylar she had made the right choice. Nikki turned around, then came back moments later with a blanket she pulled from the car, wrapping it around her shoulders. 
 
    “What happened?” Nikki asked. 
 
    “It was Oliver!” 
 
    “Your Oliver?” 
 
    “Not any more…”

  

 
   
    8 / Closure 
 
    By the time Nikki got to her house, rushing in the door, Skylar had calmed down. But seeing Nikki reignited the despair as they flew into each other’s arms, Skylar beginning another round of crying. By this time, it was already past midnight. 
 
    For Nikki, she remembered eight years ago, and the last time she held Skylar in her arms while she cried, cum still dripping out of her. God damn that bastard! 
 
    Nikki helped her take a seat at the kitchen table, turning to fix them both a drink. It had been a hard night for them both. 
 
    “Did he really call and ask how his slut was doing? What an asshole!” 
 
    “That he is,” Skylar responded, still trying to get a handle on why her life had suddenly taken a major tailspin. 
 
    “Are you going to see him?” 
 
    “Yes, what choice do I have? If he calls around the company, spreading rumors, I’m toast there, anyway. What have I got to lose?” 
 
    They spoke deep into the night, trying to figure out how to respond, what impact it would have on her career at the company, should she look for another job. 
 
    One thing was sure, Skylar would not run. She was no longer the young, immature lover of 22 that tried to accommodate him so passively. Her own need for revenge had lessened over the years but was now blazing like the coking ovens in his father’s old steel mill, long since closed. Payback was going to be vicious and hard. She discussed the alternatives with Nikki late into the night. 
 
    Nikki finally made it home around 3 in the morning. Wyatt was already asleep. She crawled into bed with him, snuggling close. All the emotions of the evening, both with Hugh and Skylar, had left her drained. The words she had said to Wyatt were strong. Too strong, she thought, as she cuddled into him. 
 
    She needed more cock. She knew that to her bones, but strong enough to destroy her marriage over it? No. The answer was no. She cherished her life with Wyatt and Leo. Nothing could ever replace them. The challenge: what to do now? Those thoughts churned inside her as exhaustion took her to sleep. 
 
    The next week was nothing short of chilly between Wyatt and Nikki. They were going through a busy stretch with new store openings and Leo’s soccer schedule. They never had time to return to the conversation they both knew must happen. But the usual camaraderie and touching, so much a part of their daily routine in the past, had transformed into no-touch/no-talking. Cold as the proverbial witch’s tit. 
 
    Wyatt was lost, not even knowing how to respond. He could barely maintain eye contact without tears forming. His wife had just told him she wanted other men no matter what he thought about it. The undertow of her words truly clear. He either went along or else! Or else what? 
 
    The pleasant memories of the shared fun with Hugh and Noah, even Skylar, trashed beyond recognition. And now all he could think about was the destruction of his family that would result. Only a few months before, they had been discussing having another child. That was no longer even a consideration. 
 
    Leo had never seen his parents fight before, not like this. Meals were cold, silent. If he weren’t talking about school, or the soccer team, or his latest Fortnite triumph, there would have been absolute silence at the table. 
 
    When each day’s meal was over and Leo in bed, Wyatt went into his office, closing the door behind him. Nikki was on the phone with Skylar. 
 
    It turned out that Oliver had established a new agency office in their city. He was only going to be there for a couple of weeks while he got things arranged. He called to ask Skylar to lunch at a nice business restaurant downtown. Nothing would happen there, he assured her. Skylar felt relatively safe. 
 
    But just in case, she had asked Nikki to come with her. She had never met Oliver, so came in separately, sitting at a table nearby; close enough to hear, but not so close she would interfere. 
 
    Skylar had worn something especially revealing for the lunch, an almost over-the-top ‘slut’ outfit. That will start us off on the right tone, she thought. Her cleavage poured out of the red push-up bra, accented by a white semi-transparent blouse. Her short pencil skirt, made from red leather, and tall stiletto heels, completed the look. The overt sexuality just poured out of her as she walked across the restaurant to his table. She laughed to herself inside. I look good in this outfit. 
 
    Oliver’s eyes grew wide as he nervously looked around the restaurant. It looked like he was meeting a hooker for lunch. Nothing mattered. His own hatred remained intact. “Not much has changed, I see. Could you have worn anything sluttier?” 
 
    “I put this on especially for you,” she purred, walking up, giving him a big hug, her hands all over his back like they were going to make out right then. 
 
    He squirmed under her touch, pushing her away. “Sit down, you bitch. I don’t want you touching me.” 
 
    “Oh, good,” she said, her own revulsion coming through her sarcasm. “I was so afraid you wanted to start up again. I didn’t want to hurt your feelings when I turned you down.” 
 
    Just then, the waiter came by. They both ordered. She specifically chose the most expensive thing on the menu. Then he went right to the point of the meeting. “I came to town to open a new office of my agency. I just wanted to see how you were doing. And to apologize.” 
 
    “Apologize? For what you did? Let me tell you this straight out. No apology will ever be accepted. Evil actions like that will always be treated as they were intended.” 
 
    “That was harsh,” he said, “though I deserved it. I was so filled with anger at what you were that I got carried away.” 
 
    “I can see your love of sarcasm and understatement has not changed. Carried away? Really? You arranged for five men to gang rape me, you asshole. I’d say that is a little more than ‘carried away’, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    Her emotional intelligence reader was fully engaged now. He was almost shrinking in front of her, but she knew it wouldn’t last. The real purpose of the meeting was about ready to start. 
 
    “Ok, ok… I deserve all the hatred you have bottled up, but we need to resolve something.” Here it comes, she thought. “I have established a new office in town and when I saw your name listed as the Marketing officer I would deal with, I wanted to ask you to take your name off that list. It would be bad, both for my agency and, frankly, for your career.” 
 
    “How so?” she laughed. 
 
    “If I ask for you to be taken off the account, they might ask questions.” 
 
    “Oh, no,” she laughed, “it will not be a problem. After you contacted me, I volunteered for the assignment. Asked my boss specifically for your entire relationship. She agreed, of course.” 
 
    “That is unfortunate,” he said sternly. “It will force me to speak with your manager and ask for a change. You have left me no choice.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t think so. There are only two options for you, neither of which will ever include you mentioning me to the company. The first is that you change your mind about opening a local office and never return to our city again. Probably your best choice, frankly. In return, I will remove my name from your company’s assignment, and we can part for good. The second option is that we become VERY close business associates, where you bring every one of your new underwriting relationships to my company, all adding to my bonus at the end of the year.” 
 
    “What?!” he almost screamed at her. “This is an important new market for us. You will not tell me what I can or cannot…” 
 
    She held her hand up suddenly. Silence, she was saying. He got quiet, staring at her. “I see now,” she chuckled. “You still think I’m that 22-year-old softie who fell under your spell earlier. You would be wrong there. You see those two exceptionally large black gentlemen near the window?” 
 
    She waved her hand at them. They had been waiting for her signal, waving back. Oliver noticeably blanched. 
 
    “Those men have agreed to help me take care of you permanently… if need be. We drove out to the industrial building where you held your party for me. Remember the one? Used to be owned by your family? Conveniently, it turns out to still be empty. It’s not even locked anymore.” She allowed the implications of those words to soak in. 
 
    “If I do not hear of you canceling the plans to open a local office, or I hear one word of a rumor about me at the company, that any account wants me removed because of anything said about my reputation, or that you have contacted them about me being removed from your account, then my friends and I will scoop you up in a classic snatch and grab.” 
 
    She leaned forward, the absolute menace dripping from her. “We will take you to that building, where they will hold you down on an old mattress I will have placed there, and I will cut off your cock and balls.” Just for the effect, she pulled out a Swiss Army Knife and laid it on the table. “I will make sure I have dropped this on rocks several times to make sure it is nice and dull when I do it.” 
 
    “You bitch,” he said, a little too loud. Several other patrons of the restaurant turned toward them. 
 
    “You better know it, you asshole. You taught me an important lesson. I am now a ruthless bitch who has you squarely in my sights. There will be no second chance for you, my dear. Hell hath no fury like a woman raped… or is that scorned? I can never remember.” Her laughter at the joke had Oliver squirming in his seat; no longer certain he had any form of upper hand. 
 
    Skylar stood, scooping up her knife. She had not touched her food. She leaned over to give Oliver a light, friendly kiss on the cheek, whispering in his ear, “This better be the last time I see your face… ever. Next time will literally be your last.” 
 
    She walked off, winking at Nikki, who was struggling not to laugh as she moved past her. She stopped at the two men. They both got up, offering stern looks toward Oliver, while she put her hand in their arms. “Thanks guys,” she said on the way out. “Your presence should really freak the man out. By the way, are we still on for playing Friday night?”
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    9 / Wyatt Needs to Talk 
 
    Wyatt had held out for a week, even through that weekend. Nikki had spent so much time with Skylar during her crisis with Oliver that they had seldom really seen each other. 
 
    Nikki told him it may be over, but he wasn’t sure what that meant for them. Listening to her tell the story of Skylar taking the poor man apart at the restaurant was sure fun. The two black guys were friends of Rush that agreed to help as stage props. He was sure they wouldn’t do what Skylar said they would, but the look on Oliver’s face must have been priceless. Two days later, Oliver had announced they were looking at other cities for their expansion and Skylar moved off the relationship. 
 
    Still, now that the crisis was over, Wyatt wasn’t sure what was going to happen with him and Nikki. Her statement had been so assured, so final. She was not willing to give up other men in the future. He knew that was true. What used to be a fun way to allow Nikki to fulfill a dream of things missed had now become a necessity, whether or not he liked it. 
 
    That one statement had squashed all the eroticism of watching. He remembered the time watching her in the pool at their apartment complex so many years ago; the guys touching her innocently as he jacked-off from their apartment window. His thrill at seeing her enter the living room after the ‘accident’ at The Dancer, Hugh’s cum all over her. And the fantastic sex during and after the first Hugh visit. All of that had been washed away with her demand for more. 
 
    The rest of the week had gone by with only a few words exchanged between them. They still slept in the same bed, cuddling close, but they seemed to have developed an unspoken signal of going to bed and getting up separately. The regular shared-shower that had been their morning routine for all their married life, totally forgotten. He needed to get them past this. 
 
    Without consulting Nikki, he arranged for Leo to spend the weekend with his mom, so they would have plenty of time to hash out their issues, and perhaps play afterward. Nikki usually went to the gym on Friday evening, right after work, then home by 7. He had laid out a spread of takeout food for them to spend the night at home, with no distractions. 
 
    By the time she got home, he had spread candles around the place, set a romantic table with the Italian food she loved, even set the bedroom with those candles and a delicate scent. He knew she loved romantic gestures. 
 
    He was hoping it would at least force her to remember what they were. No words could compete with the cock that filled her dreams. He knew that. He wanted to appeal to her love, though he did not know what that was anymore. 
 
    Nikki walked in the door just before 7, calling out for Leo, then noticed the candles as Wyatt walked down the stairs. “He’s at my mom’s for the weekend,” he said. “I thought we needed to talk.” 
 
    “Should have talked to me about this ahead of time,” she said. “I’m supposed to go over to Skylar’s.” 
 
    “I know, but don’t you think it’s time we cleared the air? Decide where we are going?” 
 
    “I do… I do… but…” she did not know what to say. That conversation was needed. She knew it. But also knew the answer may not be what he wanted. She had already decided. Even had considered joining Skylar with her two friends this evening, whether or not Wyatt was interested. 
 
    Still, she owed him a conversation, at least. 18 married years together deserved that. She pulled out her phone and told Skylar about Wyatt and Leo and his request. She understood, wished her luck. 
 
    Nikki turned toward him, looking at the table setting and the candles, taking her seat. “Put a lot of effort into this, haven’t you?” 
 
    “You’re worth it,” he said, joining her at the table. “Aren’t our years together worth at least one more conversation?” 
 
    “It is. Though I will warn you, the result may not be what you are looking for.” 
 
    “I know that. Ever since the last night with Hugh, I’ve known. Why else would you have delayed talking to me for so long? Your mind is already made up, isn’t it?” 
 
    All she could do was nod her head yes, tears already forming. 
 
    “I see…” he said. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Wyatt. I can’t go back to the way it was. It’s too late for that now. I need to feel the desire, the pleasure. I love you very much, but in this one area, I need more.” 
 
    “How much more?” he asked. “We play every once in a while, then you’re good? Or is this becoming a frequent thing like Skylar? You need it all the time?” 
 
    “I don’t know, my love. We have only done it a few times, but I need the stimulation now. I need the feel of the cocks in me. Living without you and Leo fills me with fear for the future, but knowing what I would live without… I’ve become more afraid of that.” 
 
    Wyatt had steeled himself for this. He knew it was coming, but the reality of having her say it to his face was overwhelming his emotions. Tears were forming in his eyes. “So, what does that mean? You moving out? We going to fight over custody of Leo?” 
 
    “I don’t want to move out,” she said, in a simple tone. “In fact, I have been thinking about an alternative. I want you to let me be a hotwife.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I do. It seems the best answer for us both. I don’t want to leave you and you don’t want me to leave. I love our family and our sex life. I just need more… occasionally. I think you should just let me do that. I can do clubs, or occasional pickups with Skylar, even have a few regulars. These would not interfere with our life together.” 
 
    She said it so plainly, so matter of fact. What could be the problem with this arrangement? She was implying. Simple. 
 
    Wyatt stood up, began pacing around the kitchen, looking at her with a mix of love and revulsion. “How would that even work?” he said, with exasperation. “And how could you possibly believe that would not interfere with our lives together?” 
 
    “Been doing a lot of research on becoming a hotwife,” she said. “We would just setup date nights where you would let me go out on my own. If you ever want to join, you would be welcome. Otherwise, I would come back home after I am done. Simple.” 
 
    “Sounds so simple…” 
 
    “I know what you’re thinking. So many ways things could go wrong, right?” she said. “I don’t see that. My primary concern is hurting your feelings. What would you feel like staying home, knowing what I was doing… frankly, breaks my heart. I wanted us to do it together, but that is not a possibility, apparently.” 
 
    “How can you believe…” 
 
    “Just stop, Wyatt. Stop. I love you so much, still do. I’m sorry it has come to this, but it has. We need to deal with it. Becoming a hotwife would seem to be the best way, short of divorce… which I do not want.” 
 
    “How can you say that? Your actions are telling me you DO want a divorce.” 
 
    “No, Wyatt,” she said, reaching across the table to touch his arm. “I just want a little freedom. We have been together ever since I was 16. Besides Hugh and Noah, you are the only man I have ever been with. And even those… you were watching. We have always been together. I want to run a little on my own, feel the freedom to do what I want, for once… for myself.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Nikki. I’m not sure I’m able to do that. Sitting at home every weekend… waiting for you to come home… after… What? Being fucked as much as you want? Where does that leave me? And our family? I can tell you where it leaves us: excess baggage to be thrown aside when we interfere with your next dick. That’s not a life I can live with. Or accept.” 
 
    “Which explains why I had been avoiding this conversation, my love. I knew you would be like this.” She stood, grabbing her purse from the hall. “If you change your mind, you know my number.” 
 
    Then she walked out the door, all of Wyatt’s careful plans for a reconciliation crashing around him.

  

 
   
    10 / Skylar Tries to Help 
 
    Nikki sat in the garage crying for nearly a half hour. She wondered briefly if Wyatt would notice she hadn’t left, come out to talk more, but she knew he wouldn’t. His own decision was made just as firmly as her own. They had come to a crossroads in their relationship. One or the other was going to bend. She knew, deep inside, that it would not be her. It was too late for that. 
 
    Finally, she pulled the car out of the driveway. There was only one place to go. Skylar’s. Skylar had already invited her to play with the two guys that had helped her with the Oliver problem. She was going to reward them with a fucking for the ages, asked Nikki to join them. That suddenly had a powerful appeal. 
 
    When she knocked on the front door of her place, she saw a darkened peephole and then the door opened. Skylar was standing there naked. Down the hall, Nikki could see the two men equally naked, both sporting major erections. 
 
    “Nikki? Thought you would not make it…” she suddenly noticed the tears and swollen face, knowing immediately what had happened. “You talked to him…” 
 
    Nikki confirmed with a shake of her head. 
 
    “Shit… didn’t go well?” 
 
    “No,” Nikki said. 
 
    “Do you want me to tell the guys to go? They will understand.” 
 
    “No, Skylar. I think they are just what I need right now,” as she walked down the hall, dropping her purse near the entrance. She dropped to her knees in front of one guy, burying his cock down her throat. 
 
    The moan of pleasure coming from her caught Skylar and the guys by surprise. Skylar thought she was going to need some recovery, some discussion about future direction. Her puffy eyes implied some serious emotional damage done. Maybe Nikki just needs to move on, experience wild sex again before she decides. I can do that, Skylar thought to herself. 
 
    “The dick you are sucking belongs to Josiah. My other friend is Nathan. Why don’t we move on back to the bedroom? We were just about to do that, anyway.” 
 
    Nikki did not hesitate, dropping his cock from her mouth. She stood and started walking to the bedroom. After many sessions with Skylar in that bed, she knew the way. Her clothes cluttered the hall as she dropped piece after piece on the way there. 
 
    By the time they entered the room, her bra and panties were the only thing left. She turned to Josiah. “Want to help me with the rest?” 
 
    “My pleasure…” he laughed as he reached around to unfasten the bra, pulling the panties down. He pulled her into his arms, driving his lips down onto hers. Her hand grasped his stiff shaft. They swept Nikki away from the heartache, from the uncertain future, into a guarantee of pleasure coming soon. 
 
    She glanced over at Skylar, who was down on her own knees, lavishing Nathan’s rod with all her considerable skills. Yes, Nikki thought to herself, this is just what I needed. 
 
    Nikki pulled Josiah back onto the bed, his cock pulled along the way. As soon as she was in the right position, she helped him drive his cock inside her. Her groan brought Skylar onto the bed as well, Nathan on top of her. Skylar decided they would mirror each other the whole night, swapping the guys frequently, but doing it together. 
 
    Nikki came quickly after Josiah began hammering into her, Skylar not far behind. Nikki wanted much more. She told Josiah to get on his back, mounting his rigid cock. Skylar followed suit, moving on top of Nathan. 
 
    And they played for the next two hours. They matched position changes until Skylar pointed Nathan to Nikki’s mouth when she was on her hands and knees, Josiah hammering her from behind. The orgasms that came from two holes being filled were a joy to Skylar’s heart. She knew there was going to be some tough times ahead for her friend and wanted her to have this moment of joy before they arrived. 
 
    After that, the combinations were fluid. Skylar with the two, the women on each other while the guys recovered, two of them inside Nikki while Skylar flicked her clit and suckled her breasts. Nikki came and came throughout the night. 
 
    Afterward, they all went out for a drink at a downtown bar. Skylar chose the place so no one they knew would see Nikki there. They drank and laughed, especially recalling the look on Oliver’s face when the guys waved back to Skylar at the lunch. 
 
    But the evening ended, and Skylar took Nikki back to her place. They crawled into bed together and the tears Nikki had been holding back came in huge sobs of sorrow and loss. No amount of pleasure could make up for the destruction of her life with Wyatt. Skylar barely said a word before Nikki fell asleep, unable to continue. 
 
    Skylar got out of bed, looking for her phone. It was past one in the morning, but she wanted Wyatt to know she was safe. Sent him a text. His reply was immediate, clearly still awake. 
 
    [Skylar]: She’s at my house. 
 
    [Wyatt]: Thanks. Thought might have gone to bar for pickup. 
 
    [Skylar]: She’ll stay with me. What u want to do?  
 
    [Wyatt]: Not sure. Still shocked at the sudden end. 
 
    [Skylar]: Me too. Hope for changing your mind? 
 
    [Wyatt]: Don’t know. Hope for her to change? 
 
    [Skylar]: Not sure. doubt it. 
 
    [Wyatt]: Please take care of her. Still love her. Want what’s best for her. 
 
    [Skylar]: I know u do. She still loves u too. 
 
    [Wyatt]: Not feeling that right now.  
 
    Skylar did not know how to reply to that, so went to bed. Her sleep was fitful. She stewed on her own role in crushing the best marriage she knew. Her insisting Nikki go to the bar, her encouraging of them to see Hugh again, even the threesome with Noah… Nothing prepared Nikki for what was to come. 
 
    Nikki never had the experiences young people look back on with regret, had no frame of reference to gauge how to balance the good and bad in the lifestyle she has now chosen. Skylar should have helped along the way, talked to her about the loneliness, lack of love, and difficult circumstances that come with this life. 
 
    She had accepted them, especially after Oliver, but, after all the conversations about missed opportunities and regrets, Skylar also knew Nikki had held this desire in her all those years. This would have come anyway. Now was just the time. 
 
    Skylar woke up the next morning. Nikki was already in the kitchen fixing coffee. The sheer blue nightgown she had given her on their first play session her only covering, and that not much of one. She had been actively crying. Skylar looked at the cabinet. All the coffee she had was Wyatt’s Roast. Crap… 
 
    “Sorry,” Skylar said, “I should have moved his coffee to the back of the cabinet.” 
 
    “The stores are all over town now. I cannot get away from him, not without leaving the area. And I am not willing to abandon Leo.” 
 
    Skylar hugged her from behind and moved to get cups. “What do you want to do?” 
 
    “If you don’t mind, I am just going to hang here for a few days, trying to get my head around this decision I appear to have made. Too rashly, I think.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “We should have talked more, spent more time discussing options. We could have come up with a compromise. Wyatt has always been so accommodating to me. He might have come around. Now, I have cut him off completely. My way or the fucking highway. He does not handle intimidation very well. Gets his macho side revved up. Walking out left him with no options.” 
 
    They spent the rest of the day and into the night discussing options. Skylar tried to offer the best advice she could, but she had never been involved with someone for that many years, did not have any experience on what to advise. 
 
    That night, they played with each other, but Skylar could tell Nikki’s heart was not in it. The real depression of her choice was setting in. 
 
    Sunday morning, Skylar woke up to the doorbell ringing. She put on a robe, then walked downstairs. It was Wyatt. 
 
    “Can I come in? I need to talk to her.” 
 
    “Ok. Come in. I can’t promise she will talk, but it’s worth a shot.” She directed him to the kitchen table, put some coffee in to brew, then walked back into the bedroom. 
 
    Wyatt could hear conversation down the hall, having to force himself to breathe a few times as his heart pounded with fear at what was to come. Nikki finally came down the hall, dressed in the same clothes she had left with on Friday. 
 
    “Hey, babe…” Nikki said, “… I guess we need to talk, don’t we?”

  

 
   
    11 / A Compromise? 
 
    Wyatt walked across the room, taking her in a big hug. They grasped each other like long-lost lovers. The hugs soon became kisses, those emotions driving them to each other. 
 
    Skylar’s emotions caught in her throat. There has got to be a way to make this work, she thought. These two loved each other more than any other couple she knew. There must be a way. She stepped out of the room, wanting to give them some space, but hung in the kitchen so she could hear. 
 
    Wyatt pushed Nikki to arm’s length, looking at her. He could tell she had been crying most of the morning. As had he. “What are we going to do?” he asked, his own tears forming again. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said. “We seem to have come to an impasse. I can’t go back, and you can’t go forward. What can we do?” 
 
    “I’ve been thinking. Maybe I was too harsh before. I know you need this, but are you really willing to leave Leo and I over new dick?” 
 
    “I don’t want to… but you are forcing the decision. No, I have no interest in leaving you for more action, but that does not mean I do not want to continue playing. What changed your mind?” 
 
    Wyatt held her in his arms as they walked to the living room sofa, sitting at opposite ends. Skylar brought glasses of water for them, but otherwise stayed away from the conversation. 
 
    “I no longer saw myself as having a place in this new world you want to occupy,” Wyatt said. “How can I be a part of a world where you are continually looking for the next dick? Where does our own life fit into that scheme, Nik?” 
 
    She dropped her head down, the tears of the morning returning. “I thought we did it together…” 
 
    “No, Nik. We didn’t. You did it, I became less involved with every session.” 
 
    “So? I thought you liked to watch me. Your cock was always so hard during the play. I thought you told me the more excited I got, the harder you became. I remember words very much like that. I let myself go with Hugh so you could experience that same arousal. When did that change?” 
 
    “I don’t know, my love. Hard to explain how left out I became. You saw me. I was still extremely hard, even when he left. Watching you like that is so erotic… touches something in me… but without us doing it together, the arousal leaves me empty. It’s like watching porn behind your back. Might get me aroused, but I always felt guilty afterward.” 
 
    “How can we get that back? What do I need to do to include you?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Nik.” He was now openly sobbing, his face buried in his hands, his love for her acting as an open wound to his heart. What was his life ever going to be like without Nikki in it? 
 
    “I want to include you, to feel you watch me. That is the most exciting part of the experience. Don’t you see that?” she said. 
 
    “I thought I did, but lately… no. Just excluded.” 
 
    They went back and forth like this for the next hour. Neither able to understand what the other would need. Finally, Skylar came in from the kitchen, sitting on the loveseat across from them. She had been listening and wanted to make a suggestion. 
 
    “Could I say something?” Both shook their head in acceptance. It couldn’t be worse than their current standoff. Neither wanted to split, but neither could continue. 
 
    Skylar looked specifically at Wyatt. “Wyatt, you know, I think you are just looking at this in the wrong way. You really enjoy watching. Why not embrace that? Look at her. She loves you so much. This is tearing her apart. Do you really think she is going to leave you for some bull like Hugh?” 
 
    Wyatt looked up at her. He had not even considered her leaving him for a guy. “No… I never thought that. But that still leaves me left out of her love.” 
 
    “NO!” Nikki cried out. “My feelings for you have never changed. Never will. I just need something more from our sex life. It is about me… not you… not us.” 
 
    “Just so…” Skylar said. “And here’s the truth that you need to accept, Wyatt. You love it too. It’s about you as much as Nikki. You, my dear, are a cuckold. Have been for many years. You have always watched Nikki as she interacted with people. I saw it at parties many times. When some guy would talk to her, you never got jealous or angry. No, you moved closer because you WANTED something to happen. I could see the flush in your face, and the disappointment when it never did. Nikki has been true to you for the last 16 years. And remains so today. She only went out with me to The Dancer when you pushed her to do it. She told me about your role play blow job when she showed you the outfit. You WANTED her to do something because you loved the feeling.” 
 
    Wyatt was looking at Nikki now, his own guilt at these hidden feelings coming to the front. Even after all the talk before, she had never really picked up how deep this went for Wyatt. Skylar’s emotional intelligence had read him like the proverbial book. 
 
    “Wyatt, you know it’s true,” Skylar went on. “So, embrace it. Be her cuckold. Let her play. Let your arousal come from where it should. She loves it, and deep down, you want her to love it.” 
 
    “I feel so separate from her…” he said, his tears now calming. 
 
    “So don’t be separate. You want her to play. Help her get ready for the sessions… choose her outfits, making sure they are as slutty as you want… before she goes out, give her a bath, scrubbing her so her skin is silky smooth for the other guy… eat her out to get her ready for receiving them. She is doing this as much for you as for her. She likes the stimulation, and her pleasure brings you incredible arousal, doesn’t it? You only need to embrace that truth. You WANT her to have those cocks, don’t you?” 
 
    Wyatt felt like they had caught him with his hand in the cookie jar, a long-held deep secret suddenly revealed. He looked at Nikki with a guilty look that betrayed himself. Everything Skylar had said was true.

  

 
   
    12 / Becoming a Cuckold 
 
    “Is this true, Wyatt?” Nikki asked, moving closer to him on the sofa. “You really want me to do this?” 
 
    He could not say it, just nodded his head yes. “Please don’t hate me, Nik. I love it. I love every minute. But I am so afraid of where it will lead us. And you. Afraid you will leave me for one of these cocks someday. The way you worshiped Hugh’s cock… I felt like you would do anything to keep that coming to you.” 
 
    Nikki was now right next to him, her arms wrapped around, her own tears streaming down her face. These were no longer tears of sorrow, but cries of relief. “You silly man. How could I love anyone else? You are my true love and will be till I die. I confess. I love to play, but I love to have you watch me even more. When we have played with Hugh… I always get on top of him as soon as possible because I know you like watching his cock go into me. The other night, I looked back at you when I did it. You didn’t notice my looking at you because your eyes did not leave what was happening… stroking your cock. I thought you might cum at that moment, so I turned my attention to Hugh and really started slamming myself on him. Remember?” 
 
    “Yes.” He shook his head, the memory causing him to harden next to her on the sofa. 
 
    “We did that together. Even the first time with Hugh at The Dancer, the whole time I was with him, I was planning to make sure the evidence would remain so I could show it to you.” 
 
    Suddenly, an understanding of missed communications came to him. How could he have missed all these signals, both from her and inside himself? 
 
    Skylar came up to him, kneeling between his legs as Nikki held him in her arms. She stroked his thighs. “She probably didn’t tell you about how I found her on her knees at the club, crying because of her betrayal of you. I tried to help her get her clothes back on, but she would not let me disturb any evidence of Hugh. His cum drenched her. She wanted to make sure it was all there for you to see. And as I heard the story, you took her hard that night, you were so aroused.” 
 
    Nikki reached down to stroke his cock, now hard as stone with the memory. He took a deep breath as Skylar continued. “Here’s how you do this and make it work for both of you. Have your normal life outside of play. Make love when you want, do what you want. But when you agree to play, Wyatt, you make the formal choice to be her cuckold. That is your chosen role. Give Nikki complete control. Do whatever she wants to make sure her experience with the new cock is the best it can be. Most of the time she will have you watch, then you will fuck her hard after they finish. If she goes off without you, then she promises to always tell you every detail afterward, and then you can do the same. Either way, you get the watching you want, and she gets what she needs.” 
 
    Skylar reached up to stroke Nikki’s hand, playing with the cock, pressing down so her hand was stroking him as well. “Nikki, in turn, will promise never to go out without your express knowledge in advance. This will allow you to help her get ready and become integral to the play. Anticipation is part of the excitement, no?” 
 
    Nikki pulled back a little, moving her hands to unfasten his belt, unzipping the pants, pulling his cock out into the open. Skylar and Nikki both took a hold of him. “Would you do that for me, my love?” Nikki asked. “Become my partner in playing together? I promise to include you at every step.” 
 
    Wyatt leaned his head back as the two stroking hands brought him near release. Skylar and Nikki stood up, took him by the hands, leading him back to the bedroom, stripping his remaining clothes off, then pushing him on his back. Nikki crawled up to impale him inside her, and Skylar sat on his face, grinding herself onto his tongue. 
 
    In between gasps of pleasure, Skylar continued. “Imagine Nikki taking a cock deep inside, holding her crotch above your head on her knees. The bull is slamming himself into you while his scrotum drags across your face with each thrust. You are driving your tongue into her clit to make sure she gets the best release, the one you want her to have.” 
 
    Wyatt was panting now, feeling the pressure from Nikki below and driving his tongue up into Skylar. His mind filled with the images Skylar was painting, the joy of watching that. 
 
    He could not hold off any longer, violently pushing himself into both women, as he came with an explosive surge. Nikki and Skylar followed almost immediately, their own screams of release music to his sexual overdrive. 
 
    Skylar immediately got off him. He could see her signaling something to Nikki, who shifted on top of him, her now soaked sex right above his mouth. He could see the globs of his own spunk forming on her vaginal lips as she lowered herself onto his face. He squirmed, uncertain about eating cum, but she wanted it, so he pushed himself into her, his tongue taking all she had. 
 
    Skylar leaned near his ear. “This will be your role, my cuckold. To pleasure your hotwife, to make sure she had the best time possible, to reclaim her with your tongue by cleaning her out, no matter how many cocks have been in there.” 
 
    The words were electrifying his system as he plunged his tongue deeper. Nikki looked at Skylar in shock. He was already getting hard again. Skylar went down to fondle him, the words not stopping as he grew stiffer in her hand. “You are to make sure your wife is ready. During play sessions, you are to submit to her needs… be her helper… for her pleasure.” 
 
    He was hard again as Skylar mounted him, leaning forward to kiss Nikki, who was grinding herself onto his face. “You love that. You know you will,” Skylar finished. 
 
    “Will you be my cuckold, Wyatt?” Nikki asked, shuddering as she came again on his tongue. “Will you help me find the pleasure for us both?” She lifted herself off his face, moving over to grab Skylar by the shoulders, driving her tongue into her friend’s mouth, using her hands to push down on her shoulders, bouncing Wyatt’s cock deeper. 
 
    That didn’t take long to finish her friend. When finished, she immediately got off his cock, Wyatt moaning with frustration at not getting his own release. “A cuckold cums when his hotwife allows. She controls the play. If she wants you to cum, you will. If not, she forbids you from doing it on your own until play is complete.” 
 
    Wyatt moaned again, feeling himself accepting his new role with Nikki and her need. He looked at her, ‘please, please,’ clear in his eyes. Nikki leaned down, taking his shaft in her mouth. Skylar went for his balls with her tongue. He came moments later, his hips leaping off the bed, despite his cumming only moments before. 
 
    They all collapsed on the bed, Nikki and Skylar on each side of Wyatt.  
 
    “Well, my new cuckold,” Skylar said. “Do we have a deal?” 
 
    Wyatt closed his eyes, nodding his head yes. Skylar and Nikki looked at each other. New horizons had opened for the future. They were already trying to figure out how to make this more exciting for them all.
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    13 / Early Acceptance 
 
    Niki came back to the house that day, just before Leo arrived home from school. It was a wonderful reunion. Her relief at being back home palpable after being so sure they would never be together as a family again. They ate dinner. She watched a few rounds of Fortnite, then she helped Leo to bed. 
 
    Once he was down, Wyatt and Nikki spent the entire evening touching and celebrating their survival. They made love twice, took a shower together, and laid in bed for long stretches just touching. 
 
    Both had been afraid the last week meant a permanent change in their lives together. Now, they knew genuine change had come, but not from the direction they expected. He had promised to become her cuckold, and she promised to include him at every step. They were uncertain what shape this change would come exactly, but the reemergence of their natural love and connection meant they would do it together. 
 
    Three weeks later, that first step in their new arrangement came sooner than expected. By then, everything had returned to the previous form; if not better. They quickly returned to shower every morning together and sleeping with constant touch throughout the night. Plus, Wyatt was opening his 15th store. The insurance company surprised Nikki with a promotion to claims group lead, and Leo was about ready to start his latest year of soccer. 
 
    As part of her new role as claims lead, they invited Nikki to attend a party being held for a new agency relationship, welcoming them to the insurance company. They held a Tuesday evening reception at a hotel ballroom and asked her to make the rounds of customers invited, introducing herself as the new Claims Manager. 
 
    This turned out to be an enormous affair with hundreds of people. They invited spouses were, but Wyatt arrived late because of the new opening. Nikki had already been around the room, introducing herself, when she came across a guy nursing a drink, but standing by himself, off to the side. After introducing herself, he confessed to Nikki’s laughing shock he wasn’t connected with any agency or affiliated with the company at all. He was staying in the hotel where they held the reception, in town for a week of product training, saw the party, and just came in. 
 
    He introduced himself as Anthony, but naturally, he joked, everyone calls him Tony. He was a tall, handsome man, with a slick salesman look, dark hair, brown eyes, a slight grin full of mirth, and a carefully tailored suit that did nothing to hide his chiseled physique. Nikki immediately had some very naughty thoughts about him. 
 
    After the laugh about his party crashing, she needed a break from the constant mingling. They settled into a side table as she waited for Wyatt to arrive. Their conversation turned raunchy quickly. He was clearly hoping she would ditch the party and come upstairs. 
 
    Nikki was firm with him that nothing like that was going to happen, that she was expecting her husband. However, she tried to be a little more subtle about it, not slamming the door on the idea altogether. As long as he understood, the husband was part of the package. Tony said that would not be a problem. ‘Might be fun,’ he had laughed. He was going to be in town through Saturday. They could arrange something before then? Nikki said she and the husband would think about it. 
 
    Wyatt arrived around 9:30. Nikki and Tony were sitting at the table when he walked in the door. At first, he took a surprised step back when he saw them. Not hidden, or appearing intimate, Nikki and Tony huddled together in the back of the room. He wondered whether he should not come in. If she was planning something, he did not want to interfere. He was still uncertain how to manage his new cuckold status in these situations. 
 
    Nikki didn’t give him a chance. She had been watching for him, waving for him to come over. Wyatt’s heart was not sure how to handle this, looking at his wife sitting next to a man like that, but he was committed to their new arrangement, waved back, and walked over to them. 
 
    The man stood, introduced himself as Tony, and they shook hands. Wyatt was not who Tony was expecting. Tony was thinking of a mousy little guy who could not provide what this desirable woman needed. The man that walked across the ballroom was nothing like that. He was as big as Tony, muscular like a weightlifter, and full of the confidence of the successful entrepreneur that he was. His vigorous handshake left him shaking his hand afterward. 
 
    Nikki volunteered to get Wyatt a drink, leaving the two of them together. It turned out that Tony was a software solutions provider. His shop specialized in accounting and finance software and had recently agreed to pick up a new vendor line, a company headquartered in their town. He was there for a week of training on the new software. 
 
    This was just the start of the surprises. Wyatt explained his stores used that software, that Nikki made the choice to adopt that system. They kept talking only to find out Tony had stopped at a Wyatt’s Coffee on the way into town. 
 
    Soon, all thoughts of cuckolding and play left Wyatt’s mind as they found multiple layers of commonality. When Nikki returned with the drinks, their laughter surprised her. This may not be as hard as I thought. She giggled to herself. 
 
    The party wound down about 10:30. Tony, Wyatt, and Nikki were still sitting at the table together. There had been some raunchy jokes told, but no discussion of getting together or playing later. All three of them exchanged business cards. 
 
    On the way home, Nikki and Wyatt were in separate cars, but Nikki followed Wyatt while they spoke on their mobiles. “What did you think?” she asked him. “Might be a suitable candidate?” 
 
    “You think he would be interested?” Wyatt asked. 
 
    “He told me he was before you arrived,” she laughed. “I told him we were a package deal. I’m not kidding, he did not skip a beat, ‘Might be fun,’ he said.” 
 
    “He didn’t…” 
 
    “Yes, he did… I think he was ready for us to go upstairs tonight. But I think we should make this a special event. As my new cuckold, I think we should talk to him about playing on Friday night. I will call him tomorrow. If he agrees, you can spend Thursday evening getting me ready. I think you should plan to come home early on Friday, 4-ish. You can help me get ready for the night. Work for you?” 
 
    “Ok. He is as good a candidate as any.” 
 
    When they arrived home that night, they made love, but this wasn’t the tender loving of their reunion. Wyatt took control of her, dominating her every move, slamming into her. Nikki came and came. Wyatt could almost not help himself. He was so excited. As they calmed down to sleep afterward, Nikki spooned into her husband’s large frame. She was really looking forward to the end of the week. This new arrangement was going to be great for them all.

  

 
   
    14 / Follow-Through 
 
    The next day, Nikki was immediately on the phone with Skylar. Nikki had been doing some research on cuckolds and what to do, but she knew Skylar had done the sessions with Rush, had seen many hotwife/cuckold combinations in action. 
 
    Skylar canceled her lunch plans, then met her at the company cafe. “So, you found someone?” she asked. 
 
    “I think so. I was planning to call him this afternoon for Friday night.” Nikki gave Skylar a quick summary of where they met and Wyatt’s comfort with him. 
 
    “I saw you sitting next to him at the party,” Skylar said. “He looked like a good one.” 
 
    “I hope so. Wyatt is very nervous about his new role, and I want to make this special for him. Any recommendations?” 
 
    “Wyatt is a unique cuckold, difficult to read his reaction. Most I have seen were relatively weak guys that were doing what their wife wanted. While Wyatt is doing this because you demanded it, weak would not be the word I would use. Will need to identify a different approach.” 
 
    While they ate, Skylar and Nikki spoke of company issues, and the party, how Nikki liked her new management role, but in the back of their minds, they were thinking about Wyatt. 
 
    “I think you should treat him like your servant as you prepare,” Skylar said, after letting the thought stew for a while. “Not one that you despise, but as your helper. Do not allow him to have a say in what you do unless you ask for his help. If he offers suggestions you like, accept them. If you don’t, then tell him he is the cuckold and will do what you say.” 
 
    “God, Skylar, you have no idea how different that will be for us, for how I have always related to him. Wyatt is not the subservient type, you know that. He’s also a head taller than me.” Skylar’s head was nodding. She understood this completely. Nikki went on, “But he has done this, so maybe it will be part of the fun for him.” 
 
    “That’s the idea, at least,” Skylar agreed. “The whole preparation effort is to get his mind into the play, to focus his attention on what he wants to watch. His getting YOU ready builds HIS anticipation.” 
 
    “What should he do during the session itself?” 
 
    “Sit in the chair. It’s ok for him to join, right?” 
 
    “God, yes, I would prefer that. Tony said it would be ok too.” 
 
    “Then make sure you tell him this is acceptable before you enter the room. You cannot leave any of these choices up to him any longer. You are now the hotwife. You need to take the lead, guiding him where you want him to be.” 
 
    “Sky… that’s going to be the hardest part for me. I have never been the lead in our lovemaking.” 
 
    Skylar giggled. “Time to step up. If this is what you want, then you will have to make changes just as you are expecting Wyatt to change.” 
 
    “Tony seems an easy-going guy. He should be good for this first time. I would hate to have some guy trying to humiliate Wyatt, as I have read about the bulls doing with cuckolds. ‘Weak dick’, ‘you can’t satisfy her’, that kind of shit. I know FOR SURE Wyatt will react forcefully to such language. I will tell Tony in advance about not doing anything like that.” 
 
    “Good idea,” Skylar replied. “Gotta go to a meeting. Have fun. I look forward to the story on Saturday.” 
 
    Nikki called Tony that afternoon, got voicemail, but he promptly texted her ‘in a meeting, call shortly’. He did that a half hour later. She asked him if he was still willing to play with them. He was, had held Friday night open just in case, but was a little nervous about Wyatt’s role, not wanting a lot of male-to-male contact. She assured him it was nothing like that. 
 
    Wyatt was her cuckold, she told him. He liked to watch, got him extremely excited. Weird, I know, but his pleasure comes from watching me, she said. Occasionally, she would allow him to join, but she wanted Tony’s focus to be pleasuring her, not him. He should ignore Wyatt as much as possible. Though, she warned, he would be naked during the entire session. 
 
    Told him about her plan to have him undress even before they did. This made Tony laugh, ‘great idea… put him in the right mindset.’ She laughed along, but warned him not to use any humiliating language toward him. This is still new to them, she said, did not think he would handle that well. Tony assured her he would not. ‘That guy is too big for that, I think.’ 
 
    She then called Wyatt to tell him about the plans. She had called a friend of Leo’s, asking if he could spend the night with them. She and Wyatt were going to a party out of town, she told the mother, and did not want to leave Leo with a babysitter all night. The mother agreed to take Leo home directly from school. That taken care of, she planned for Thursday and Friday. 
 
    Both Wyatt and Nikki were a little on edge as they moved closer to the session. Wyatt because he had never given up control to Nikki like this. He was always a dominant member of their couplings, often being the person suggesting and controlling the action. Letting Nikki do this for play sessions was going to be a challenge. 
 
    Nikki was just the opposite. She had never taken a commanding role in their couplings, always letting Wyatt be the dominant player. She liked that about him. But this was different. She would have to take the lead. 
 
    Nikki kept up her research and came up with a plan. After her conversation with Tony on Wednesday, instead of going to the gym, she went to a local adult toy store and bought three sizes of cock rings. She wasn’t sure which size would fit him, then she put a plan together.

  

 
   
    15 / Serving His Hotwife 
 
    After dinner, homework, and the regular bedtime ritual for Leo on Thursday night, Wyatt was in his office catching up on some paperwork. Nikki got everything ready in their bedroom, then came downstairs in her most transparent nightgown. She stood in front of the desk. “Are you ready, my cuckold? Time for us to switch roles.” He gulped once, not sure if he was, but nodded his head yes. 
 
    “We have to do something about the nodding. I need to hear you agree, verbal consent and all that. Also, and this is an honest question. Should you address me with a title, like Mistress or Ma’am or Madam, while we play? Might help keep you in the cuckold mindset. Thoughts?” 
 
    Wyatt looked at her with such a childish look of submission, Nikki broke into laughter. She couldn’t believe how he fell so easily into the role. 
 
    “If you want…” Wyatt said. “I will call you whatever you like. I agree with the verbal statements. Will do that going forward.” 
 
    “Good. Then go into our bedroom, take all you clothes off and lay on the bed on your back, feet on the floor. Until we must leave the house, or Leo is at home, you are not to have clothes on until after we complete play tomorrow night.” 
 
    “What is this all about…” 
 
    She cut him off. “You are the cuckold. You do not have a say while we play. Do it because I told you to and because you have agreed to obey me when we play. No other reason. Is that clear?” 
 
    He had never heard her speak to him that way and was finding it strangely erotic. His cock was already hardening as he stood up. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    She talked while following him up the stairs. “You will do whatever I say this evening and next, without exception. Unless you want to cancel the whole thing, I do not want to hear one negative note from you the entire time. When Leo is in bed, or not in the house, I do not want to see clothes on your body.” 
 
    He said nothing, just continued up the stairs, unfastening belts, pants, and shirt as he walked. She did not follow him in, walking into the hall bathroom where she had placed the equipment for the evening. 
 
    When she walked into the room, locking the door, Wyatt was on the bed. His cock was already hard, sticking out rigid and throbbing. Nikki walked up to him, pulling the cock ring out of the pail she was carrying. As she looked at his hard shaft, she wondered if she even needed one. 
 
    “You are not allowed to cum this evening. You will not cum until I say it is ok tomorrow night. Is that understood? I do not want to tie your hands behind your back, because you have work to do, but if you cannot keep your hands off yourself, we may have to resort to more extreme measures.” 
 
    A worried look came across his face, but he said simply, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    She got onto the bed, next to him. Compared his shaft to the three rings, chose one that seemed the right fit, then pressed it down the length. He grimaced a little when she pushed it forcefully to the bottom. “This is a cock ring. You will wear it tonight as we get ready. I want you hard the whole time.” 
 
    Nikki looked at his cock, bobbing on his stomach, the black ring creating a tight band around the base. She gave it a few light taps, watching his surprised reaction, then used her fingernails to move the length a few times, being as rough as she could. Wyatt gasped at each new movement, thrusting his hips out to her. “I think you are going to like this cuckold business more than you think, my love. We might take it in totally different directions. But for now, you have work to do.” 
 
    She stepped off the bed. “Get up.” Once he was up, she examined the ring to make sure it was firmly seated. “Go into my closet. I want you to bring out three outfits you want me to choose from for tomorrow night. The goal is to split the line between extremely slutty and able to walk around in public. I will choose the one I want to wear.” 
 
    Wyatt went into the closet. His cock was almost uncomfortable, it was so hard, bouncing as he walked. Precum was already leaking from the tip. While he was in there, Nikki was setting up the bed for the next step. She spread towels along the edge, then filled the pail with warm water, bringing shaving cream, a safety razor, and hand towels, sitting them on the floor near the bed. She also had purchased an electric pubic hair trimmer, laying it next to the razor. 
 
    Wyatt returned with three outfits as requested. He was still hard, as his mind kept imagining the guy taking these outfits off. He explained each choice to her. She nodded her understanding of the explanations, occasionally reaching out to grab his rod in between comments, just to keep him rigid. 
 
    One was a peasant dress. He saw this as worn without underwear. This was not all that short, just above her knees. Very respectable in public, but when brought over the shoulder in one step, became instantly very sexy. 
 
    The second was the outfit she wore to The Dancer. This 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. He explained this would be fun to take off in front of him and daring as you walked through the hotel lobby. The downside was she looked like a hooker. Hotel security might try to stop them on the way in. She might have to wear a coat over the top until they got into the elevator. 
 
    The third was not all that revealing, but hugged her body skintight. It was a black tube top that covered only her chest down to mid-stomach, normally worn under a shirt. He paired this with a set of shorts that were the shortest he could find, also black. No underwear worn top or bottom. The movement of the top would excite her nipples, making them rigid under the slinky material, clearly visible. He paired this with simple black sandals. 
 
    After he finished, he looked around the room, wondering what the towels and pail of water were for. 
 
    “Ah…” Nikki said, “you have noticed your next task. I think the peasant dress is the right answer. Respectable for going there. In case we go out to eat before or after, I will not have to worry about being seen in something too revealing, but without underwear, Tony will have access to me whenever he wants. Excellent choice.” 
 
    She could see his tremor at her words, wondered how hard she should push that. She moved to the bed, settling on her back, legs spread wide above the towels, feet on the floor. Her hairy bush on full display. “I want my sex to be to be naked for Tony. Here are the tools you need. I don’t want to feel a single stubble anywhere.” 
 
    She then closed her eyes and waited. Wyatt almost started trembling at doing this. She had never trimmed for him, but now for this guy? But he could not refuse her. He knew that. 
 
    He picked up the hair trimmer, holding it above her clit, then slowly moved it over her pubic hair and down the side of her lips, between her legs. She had a thick patch. Clumps of hair fell to the towel below. This turned out to be quite exciting for Nikki. By the time he had the initial trim complete, she was panting and dripping onto the towel with her own juices. 
 
    While he got ready for the smooth shave, Wyatt noticed his own mind turning. He could feel it in him, his cock now throbbing against the ring once again. He was preparing his wife to be fucked by another man, taking all her pubic hair away to smooth the passage. The image of the cock finding such a route almost made him cum right then. 
 
    What was happening to him? He thought. He picked up the cream, lathering her completely. Then began the meticulous process of eliminating all remaining hair. He pulled and stretched her lips to make sure he could get the blade fully engaged, washing away cream when needed. Soon, she was completely bald, and he was trembling with his desire to watch those lips spread wide. 
 
    She had not spoken the entire time he was shaving her. Once he pulled back, she got up, walked to the bathroom mirror, moving her hands along her lips and ridges. “You have done an excellent job of preparing me to be fucked by Tony,” she said, looking at him. 
 
    She could see her words striking him again. Something about these subservient tasks, the change in her body, all for another man. Wyatt was quivering with his own need now. 
 
    “Clean up the mess, then get on your back, in the middle of the bed,” she said. This was not a suggestion or request. He was to obey. Wyatt did not hesitate, picking up the tools, rinsing the pail, then getting on the bed. While he did that, she took a washcloth at the sink and washed all the remaining cream and hair from her crotch. 
 
    “You are not going to cum yet, my cuckold. I reserve my pussy for Tony until tomorrow night. In the meantime, you can thank me for allowing you to serve me.” 
 
    She got on the bed, swinging her legs over his head, facing his cock. She dropped her now bald snatch onto his mouth. He did not have to be told what to do, as his tongue drove into her. They were both so turned on at this point that only a mere touch of her hand on his cock would have sent him spewing all over the room. She didn’t want that, wanting the anticipation and need to build for the big one tomorrow. 
 
    She had no such qualms for herself, as his tongue lavished attention on her clit and opening, cumming only moments after he began. Her own cry of release causing his cock to throb as she stared at it, hard as she had ever seen it. 
 
    She did not get off his face right away, making him squirm for breath. “Yes, my cuckold, I think you enjoy serving me like this.” She lifted herself off him. “Now remember, you may not cum until tomorrow. If you cannot stop yourself from touching, I will have to put a cage on that cock to keep it under control. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, though he had no idea what she meant by that. He knew one thing. Their sex life would never be the same. 
 
    “Take the ring off, making sure you don’t cum, then let’s go to bed. I have a big night of cock ahead of me, and you must be ready to do whatever I tell you. Let’s get some sleep.” 
 
    She cuddled up against him, like she always did, making sure her ass teased his cock as much as possible, but if he ever tried to get a rhythm going, she would pull away. Once, she even turned around and slapped his cock with her palm. “No… you are not to cum. You must wait until tomorrow.” 
 
    His hard-on barely deflated, but he could eventually sleep, his dreams filled with Nikki pumping herself on strange cocks as he watched.

  

 
   
    16 / Finding a New Path 
 
    The next day, they got up, showered together as always, then got Leo out the door for school. She had packed an overnight bag for him to take to Tommy’s for his stay. Wyatt worked from home that day. Nikki took the day off. 
 
    Late that morning, as he was working in his office, she came in to look at him. “Why are your clothes on?” He looked at her, a little confused. He had forgotten about the instructions from last night. “Take them off now. Leo will not be returning until tomorrow.” 
 
    He stood up to take his clothes off, laying them on a chair. He looked at her. She was dressed in a thin tank top and clingy yoga pants. Neither had anything underneath. 
 
    Nikki noted that same curious look from last night. Part surprise, part desire. “At 4, please run a bath for me. I want to make sure my skin is smooth and smells nice for Tony. You will also want to touch up my pubic hair to make sure it remains smooth for him.” 
 
    Again, that look, almost trembling. She suddenly worried about him. “Are you ok, my love? With this roleplaying we are doing?” 
 
    He looked at her, genuine sorrow in his eyes. “I’m good. You say that stuff… about me preparing you to fuck another man… my groin twitches with excitement at the same time as my heart rips in two. Like last night when I was shaving you. My cock was so hard, I thought it was going to explode, but, at the same time, I was near tears with the idea of what I was doing… you know… prepping you to go to someone else. You never shaved yourself for me! Just a weird mix of conflicting emotions.” 
 
    She walked up to him, hugging him before walking toward the door. “This is all roleplay, my love. For our outside play only. I had you shave me to get you in the right mindset, not for Tony. I know I have pushed you hard to do this, but please understand, this is all about sex, not about love or life. Tony is a nice new dick, but I reserve my heart only for you.” 
 
    “I know that,” he said, a resigned tone in his voice that shocked her. “In my heart I know that with certainty, but the war going on inside me… Jesus, every time I think about it… sometimes, it’s just difficult to handle. Half of me wishes you had never gone to The Dancer, the other half can’t wait to see you plunge yourself onto another shaft.” He took a deep breath, knowing this was the only path forward if they were to stay together. “I feel emotionally exposed now… with no filter… no ability to control these feelings as they suddenly crash into me.” 
 
    “Do you want to stop tonight?” she asked, growing more concerned. 
 
    He turned toward her in his desk chair. “Come on, Nik, be real. Just because I’m struggling doesn’t mean you need to be cruel about it. This is hard enough as it is without you pretending we could stop. Aren’t you really asking me if I want to break up our family and live without you? That’s the actual choice, isn’t it? This whole thing excites me sexually beyond anything I could have imagined a year ago, but it does not help for you to pretend I have a choice. You have made that crystal clear.” 
 
    Nikki bowed her head slightly. He was right, of course. They had done this at her insistence. “I’m sorry. You’re right. I should have said that differently. This is all so new… we are both learning what works and what doesn’t. I don’t want to hurt you, yet… you’re right… my need remains strong. This approach was our attempt at a compromise… one that you accepted. What I meant about stopping tonight is for this session. Eventually, this night would have to come, but maybe we… you… need more time to get used to the idea.” 
 
    “No, don’t cancel,” he said, another one of those resigned shrugs driving another stake in her heart. “I think we should go ahead. I know for sure this will not get easier. Every time you mention me getting you ready for Tony, my cock lurches up while my heart crashes. Stay with your current plan and approach. I keep hoping, after we actually do it, that the erotic feelings will overwhelm the emotional threat.” 
 
    “Thank you, my love. I will include you at every step, and that you never regret this trust… and freedom… that you have given me.” She turned and walked out of his office. 
 
    Nikki disappeared for the rest of the day, returning sometime that afternoon. She had gotten a pedicure, manicure, and had her hair done. Wyatt laughed to himself as she walked in the door. She was going all out for this one. 
 
    For Nikki, she couldn’t take any more of Wyatt’s sulking around the house. She had to get out of there, calling for a quick appointment. Luckily, they could squeeze her in. 
 
    She wanted Tony inside her in the worst way, but the cost of this play to her Wyatt… She was no longer confident this approach was going to be successful. She wondered if seeing her pleasured by Tony would make it better or worse. But she knew deep in her own heart, the closer she got to the session, the less she cared. Her desire was now fully in control. Wyatt was going to have to go along with it, or they were not likely to survive anyway.

  

 
   
    17 / Final Acceptance 
 
    At 4 o’clock, Wyatt closed his computer down, signing off for the day. He had already told his assistant that he was going to be taking off early on Friday. He scooped his clothes up, moving them to the dirty clothes hamper, then went to the guest bath. Nikki had returned home, though he wasn’t sure where she was at that moment. 
 
    Neither he nor Nikki took baths very often. So, when they remodeled the house several years ago, they took the bath out of the Master Bedroom, installing an extra-large shower, and put a soaker tub in the guest bath. That way, if anyone needed to use the bath, it was still available, though out of the way. 
 
    Today, he laughed to himself, was one of those days. He began filling the tub, making sure it was just the right temperature, pouring in the lavender bath gel she loved. The scent wasn’t particularly strong. He didn’t much care for it, but he knew the odor would wear off later, leaving a pleasant scent by the time evening rolled around. 
 
    All the while he was doing this, he thought about the crosscurrents of emotion he had been experiencing. He knew it was unfair to be forced into this position, but he also knew what the alternative would be. He didn’t want to split with Nikki, to begin a life without her, so he had agreed to this willingly. 
 
    Having agreed, he now decided it was unfair to mope around, making her feel bad about it. He needed to man-up and take responsibility for his own choices, no matter how forced they may have been. That meant, he vowed to himself, the rest of the night was going to be a ‘sulk free’ zone for Nikki. No more resigned shrugs, or hesitant tones. He was going to support this play as best he could, to be the best cuckold he could be, whatever that meant. He wasn’t even sure at this point. Still, he had gotten to know Tony at the party. If this guy would not work, no one would. 
 
    While the water filled, he went into the bedroom, pulled down the built-in ironing board, pressed the peasant dress till it looked brand new, then laid it out on the bed, ready for Nikki. No underwear, of course. He walked back to the guest bath, checked to make sure the temp was still good, and turned off the water. 
 
    He walked back downstairs, looking for Nikki. She had laid down on the sofa with a blanket over her, now sound asleep. Watching her sleep like that, so relaxed, the love he felt for her leaped into his throat. Life without her was not a life worth living. Besides, things could be worse. So, she wants some new dick occasionally? Could be a lot worse. She could want to drink Folger’s around the house. He chuckled to himself. 
 
    He kneeled next to her head, caressing her arm. “Hey Nik, time to get ready. Your session awaits.” 
 
    She came gradually out of the sleep. Clearly, all the emotional turmoil had taken its toll. She sat up and noticed Wyatt was standing there with no clothes on. He sat down next to her. “Your bath and dress are ready upstairs. But if you have a moment, I have something I need to say.” 
 
    She shook her head for him to go ahead. 
 
    “Nikki… I love you, always have. All of this… thing we have been doing… has created crosscurrents that I have been struggling with. I’ll be the first to admit. Despite that, there is no excuse for my behavior over the last two days. I want to apologize for that. I made this choice to be your cuckold, of sound mind and body. My sulking around about a perceived lack of choice was just not true. I had a choice. You made it clear. I choose you. So, I just want you to know I will no longer sulk or pout. I will be the cuckold you need tonight. Play your role as you desire tonight. Let yourself go. I will not object or interfere.” 
 
    She reached across to him, kissing his lips with all the passion she felt. “Thank you, my love. You will not regret this decision. I promise.” She was near tears as the surge of joy shook her. 
 
    “Now you better get up there, before your water gets cold,” pulling her out of her seat. 
 
    She walked upstairs, saw the ironed peasant dress on the bed and the lavender soap bubbles in the water. Everything was coming together at just the right moment, she thought, as she pealed her clothes off and got into the tub. 
 
    She soaked for over 30 minutes, or until the water started getting cool, then called for Wyatt. He had been waiting in the Master Bedroom. She looked at him as she got out. “Please dry me off. It is already past five. Need to be at the hotel by 6:30.” 
 
    He reached over for the towel, and carefully dried her body, paying especially close attention to his favorite parts, her breasts, sex, and ass. He then escorted her into the bedroom, helping her get the dress on. He brushed her hair, found the shoes he had chosen, as she finished some light makeup. Then walked into the closet for his own clothes. He went all-black; slacks, shirt, sports coat, and shoes. He seldom wore anything else, though typically not all black. He chuckled to himself. 
 
    Once she was ready, she turned toward him. “How do I look?” 
 
    “You look like someone I would love to fuck,” he laughed.  
 
    “And you will get your chance this very night,” she joked back. 
 
    “I wasn’t kidding, Nik,” taking her in his arms, then her face in his hands, pointing her eyes up at his. “I want you to let yourself go. Get what you need tonight. I will be here at the other end when you are done.” 
 
    She couldn’t say anything in response, just hugged him with all her heart. 
 
    “We better get going,” he said. Rush hour will slow our path to downtown.

  

 
   
    18 / Playing 
 
    They arrived in the hotel parking garage at 6:15. Nikki had texted Tony before they were there. He told them to come up to his room. When they arrived, he invited them in. He had taken the days to accumulate some electric candles, which he had arranged around the room. He had set a chair to the side for Wyatt to use and stripped the bedclothes off, with only the sheet and two pillows remaining. 
 
    Wyatt shook his hand; Nikki gave him a big hug. 
 
    “Do you want to play now? Or grab something to eat first?” Tony asked. The words seemed to be directed at Wyatt, but his eyes were on Nikki. Wyatt did not even reply, knowing he would only direct the choice to Nikki. 
 
    “Let’s go down and have a drink,” Nikki said. “We can eat if we want, but I am not sure how much I can eat. Pretty keyed up now.” 
 
    “I bet you are,” Tony chuckled. “Why don’t we go down to get a drink, then bring them up to the room. If we need some food later, we can call for room service.” 
 
    They went to the hotel bar, bringing the drinks back up. He had a nice suite room, with a sofa and chair in a separate living room area. Tony and Nikki sat next to each other; her leg draped over his. Wyatt sat in the side chair facing them. They sat there chatting, talking about the week. That meant Tony telling them about his week. 
 
    “Met the owner of the software company, Cameron Brewster. Really nice guy.” Wyatt told Tony of meeting him before at Chamber of Commerce meetings and charitable events. “They have an excellent company there. Glad we picked up the line.” 
 
    By this time, everyone could see that Nikki was fidgeting in her seat, her opening and closing her legs causing the peasant dress to gape open, revealing her lack of underwear. All this general chatter was not distracting her from the reason they were here. She wanted to get laid. Tony looked at her and laughed. Now he looked at Wyatt. 
 
    “Well, it looks like we should get started. According to the anxious one here, that usually starts with you undressing first. Shall we begin there?” 
 
    This was news to Wyatt, but he had vowed to go along with her play, so stood up, removing all his clothes in front of the other two, neatly stacking them beside the sofa. There he stood, the only one naked in the room. 
 
    “Why don’t you help me undress, my cuckold?” Nikki said, standing up beside him, her hand on his arm. Wyatt positioned himself so Nikki was between him and Tony, her front facing the newcomer. He then lifted the dress from the bottom, neatly pulling it over her head. His wife was now standing fully nude in front of another man. 
 
    Her nipples were hard little pebbles as she stood there, waiting. She looked back over her shoulder, winking at Wyatt. “Cuckold, why don’t you go sit in the chair, we will be in there shortly.” 
 
    Wyatt simply said, “Yes, Mistress,” then walked into the other room, softly closing the door behind him. 
 
    Nikki walked up to Tony. “Are you ready?” she said, using her hands to unbutton his shirt. 
 
    Tony was still in shock at that big guy leaving the room as ordered, shutting the door behind him. “Is he always like that?” he asked. 
 
    “Only when we play. We have an agreement. When we play, he obeys me. For the rest of life, I typically obey him. It works for us.” By this time, she had his shirt almost unbuttoned. Tony was just standing there as she did it. She pushed the shirt off his shoulders. “Why do you ask?” 
 
    “He’s a big guy. I didn’t want to do something that would piss him off.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that. He likes to watch.” She reached down to stroke a rod that was already almost hard. She liked its shape and happy that it was going to be quite long. She unbuckled his pants, pulling his slacks and underwear down. 
 
    The cock popped onto her face, to giggles. “I am so glad to see you, my little friend,” she laughed, grabbing a hold of the shaft, and putting it deep into her mouth. Tony moaned softly. He was now hard and ready. 
 
    Nikki stood up, taking his dick in her hand, walking to the bedroom. “We don’t want to leave our audience waiting.” 
 
    They both walked into the bedroom together, his cock in her hand, pulling Tony along. Wyatt was sitting in the chair, his own cock now at 3/4. 
 
    Tony was clearly not used to the rough ‘n’ tumble bedroom world Nikki inhabited. He was planning on being gentle, cuddling close, looking for the kissing and stroking to start. That would not do it for her. She pushed him onto his back, positioning him so his open legs were pointing straight at Wyatt. Then Nikki got on top, pushing herself down on his rod. 
 
    The moan that came out of her mouth betrayed a depth of need that shocked both men in the room. She had been waiting on this for a while; it seemed. But once he was inside her, the anxiousness went away. 
 
    She did not start pounding down on him, or trying to get him to cum. She turned her head toward Wyatt to make sure he was watching, then turned her attention back to Tony. 
 
    Now, the gentle part of the program could begin. She leaned forward, her sex making a slow circular motion on his rod. She was doing this so the full length of the shaft, at its widest point, would cause her labia to gape open with each circle, maximizing the visual pleasure for Wyatt. 
 
    Her mouth dropped to Tony’s, and they kissed, his arms reaching around her. He got the program now: set up the hubby for the visual, then do what you like. He was good with that. His arms pulled her in tight, feeling her hard nipples crushed against his chest. 
 
    The kissing quickly became passionate as he drove his tongue into her mouth, seeking the dance of intimacy. Nikki placed both her hands on either side of his head and joined in the passion. This went on for several minutes. Occasionally, he would push a hard thrust up into Nikki from below. Both Nikki and Wyatt would let out a soft gasp. 
 
    In between kissing and thrusting, Tony would glance toward Wyatt. He was sitting on the chair, slightly slouched, his spread legs in front of him. His own cock hard as stone, bouncing on top. What surprised Tony was his hands.  
 
    As aroused as he was, he thought for sure Wyatt would stroke himself. Instead, he did intentional things to occupy his hands. He sat on them for a while, then held them together behind his back. He seemed to be actively avoiding the touch. 
 
    At one point, Nikki noticed him looking and the surprise on Tony’s face. “He’s not allowed to cum until I say,” she whispered in his ear. The hand avoidance suddenly made sense. If he didn’t touch, he wouldn’t cum. Though, as aroused as he was, Tony wondered if Wyatt would cum without being touched. 
 
    Nikki pulled his attention back to her, whispering again. “Best to pretend he isn’t in the room. As you can see, he’s a visual guy. His thrill is watching me cum. And I like that too.” 
 
    Tony got the message. He began a series of quick thrusts while they returned to kissing. This wasn’t enough to get him off, but rubbed against her clit, causing shudders to run up her body. He pushed her up from his chest, grasping her breasts in his hands, rolling her nipples tightly between thumb and forefinger. This is what Nikki was looking for. Her mewling encouraging Tony to do more. 
 
    Tony knew he could get it up several times in an evening, so took her over the top early. He grabbed her hips, aggressively pulling her down on his shaft while pushing himself up in hard stabs. Nikki began thrashing with his torment, her whimpering of pleasure driving him to push harder. 
 
    He pressed her nipples with a sharp flick, her moans telling him she liked it a little rougher. When his hands moved up to her breasts, Nikki put on the full show for Wyatt, using her hips to pound herself down on Tony’s shaft. It did not take long before she was wailing her release. 
 
    This mesmerized Wyatt. He could see the orgasmic wave start in her center and move through her body, as Nikki shuddered with its impact. He knew she liked this play, had seen it several times already, but now, he felt like he was watching it for the first time. 
 
    Suddenly, his lack of emotional involvement allowed him to appreciate why she liked it, the pleasure, the sensations, the joy of release. He suddenly felt ashamed of holding her back from this, trying to deny this immense joy in her life. And his own cock got even harder. 
 
    Tony could not last much longer either, as he grabbed her hips, pounding into her as he released his own offering to the event, grunting loudly with each rope of spunk that spread its way into Nikki. 
 
    They went like this for another couple of hours. Tony ramming into her from behind, Nikki on hand and knees. Nikki sucking on his recently flaccid rod to get him ready for another round. One time, Tony even sprayed his cum all over her face, in clear view of Wyatt. 
 
    When Tony was recovering in between, Nikki would come over to Wyatt, taking his shaft in her mouth, careful to make sure she edged him close to release, but not over the top. He was hard, constantly groaning in frustration when she would pull back just before the end. 
 
    During one such suck session, Tony watched her, suddenly understanding. She was keeping him edged while they played, using his own visual desire to build Wyatt to an explosive stage. He knew, at the end of the night, this guy was going to cum like he never has before. 
 
    After cumming for the third time, and Nikki countless times, Tony pushed her away. ‘No more,’ his hands were saying. That was the signal Nikki had been waiting for. She moved to the edge of the bed, on hands and knees, her rear pointing toward her husband. 
 
    “It’s time,” she said, using her hands to spread her sex. The repeated cumming was present in globs as he stepped up, driving his cock hard into her gaping hole. Neither took long. His time watching edged Wyatt to a fine point. He had plenty to deliver. Nikki was just waiting for him to deliver the final blow. 
 
    The climax they shared was like nothing either had experienced before. It was like they had found their true source of pleasure with each other. Nikki had cum repeatedly throughout the night, each building on the one before. Her love’s entry crested that process into a surge of incredible power. For Wyatt, his acceptance of her as she was and his own pleasure in watching the event brought him ever deeper as he came explosively. He had finally accepted what he really was, a cuckold for his Mistress.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    RUSH 
 
    

  

 
   
    19 / Moving to the Next Level 
 
    After Wyatt’s final release, they all laid on the bed trying to recover. Though first, Wyatt went into the bathroom, bringing washcloths. Tony and Wyatt then cleaned the spunk and her own fluids off Nikki. 
 
    In some ways, this was Wyatt’s favorite part of the evening. She squirmed as they scrubbed every part of her, especially her now-sensitive parts below, giggling as he pushed her hands away, trying to prevent their touch. Both the guys got into the game as they tickled and cleaned. 
 
    Nikki only had eyes for Wyatt. When they finished the cleaning, she cuddled into Wyatt on the bed, only a hand extended to touch Tony. The passion she was feeling for him shocked Tony. After all they had just done, she loved him even more? This was a very curious couple, he thought, as she repeatedly raised her head to kiss Wyatt. 
 
    They all got dressed and went out to eat at a late-night diner. It was a fun way to end the night. Tony was an engaging conversationalist, full of stories that had them laughing throughout the meal. He would come back to town regularly now, because of his new connection to Brewster Systems, asked if they would want to do this again sometime. They all agreed, then Wyatt and Nikki went home. 
 
    It was all they could do to keep their hands off each other for the drive home, ripping their clothes off before they even left the garage. The kitchen table was the nearest surface. Wyatt pounded into her as she draped across the table, her ass hanging over the edge. 
 
    His dominant role was back as he slammed into her, with words like taking his slut back and reclaiming her pussy, driving them both higher. Her climax pulled the cum out of him as she thrashed underneath. 
 
    Wyatt finally picked her up, carrying her into the bedroom. They were both exhausted, falling instantly asleep in each other’s arms. Leo did not need to be picked up until late the next day, so they languished in bed the next morning, making love again, gently this time, then took a long shower together. 
 
    That weekend was all about family. They went to a movie, took Leo to a park where they kicked around a soccer ball, Wyatt genuinely tried to beat him in Fortnite, still failing, and Nikki wrapped herself in a blanket, reading while she watched them. 
 
    Both Wyatt and Nikki knew their sexual relationship had gone off in a totally new direction. Wyatt had discovered how much he enjoyed being her cuckold, and Nikki learned how much she liked to show off for him. Tony turned out to be a great transition for them. 
 
    Over the next six months, they played multiple times, twice with Tony, but often with guys they found online. All followed the same pattern. Wyatt would pick out the outfit, scrub her in the tub, shaving her bare down below. He would sit on the side while the guy ravaged her, then fuck her brains out at the end of the night. Each session, Wyatt fell deeper into his role as cuckold. He even began calling her Mistress during the sessions, not just when they were by themselves preparing. He had become her partner in delivering these new cocks. 
 
    He took her shopping for new outfits to wear, even finding some online. They purchased toys he could use on her in-between sessions, always big dildos, and vibrators. He even started taking her in the ass. He knew she liked that, wanted her to be ready in case the men went in that direction. Only the sessions with Hugh had at that point, but her cuckold wanted her to be ready. 
 
    And their own sex life got stronger. In-between play sessions, they had a distinct style, where Wyatt would be the ravisher, taking his woman roughly. Nikki loved it. 
 
    Wyatt often wondered about this curious split in his personality, how he could be so subservient to her during play, yet rough and domineering in their own bedroom. Maybe both were part of him and needed separate outlets. He didn’t really care. He so loved watching her receive the pleasure. The rest meant nothing. 
 
    It surprised no one more than Skylar. She had suggested the cuckold idea to prevent the breakup that seemed imminent. That it was just the right thing for the moment was not lost on Wyatt and Nikki. They both thanked her frequently. 
 
    Twice, they invited Skylar to join them for a session. She could join in only once, but it astounded her at the difference in Wyatt while they played. He was as meek as she had ever seen him, sensitive to Nikki’s every whim during the play. For the Skylar session, it was their own hotel room, so after the guy left, Skylar and Nikki took it to Wyatt, smothering him in feminine charms until they all came hard, falling into bed, cuddling together. 
 
    Nikki liked that Skylar was getting so close to Wyatt, even gave them open permission to make love anytime they wanted, even if she was not present. They never did, but Wyatt thought it was a testimony to how much Nikki trusted her friend. Of course, he would chuckle to himself. The same was true of her and Skylar. He had long ago given them the same open permission. They did not have any hesitancy, frequently sharing physical affection. 
 
    Nikki invited him to be her cuckold at a Skylar session one time. He really enjoyed watching these two beautiful women taking each other. He chuckled to himself. Watching lesbian love has always been a fantasy of most men. He was no different. 
 
    Though he felt a weird twinge of jealousy as they made love. This wasn’t the raw sex of her male hookups. Skylar and Nikki genuinely loved each other. When he joined them at the end, he had the oddest feeling like he was interfering. He never watched them again.

  

 
   
    20 / Making a Decision 
 
    Toward the end of that year, Nikki approached Wyatt with a proposal, a Christmas gift for them both… a session with Rush. They went to dinner with Skylar one night, talking about the possibility. 
 
    “I’m not opposed to the idea,” Skylar said. “Wyatt, you seem to have found your inner cuckold, enjoying the bliss she finds in the play, but Rush is on another level. Go in knowing what he will do to Nikki.” She relayed stories of several husbands that came unglued as they watched him take their wives apart in screaming pleasure. 
 
    “That’s why he requires all contact to be from the husband,” Skylar went on. “Many of the wives want to come back repeatedly. One hotwife told me her husband struggled to get it up for weeks afterward, his own feelings of inadequacy consuming him. He apparently struggled after what he saw happen to the wife.” 
 
    “Would you be able to handle that?” Nikki asked Wyatt. 
 
    “Not sure,” Wyatt said, his tone tentative, doubtful. “I have enjoyed watching up to this point, but none of these men were any better than me individually. If Rush is as good as you say… that would be tougher.” 
 
    Skylar touched his hand. “You are not like other husbands, Wyatt. You seem to enjoy her receiving the pleasure.” 
 
    “True, but… maybe… maybe we should do this differently.” He took a couple of sips of his beverage to collect his thoughts and calm his heart. The fear of pre-cuckold days gripped him again, but he knew this really was the only answer, as the women looked at him with sudden concern. 
 
    Wyatt looked at them both, but specifically at Nikki. “I would like to make a proposal. For this one time only… I want to make this a proper gift for Nikki, letting her go by herself… with you, of course, Skylar. That might be best for everyone.” 
 
    The gasps from the two women were so loud, several tables turned toward them. 
 
    “Without you?!” Nikki cried out. “Wyatt…” 
 
    This surprised even Skylar. “Are you sure? How would you handle that?” 
 
    “No, I’m not sure. I do not know how I will handle it. But is the risk any higher if I attend? If this guy is as good as you say, I think Nikki would enjoy it more without the distraction of having to perform for me. Rush could do what he does, and Nikki could concentrate on that. My imagination is likely not as bad as the reality.” 
 
    Wyatt looked at the two women, the import of his words causing his voice to tremble with the uncertainty he was feeling. “I have actually thought about this… quite a bit… since our initial fight about him so long ago… what would I do? I think it would be best for you to go together… without me.” 
 
    “His sessions can be very long…” Skylar warned, “…several hours.” 
 
    Then a little steel arrived in his tone. “Understood. I would have only two requirements for my agreement. First, you tell me about it when it is over. And second, not overnight, even if its three in the morning. And certainly not for the entire weekend. I want you to sleep with me, and only me. Neither of those points are negotiable.” 
 
    Nikki and Skylar were exchanging ‘is he serious?’ looks as he spoke. It was only early November. Nikki knew she had plenty of time to discuss what this would mean for them as a couple, but still surprised at how calm he seemed in making his offer. He really appeared to be serious. 
 
    “I would, of course, agree to both requirements, without reservation, but going by myself, without you? Wyatt… we do this together… You want me to go out by myself now?” 
 
    “No, I do not,” Wyatt assured her. “I enjoy our regular sessions. Have even thought about arranging for more than one guy to take you at a time, but Rush is different… at least by all accounts,” nodding toward Skylar. “Not sure I want to suffer through those feelings of inadequacy afterward.” 
 
    He looked at them again, knowing this was the core of his concern. “Truthfully, my actual concern is not her going by herself. My concern is the story Skylar told of the wife and her husband. Nikki, we nearly split up because your need for play was so great.” He paused for a moment, struggling with his emotions. “Can you promise me, Nikki… you won’t be like that wife that dumped the husband for another lover after it was over? Or demand you go back to him over and over?” 
 
    That caught them both by surprise again, but Skylar did not hesitate. “You are not like him,” she said. “That I CAN promise you. Nikki will like it, but not that much. After the sessions she has had, she clearly understands the difference between sex and love. There is only one true love in her life… and that will never be Rush.” 
 
    Nikki looked at Wyatt. “Nothing could replace you, my love. Never.” 
 
    “I hear that, I really do,” Wyatt said, “but you were willing to call off our marriage only a few months ago when I refused to play anymore. Don’t tell me there is no risk at all. That is simply not true.” 
 
    Nikki blushed with embarrassment, saying nothing. His meaning clear. 
 
    “I do not make this suggestion lightly,” he went on. “I understand the risk. But that does not mean I am going in with my eyes closed, hoping for the best.” 
 
    Nikki seemed unable to respond, her own actions betraying the truth of what he had said. 
 
    “This is different, Wyatt,” Skylar assured him. “You had offered Nikki a stark choice. This is not that. You will do the regular play even after Rush.” 
 
    “Yes… but none of them were up to Rush standards. Might change the very nature of the choice, right?” 
 
    Neither woman had a response to that last. They just looked at each other. 
 
    Wyatt chuckled to himself before concluding, “None of those makes my choice the wrong one. I still think having you go without me offers everyone the best result, despite the obvious risks.” 
 
    They both nodded heads in agreement. And just like that. They decided.

  

 
   
    21 / Going Alone 
 
    Wyatt called Rush, as required. Rush did not make an exception to that rule, even with Skylar’s involvement. The difference for Skylar is that he would not require Wyatt to attend the session. They talked about what to expect and Wyatt’s intentions and role. Wyatt told him of the no overnight rule and asked only that he show the girls a good time, send an occasional video or pic. ‘That I will do,’ Rush told him. They set a date for the first Friday in December. 
 
    Over the next four weeks, Wyatt got annoyed by the constant talking about the event. He was interested, sure, but every waking moment? It was all Nikki could think about. 
 
    Wyatt played his typical cuckold role that week. He had found a slutty minidress for Nikki to wear. Made of gold lace, nearly see-through, backless with a deeply plunging neckline in front that offered the cleavage view almost to her belly button, she looked great in it. No underwear and open-toed micro stilettos in a contrasting darker gold finished the outfit. 
 
    The day of the event, he paid for her to spend the day at a spa, for pedicure, manicure, and hair. That afternoon, he bathed her, shaving her pubis, and laid out the dress on the bed. Nikki could not believe he had found that dress. The dress fit her so tight… she wondered if it had been painted on! 
 
    He had sent Leo to a friend for the early evening, telling them a dinner date would be over early. He did not want Leo to see his mother leaving without him, dressed in that outfit. Even at 10 years old, Leo would wonder why she dressed like that without dad going along. 
 
    He stood back, surveying the magic that was his wife of now 16 years, as she made final touches to makeup in their bathroom mirror. 
 
    He did not lose the irony of the moment. He had spent the entire day, realistically, the last couple of weeks, getting her ready to be fucked by another man, yet his love for her had never been stronger. He wanted this for her. Married life takes its odd turns, he chuckled to himself. 
 
    They were going to take an Uber. Since Skylar lived much closer to Rush, the car would pick Nikki up first, then to Skylar, then to Rush’s place near downtown. 
 
    While she tended to her makeup, her face already flush with arousal, she looked at Wyatt. “Are you really ok with this? Me going alone?” 
 
    “Ok would be strong…” he chuckled, “… still nervous, still uncertain about what might come out at the other end… but yes, I’m good. I just want you to have a good time and come back to me at the end.” 
 
    “There is no chance I will not come back to you, my love,” she said, walking over to take him in her arms. “No chance whatsoever.” 
 
    “I’ll hold you to that,” he said. “Leo and I look forward to you returning to us.” She flinched a little at the mention of Leo, but he did that on purpose. No amount of sexual pleasure was worth the sacrifice of your family, he was saying. She got that message clearly. 
 
    “Probably best not to wait up for us,” she said. “Might be late.” 
 
    “I don’t care. I doubt I would get to sleep even if I tried. I will wait for you. Remember your promise. Not overnight. Ok?” 
 
    They could hear a horn from the driveway. The Uber had arrived. He walked her to the door, gave her a big hug, and said simply, “Enjoy!” She waved him a kiss and got in the car. After nearly two years of active play, they had finally become a real hotwife household. 
 
    He took two deep breaths, trying to settle his heart a little, then walked to his car to go pick up Leo. They were going out to eat, then attend a State U basketball game. He needed something to distract him. 
 
    In his heart, he knew she would return, but after hearing all of Skylar’s stories, he wondered whether the same woman would return that left just now. No matter, he laughed to himself. They had rolled the dice. He just hoped it did not come up craps for their future, then got in his car.

  

 
   
    22 / Absolute Pleasure 
 
    Nikki was near tears when she sat back in the Uber, the tension of the last few weeks catching up to her, especially the obvious uncertainty Wyatt was feeling. Was she doing the right thing? Going there without him? Or worse, going there at all? 
 
    She was committed now, going no matter what, but that didn’t help her uncertainty about Wyatt. She loved him so much, yet she had these needs she could not contain any longer. How could she feed them both at the same time? 
 
    Up till now, they had merged the two conflicting needs through the cuckold approach, where he helped her at the beginning, then took her back at the end, but this was way past that. She was going with her friend to be fucked by someone on another level than she had ever experienced. The stories that Skylar told were nothing short of scary, yet Wyatt was nowhere to be found. She was going there on her own. 
 
    The car pulled up in front of Skylar’s place, who was waiting on the curb, getting in, the two women hugging as the car pulled away. 
 
    “Are you ready?” Skylar asked. 
 
    “I have been near crying almost all the way here,” she said. 
 
    “I know… going without Wyatt… Hard.” 
 
    “Do you think I’m doing the right thing?” 
 
    “Yes, I do. This was his choice, Nikki. He could have come. But denying you this experience was just not in his nature. He wanted you to have it, but did not want to leave a mark on himself because of what he saw. Let this stuff go,” she said. “Give him what he wanted… A very pleasurable experience you will never forget. Ok?” 
 
    Nikki just nodded her head, the uncertainty still flooding her emotions, but Skylar’s words helped her move on, find a path. They pulled up to his house, then stepped out. It surprised Nikki to see he lived in a house, not an apartment. Single men do not have homes requiring a lot of maintenance and care. Rush was different. His home was not large, but neatly trimmed and in obviously good repair. He clearly cherished the place. 
 
    Skylar laughed when she saw her surprise. “Wait till you see the inside. He is into modern design. Very eclectic taste. You’ll see.” 
 
    They walked up the steps. At the landing, Skylar looked at Nikki. “I want to warn you about something. Rush is a kind of emotion-phobic. When this is all over, he pulls back, leaving you alone after the experience. There won’t be any hugging or emotional goodbyes. Some women have reacted badly to this feeling like it was a rejection. It’s not. Just his way. Be prepared.” 
 
    Nikki shook her head in understanding. Each examined the other to make sure they looked good, hugged, then hit the doorbell. 
 
    The door opened and Nikki’s mouth almost hit the ground. What stood in front of her was a mountain of a man. Mid six feet, at least, over 250 pounds. Skin like dark chocolate. This man was one of the finest specimens of the male gender she had ever seen. Handsome face, chiseled body, his long hair beaded into corn rows. He had on a loose-fitting silk shirt with slacks that hugged his trim hips. She could not see an ounce of fat anywhere on his body. The bulge that protruded from the front of his slacks made her blanch. He was not even hard yet! 
 
    Rush gave them a big smile, then waved his arm for them to come in. Once inside, he gave Skylar a passionate hug. They had been friends for many years. Then he turned to Nikki. “So, you the one Skylar been talking about. Works at the insurance biz.” 
 
    Nikki did not know what to say, just nodded yes. 
 
    “Good,” he said. “You come to play?” He stepped up to her, a single finger tracing up her bare arm, touching her skin as he moved to her face, his hand gripping her chin, to look in her eyes. “Ready for me to give you the pleasure?” 
 
    Nikki was trembling now, his touch bringing forward all the desire she had built-up over the last few weeks. She nodded her head again. 
 
    He turned toward Skylar, a big smile on his face. “She does talk, right?” 
 
    “Yes, I talk,” Nikki stuttered. 
 
    “Good… had me worried there. We gonna need to agree for the evening. When I ask a question, I prefer to hear your words, not try to interpret what the head shakes or nods may or may not mean. Work for you?” 
 
    Nikki started to nod her head, stopped mid-movement, smiling, then said “Yes, of course.” 
 
    Nikki looked around the room. Skylar was right. His home was something right out of a Scandinavian furniture showroom, with clean lines, subtle color shadings, even the curtains and lamps matched, though not exactly. There were shifts in texture and color which highlighted each piece, contrasting with the whole. Wonderful, she thought. 
 
    He noticed her looking around. “What you expect? Beer cans on coffee tables? Milk crates for cabinets?” 
 
    “No, nothing like that. Skylar warned me, but single men I have known seldom bring such taste to their dwellings. Very impressive texture and color choices.” 
 
    “Here’s the kicker,” Skylar laughed with her. “He didn’t hire a designer. Did this all himself.” 
 
    “Impressive indeed. Do you hire out?” Nikki laughed. During their entire conversation, he had not let loose of her face, their eyes continuing to stare. The moisture between Nikki’s legs was running down her leg. 
 
    “Nope. Just for me.” He dropped her chin with a flip. “Now, I want you to go to the middle of the room and take that lovely dress off. You will not be wearing clothing the rest of the time you are in my house.” 
 
    The time had come, Nikki thought nervously. No backing out now. She looked nervously at the windows. All external windows already had coverings that blocked the outside. He was prepared. 
 
    “No one will see you but us, fair Nikki. But we want to see ALL of you.” 
 
    She stepped into the middle of the room. Their eyes never left each other. Skylar might as well have left the room. They were in a mental dance of submission. She was giving herself to him… completely… utterly… The removal of clothing was just the first step in that surrender. 
 
    The short dress was one piece with only a small tie at the neck, no undergarments, of course. She reached back to loosen the bow, wiggling the thing up her body and off her shoulders, allowing it to drop to the floor. 
 
    He reached over to pick it up off the floor. “Sky, please hang that beautiful garment in the hall closet. We would not want it to be damaged.” 
 
    Then he turned his attention back to Nikki, walking over to kneel in front of her. Even kneeling, his head was above her shoulders. He reached down to touch her feet. “Let me take these shoes. Some guys like them in bed. I find them hard and pointy, don’t you?” 
 
    She did not answer as he lifted each foot, removing the shoe, giving it to Skylar for the closet. “There now. You look just as you should.” 
 
    His hands started tracing up from her feet, light strokes slowly finding her soft skin, moving behind her knees, then up her thighs, through her sex, where she openly gasped at his light flick on her clit, then one hand up her buttocks, the other moving across her mons, up her stomach. The two hands met in front, just below her breasts. 
 
    Nikki was already struggling to breathe with the sensual assault, goosebumps covering her entire body. He was touching her so lightly, she almost started giggling, but it was something more, something deeply erotic. He was awakening her skin for pleasure, drawing her last resistance out, to allow him complete control of every cell she had. 
 
    He suddenly gripped her breasts, one in each hand, the clench strong but light. He was pulling each breast toward him. She could not help leaning forward, offering them to his caress, as the nipples found resistance between those lovely fingers. They were already rigid, now sticking out like hard pebbles, pulsing at his touch. 
 
    Rush lowered his mouth to one after the other, suckling gently on each, while his hands firmly milked them upward. She felt like her sexual energy was being pulled out of her, offered to him for his pleasure. He was taking control of her in a way she could only have imagined before experiencing it. 
 
    Skylar had left the room. Nikki was on her own, as Rush seized her desire. “You a hot one, babe. You want to give yourself to Rush, to please me?” 
 
    “Yes… Yes…” 
 
    He stood suddenly, taking her in his arms, as his lips claimed hers, sweeping her entire body into his embrace. She had no resistance left, giving herself completely to his grasp. She had never felt such erotic fulfillment, such absolute pleasure, in giving herself to another man.

  

 
   
    23 / Sharing with Hubby 
 
    Skylar had walked into the kitchen to fix some drinks. She knew Nikki was in expert hands. This first part was always exciting for the hotwife, but she had seen them melt before. If Nikki wasn’t a motivated hotwife, she didn’t know who was. Nikki wanted this so badly, her nipples were threatening to pop off her body. She was happy her friend would have this opportunity for the total release Rush could give her. 
 
    She poured red wine for her, white for Nikki, water for Rush. Despite his having a full liquor cabinet, she had never seen him consume alcohol, even when they went to dinner. Maybe it was a religious thing, she thought, but had never asked. 
 
    Nikki appeared in the kitchen doorway, her face flush, staring at Skylar, Rush right behind her. The look on her face was priceless, like ‘what just happened?’ Skylar said nothing, just handed her the glass of wine. Nikki’s hands trembled as she reached for the glass, taking a light sip. Skylar nodded her head toward her, the eyes communicating a question: ‘you ok?’ Nikki nodded yes. 
 
    “The lovely Nikki looks ready for bed,” Rush said, picking up his water, nodding to Skylar his thanks. “You gonna join us, Sky?” 
 
    “I will, but you should start without me. I think Nik needs your special attention. I may watch later before joining. For now, she is all yours to use as you want.” 
 
    “Don’t know about that. I want a lot.” He winked at Sky from behind Nikki. This was part of their practiced routine, building the hotwife’s anticipation for more to come. 
 
    “And she wants to give it, don’t you Nik?” Skylar asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Nikki said, turning toward Rush, “anything you want. I offer myself totally to you.” 
 
    “Well, then…” he chuckled. “Finish up and we can get started.” 
 
    Nikki guzzled two large gulps, set the glass down, turning toward Rush. She said nothing, but her message was clear. He chuckled softly. “Then let’s go. Down the hall on the right. You go first. Lay in the middle of the bed, hands at your side, knees spread to offer me a full view of what you offer.” He patted her on the rear, “Now go.” 
 
    Nikki walked down the hall. She found the bedroom easily, got into the middle, spread herself as he requested. Skylar stayed behind at his hand signal. 
 
    “You weren’t kidding about this being a hot one, Sky. Normal sex, or should I be a little rougher? Your Nikki looks like she would enjoy that.” 
 
    “Yes, rougher. Definitely. When they play, her husband always takes her hard at the end, she screams with her pleasure. Slow to start but then build into hard and strong. She will scream her head off before the end.” 
 
    Rush smiled. “Sounds like fun. When are you joining?” 
 
    “Not sure if I am. We get a lot of skin-to-skin. I am inclined to let you take her for the entire session. Might join in at your first release… you know I like your taste… or maybe at the end, when you take it to her breasts while you hammer into her. I brought my strap-on. Thought we might take her to places she has never been. I want to watch her reaction to that. Otherwise, just take care of her. She is my best friend in the world. I want her to have the full Rush treatment.” 
 
    He nodded his head to her. “I’ll do right by the girl. Count on it,” stepping up to hug Skylar. “I’ll see you in a bit then.” He turned, walking toward the bedroom. “Oh wait, where is her phone? I want to send some pics to the hubby. Told him I would.” 
 
    Skylar walked into the closet, pulling her phone out of her clutch, handing it to Rush. 
 
    He had already setup the bedroom. Candles, silk sheets, lube on the nightstand, his custom playlist of soft early songs turning harder as the evening progresses. This girl will not know what hit her, he chuckled to himself as he walked into the room. 
 
    He said, “Put your hands under your butt, using your weight to press down on them. I do not want you to move them.” She did that, scooting her ankles closer to her butt to spread her knees as wide as possible. 
 
    He held up Nikki’s phone. “Give me your cell code. Gonna send some pics to hubby during the night, from your phone so only you and he have the pics. Understand?” 
 
    She gave it to him without hesitation. There she was on the bed, totally naked, knees spread wide, pink areolas with hard tips, already swollen with desire, her sex literally dripping with the moisture that has been pouring out of her, her hands firmly underneath. 
 
    He took three pics, her on the bed, then close ups of her sex and face. The face pic was priceless, he knew. She had been on the bed for only a few minutes, but the desire grew in her the entire time. Her face was flush with eyes simply aflame. No husband could miss that. He asked for his cell number, then sent them away. 
 
    [Nikki phone]: Sending pics as promised. She indisposed to send. I will do for her. 
 
    The reply came back in only moments. 
 
    [Wyatt]: She looks ready. Have fun. Looking forward to seeing more, with her in action. 
 
    [Nikki phone]: Will do. 
 
    Rush sat the phone within easy reach, then dropped onto the bed, his face buried in her welcoming sex. Nikki almost came off the bed as the sensations coursed into her. Every part of Rush was large, including his tongue. He drove the appendage deep inside, while flicking her clit with his thumb. 
 
    She was so keyed up. The first orgasm came only moments later, her body trapped under his massive head. She bucked against him as his tongue intensely tormented her sex. Nikki had not done any bondage before. This was her first orgasm, where she could not move under the pressure. This restraint amplified the power of even this first release. 
 
    Nikki’s breathing was already getting ragged as he pushed into her, trapped under his talented tongue. She was building to another powerful orgasm when he suddenly pulled back from her. 
 
    “Girl, you so sensitive. Not supposed to cum yet. I need to be more careful next time. You only supposed to cum when I want you to.” 
 
    He reached for her phone. “Let’s see if I can get this to work,” holding it for a selfie, then drove his tongue back inside. The sensations that had not gone away returned in a burst of pleasure. She was once again flopping against his face as she came, harder this time. All the while, Rush was holding the phone. This time with the video showing his tongue flicking inside her. Her cries of release clearly heard in the room. He sent the video. 
 
    [Nikki phone]: Her first of many more to come.  
 
    “That should get hubby focused, don’t you think?” He sat the phone down without waiting for a reply. Nikki could barely comprehend what he was saying after her second orgasm in a matter of minutes, but nodded her head. 
 
    Rush got up on the bed, used his hands to push hers out from under and spreading her legs. His rod was hard as steel. Nikki could not believe what she was seeing. She thought Hugh was big. This was a monstrous log of solid man-meat, easy 10 inches long and wide as her forearm. 
 
    He moved his knees under her legs, grabbing her ankles, pushing them back toward her head. She was bent almost in two. “Gonna need to work this in, though I have been told you have had some large cocks before. True?” 
 
    Nikki did not reply as he positioned the head against her opening, swiping for some moisture. She was dripping wet. No lube needed for this one, he thought, then pushed himself inside. She groaned at the spread of her opening. He popped the head inside, then let it sit as she squirmed, getting used to the size. 
 
    Then, he crept in deeper, giving an inch, pulling back, another inch, pulling back. By the time he was halfway there, she was panting. The remembered pleasure from Hugh grew more intense with this even larger rod. 
 
    By the time he was in 3/4, she had thrashed on him, the intense sensations taking control of her entire mind. He would not let up, as another inch followed every pullout. When he reached the back of her canal, he waited for a few moments, letting her body adjust. 
 
    With no more pullbacks, he slowly pushed forward. The screams coming out of Nikki were now becoming intense. Skylar had to come in to watch this part, grinning at her twisting on his rod. These were not cries of pain. Every step forward brought a surge of pleasure. 
 
    When he pushed in that last inch, Nikki let out a cry of release that took even Skylar by surprise. She had heard her cum with Hugh. This was something else. She was flopping on his rod, the pleasure a storm of explosions and fireworks. 
 
    But he was just getting started. He started slowly, moving in and out at a measured pace. Soon, he was pushing harder, until he was pounding into her like a pile driver. Her orgasms were now coming in clumps, hard, continuous. She could hardly breathe at what she was feeling. 
 
    Nikki didn’t know this, but along the way, he had reached over for the phone, taking a video of her string of releases, sending them to Wyatt in 30 second clips. 
 
    For Nikki, the world had compressed into a few inches down below. The music had suddenly gotten harder, a driving rock beat that he used to time his thrusts. She was only alive in this time and place. Nothing else mattered. She gave herself completely to the sensations, each orgasm pushing her higher and stronger.

  

 
   
    24 / Total Release 
 
    Rush suddenly pulled out of her at a gasp of frustration from Nikki. He gripped her hips, spinning her round, up on her knees, using his hand to push her face down on the mattress. He totally exposed her sex, driving himself back inside. 
 
    He wanted to push harder, handing the phone to Skylar. ‘Keep it running,’ he mouthed to her. 
 
    The easy round was now over. His tender plunges of before became jackhammers, pushing into her over and over. Video after video captured the scene. Her ass in the air, her cries of pleasure, his hammering into her. 
 
    Nikki came apart underneath him, writhing, unable to control the flood of pleasure coursing through her. She cried out with the constant orgasms, her head flopping back and forth. Finally, he could not hold back any longer, pushing himself as deep as possible, then holding himself still as his release shot inside her. 
 
    He had held off cumming all week for this moment. He burst inside her, rope after rope of semen blasting her canal. Nikki’s head came off the bed again with the sensations, crying out with an orgasm that felt like her insides were on fire. She could feel the warmth of his goo coating her walls. “Oh, my god… yes… yes…” 
 
    Rush looked at Skylar. ‘You doin’ it?’ he mouthed to her. She said yes, as Rush suddenly pulled his rod out. They waited a moment as the sheer volume of his spunk worked its way back through the open passage. As the first white droplet appeared, Skylar drove her face into Nikki, licking at the white cream, sucking as much into her mouth as she could, flicking her tongue across her clit with each plunge. 
 
    Nikki exploded again, her head whipping uncontrollably, the orgasm like none before it. Skylar drove her tongue into her repeatedly, scooping for every drop. 
 
    Rush reached over for the phone, then pulled her thong down, his finger finding Skylar’s sex, rubbing as she drank. The phone video on for the whole thing. 
 
    Now Skylar’s own orgasm took her, the pleasure of his thrusting finger now matching the joy of her thirst. 
 
    That was all they could take. Nikki and Skylar fell to the bed, breathing shallow and ragged. Skylar had done this many times with Rush, but for Nikki, she had never had such an intense sexual experience. Her mind was still reeling from the constant cumming. Then that last. Even in her current state, she recognized Skylar’s tongue inside her. Having that cum pulled out of her was as good as the original blast. 
 
    Nikki rolled over to look at Skylar. The white cream covered her face as she looked up at her friend. Skylar moved up beside Nikki, using her fingers to scoop the white cream off her face, feeding it to Nikki. She did this until Nikki began licking all that remained. Rush was videoing the entire thing, sending these clips to hubby as soon as the system would allow another send. 
 
    “Hey, girls,” he said to them. “Aren’t you forgetting something?” He stood next to the bed without saying another word. Nikki could barely raise her head, but both knew what he wanted. They pushed themselves onto their hands and knees, crawling toward him. His cock had gone down considerably, but was still half hard. 
 
    The two women began licking on it, getting every bit of liquid they could find, looking up at Rush as they scooped. He massaged their heads in his enormous hands, thanking them. 
 
    Neither seemed ready to stop, so he pulled back. “Ok, my loves. Enough. Let’s take a break. This has been a good first round. Let’s grab a bite.” 
 
    Nikki collapsed on the bed, pulling Skylar into her arms. First round, she thought to herself. Holy shit! Rush walked out of the room, telling them to come out to the kitchen when they were ready. 
 
    On the way to the kitchen, he looked at the videos and pics. Wyatt had never replied. 
 
    Rush reached into the refrigerator for a fruit, cheese, and meat tray he had placed there, taking the covering off, setting on the cabinet, refreshing their wine glasses. 10 minutes later, the two friends came walking out, arm in arm. Skylar still fully dressed, Nikki naked. She wasn’t even sure where her clothes were. Rush had put on a thin black robe on his way out of the bedroom. 
 
    “Need to eat something,” he laughed. “Going to need your energy to pull another load out of me. The second get is hard.” 
 
    Nikki wasn’t sure what he meant by that, but shook her head about eating. She was famished, grabbing a piece of cheese and a slice of apple. She glanced over at the kitchen clock. They had been in there for nearly two hours!  
 
    “Enjoy yourself?” Rush asked Nikki, his mischievous tone telling he already knew the answer. 
 
    “Not sure even how to address what just happened,” Nikki said. “So intense. I have never had such a total release of sexual energy.” 
 
    “Glad you did,” he said, “but that was not the best. Yet to come.” 
 
    Nikki looked at both. “What could top that?” 
 
    Skylar shook her head, acknowledging the truth of his statement. Nikki looked at her friend like she must be out of her mind. Skylar just smiled, the sparkle in her eyes telling her ‘You’ll see’. 
 
    They chatted for a while, letting their bodies recover from the constant stimulation. The wine helped with that. But Rush was ready for another round. 
 
    “Nikki, I am going to go back into the bedroom. When you are ready, come back there. I want you to suck me till I’m hard again, then I’ll take you the rest of the way.” He did not wait for a reply, or any acknowledgment from her, just walked out. 
 
    Nikki looked at Skylar. “What’s next?” 
 
    “Pleasure and pain… The combination of the two is almost beyond belief. You will love this.” 
 
    “I have never been into pain, Sky.” 
 
    “You can tell him to stop. I predict you won’t.”

  

 
   
    25 / Pleasure and Pain 
 
    Rush was lying on his back when Nikki entered the room. Skylar had stayed in the kitchen, telling Nikki she had to face this one alone. Rush had been stroking himself, was already 3/4 hard. He just held it straight up without further comment. 
 
    Nikki knew what to do as she crawled up on the bed, grasping the monster. She couldn’t even get her hand around it; the girth was so wide. She took over the stroking. 
 
    “Lick first, then swallow,” he instructed. 
 
    She knew there was no way that was going into her mouth, but she started licking his balls, gradually moving to his shaft. His balls were even heavenly, she thought, shaped like Easter eggs hanging inside a basket of velvety skin. She pulled one into her mouth, gently sucking, then moved to the other. In-between, she pulled them away from his body, something Wyatt really enjoys. Rush gave her the needed moan of approval. I guess he likes it too; she laughed to herself. 
 
    Licking her way to the top, Nikki came up to the head, looking at his large mushroom. Even not fully hard, she thought it was wider than her mouth, but she opened as wide as she could, tried to take it in. She barely got the head past her lips, plus a couple more inches. 
 
    She tried to change positions a couple times to make the passage easier, but never got over three inches down. Rush hollered for Skylar to come in. Once she appeared, he told her to show Nikki how it’s done. Skylar looked at Nikki struggling, came onto the bed. 
 
    “Relax the back of the throat. There is plenty of room, just need to let it pass.” 
 
    “It’s just too big.” 
 
    “Not really,” Skylar replied, positioning herself above, spitting on the head, rubbing the spittle down the shaft. She then opened and moved all the way to the base in one descent. Nikki gulped as the shape of his cock became clearly visible down her throat. 
 
    Skylar glanced around the shaft, laughing at the look on Nikki’s face. Sky knew she had done this many times, for cocks just as big as Rush, but Nikki had only done Hugh. All she lacked was technique and confidence. Skylar did not want to wait, beginning a steady up and down movement to arouse her friend again. It did not take long before she felt him harden. 
 
    “Your turn,” she said, handing him back to Nikki. 
 
    Nikki approached him, thought about it, then tried to emulate what Skylar had done. With all the handling, Rush was now fully hard, and even bigger. She got him over halfway, but that was as far as she could get. 
 
    “You will need some practice,” he laughed. “Next time, we will focus on oral for most of the session.” Next time? Nikki thought to herself. We are going to do this more than once? I thought he didn’t do that. Then, a sudden fear gripped her chest. She wanted that badly, but Wyatt would never agree. 
 
    Rush grabbed her hair roughly, pulling her up to his face. She was grimacing at the treatment, but noticed it made her sex tingle. He pushed his fingers inside her, flicking the clit with his thumb, making sure she was wet. She was soaked, her arousal dripping from her. All that sucking had done the job. 
 
    “Time to use my cock for what God intended…” he laughed, “…for your pleasure.” He released her hair, pulling her up on his chest, her sex poised above his shaft. “Use that as you desire. I will lay still until you done. Then we can get really involved.” 
 
    Her breath was trembling again as she grasped the shaft, guiding it to her opening. She moistened it a bit, then edged herself down. God, she loved that feeling, she thought, so full, so fine. There was no pumping back and forth this time, just a slow descent to bliss. 
 
    She could feel her arousal stepping up a level with every inch she took inside. She reached that maximum point of before, feeling that giving inside herself and then the surge of pleasure. “Oh my god…” she cried out, slamming herself down all the way. 
 
    Once he was inside her, she worked him in and out, turning her attention to the man. Her lips found his as her arms wrapped around him as wide as they would go. He pulled her down hard on his mouth, his tongue finding hers. His kiss took her very soul in its grasp as she continued pumping herself on his shaft. 
 
    The combination of pleasure and passion took her off every chart she had ever known possible, her heart pounding with the need for more. She abruptly felt a surge inside as an orgasm surprised her with its power, pushing up as she continued pounding herself down. 
 
    That was just the start. This combination was like a drug she had never taken before. Climax after climax took her body as his passion took her mind. She buried herself inside him, wondering how far down she could go, wanting as deep as possible. All time stood still as she fed on his power, the power leaving her wanting only more… 
 
    After a climax that felt like it would rip her body apart, as she flopped on top of him, he pushed her torso away from his, telling her to use her arms to support her body. When she positioned herself, his hands came up to her breasts. He was gentle at first, pulling on her now hyper-sensitive nipples, milking her cones away from her body. 
 
    Then he moved his cock on his own, no longer lying still. These were quick pops, with a slight rotation, moving his cock inside her. She gasped with the feeling inside her, so deep. She cried out. 
 
    “Like that, didn’t you, my lovely Nikki? Now comes the real fun.” 
 
    His gentle pulling on the nipples became stronger as his thrusting and quick pops became powerful thrusts. Soon, as he was yanking her breasts, slapping them, pulling the nipples with twists of his wrist. Nikki was trembling as her next release exploded. She was seeing stars as she felt the wave take her. 
 
    His treatment of her breasts was really hurting when she felt movement on the bed and a cool liquid on her rear bud. She turned to see Skylar on her knees behind her, one of her larger strap-ons firmly in place. Rush released a breast, turning her head back to him, away from Skylar. 
 
    The pressure on her backside was now becoming intense as Skylar used fingers to stretch her, then pushed the head of the dildo inside. With each inch of depth, Rush pinched and pulled even harder. The combination of the pain on her chest and then behind had her quivering. 
 
    The sensations caught her completely by surprise, with no past reference to contain. Soon, Skylar and Rush developed a rhythm as they both pounded into her openings down below while Rush continued the abuse of her breasts above. 
 
    Nikki screamed out with the pressure, every fiber of her being now shuddering with the power of the pleasure and pain, in equal measure. She shivered as the release built, then came so hard it was as if an earthquake had struck her. And a major quake it was. The orgasm went on and on, as she gave herself to the flow, no longer taking part, just accepting. 
 
    That was the last thing she remembered. She collapsed on top of Rush, dead to the world. When she came back a few moments later, she was lying on the bed, Skylar cuddling on one side, Rush on the other. 
 
    “What happened?” she asked groggily. Her vision was clearing. 
 
    “You came,” Skylar giggled. 
 
    “Oh god… so powerful. Is that what you meant by pleasure/pain?” 
 
    “Told you. Didn’t ask to stop, did you?” 
 
    “My body wouldn’t have allowed me to.” Nikki was laughing now, her body shuddering at the memory of the release. She had never felt anything like that before. “Can we do that again?” 
 
    “Not this time, babe,” Rush said. “Your body could not take it. Look at your nips.” 
 
    She looked down. They were red and swollen, likely deeply bruised by tomorrow. 
 
    “I did not know it would be like that, so powerful.” She looked at Skylar suddenly. “I am so glad Wyatt didn’t come. He would not have reacted well to your doing that to my breasts. He is quite partial to them.” 
 
    Rush was getting up. “Time for you to go home. Hubby told me overnights not allowed.” 
 
    “What time is it?” Nikki asked. 
 
    “Not sure, but gotta be near 1 o’clock,” he said.  
 
    Shit… they had been doing this for over four hours. Suddenly, she felt every one of those minutes. Not just in the soreness of her chest, but in the stretched muscles of the positions and the constant cumming. 
 
    Skylar got up, helping Nikki to sit on the edge of the bed, then left the room. Sitting was hard for her. She felt wobbly, her head spinning. Skylar returned with her clothes in hand. When she was able, Nikki stood and pulled the dress over her shoulders, wincing as the scrape across her nipples sent shards of pain through her torso. 
 
    Rush was already in the bathroom, washing himself. He leaned out, thanking her for the fun time, then turned back to the sink. I guess he’s finished, Nikki thought. No kisses or hugs goodbye? Jesus, after all that? 
 
    She turned to walk toward him, but Skylar took an arm, guiding her toward the door. 
 
    “I have already arranged for the Uber. Should be here any minute,” Skylar said, waving to Rush on their way out of the bedroom. 
 
    Suddenly, Nikki had this terrible feeling inside. Shame washed through her. He finished him with her, so made her do a walk of shame as she left the building. He didn’t even care enough to watch her leave. After what they had done? 
 
    Then an equally strong panic came on. Will he be willing to do this again? I need him to do this to me another time. She wanted it over and over, could not live without it. 
 
    “Skylar, I need to talk to him. When can we do this again? I must talk to him.” She was pulling on Skylar’s hand, tugging her toward the door, the sudden panic of need filling her. 
 
    “Warned you what he was like. Need to let him go. As to doing it again, the answer is maybe…” was all Skylar could say. 
 
    When they got in the car, Nikki was in almost complete panic as Skylar tried to stroke her to calm. “He sometimes agrees to do a second session, but rarely. He really liked it with you. Might be willing. But he never talks to the hotwives after the play is over… why he usually insists the husband be there. Not an emotional guy, that one.” 
 
    Nikki sobbed in her seat. The driver turning around asking if she needed assistance. No, Skylar told him, just needs to go home.
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    26 / Being Alone 
 
    After the game, Leo and Wyatt went out for ice cream. They had a fun evening. He was proud of the way Leo was growing up. He could see so much of himself in the boy, yet the good qualities seemed to be the strongest. 
 
    Leo worked hard at his soccer, was a good teammate, seemed to like school better than Wyatt ever had, and was an intellectually curious kid, always asking questions about how things worked. 
 
    His questions about where his mother was tonight were hard to answer. ‘Out with your Aunt Skylar’ is what he told him. Hard to explain to a nearly 11-year-old that his mother has gone out to get fucked by a total stranger with an enormous dick. 
 
    Wyatt let him stay up a little later than usual, but he was still in bed by 10. That left Wyatt for hours by himself to think about what was happening. Not a welcome prospect, he thought. He went into the bedroom, changed into some gym shorts and a t-shirt, grabbing his robe. He was likely in for a long night. 
 
    He was in his office; the door locked just in case he needed to stroke himself, when the first text and pics came. Holy shit! There she was, lying in the middle of an enormous bed, her legs spread in welcome. He could already see the glistening of moisture between her legs. And the look on that closeup of her face? 
 
    Wyatt’s heart was thumping hard. Why did I allow this?! Too late for that now. He just replied: 
 
    [Wyatt]: She looks ready. Have fun. Looking forward to seeing more, with her in action. 
 
    Seeing more? Jesus, Wyatt, you have gone out of your fucking mind to allow this to go on. You know she will never be the same. 
 
    Every few minutes after that, a new pic or video would appear. Rush’s tongue inside her, screams of release over and over, Rush’s huge log pounding away to blissful groans and whimpers. He decided not to reply anymore, but the videos sent him into darker places with every arrival. 
 
    His own cock was hard as stone. Despite all the mixed feelings, his cuckold response was still there. He loved having her pleasured in this way. He pulled his shorts down, pulling his cock out, began stroking it. He replayed the video of her snatch in the air, cries of her powerful releases filling the air. Skylar must have been holding the camera because both of Rush’s hands were on Nikki’s hips, pushing himself harder. 
 
    He pulled his clothes off completely, whipping his shaft furiously. He was so aroused he could not contain it any longer. His ropes of white pearls flew up high on his torso. How sick am I that I get so crazed by watching my own Nikki give herself to another man? 
 
    The web of choices that got them to this point were suddenly stark in what they meant for the future. Skylar had been right, he thought. This was something on another level. Advanced hotwifing, she had called it. 
 
    Nikki’s screams of pleasure scorched his mind. She had never done anything like that before, even as Hugh took her so many times. The video caught images of her face in total bliss, her eyes glassy with a blank stare he barely recognized. He knew in his very bones that this guy was going deep inside his wife, both physically and psychologically. 
 
    There was a long gap before the next round of pics and videos. He suddenly wished he had not requested Rush to send them. Each arrival made his heart pound with both anticipation and dread. This time, she was on top. Skylar was holding the camera, so he got a closeup of her vaginal lips swallowing his immense man-meat. He could tell by her hip movements that Rush was just lying on the bed. This was all Nikki. 
 
    The next video clip was from the side. Nikki was screaming in release after release, but he got a close look at her head. They were in a passionate embrace as her hips continued moving below. He had been in this position with Nikki before, recognized she had given herself completely. Their lips were not just touching but consuming each other. 
 
    Wyatt sat his phone down, turning the screen off, and started to cry. He couldn’t look at them anymore, despite the constant ping of new arrivals. He knew his wife would never be the same. They nearly broke up over him not wanting to play with Hugh any longer. 
 
    His heart cried out, knowing she would want to go back to Rush as often as she could. According to Skylar, he did not allow many repeats, but he suddenly understood why the other wife had gone to another man. It was the closest she could get. 
 
    He walked into the kitchen, pouring himself a tall Scotch. The life that he had known was now over. He knew it in his bones. The post-Rush world was about to begin. He did not know what that meant for them, but the tears would not stop as he kept drinking. By the time he heard the front door open, he could barely stand.

  

 
   
    27 / Coming Home 
 
    Despite the driver’s obvious discomfort, Skylar just let her cry. It was more costly, but she had the driver take Nikki home first, then her. This gave her 35 minutes to get Nikki settled down before she had to face Wyatt. 
 
    The crying slowed after only a few more minutes. Nikki looked up at Skylar. “You tried to warn me, how strong he was, how different. I wouldn’t listen. It feels like something has ripped my insides apart. Sky, I can’t figure out which is worse. That I had to leave there, or that he threw me out.” 
 
    “I know… I know… I had the same experience, remember? He threw me out in the same way. Just his nature.” 
 
    “I need to go back to him! The desire is eating at me.” 
 
    “It will decline a little, over time, my friend, but that never goes away. Sorry.” 
 
    “Oh my god! What am I going to say to Wyatt?” 
 
    “There won’t be much of a surprise. He has been getting pics and video almost all night.” 
 
    Nikki blanched. “All night? Even at the end when I was on top, kissing him?” 
 
    “Yes… all night.” 
 
    “I was busy at the end… with the strap-on… no video. That will have to remain a secret or words only. The nipples will be… self-evident? No getting around that.” 
 
    “Sky, I am so ashamed. I gave myself to him in the end. Everything I was. He took control of me, and I gladly gave it. Even now, I want to give it to him again. How could I betray Wyatt like that?” 
 
    Skylar said nothing, just shook her head in understanding. 
 
    “What am I going to say to him if he asks me whether I want to do it again?” 
 
    “The truth always works… but I would try to hold off that discussion until tomorrow. The need will be extraordinarily strong tonight, less so in the morning. You’ll see. Might be safer to discuss in the morning.” 
 
    They pulled up to Nikki’s house. She got out, tried to rearrange her dress like it was earlier in the evening, but it was no use. The strap undone, the middle section wrinkled, her hair completely askew. She looked like he had fucked her. No getting around that. 
 
    Skylar came around, gave her a hug. “Just be honest with him. He needs to feel you are being truthful, or the rest won’t matter.” 
 
    “But how do I tell him how strongly I want to go back again? It will break his heart.” 
 
    “Probably… but the truth has its own power. Hiding will not work either. Now get,” Skylar said, lightly tapping her on the rear. “Your man awaits.” 
 
    Nikki walked toward the house. Her heels were not all that high, but she still felt unstable as she walked up the steps to the front door. She felt like a major change was coming and dreaded the answer. 
 
    When she walked in the door, the house was quiet. There were lights on, but no activity. She looked at the clock in the hall. It was nearly 2 in the morning. Then she heard a noise from his office down the hall. 
 
    Suddenly, the door opened. Wyatt walked out. His robe was half on, otherwise he was naked. My god, she realized with a start; he was blasted! She hadn’t seen him this drunk since the night they celebrated his first store opening. That was 15 years ago. 
 
    “Well, my little slut, how was the big guy?” His words were so slurred she could barely understand what he was saying. 
 
    Nikki rushed up to him, gripping his side, trying to stabilize him. It looked like he was going to fall over. She was way too small to get him off the ground if he did, so she guided him to a bar stool in the kitchen. He tried to get back up, reaching for the liquor cabinet. Nikki gently pushed him back onto the stool. 
 
    “Well?” he said again. “Got the big dick out of your system?” 
 
    All her memories of the night… that had so galvanized her very soul… suddenly took on a new perspective as she looked at her husband. He had received the videos, while all by himself, looking at his wife being taken apart. She was to blame for his condition. Tears formed in her eyes. What have I done to my beloved? 
 
    Her hand touched something sticking on his chest as she wrapped her arms around him. It was cum. The goo was all over his front. 
 
    “Yes, loved it,” she said, trying to be responsive but not really knowing where to take the conversation. She wanted to get him upstairs without making so much noise she woke Leo. “Let’s go up to the bedroom, we can talk there.” 
 
    “Nonsense,” he yelled out. “I want to pound you on the kitchen table,” standing abruptly. That was all it took as he fell abruptly to the floor, hitting his head on the counter on the way down. Nikki shrieked at the loud noise of the impact and the thud of his collapse. 
 
    She looked down at him, examining the wound. He was going to have a big lump there in the morning, but it did not seem serious. No skin broken. What was serious was her inability to get him off the floor, into their room. She was going to have to wake Leo for help. She wrapped Wyatt’s robe around him as best she could. There was no way to hide he was naked under the robe. She ran upstairs to put her own robe over the cocktail dress, ran a brush through her hair, then walked into Leo’s room, calling his name. 
 
    “Leo, wake up. I need your help. Your father has fallen in the kitchen. You need to help me get him up to our bedroom.” 
 
    Leo was still groggy from the sleep but focused on her. “Where were you all night?” 
 
    “I was out with Skylar. Your father has had too much to drink. I cannot get him to our room. Can you help?” 
 
    They walked downstairs. Leo had never seen his father like this before, splayed on the floor, his face red with drink. “What happened to him?” he asked. 
 
    “This happens when you have too much alcohol to drink, Leo. You lose control of your body. Not a good thing. Your dad is not much of a drinker. He didn’t realize how much he had consumed. He’ll be ok, we just need to get him into bed.” 
 
    They shook him, touching his face, until he came to, looking at the two of them standing over him. He struggled to get up, but kept falling back. Nikki told Leo to get on the other side, supporting him. Then she pulled on his arm, helping Wyatt get to his feet, even if still wobbling as he stood. 
 
    They held him on each side as they walked up the stairs. He stumbled on one step, going down hard on his knees, but they could get him back up, eventually finding the way to the bedroom, flopping down on the bed. 
 
    Nikki walked her son back to his room. The look of confusion on his face was frightening to her. He had never seen his father like this, so helpless, so out of control. Her own part in putting him in that position was now eating at her as tears formed in her eyes. 
 
    “He will be fine,” she assured him. “Drinking causes people to do weird things, like falling down. Ok? He will have a headache in the morning, then be back to his regular self afterward. Now, get back to sleep. Aren’t you supposed to be going over to Tommy’s tomorrow morning?” 
 
    He shook his head yes and dropped back to sleep. God, she wished she could get to sleep as easily as a child; she thought. Her head turned toward her own room. She wondered if she would be welcomed in that room ever again. 
 
    She walked back, staring down at her husband on their bed, still half-dressed, snoring loudly with the drink. She locked the door behind her, then took her clothes off, worked the robe off Wyatt’s shoulders, then turned him over to his side of the bed. She crawled in next to him, cuddling close. Tears were streaming down her face. My poor Wyatt, she thought as she fell asleep herself. What have I done to us?

  

 
   
    28 / The New World 
 
    She woke the next morning to noises in their bathroom. She looked at the clock. It was already 8:30. She covered her nipples, then poked her head up. Wyatt noticed the movement.  
 
    “Sorry, didn’t mean to wake you. Where’s our Motrin? I have a hangover for the ages. Can’t believe I drank that much last night.” 
 
    “Try the bottom drawer left of your sink. Should be a big bottle.” 
 
    He reached over, finding the container, popping a few in his mouth, then came back to bed, sitting on the edge near her. Nikki could see he had already washed the cum residue off his front. 
 
    “What time did you get back last night? I barely remember getting into bed. Did Leo really have to help?” She knew the pain he was feeling was more than a hangover. He was avoiding her eyes as they talked, looking at his hands, around the room. 
 
    “About 2, I think.” 
 
    “Looked like you had a good time.” The coldness in his voice shook her. 
 
    “I did…” She reached over to touch his side. “I am so sorry, my love. I don’t mean to hurt you with these desires.” 
 
    “No, you’re right. As far as I can see, I’m not involved at all anymore.” The sorrow in his voice and on his face broke her heart. 
 
    He got up, resignation in every movement of his body, walking to the closet, getting dressed. “Leo has to be at Tommy’s at 9. I have asked Fred if he would drive them to the soccer clinic. I’ll come back. We can talk then.” 
 
    Just before he walked out the door, he turned back toward her, shaking his head in disgust. “You better put some ice on those nipples if you want the swelling to go down. Jesus, Nik…” Then walked out, shutting the door behind him, yelling for Leo to hurry. 
 
    A half-hour later, he returned to find Nikki in the kitchen, coffee in the pot. She had gotten up, taken a quick shower to clean any evidence of Rush from her, and put on a robe. Wyatt was right. Her nipples were sore, red, and inflamed. 
 
    She tried putting some ice on them, but that just made them hurt more, so she stayed nude under the robe. She found body butter, spread them around her areolas, hoping that would speed the recovery. Luckily, the soft bathrobe was big on her frame. If she held it just right, she could keep the material off her nipples. They were just going to heal on their own. 
 
    He looked at her, freshly showered and beautiful as always. “What was the deal with the nipples? He try to rip them off?” 
 
    “We can talk about what happened in as much detail as you like, my love, but don’t you think we should concentrate on us first? About why you got so drunk last night?” 
 
    “What’s confusing about my getting drunk? I saw my wife giving herself to another man. And I don’t mean watched her get fucked. You GAVE yourself to that man. They sent video after video, Nik. I might as well have been there.” His eyes were already red with tears that had been flowing all morning, the sorrow so deep Nikki was feeling it from across the room. 
 
    Then he looked at her. His visage suddenly hard and remorseless. “You’re not really with me anymore… are you, Nik? You belong to him. I could see it in your eyes, in your touch. Phone camera clarity is amazing now days.” 
 
    This last joke was to lighten the harshness of his words, but nothing could soften what he was saying, or what she was feeling. She bowed her head in an unspoken acknowledgment. Yes, I am his. 
 
    She knew in her heart that everything he said was true. Something fundamental had happened last night. She was not the same person who walked out in that gold dress… the gold dress that he had purchased for her. 
 
    “He was a very intense man. I can’t explain what happened. He pulled me into him somehow. By the end of the night, I would have done anything for him.” 
 
    “Looks like you did…” 
 
    “Is that what this is going to be, Wyatt, you asking questions, then throwing hateful barbs at me? If so, then we should put this off until you can have a reasonable discussion with me.” 
 
    “Reasonable? Fuck… you must be kidding. What was reasonable about last night? It turned me on, it always does. You had to see the cum all over me. I must have beat off three or four times watching those videos. I didn’t even take time to wipe it off, before pumping again.” 
 
    He walked over pouring himself a cup of coffee, trying as best he could not to touch Nikki, before continuing. “This morning, all I feel is disgust at myself. For my perversion that allowed it to happen, for the fact that you needed it so much, and because we let this poison into our home by our own choice.” 
 
    His tears were now flowing fully, the sobs of his sorrow shaking in his chest. He sat down on the kitchen chair, burying his head in his hands. Nikki came over to hold him in her arms. He pushed her away violently as she stumbled backward. 
 
    “DON’T TOUCH ME! You lost that right last night. You belong to him now, remember?” he yelled at her, his tears now like she had never seen in him before, losing his beloved eating into him. 
 
    She sat at the same table, her own tears now following her husbands. What have I done? Everything great in my life… everything… I have thrown away for a big dick. Just what I said I would never do. Wyatt had warned from the beginning that emotions have a way of deciding what direction they want to go. And here we are, my desire to feel Rush again obsessing me as I watch my beloved husband… the love of my life… cry about the loss of the love we once had. 
 
    Nikki knew words would not help now. Only time. She got up, walked out of the kitchen, her husband’s heaving cries haunting her as she walked back into their bedroom. She hoped he would eventually follow.

  

 
   
    29 / Recovery 
 
    A little later, she heard the door close and his car start-up. Her own sobs now rang through the house. She loved the things that Rush made her feel, but to the destruction of her very soul and the family she loved? How can she be willing to pay such a price? 
 
    She crawled into bed, tears still streaming onto the pillow. She laid on her side because her nipples were too sore to put pressure on them, eventually falling asleep. Rush filled her dreams… her on top of him… he slamming into her… their kisses riveting her very soul… the orgasms shaking her body. 
 
    When Nikki woke, it was nearly noon. She put another round of cream on her nipples, then dressed in the thinnest bra she had. The nipples still hurt, but she could already tell the swelling was going down. 
 
    That sleep was just what she needed. The rest had cleansed her soul. She was suddenly sure of what she needed to do. She loved the play, and she really loved what Rush made her feel, but to throw Wyatt and Leo into the abyss for another go? Not a chance. Nothing was worth that. 
 
    She searched for her phone, sent Wyatt a text. 
 
    [Nikki]: Please come home, my love. 
 
    [Wyatt]: What home? Do I even have one anymore? 
 
    [Nikki]: Then tell me where you are. I will come to you. 
 
    [Wyatt]: Life used to be so simple.  
 
    [Nikki]: I know. Let’s make it simple again. 
 
    [Wyatt]: Too late for that. 
 
    [Nikki]: Please come home. We need to talk. 
 
    She waited, but no other reply came. She wasn’t sure if it was the right choice, but she knew where he was. His office. Wyatt’s Coffee was as much his life as her and Leo. He would feel safe there and should be deserted on the weekend. Leo was not coming back from the soccer clinic until around 4. They would have time to talk. 
 
    Nikki put on a soft outfit to protect her nipples. Sweatpants, sweater, Converse sneakers. Nothing sexual. The thing she used to wear all the time, especially when it was cold outside, like today. This was as far away from the gold dress as she could get. 
 
    She had to rummage around drawers to find the key to the building, then took off. She fought back tears all the way there, hoping she could find the words to bring him back to her. 
 
    Thankfully, his SUV was out in front. He was there. She could see a light on in his office. As quietly as she could, she unlocked the front door, then walked toward the back. She could hear her husband on the speakerphone, yelling, as she tried to stand on the side without his noticing. 
 
    “Jesus, did you really have to rip her nipples off?” 
 
    “All the bitches love that.” 
 
    “Really? Love that? She couldn’t get a top on this morning.” 
 
    “The pain drives the pleasure. That was when she really let go, gave herself to the flow. Her orgasm about ripped her body apart. So fine.” 
 
    “Is that what it’s going to be like every time?” 
 
    “Sure. It’s my way.” 
 
    Wyatt did not respond, just hit the disconnect button. Nikki could hear him cussing, ‘god damn him. That son of a bitch. How could he do that to her and not even care?’ 
 
    That’s when she stepped into the doorway of his office, Wyatt noticing her for the first time. “How long have you been standing there?” 
 
    “Long enough to hear your conversation with Rush.” 
 
    Wyatt was embarrassed now, not wanting her to see how much he still loved her. “Well… you heard it then. You can expect to be treated like that every time. The bitches apparently love it.” 
 
    “There won’t be a next time, Wyatt.” 
 
    That stopped his ranting as he turned suddenly to her. “What?” 
 
    “I won’t be going back to him.” The firmness of her delivery, the tone. This was a decision she had already made. 
 
    “I thought you loved it.” 
 
    “I did. He is a powerful lover, pulls you into him like some kind of magnet. If I went back again, he would own me forever.” Then she looked straight at Wyatt with absolute certainty in every word. “I already have an owner. Not looking to change.” 
 
    The words shook him, tears suddenly coming into his eyes again. “You mean that…” 
 
    She walked up to him, their embrace now cementing the love they have always felt. “I belong to you, my love. With all my heart.” She could feel his shuddering of emotions as she wrapped her arms around him. 
 
    Without even looking up, she talked. “Remember when we first started doing this so long ago. I told you that no big dick could ever replace you in my life. I meant it then and mean it now. Rush… took me to places I have never been, but I don’t want to stay there… it was just a visit… and a temporary one at that. Here is where I want to stay. With you. With Leo. Please take me back.” 
 
    “Girl, you drive me crazy. But I could never push you out of my life. You ARE my life.” 
 
    “I like to play… really do… but for this, we can be thankful to Rush. I told you once I would leave you if you didn’t allow me to play. It was always a lie, but I needed Rush to teach me that. No matter how good the dick, I could never leave you. If we never play again, I’m good with that. If we do, that’s good too. Whatever we do, we do it together.”

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    Nikki never went back to Rush. They restarted outside play after a few months went by. Wyatt became her cuckold again as they added multiple partners to their play, even four guys in one session. But they always did it together. She even stopped going to Skylar on her own. 
 
    Skylar understood the change in her, even agreed with it, though she often expressed regret about their not being intimate any longer. She loved Nikki very much. 
 
    Her own relationship with Rush turned frosty after he turned abusive to a husband, after he started crying at what his wife was doing during their session. The wife reacted by lashing out at Rush, running to her spouse. Skylar walked out with the couple and never joined him in another session. 
 
    This whole incident did not impact Skylar much… at first. She continued to play outside as actively as before, but shortly after Nikki’s play with Rush, she had a quasi-reconciliation with Noah. They began to ‘date’ again. Noah understood she could never offer exclusivity, but she told him she loved him and that was good enough for him. A year later, they bought a house together. 
 
    Maybe it was just Skylar getting older and wanting to find love in her life. Maybe it was the pressure of constantly hunting for new partners. Nikki never really knew what changed her mind, but within a year, Skylar never again played without Noah present. She became as devoted to him as Nikki was to Wyatt… in her own way. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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