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Preface







This is a novella of nearly 14k words, set in the world of Emily and James Harrington from my ongoing trilogy "The Harringtons" – a couple recently living the hotwife lifestyle. 




This shorter story is placed at the end of book 2, and does not appear in the main trilogy at all – it's a stand-alone story for your enjoyment.

Enjoy, Chris Rider.




Mature Content Warning

This is an erotic romance novel intended for mature audiences (18+). It contains explicit sexual content, adult language, and themes of a sexual nature. While all sexual acts are consensual and sex-positive, readers should be aware of the following content.




- Detailed sexual encounters

- Group sexual activity

- Dominant/submissive themes

- Anal sex

- Ice play and light BDSM

- Exhibitionism

- Voyeurism

- Strong language

- Wife sharing/Hotwife scenarios

- References to past group encounters

- Professor/student power dynamics

- Explicit descriptions of oral sex


For my loving (hot) wife and her dedication to reading and editing my stories.  I will return the favour when you're ready to publish your own!





Chapter 1: The Arrangement

James Harrington stands in the doorway of their bedroom, loosening his tie as he watches his wife of now six years prepare for what she thinks is just an anniversary dinner. At thirty-two, he still sometimes wonders how an average bloke like him - middle-height, unremarkable brown hair, standard IT programmer - managed to land someone as stunning as Emily.

She's perched at her dressing table, applying mascara with practised precision, still in her work clothes from her IT support role at UCL. At thirty-one, Emily's transformation over the past few months has been remarkable. Her light brown hair falls in soft waves past her shoulders, and those captivating green eyes catch him looking at her in the mirror. She's grown more confident, more sensual - very different from the somewhat reserved woman she was just six months ago.

"You're hovering, darling," she says with a knowing smile, one that sends a shiver down his spine. That smile is new too - part of the changes that started the night she discovered his browser history. His carefully hidden collection of hotwife porn and erotica had led to the most honest and difficult conversation of their marriage.

"Just admiring the view," he replies, remembering how terrified he'd been that night. Instead of disgust or anger, Emily had shown curiosity. Then research. Then enthusiasm. Their vanilla marriage had transformed into something far more exciting - a proper stag and vixen relationship where he delights in watching her explore her sexuality with other men.

She stands, starting to unbutton her sensible work blouse. "Well, if you're going to watch..." She lets the blouse fall, revealing a black lace bra that makes her 36DD breasts look magnificent. James feels his cock stir, knowing what he has planned for later.

"Sometimes I still can't believe how lucky I am," he says, moving to sit on their bed. "Do you ever miss how we were before? The vanilla days?"

Emily laughs, a rich sound full of confidence as she steps out of her work skirt. "God no. I can't believe we waited so long to explore this lifestyle." She runs her hands down her curves, over the matching black lace knickers. "Though I do wonder what my colleagues at UCL would think if they knew their proper IT support technician was such a hotwife."

James grins, remembering her latest adventure - just last week she'd fucked one of their regular bulls in the back of his car while James filmed it for their growing collection. "I think Professor Matthews from your Uni days would be quite surprised at how his former student turned out."

He notices Emily stiffen slightly at the name, and files that reaction away for later. He already knows exactly why she responded that way, thanks to his careful planning.

"That was a different time," she says, reaching for her stockings. "I was quite wild at university before we met. Then I tried to be the perfect proper girlfriend." She looks at him through lowered lashes. "Thank god you showed me I could be both - your loving wife and a complete slut for other men."

If only you knew what I have planned for tonight, James thinks, watching her roll the silk stockings up her legs. Your past and present are about to collide in the most delicious way possible.

Emily reaches for the new dress laid out on the bed - a deep burgundy number he'd helped her choose last weekend. "The things you arrange for me now," she continues, stepping into the dress, "make my university adventures as a student seem tame. Remember last month at The Velvet Vault?"

James's cock hardens at the memory. He'd watched his wife take load after load that night, her body covered in cum as stranger after stranger wanked over her in a perverted celebration of her first role in a porn film. "That was quite the evening," he manages, his voice thick with arousal. "Though tonight is just about us. A proper anniversary celebration."

She turns, presenting her back for him to zip her up. "Six wonderful years," she says softly. "And the last six months have been the best yet. Who knew that finding your porn stash would lead to all this?"

His fingers tremble slightly as he pulls up the zip, remembering how he'd found her that night, sitting at his computer with his browser history open. Instead of the anger he'd feared, she'd been flushed with arousal, asking question after question about the hotwife lifestyle. Within weeks she'd posted her first tentative photos on the UK Hotwife Haven forum as LondonWifeEm, and things had escalated rapidly from there.

"You've taken to it all so naturally," he says, pressing a kiss to her neck. The scent of her perfume - Chanel, his Christmas gift - fills his nostrils. "The exhibitionism, the bulls, the club..." He slides his hands around her waist, pulling her back against him so she can feel his erection. "Sometimes I think you were always meant for this lifestyle."

Emily grinds back against him, a movement that's pure sex. "I just needed the right man to help me embrace it." She turns in his arms, running her fingers down his chest. "A husband secure enough to share me, to watch me being fucked by other men, to clean me up after..."

His cock throbs at her words. The way she can switch from elegant wife to wanton slut in seconds never fails to arouse him. "And tonight?" he asks, watching as she applies that deep red lipstick he'd specifically requested. "What do you think tonight holds?"

"Mmm, dinner at that posh hotel you've booked," she says, checking her appearance one final time. The dress hugs every curve, the neckline showing just enough cleavage to draw attention. "Then maybe we'll go to the club after? Find someone to help us celebrate properly?"

James smiles, thinking of the Sterling Suite key card in his pocket, of David Matthews waiting in the hotel bar, of all his careful planning. "Maybe," he says noncommittally. "Though I might have other surprises planned."

Emily slips on her heels - the five-inch ones that make her legs look endless. "James Harrington, what are you up to?"

"You'll see," he promises, offering his arm. "Shall we?"

As they head downstairs, James's heart races with anticipation. In just a few hours, his wife will come face to face with her former professor - the man whose strict authority had featured in so many of her university fantasies. And this time, there will be no holding back.

◆◆◆

The leather seats of the Uber are cool against James's back as Emily snuggles into his side, her perfume filling the confined space. As their driver navigates through the evening London traffic towards Mayfair, James's mind drifts back to two weeks ago, to the meeting that set tonight's events in motion...

. . .

The offices of Elite Encounters hadn't been what he'd expected. No garish signage or obvious hints at their true business - just a discrete brass plaque on a Georgian townhouse in Belgravia reading "Private Client Services." Inside, the reception area could have belonged to any high-end wealth management firm, all dark wood and subtle lighting.

"Mr. Harrington?" The receptionist's voice had been as elegant as her tailoring. "Madame Claire will see you now."

He'd followed her down a hallway lined with abstract art to a corner office where Madame Claire - a striking woman in her fifties with steel-grey hair and perfect posture - had risen to greet him.

"James," she'd said warmly, gesturing to a leather armchair. "Your email was intriguing. Please, tell me more about what you're looking for."

He'd shifted slightly, aware of how much this consultation was costing. "It's for my wife, Emily. Our anniversary."

"Ah yes," Madame Claire had settled behind her desk, opening a leather folder. "And you mentioned you practice the... hotwife lifestyle?"

"For the past six months, yes." He'd explained their journey then - finding his confidence in describing their sexual adventures. "Emily's quite experienced now. We're members at The Velvet Vault."

Madame Claire's eyebrows had risen slightly. "Vince's establishment? Excellent. Then you understand discretion." She'd tapped perfectly manicured fingers on her desk. "Tell me about Emily's preferences. What excites her?"

"Authority figures," James had said immediately. "Men who take control. She responds well to... firm handling." He'd flushed slightly. "We've explored some light BDSM at the club."

"And you enjoy watching?"

"Very much. I'm what they call a stag - I like to be present, to see her pleasure."

Madame Claire had nodded, making notes. "Budget?"

"It's our anniversary. Money isn't an issue."

That had earned him a genuine smile. "Then I believe I have several candidates who might suit." She'd pressed a button on her desk, and the wall behind her had transformed into a display screen. "Shall we begin?"

The first profile had appeared - a muscular black man in his thirties. "Damian specialises in dominant BBC scenarios..."

"We have someone similar at the club," James had interrupted politely.

"Of course." Another profile - a younger man with movie-star looks. "Thomas, former Royal Marine..."

"No military fantasy, please."

"Understood." She'd scrolled through several more before pausing. "Ah. Perhaps... Mr Matthews?"

The image had shown a distinguished-looking man in his early fifties. Silver-grey hair, aristocratic features, commanding presence even through a photograph. James had leaned forward, interested.

"David is one of our most exclusive escorts," Madame Claire had explained. "Former academic, actually. Specialises in dominant intellectual scenarios, power exchange, psychological control..."

"Which university?" James had asked, a plan already forming.

"UCL, until recently. Computer Science department, I believe."

James had tried to keep his voice casual. "Would that be Professor David Matthews? Who taught Advanced Systems around 2012?"

Madame Claire's eyes had narrowed slightly. "You know him?"

"No," James had smiled. "But I believe my wife did. She was one of his students. She's mentioned him... particularly when we're in bed."

Understanding had dawned on Madame Claire's face. "Oh, this could be delicious." She'd pulled up more details. "David particularly enjoys recreating professor-student dynamics. His rate is £5000 per evening, plus the cost of suitable accommodation."

"Perfect," James had said. "Now, about the Sterling Suite at The Langham..."

​…

"James?" Emily's voice pulls him back to the present. They're only halfway to the hotel, stuck in traffic near Warren Street tube station. "You're miles away."

He squeezes her hand, feeling the familiar metal of her wedding ring. "Just thinking about what a lucky man I am."

She laughs softly, her breath hot against his ear. "Charmer. Though you know what your sweet talk does to me..." Her hand slides onto his thigh, inching higher.

James catches her wandering fingers, bringing them to his lips for a kiss. "Patience, Mrs Harrington. We've got all night."

As the Uber crawls through the London traffic, James's mind drifts again, this time to his meeting with David just three days ago. He suppresses a shiver of anticipation, remembering the professor's very specific instructions...

◆◆◆

The Uber inches forward through the evening traffic, and James's thoughts drift to three days ago, to his meeting with Professor Matthews at The Velvet Vault. Strange to think of the exclusive club in daylight

...

The heavy black door had looked different at 2 PM. No queue, no pulsing bass from within, just the same brass knocker and hidden keypad. James had entered the code Vince had given him - not the usual members' one - and stepped into the hushed interior.

Daylight filtered through gaps in the heavy curtains, creating strange shadows in the main room. The circular bar, usually the heart of the evening's debauchery, stood silent. But it was the man sitting in one of the leather booths that commanded James's attention.

Professor David Matthews looked exactly like his agency photo - distinguished, authoritative, radiating quiet power. His silver-grey hair was immaculately styled, his Tom Ford suit perfectly tailored. He didn't stand as James approached, merely gestured to the seat opposite.

"Mr. Harrington," his voice carried a hint of Welsh lilt. "Prompt. I appreciate that." His steel-blue eyes studied James with an intensity that made him understand why Emily had mentioned this man so often in their bedroom talk. "Shall we discuss your wife?"

James settled into the booth, grateful when Vince appeared with two crystal tumblers of whisky. "Emily was your student," he began. "Advanced Systems, 2012."

"Indeed." David took a measured sip of his drink. "I remember her quite clearly. Bright, but... distracted. Often inappropriate in her dress and behaviour." His lips curved slightly. "Though I suspect that's partly why we're here."

"She had a crush on you," James said directly. "Still does, though she doesn't know I know. When she's particularly aroused, she sometimes calls me 'Professor'."

David's eyebrow rose slightly. "And this excites you?"

"Very much." James took a deep breath. "Especially now that we're living the hotwife lifestyle."

"Ah yes," David set down his glass. "Madame Claire mentioned this. Tell me about Emily's sexual evolution. Leave nothing out."

James found himself spilling everything - how discovering his hotwife porn had awakened something in Emily, their first tentative steps into the lifestyle, her growing confidence and sexual appetite. David listened intently, occasionally asking precise questions that made it clear he was building a mental picture of Emily's desires and limits.

"So, she responds well to dominance," David mused, signalling Vince for fresh drinks. "But you mentioned she particularly enjoys being made to submit in front of you?"

"God yes," James shifted in his seat, his cock hardening at the memories. "The more she's controlled, the more desperate she gets. Especially if she's trying to maintain her professional image while being used."

"Like a proper IT support technician being reduced to a wanton slut?" David's clinical tone made the words even more erotic. "Tell me about her limits."

"She loves rough handling, hair pulling, spanking. We've explored light bondage at the club. She's into humiliation - being made to beg, to admit what a slut she is." James took a steadying breath. "She's very oral, cum addict - and if I'm honest, especially other men’s. She loves being fucked hard, and recently discovered a thing for anal."

David nodded, making mental notes. "And you? What are your limits as her stag?"

"I love watching her being dominated. Sometimes I help - holding her down, guiding cocks into her." James flushed slightly. "I clean her up after, if she wants."

"Excellent." David leaned forward, his presence suddenly filling the booth. "Now, let me tell you exactly how I plan to reclaim my former student..."

David's voice took on a harder edge, one that James imagined had made countless students tremble. "She'll be wearing something expensive but accessible. A dress that can be pushed up, knickers that can be torn off."

James nodded, already planning Emily's outfit. "She always dresses up for special occasions."

"When you enter the hotel bar, you'll sit at a table near the piano. Order champagne." David's precise instructions carried absolute authority. "I'll approach after your first glass. You'll introduce me simply as David - let her make the connection herself."

"And when she recognises you?"

A predatory smile crossed David's aristocratic features. "Oh, she'll try to maintain her composure. The proper professional woman she pretends to be. But we both know what's underneath, don't we? That desperate little slut from my lectures who used to bend over my desk unnecessarily."

James's cock throbbed at the professor's words. "She was wild at university," he admitted. "Before she met me, tried to become respectable."

"Respectable?" David laughed softly. "I caught her once, you know. In the computer lab after hours, three members of the rugby team taking turns with her. She never knew I watched." He took another sip of whisky. "I'll remind her of that incident. Watch her squirm as her past and present collide."

"Christ," James breathed.

"Once she's suitably flustered, you'll reveal this was all arranged. Her anniversary gift - her former professor hired to dominate her properly." David's eyes glittered. "Then I'll take control. The suite number, the key card, everything will be waiting at reception. You'll follow my instructions exactly. Understood?"

"Yes, sir," James found himself responding automatically to that tone.

"Good." David finished his drink. "One final thing - her safe word will be 'compiler'. If she uses it, everything stops immediately. But I don't think she will." He stood, adjusting his perfect suit. "I'm going to break your wife, Mr. Harrington. Break her and rebuild her into exactly what she's always wanted to be. And you're going to watch every moment."

…

The Uber turns onto Portland Place, the elegant façade of The Langham coming into view. Beside him, Emily squeezes his hand excitedly.

"It looks gorgeous," she says. "Though I still think you're spoiling me."

James smiles, feeling the weight of the key card in his pocket. "You have no idea," he murmurs, helping her out of the car. "No idea at all."


Chapter 2: The Dance

The Artesian bar at The Langham takes James's breath away as they enter. Ornate cornicing frames the high ceiling, while Art Deco chandeliers cast a warm, intimate glow across the space. Plush velvet seating in deep jewel tones lines the walls, each booth seemingly designed for whispered conversations and subtle touches.

James guides Emily with a light hand at the small of her back, aware of how other patrons' gazes follow them. A mix of well-heeled hotel guests and what appear to be finance types in expensive suits occupy various corners of the bar. Two elderly ladies in evening wear sip martinis at the marble-topped bar, while a younger couple in one booth sit unnecessarily close, her hand on his thigh.

"This is... rather fancy," Emily whispers, pressing closer to him. Her body language betrays slight nervousness - this is several large steps up from their usual haunts.

Matthews' instructions are clear in James's mind. Third booth from the left, positioning Emily so she'll be visible from the bar's entrance. He spots it - perfect. Deep purple velvet, curved seating that will let him watch everything unfold.

"This way," he murmurs, steering them towards it. His heart hammers against his ribs. Every step brings them closer to the evening's revelation. He checks his watch - 8:45 PM. Right on schedule.

As Emily slides into the booth, the silk of her burgundy dress catches the light. James settles beside her, angling himself slightly so he can observe both his wife and the bar's entrance. The leather of the seat creaks softly beneath them.

"James," Emily's eyes are wide as she takes in their surroundings, "this must be costing a fortune."

He smiles, watching her wonderment while his anticipation builds. "It's our anniversary. And the night hasn't even properly begun."

The booth is perfectly positioned - intimate enough for private conversation, yet public enough for what is to come. A crystal vase holding a single orchid graces their table, while tea lights flicker in cut-glass holders.

James catches the eye of a passing waiter, raising his hand slightly. Everything must be perfect. Matthews will arrive soon, and Emily needs to be relaxed but alert. His pulse quickens at the thought.

The waiter approaches - young, impeccably dressed in a black waistcoat and pressed white shirt. "Good evening, sir, madam. Welcome to The Artesian."

James clears his throat. This too has been planned. "Champagne, please. Dom Pérignon 2012."

Emily's eyebrows rise. "James!" she whispers, but he squeezes her thigh under the table. The waiter doesn't react to the expensive order, merely nodding.

"Excellent choice, sir. Would you prefer to order by the glass or the bottle?"

"The bottle." James keeps his voice steady despite his racing heart. "And two of your signature martinis to start."

As the waiter departs, Emily turns to him, her green eyes sparkling in the intimate lighting. "You're spoiling me. What's got into you?"

James lets his hand drift higher on her thigh, feeling the silk of her dress slide against her skin. "Can't I treat my gorgeous wife?" His fingers find the top of her stockings, and he feels her sharp intake of breath. "Especially when she looks like this."

Emily shifts in her seat, parting her legs slightly. "Careful," she breathes, "or we might not make it through drinks."

James' cock hardens as he imagines Matthews' imminent arrival. He glances at his watch again - 8:50 PM. The professor will arrive at 9 PM precisely, according to their plan.

The waiter returns with their martinis, each glass frosted and garnished with a twist of lemon. "Your champagne will be served momentarily, sir."

James raises his glass to Emily. "To six amazing years," he says, "and to new adventures."

Emily clinks her glass against his, taking a sip. Her lipstick leaves a perfect mark on the rim. "New adventures? Should I be worried?"

James watches her throat as she swallows, imagining how it will look later, stretched back in pleasure under Matthews' commanding hands. "Not worried," he says softly. "Excited."

The champagne arrives, and the cork is removed with practised discretion. As the waiter pours, James notices Emily's nipples hardening under her dress. The sight sends a jolt of anticipation through him, knowing Matthews will appreciate the view.

8:55 PM. Five minutes until their evening truly begins.

James isn't the only one who's noticed Emily's excitement. As she leans forward to take her champagne glass, he catches a businessman at the bar doing a double-take at the glimpse of cleavage her burgundy dress reveals. Emily notices too - a tell-tale flicker of satisfaction crosses her face, the same look she gets at The Velvet Vault when she knows all eyes are on her.

"You're causing quite a stir," he murmurs into her ear, his cock twitching as she deliberately arches her back slightly. The dress has been a perfect choice - expensive enough for The Langham but cut to display his wife's assets to devastating effect. "That silver fox at the bar hasn't taken his eyes off you since we arrived."

Emily takes another sip of champagne, her movements deliberately graceful. "Is that why you brought me here? To show me off?" Her voice carries that playful edge he's grown to love over the past months - the tone that says she's getting turned on by the attention.

"Partly," James admits, his hand returning to her thigh. The silk is warm now from her skin. "You've come so far from that shy IT worker I married. Look at you now - every man in here wants you, and you love it."

She turns to face him, her pupils visibly dilated. "And you love that they want me, don't you?" Her hand finds his under the table, guiding it higher. "My dirty boy, getting hard watching them stare at your wife."

James checks his watch again - 8:58 PM. His heart rate spikes. If she only knew what's coming. He forces himself to maintain composure, though his cock strains against his trousers.

"Remember that first time at the club?" he says, watching her cheeks flush at the memory. "How nervous you were until you realised how much power you had? How wet you got when you saw all those men watching you?"

"James," she whispers, squeezing her thighs together around his hand. "You're making me..."

"Wet?" he finishes for her, his voice low. "Good. I want you ready."

"Ready for what?" Her breath catches as his fingers trace patterns on her inner thigh.

8:59 PM. James withdraws his hand slowly, earning a small whimper of protest from Emily. He sits back, positioning himself to watch both his wife and the bar's entrance. Any moment now.

"You'll see," he promises, his excitement nearly overwhelming as he anticipates Matthews' entrance. "Happy anniversary, darling."

◆◆◆

The crystal clock behind the bar strikes nine, its delicate chime almost lost in the murmur of conversation. James feels his pulse quicken as David Matthews appears in the bar's entrance, exactly on schedule.

The professor cuts an imposing figure in his perfectly tailored dark suit. Several heads turn as he moves through the space with practiced grace, but Matthews pays them no attention. His steel-blue eyes have already locked onto their booth.

Emily is mid-sip of champagne when Matthews approaches their table. James watches her throat work as she swallows, notices the slight tremor in her hand as she sets down her glass.

"I apologise for the intrusion," Matthews says, his slight Welsh lilt adding warmth to his authoritative tone, "but the bar seems rather crowded this evening. Might I join you?"

James feels Emily tense beside him. Her hand finds his thigh under the table, squeezing. Instead of declining, he smiles broadly. "Of course, please do."

Emily's fingers dig into his leg. Matthews slides into the booth opposite them with fluid grace, and Emily's face flashes with brief confusion. The professor carries himself with the kind of confidence that demands attention, and Emily's spine straightens slightly, her lips parting unconsciously.

"David," Matthews introduces himself, extending his hand first to James, then to Emily. His large hand envelops Emily's smaller one completely. "I hope I'm not interrupting your evening."

"Not at all," James replies, noting how Emily's chest rises and falls more rapidly. "I'm James, and this is my wife, Emily."

A waiter materialises at Matthews' subtle gesture. "Macallan 25, neat," he orders, before turning back to Emily. "That's a stunning dress. Burgundy suits you."

Emily shifts in her seat, her movements uncertain. "Thank you," she manages, her voice smaller than usual. Her body language radiates confusion as she glances between James and Matthews.

The opening notes of a jazz standard fill the air as the house band begins their set. Matthews receives his whisky, taking an appreciative sip before setting it down. His eyes never leave Emily.

"Do you dance, Emily?" he asks, his voice carrying that professor's tone of authority - not really a question, more of a prelude to instruction.

Emily's hand tightens again on James's thigh. "Oh, I... we were just..."

"You should," James interrupts, enjoying her startled look. "Go on, darling. I insist."

Matthews stands, extending his hand to Emily. For a moment, she hesitates. Then, with visible reluctance, she places her fingers in Matthews' waiting palm.

"I'll take good care of her," Matthews assures James, though his eyes hold a promise of anything but care. James watches his wife being led to the dance floor, her steps uncertain, his cock hardening at the thought of what is to come.

James sips his champagne, savouring both its taste and the view before him. Matthews draws Emily into a traditional dance hold, his right hand splayed possessively across her lower back. Even from the booth, James can see Emily's reluctance in her stiff posture, the careful distance she tries to maintain between their bodies.

The band plays "Moonlight Serenade", its slow, sensual rhythm filling the bar. Matthews leads with practised ease, and despite her initial resistance, Emily's years of dance lessons betray her. Her body responds automatically to his lead, following his subtle guidance.

James watches as Matthews puts his lips close to Emily’s ear, murmuring something to her, and she seems to relax in his arms. His hand slides lower, pressing Emily closer until their bodies meet. James watches his wife's breath catch, her cheeks flushing pink under the intimate lighting.

Around the room, James notices the attention they draw. A silver-haired businessman at the bar has abandoned any pretence of conversation with his companion, his eyes fixed on Emily's curves as Matthews turns her slowly. Two younger men in expensive suits pause their drinking to watch, one nudging the other and whispering something that makes them both smirk.

Matthews' hand moves to Emily's hip, fingers gripping firmly as he guides her through a turn. Her dress catches the light, the silk clinging to her body. James can see her nipples have hardened beneath the fabric, her body responding even as confusion plays across her face.

"You dance beautifully," Matthews says, his voice carrying just far enough for James to hear. "Just like you used to." Emily's step falters slightly, but Matthews' firm grip keeps her moving.

The professor bends his head again, his lips brushing Emily's ear as he whispers something James can't hear. Whatever it is makes Emily's eyes widen, her lips parting in a silent gasp. Her fingers tighten on Matthews' shoulder, but whether to push away or pull closer, James can't tell.

As they turn again, James catches Emily's eye. He raises his glass slightly, letting her see his approval. Her chest is rising and falling rapidly now, the flush spreading down her neck to her cleavage. Matthews' hand has slipped lower still, almost indecent, and Emily's resistance seems to be melting under his touch.

The song draws to a close, but before Emily can step away, Matthews pulls her closer. "One more," he commands softly. The band begins a slower number - "At Last" - and Emily seems to surrender, her body melting against his as his thigh slips between hers.

James adjusts himself discreetly under the table, his cock straining against his trousers as he watches his wife being expertly seduced. The businessmen at the bar are openly staring now, and James notices a woman in an expensive dress nudge her husband, nodding towards the dance floor with obvious disapproval.

As the final notes fade, Matthews keeps his hold on Emily for a moment longer than necessary. When he finally releases her, James can see she is shaking slightly. Matthews' hand returns to her lower back as he guides her back to their booth, and James notices with satisfaction that Emily doesn't pull away from his touch.

Emily slides back into the booth, her chest still rising and falling rapidly. A light sheen of perspiration glistens on her neck, and James can feel the heat radiating from her body. Matthews settles opposite them again, his commanding presence somehow filling the space even more than before.

"Another round, I think," Matthews declares, catching the waiter's eye with practised ease. "The same for everyone?" His tone suggests it isn't a question.

James watches Emily drain her champagne in one long swallow, her hand trembling slightly as she sets down the glass. She keeps glancing between James and Matthews, clearly trying to read the situation.

"So, Emily," Matthews begins, his voice taking on a familiar cadence that makes Emily's spine straighten automatically. "Tell me about your work. Still in technology, I assume?"

Emily's brow furrows slightly. "Yes, I... how did you know I work in tech?"

"An educated guess," Matthews replies, a slight smile playing at his lips. "You always did have an aptitude for it. Particularly systems architecture, as I recall."

James watches the colour drain from Emily's face as Matthews reaches for his whisky, noting how his hands move with the same precise grace they had during their dance. The professor takes a deliberate sip, his eyes never leaving Emily's face.

"I..." Emily's voice falters. Her hand finds James's thigh under the table, gripping hard enough to hurt. "I don't understand..."

Matthews sets his glass down with a soft click against the table. When he speaks again, his voice has shifted fully into that authoritative professor's tone that James had heard during their planning meeting. "I think you do, Emily. You were always one of my brightest students. Think back... Advanced Systems, final year?"

James feels Emily's whole body go rigid beside him as recognition visibly hits. Her lips part in shock, her eyes widening as she stares at the man across the table.

"Professor Matthews?" she whispers.

◆◆◆

Emily's whispered "Professor Matthews?" hangs in the air between them. James watches as a cascade of emotions plays across his wife's face - shock, embarrassment, dawning comprehension, and something deeper, more primal.

"Very good, Emily," Matthews says, his voice carrying that same authoritative tone that had affected her during their dance. "Though 'David' will suffice for tonight." He lifts his whisky, taking another measured sip while holding her gaze.

Emily's head snaps towards James, her eyes wide. "You knew?" The question comes out as half accusation, half breathless realisation. "This was... planned?"

James squeezes her thigh gently under the table. "Happy anniversary, darling."

A fresh wave of colour floods Emily's cheeks and neck. Her lips part, but no words come out. James can feel the heat radiating from her body, and see the rapid rise and fall of her chest beneath the burgundy silk of her dress.

"I..." Emily reaches for her champagne with trembling fingers. "I don't understand. How did you...?"

"Your husband is quite resourceful," Matthews interrupts smoothly. "And very... specific in his requirements." His eyes travel deliberately down Emily's body, lingering on the swell of her breasts before meeting her gaze again. "Though I must say, when he approached me, I was delighted to discover my former star pupil had developed such... interesting extracurricular activities."

Emily's sharp intake of breath is audible. Her hand finds James's under the table, gripping it tightly. "You know about...?"

"Your posts on Hotwife Haven?" Matthews smiles, a predatory edge creeping into his expression. "Your recent adventures at The Velvet Vault? Oh yes, Emily. Your husband has been very thorough in bringing me up to speed."

James feels Emily squirm beside him, her thighs pressing together under the table. Her embarrassment - and arousal - radiates from her as she processes that her former professor knows about her sexual adventures, has seen her explicit photos and videos.

"I must say," Matthews continues, his voice dropping lower, "it's quite the transformation from the promising young student I remember. Though perhaps not as surprising as some might think." His eyes hold a knowing glint that makes Emily shift uncomfortably beside James.

The waiter appears with fresh drinks, and Emily immediately reaches for her champagne, taking a long swallow. James watches her throat work as she drinks, notices how her nipples have hardened visibly against the silk of her dress.

"Tell me, James," Matthews says, though his eyes remain fixed on Emily, "did your wife ever share with you her... adventures during her university days?"

James feels Emily tense beside him. "I know she had some experiences with women," he says carefully, his cock hardening as he anticipates what might be revealed.

"Ah yes," Matthews smiles, swirling his whisky. "The female encounters were... noteworthy. But I was thinking more of your other activities, Emily. The ones that earned you quite the reputation among certain members of faculty."

Emily's fingers tighten around her champagne glass. "Professor, I..."

"David," he corrects firmly. "And don't try to deny it. I remember quite clearly." He leans forward slightly, his presence somehow becoming more commanding. "Particularly that evening in the computer lab. After hours."

James observes Emily's face flush deeper, her breath catching. This revelation clearly comes as a shock to her - Matthews had witnessed something from her past.

"You thought the faculty had all gone home," Matthews continues, his voice carrying just far enough for their booth. "But I was working late, marking finals. When I heard noises..." He pauses, taking another sip of whisky. "Well, naturally I went to investigate."

Emily's free hand grips James's thigh painfully now. "You... you saw?"

"Oh yes. Three members of the rugby team, as I recall. Very... athletic young men." Matthews's eyes glitter. "You were quite vocal about your enjoyment. Bent over my desk, if memory serves."

James feels his cock strain against his trousers as the image forms in his mind. Emily, younger and wilder, being taken by three rugby players while her professor watched unseen. He shifts slightly, adjusting himself under the table.

"I..." Emily's voice is barely a whisper. "I didn't know anyone saw."

"I saw everything," Matthews says, his tone growing more professorial. "Just as I saw you with Sarah in the second-floor bathroom. And Rebecca behind the library." He leans back, studying Emily's reaction. "You were quite... adventurous back then. Though nothing compared to your recent activities, it seems."

James watches his wife squirm in her seat, her thighs pressing together. The power dynamic shifts palpably - Matthews commanding the space while Emily seems to shrink, becoming more submissive with each revelation.

"Tell your husband about the rugby captain," Matthews instructs. "About what you let him do to you in the changing rooms."

Emily's eyes dart to James, then back to Matthews. "Please..."

"That wasn't a request, Emily." Matthews's voice carries that tone of absolute authority. "Tell him. In detail."

Emily's voice trembles as she turns to James. "It was after a match. I'd gone to congratulate Marcus - the captain." She pauses, glancing at Matthews who nods for her to continue. "He was... very dominant."

"More specific, Emily," Matthews commands. "Tell him exactly what happened in those changing rooms."

"He bent me over the benches," Emily's voice drops lower, but Matthews's stern look makes her continue. "The whole team watched as he... took me. First normally, then..." She swallows hard. "It was my first time... that way."

James feels his breathing quicken, watching his wife's submission to Matthews's authority grow with each confession. The professor sits back, satisfaction evident in his expression.

"And after that?" Matthews prompts.

"Three more of them had me," Emily whispers. "While Marcus watched. He made me thank each one."

Matthews nods approvingly. "You were quite the sensation among the rugby team after that. Though I believe you had similar adventures with the rowing club later that term?"

James observes Emily's whole body trembling now. He can feel the heat radiating from her, see how her chest flushes red above the neckline of her dress. Her nipples strain against the silk as her breathing quickens.

"Your wife," Matthews addresses James while maintaining eye contact with Emily, "developed quite a reputation for her... oral skills. Particularly her ability to handle multiple partners simultaneously." He pauses, letting the words sink in. "A skill she seems to have maintained, based on your recent club activities."

James watches Emily bite her lower lip, her submission to Matthews's authority now complete. The professor has masterfully stripped away her defences, using her past to establish his dominance over her present.

"I think," Matthews says, his voice carrying that tone of absolute command, "it's time we moved this conversation somewhere more private. Don't you agree, James?"

James clears his throat, noting the mix of arousal and anticipation on Emily's face. "Actually, I took the liberty of booking the Sterling Suite upstairs."

Emily's eyes widen. "James..." she breathes, "you didn't..."

"Your husband has been very thorough in his planning," Matthews cuts in, his voice dropping into that commanding teacher's tone that makes Emily shiver visibly. "And now, Emily, you're going to discover what happens when naughty students need... remedial instruction."

James observes his wife's reaction - the parting of her lips, the quickening of her breath, the way her pupils dilate at Matthews's words. The professor continues, each word measured and precise.

"Upstairs, you will address me as 'Professor' or 'Sir'. You will follow every instruction without hesitation." Matthews leans forward slightly. "And you will submit to whatever lesson I deem necessary. Is that understood?"

"Yes..." Emily whispers.

"Yes, what?" Matthews's voice carries a sharp edge of authority.

"Yes, Professor," Emily corrects quickly, her voice small but thick with arousal.

James shifts in his seat, his cock achingly hard as he watches his confident, sexually liberated wife transform into a submissive former student before his eyes. The power of Matthews's presence, combined with the revelations of her past, has stripped away her usual assertiveness, leaving her trembling with anticipation.

Matthews stands smoothly, extending his hand to Emily. "Come along then." His tone brooks no argument. "Your husband has arranged quite the... tutorial space for us."

Emily's hand shakes as she places it in Matthews's larger one. He pulls her to her feet with deliberate control, drawing her body close to his. "James," he says, not taking his eyes off Emily, "I believe it's time we showed your wife exactly what her anniversary gift entails."

James watches as Matthews leads his wife toward the bar's exit, her steps uncertain in her heels, her hand small in his firm grip. Following behind them, he savours the sight of his wife's submission, knowing that upstairs, in the Sterling Suite, her education is about to begin anew.





Chapter 3: The Taking

The private elevator doors slide open silently, revealing The Sterling Suite. James feels Emily's hand tighten in his as David leads them into the vast space, his confident stride marking him as someone accustomed to such luxury. James, however, finds himself momentarily stunned.

Through floor-to-ceiling windows, London sprawls beneath them, a glittering tapestry of lights stretching to the horizon. The suite itself seems to glow with understated wealth - soft ambient lighting reflecting off marble surfaces and highlighting crushed velvet furnishings in deep burgundy and gold.

"Fuck," Emily whispers beside him, her professional composure cracking. James understands completely. Their bedroom at home, while comfortable, suddenly feels painfully ordinary compared to this temple of excess.

David moves through the space with practised ease, not pausing to admire the view that has them transfixed. "Take your time," he says, his voice carrying that professor's authority that makes Emily shiver against James. "Explore."

James watches his wife step further into the suite, her heels silent on the thick carpet. Her fingers trail along a chaise longue upholstered in silk, and he notices how she trembles slightly. Whether from nerves or anticipation, he's not sure.

The bedroom portion of the suite is dominated by an emperor-sized bed, its crisp white linens practically glowing under the ambient lighting. Next to the windows, a freestanding copper bathtub catches James's eye - large enough for three, his mind helpfully supplies.

"My god," Emily breathes, moving to the windows. The lights of Broadcasting House shine below, and James watches her reflection in the glass. Even in the dim light, he can see her nipples have hardened against the burgundy fabric of her dress.

A bottle of Dom Pérignon rests in an ice bucket on a side table, three crystal flutes arranged perfectly beside it. James recognises it as the same vintage they'd had downstairs - clearly no detail has been overlooked.

The air itself feels expensive, carrying a subtle signature fragrance that James can't identify but knows must cost more than his monthly salary. Everything speaks of excess, of indulgence, of possibilities.

"Sir," Emily says suddenly, turning from the window to face David. The title slips from her lips naturally now, and James feels his cock twitch at how quickly she's falling back into her submissive student role. "This is... incredible."

"Indeed," David replies, already removing his jacket with deliberate movements. "Though not nearly as incredible as what's to come." His steel-blue eyes fix on Emily as he begins rolling up his sleeves, exposing strong forearms. "Now then, Emily, why don't you pour us all some champagne? We should toast the beginning of your... continuing education."

James watches his wife's throat bob as she swallows hard, then moves toward the ice bucket. The night has barely begun, and already he can see her transformation starting. He settles into a plush armchair, preparing to witness everything that's about to unfold in this palace of pleasure.

Emily's hands shake slightly as she works the champagne cork, causing David to click his tongue in disapproval. James watches from his armchair as his wife jumps at the sound, nearly dropping the bottle.

"Careful now," David's voice carries that familiar teaching tone. "Stand straight, shoulders back. You're serving your professor and your husband, not fumbling in the computer lab."

The cork pops loudly in the vast space, and Emily begins to pour, but David interrupts. "Stop." He moves behind her, close enough that his chest almost touches her back. "Your posture is atrocious. Here..."

James's cock hardens as he watches David's hands settle on Emily's hips, adjusting her stance. His wife's breath hitches audibly as David's right hand slides up her side to her shoulder, pushing it back.

"Better," David murmurs, his lips close to Emily's ear. "Now, pour properly. Thumb in the punt of the bottle, label facing out. You should know this."

Emily complies, filling each flute with precise movements. James notices how she trembles when David's hand remains on her lower back, guiding her as she turns to serve them.

"Sir," she offers the first glass to David, but he shakes his head.

"Wrong. Your husband first. He's paid handsomely for tonight's entertainment after all."

A deep blush spreads across Emily's cheeks as she turns to James, presenting the champagne with both hands. "I'm sorry, Sir. Here you are... James."

David's hand hasn't left her back as she serves him next, then takes her glass. James notes how his wife's nipples strain against her dress, visible even in the suite's soft lighting.

"Now then," David moves to the window, his commanding presence highlighted by the city lights behind him. He's rolled his sleeves up precisely, his forearms muscular and veined. The professor who had once given lectures now looks more like an expert handler about to break in a new submissive. "Emily, come here."

Emily moves to join him at the window, but David stops her with a sharp, "Ah!" She freezes mid-step.

"What do we say when given an instruction?"

"Yes, Sir," Emily whispers, her voice small but thick with arousal. "Yes, Professor."

James shifts in his chair, adjusting himself as he watches his wife's confidence dissolve under David's authority. The woman who had been fucking strangers at The Velvet Vault just last week now stands meek and compliant, transformed back into an eager-to-please student.

"Better," David says, gesturing her forward again. "Now, stand here, where all of London can see you. After all," he glances at James with a knowing smirk, "your husband tells me you've developed quite the exhibitionist streak."

Emily whimpers softly as David positions her directly in front of the floor-to-ceiling window, the lights of the city creating a backdrop to her silhouette.

David settles into the high-backed leather chair like it's a throne, his presence filling the space. James watches as his wife stands uncertainly by the window, awaiting instruction.

"Before we proceed," David's voice carries that precise academic tone, "we need to establish some parameters." He takes a measured sip of champagne. "Emily, kneel here." He gestures to a spot on the thick carpet before him.

James feels his cock throb as Emily immediately drops to her knees, the burgundy dress pooling around her. Her champagne glass trembles slightly in her hand.

"Put that down," David instructs. "You'll need to concentrate." Once Emily has placed her glass aside, he continues. "First, your safe word. Given our... shared history, I believe 'compiler' would be appropriate?"

Emily's sharp intake of breath tells James there's some significance he doesn't know. "Y-yes, Sir," she manages.

"Good. Now then, the rules for tonight." David leans forward, his elbows on his knees, face level with Emily's. "You will always address me As ‘Professor’ or ‘Sir’. Failure to do so will result in immediate correction. Understood?"

"Yes, Professor."

"Your husband is here to observe primarily, though I may include him as I see fit. You have no say in this. Clear?"

Emily glances at James, her eyes dark with arousal. "Yes, Sir."

"You will follow every instruction immediately and without question. Hesitation will be punished. If you genuinely cannot comply, you will use your safe word. Otherwise, I expect perfect obedience. The wild girl from university needs to be properly trained this time."

James watches a shudder run through his wife's body. Her nipples are clearly visible through her dress now, and he suspects she's soaking wet.

"Your limits," David continues, "have been discussed extensively with your husband. I know exactly how far I can push you." He pauses, letting that sink in. "I know what you've been doing at that club. What you've allowed strange men to do to you. How many cocks you've taken. Tonight, you'll earn every orgasm, and they will be more intense than anything those fumbling amateurs could provide."

Emily's breathing has grown heavy, her chest rising and falling rapidly. James can see her thighs pressing together, seeking friction.

"Stop that," David commands sharply. "Knees apart. Hands on thighs, palms up."

Emily complies immediately, the position making her dress ride up to reveal the tops of her stockings. James shifts in his chair, his own arousal becoming uncomfortable.

"Now then," David sits back, picking up his champagne. "Recite the rules back to me. Word for word."

As Emily begins to speak, her voice trembling with need, James marvels at the transformation. His confident hotwife, who just last week had taken on three men at once at The Velvet Vault, is now completely under David's control.

"I... I must address you as Professor or Sir," she starts. "James will watch, and you'll include him if you wish. I must obey immediately or be punished. My safe word is 'compiler.' I must earn my orgasms."

"And what happens if you disobey?"

Emily swallows hard. "Correction, Sir. Immediate correction."

"Good girl," David purrs, and James watches his wife shiver at the praise. "Now, shall we begin your first lesson?"

"Stand," David commands, rising from his chair. "You're dressed well, but not appropriately for your lesson. Remove your dress. Slowly. Make it count."

James watches intently from his position as Emily rises gracefully to her feet, steadying herself in her heels. Her fingers tremble slightly as they reach for the zipper at her side.

"No," David interrupts sharply. "Turn around. Face your husband. Let him see what his gift is doing to you."

Emily turns, her eyes meeting James's. The flush on her chest has spread up her neck to her cheeks, her breathing already uneven. She begins again with the zipper, drawing it down with deliberate slowness.

"Better," David moves behind her, close but not touching. "Now the straps. One at a time."

James leans forward as Emily eases first one strap, then the other, off her shoulders. The burgundy fabric clings briefly to her curves before sliding down to pool at her feet. She stands revealed in the matching black lingerie James had helped her choose that morning - knowing, though she hadn't, what the evening would bring.

"Step out of the dress," David instructs. "Fold it properly."

Emily complies, bending at the waist to retrieve the garment. James notices David's appreciative gaze at the display, even as he maintains his professorial demeanour.

"Now then," David circles Emily slowly, inspecting. "Stand straight. Shoulders back. Yes, like that. Arms at your sides." He stops in front of her, blocking James's view momentarily. "You've maintained yourself well since university. Though your choice in undergarments is perhaps a bit... ambitious for a student."

Emily's breath catches. "Sir, I..."

"Did I ask you to speak?" David's tone carries a sharp edge.

"No, Professor. I'm sorry."

"Better." He moves aside, allowing James a clear view again. "Now, remove the rest. Same as before - slowly, deliberately. Show your husband what his money has bought him."

James grips the arms of his chair as he watches his wife begin to disrobe under David's exacting instructions. The professor's control over Emily is absolute, and James has never been more aroused in his life.

"The bra first," David instructs. "Reach behind. Slowly."

James watches Emily's arms move behind her back, the motion pushing her breasts forward. The black lace strains against her hardened nipples as she fumbles with the clasp.

"Having trouble?" David's voice carries a hint of amusement. "Perhaps you're nervous? Or just eager?"

"Both, Sir," Emily admits softly, finally managing the clasp.

"Hold the cups in place," David commands as the bra loosens. "Now look at your husband while you reveal yourself. Let him see your face as another man directs your exposure."

James's cock throbs as Emily's eyes lock onto his. She lets the bra straps slide down her arms, still holding the cups in place. Her lower lip catches between her teeth - a tell James knows means she's desperately aroused.

"Drop it."

The bra falls away, and James exhales sharply at the sight of his wife's exposed breasts, her nipples dark and stiff in the ambient light. The city glitters behind her through the window, creating an erotic silhouette.

"Very nice," David appraises, moving closer but still not touching. "Now the stockings. Start with the right. Slowly roll it down. Make it count."

Emily balances carefully on her left leg, bending to reach her stocking top. The position causes her breasts to sway slightly, drawing a grunt of appreciation from David.

"Your wife has excellent balance, James," David comments as Emily peels the silk down her leg. "Though I suspect you know all about her... physical capabilities."

James can only nod, transfixed as Emily removes first one stocking, then the other, following David's precise instructions for each movement. She stands now in only the black lace knickers and heels, her skin glowing in the soft light.

"Leave the heels," David orders as Emily's hands move toward them. "But those knickers... they're quite wet, aren't they? Show your husband."

Emily's hands shake as she slides the lace down her thighs. James can see the material glistening with her arousal as she steps out of them.

"Fold everything properly," David instructs. "Place them on that chair. Then return here and assume the position I know you remember from university."

James watches his wife's eyes widen at this last command. She quickly folds her discarded lingerie, placing it carefully aside, before returning to stand before David.

Without hesitation, she moves her feet shoulder-width apart, pushes her shoulders back, and clasps her hands behind her head. The position thrusts her breasts forward and leaves her completely exposed. A drop of wetness trails down her inner thigh.

"Very good," David prowls around her displayed form. "You do remember. Though I recall having to teach you this position repeatedly back then. Often with... correction."

Emily whimpers softly, her thighs trembling. James can see how her pussy glistens in the low light, swollen and ready.

"Now then," David stops in front of her. "Shall we see what else you remember from your education? Or perhaps..." he glances at James with a knowing smirk, "what new skills you've acquired since?"

David circles Emily's displayed form, pausing to retrieve the ice bucket. "Kneel," he commands, placing it beside the leather chair as he sits. "Here, before me."

James watches Emily sink gracefully to her knees, maintaining perfect posture despite her obvious arousal. Her hands remain clasped behind her head until David instructs her to place them palms up on her thighs.

"Now then," David leans forward, professor mode fully engaged. "Recite the rules from your final year tutorials. The ones you clearly failed to follow properly."

Emily's breath catches. "Rule one: Always address you as Professor or Sir."

"Continue."

"Rule two: No speaking unless directly asked a question." Emily's voice trembles. "Rule three: Maintain perfect posture at all times."

"You're forgetting one," David's tone carries a warning. "The most important one."

Emily's brow furrows in concentration. James can see her struggling to remember, her body tense with anticipation.

"I... I'm sorry, Professor. I can't..."

"Tsk." David shakes his head. "Memory failing? Perhaps a reminder is in order."

He reaches for the ice bucket, and James shifts forward in his chair, knowing the real education is about to begin.

"Rule four," David states firmly, ice cube held between thumb and forefinger. "Every lesson ends only when the student has learned their place completely."

◆◆◆

James watches intently from his position in the armchair, his cock straining against his trousers as the scene unfolds before him. Emily kneels naked on the thick carpet, her chest heaving slightly, hands clasped behind her head in the position David has commanded. The ice cube in David's fingers catches the light as he stands from his leather chair, moving with deliberate slowness.

"Tell me Emily, do you remember being in my office hours? All those times you came for... extra help?" David's voice carries that Welsh lilt that makes Emily shiver. "Though you never quite managed to earn the grade you wanted, did you?"

"No, Professor," Emily whispers, her eyes fixed on the ice cube.

"You were always so... distracted." David circles behind her, letting the ice cube drip cold water onto her shoulder. Emily gasps, her back arching involuntarily. "Keep your position," he commands sharply.

James shifts in his chair as he watches Emily struggle to maintain her pose, the ice cube leaving a glistening trail down her spine. Her nipples are rock hard, her thighs already slick with arousal.

"James," David speaks without taking his eyes off Emily. "Come hold your wife's hands behind her head. Make sure she doesn't move them."

James rises immediately, moving behind Emily. He can smell her arousal as he takes her wrists, keeping them locked behind her head.

"Good girl," David murmurs, tracing the ice cube along her collarbone. "Now tell your husband what you did to try to improve your grade that spring term."

Emily whimpers as the ice cube circles her right nipple. "I... I wore such short skirts to your lectures, Professor. And no knickers."

"And?" The ice cube moves to her left breast.

"I would bend over your desk during office hours, pretending to read my notes." Her voice is breathy, desperate. "But you never touched me."

"No, I didn't." David's voice hardens. "Because proper sluts need to beg properly, don't they?"

"Yes, Professor!"

"And now?" The ice cube traces down her trembling stomach. "Are you ready to beg properly?"

"Please, Professor Matthews..." Emily's hips jerk as the ice cube circles her navel. "Please use me. Show James what a slut I was for you back then. What a slut I am now."

James's cock throbs as he watches his wife submit so completely to her former professor.

David places the mostly melted ice cube against Emily's lips. "Hold this in your mouth. If you drop it, your punishment doubles."

Emily's lips part, accepting the ice cube. James can feel her trembling as he holds her wrists, her body radiating heat despite the cold.

"Now then," David's hand cracks across Emily's right breast suddenly, making her gasp around the ice cube. "Let's see how well you can focus." Another sharp slap to her left breast has her moaning, the sound muffled by the ice.

James watches as David alternates between harsh slaps and gentle caresses, Emily's breasts turning pink under his attention. The contrast between the ice in her mouth and the heat of the spanking has her squirming, trying desperately to maintain her position.

"Your wife has such responsive nipples, James," David comments, pinching one hard. "Did you know she used to play with them during my lectures? Thinking no one could see?" He twists slightly, making Emily whimper. "But I saw everything, didn't I, Emily?"

Emily tries to nod, the ice cube clicking against her teeth.

"Tell James what else you did in my lectures. The ice is nearly melted now, you may speak."

Emily lets the small remnant of ice slip onto her tongue before speaking. "I... I would sit in the back row, Professor. And touch myself through my knickers. Sometimes... sometimes I would cum during your lectures about parallel processing."

David's hand slides down her stomach, fingers finding her clit. "Like this?"

"Yes! Oh god, yes, Professor!"

"Look at how wet she is, James. All from remembering being my slutty student." David's fingers work faster, Emily's hips bucking against his hand. "But students don't get to cum without permission, do they Emily?"

"No Professor! Please... please may I cum?"

"Ask your husband."

Emily's head turns towards James, her eyes wild with need. "Please James, please let me cum for Professor Matthews. Please let him make me cum like I wanted to back then!"

James's cock throbs painfully as he watches his wife beg. "Cum for your professor, Em. Show him what a good student you can be."

David's fingers move faster, his other hand delivering sharp slaps to Emily's breasts. "Cum for me, slut. Cum while your husband watches you submit to your professor."

Emily's orgasm rips through her, her body convulsing as she screams. James has to grip her wrists tighter to keep her hands behind her head as she bucks against David's relentless fingers.

"Good girl," David purrs as Emily's tremors subside. He reaches for the champagne bucket, pulling out another ice cube. "Now, let's see how many more times you can cum for your professor..."

David circles Emily with the fresh ice cube, his commanding presence making her shiver more than the cold. "Palms down on the floor, arch your back," he instructs. James releases her wrists, watching as his wife assumes the new position, her body displayed perfectly.

"Tell me Emily, what was your favourite fantasy during my lectures?" The ice cube traces between her shoulder blades.

"I imagined you keeping me after class, Professor," Emily gasps as the ice moves lower. "Making me earn my grade properly."

"And how would you earn it?" David's voice carries that teacherly tone of expectation.

"By letting you use all of me, Professor. Every... every part of me."

David meets James's eyes. "Your wife needs thorough teaching, doesn't she? Shall we show her what that means?"

James nods, his breathing heavy as he watches David position himself behind Emily. The professor unzips his trousers, the sound loud in the quiet room.

"Beg properly, Emily. Show your husband how desperately you want your professor's lesson."

Emily's begging grows increasingly desperate as David teases her with the ice cube, making her earn every sensation. James watches in awe as his wife submits completely to her former professor's demanding instruction.

David's thick cock presses against Emily's soaking entrance as he teases her with the ice cube. "Tell everyone exactly what you need, slut," he growls, his Welsh accent thicker with arousal.

"Please fuck me, Professor! Use my desperate cunt like the slut I am!" Emily's words come out in a rush, her university-proper accent abandoned. "I've been thinking about your cock for ten years, please, please fuck me!"

James shifts in his chair, his cock straining as he watches David slam fully into his wife in one brutal thrust. Emily screams in pleasure, her fingers clawing at the carpet as David establishes a punishing rhythm.

"Such a tight little cunt," David growls, bringing the ice cube down to circle her clit. "All these years thinking about this, and now your husband gets to watch me destroy his proper wife's pussy."

Emily's moans grow louder as David uses her roughly, the ice cube melting against her heated flesh. James can see her juices coating David's thick shaft with each thrust.

"Tell your husband how it feels, slut. Tell him how your professor's cock is ruining you."

"So fucking full!" Emily cries out. "His cock is so big James, stretching me so much! Oh god, please Sir, harder!"

David grabs her hair, pulling her head back as he increases his pace. "You're going to cum on my cock while your husband watches. Show him what a slut you are for your professor."

David maintains his punishing pace as he looks over at James. "Get some ice, show me how well you know your wife's body. Make those nipples ache while I fill her."

James grabs two fresh ice cubes, moving to kneel in front of Emily. Her eyes are glazed with pleasure as David continues thrusting deep inside her. James brings the ice to her swaying breasts, circling her already hard nipples.

"Good boy," David praises, watching Emily's reaction. "Now pinch them while they're cold. Make her feel everything."

Emily's whole body shudders as James follows David's instructions, working her sensitive nipples while David's thick cock stretches her. Her moans grow increasingly desperate.

"Please Sir, please may I cum?" Emily begs, her proper accent completely gone now. "Professor Matthews, please!"

"Not yet slut," David growls, his fist tightening on her hair. "James, more ice. Make those nipples burn."

James quickly grabs fresh ice, applying it exactly as instructed. He sees Emily's thighs trembling as she tries to hold back her orgasm.

"Now beg properly," David commands. "Show your husband what a desperate slut you are for your professor's cock."

"Please Sir!" Emily's voice is raw with desperation. "Please let me cum with your huge cock stretching my cunt! James, please, the ice... oh fuck!"

David's thrusts grow even harder, the wet sounds of his cock filling Emily echoing through the suite. "That's it slut, show your husband how thoroughly I'm teaching you."

James works Emily's nipples mercilessly with the ice, pinching and twisting as David has shown him. He sees his wife approaching her breaking point, her whole body trembling.

"Cum for us," David commands. "Cum on your professor's cock like the desperate slut you are. Show James how completely you submit to me."

Emily's orgasm hits her like a tsunami. Her cunt clamps down hard on David's thick shaft as she screams, her body convulsing violently. James keeps working her nipples with the ice as David continues his relentless pace, forcing her through wave after wave of pleasure.

"That's it," David growls. "Take it all. Show him what a proper slut you've become."

Emily's arms give out as the intensity overwhelms her, David's grip on her hair the only thing keeping her up as aftershocks wrack her body. Her incoherent moans fill the room as David finally slows his pace, leaving her hanging on the edge of another orgasm.

"Good girl," David purrs, slowly withdrawing his still-hard cock. "But we're far from done with your lesson..."

James watches as Emily collapses onto the carpet, her chest heaving, juices running down her thighs. David stands, tucking his impressive cock back into his trousers, completely composed despite the intensity of what has just occurred.

"Clean yourself up," David commands. "Then we'll see how well you remember your oral skills from university..."

◆◆◆

James watches Emily lay trembling on the thick carpet, her chest heaving as she recovers from her intense orgasm. David's demeanour shifts subtly as he kneels beside her, his touch gentler now as he brushes damp hair from her face.

"You did very well," he murmurs, that Welsh lilt softer. "Let's get you more comfortable, shall we?" He helps Emily to her feet, supporting her shaky legs as he guides her to the plush sofa. "James, bring the champagne."

James retrieves the bottle and glasses, watching as David settles Emily between them. Her skin is still flushed, her nipples hard from the ice play, body glistening with sweat. David pours three glasses with elegant precision, passing them around.

"Drink slowly," David instructs, his hand resting possessively on Emily's thigh. "You've earned this moment."

Emily sips the champagne, letting out a contented sigh as she leans back against the soft leather. James can't resist leaning in to kiss her, tasting the combination of champagne and David's dominance on her lips. When they part, David captures her mouth next, kissing her deeply while James watches their tongues dance.

"Tell me, Emily," David's voice is conversational as he breaks the kiss, "did you really think about me during every lecture?"

Emily blushes, taking another sip of champagne. "Not every lecture, Professor. But that day you caught me staring..."

"Ah yes," David's fingers trace patterns on her inner thigh. "The parallel processing seminar. You were wearing that obscenely short skirt."

James shifts closer, his hand joining David's on Emily's thigh. "What happened?"

"Your wife," David explains, pausing to kiss Emily's neck, "spent the entire two hours squirming in her seat. I could see everything from my podium."

James notices Emily's breath hitch as both men's hands wander higher. "I was so wet that day," she admits. "The way you kept looking at me..."

James captures her lips again, tasting champagne and arousal. When they part, Emily turns to kiss David, moaning softly as his tongue claims her mouth. James watches them kiss, his cock hardening again at the sight of his wife caught between them.

"And now look at you," David murmurs against Emily's lips. "Finally, exactly where you wanted to be." His hand slides higher, making her gasp. "Though I doubt even your filthiest university fantasies included your husband watching..."

"Mmm, no Professor," Emily sighs as David's fingers trace higher. "I never imagined James would be here watching. Though now..." She turns to kiss James deeply, "I can't imagine it any other way."

David's hand cups one of her breasts, thumb circling her still-sensitive nipple. "Tell me how this started between you two. How did my proper little student become such a magnificent hotwife?"

James smiles, remembering that day vividly, as his hand caresses Emily's other breast. "Em found my browser history. All the hotwife videos, the stories I'd been reading..."

"I was so angry at first," Emily admits, arching into their touches. "Thought he'd been looking for other women." She gasps as David pinches her nipple lightly. "But then I actually read some of the stories, watched some of the videos-"

"And?" David prompts, his Welsh accent thickening slightly as his free hand slides up her inner thigh.

"I couldn't stop reading them," Emily's voice grows breathy as both men touch her. "Kept imagining myself in those situations. Got so wet thinking about James watching me..."

James leans in to kiss her neck, tasting the salt of her skin. "Then later we watched porn together and played with ourselves."

"Is that true, Emily?" David's fingers reach her wet centre, making her moan. "My star pupil touching herself to dirty films?"

"Yes Professor," Emily whimpers, spreading her legs wider. "I watched them for hours, then showed James how wet they made me..."

"And now look at you," David captures her mouth in a deep kiss while James sucks at her neck. "Between two men, being such a good girl for your professor." David's voice shifts subtly as he speaks, his teacherly tone returning. His fingers were still held against her wet centre. "But I think it's time to show your husband what a dirty little slut you were in university."

James notices Emily shiver at David's tone change.

"On your knees," David commands softly, guiding her to the floor between his legs. "Show me if your oral skills have improved since those fantasies in my lectures."

James watches as his wife slides gracefully to her knees, her eyes glazing with obvious arousal. David's hand tangles in her hair, not pulling yet, just establishing control.

"Tell James what you used to think about during office hours," David instructs, using his free hand to slowly unzip his trousers. "While you pretended to study."

"I..." Emily licks her lips, watching his movements. "I used to imagine you making me earn my grade, Professor. Making me kneel just like this..."

"And what would happen next in these fantasies?" David's impressive cock springs free as he opens his trousers. James hears Emily's breath catch.

"You'd make me show you how badly I wanted to pass," Emily's voice is barely a whisper. "Make me take your cock in my mouth while you marked papers..."

"James," David's voice carries absolute authority. "Come hold your wife's hands behind her back. She was always so eager to touch herself during lectures. Let's teach her some control."

"Good girl," David purrs as James grips Emily's wrists. "Now show your husband how desperately you want to please your professor."

Emily leans forward, taking David's thick length between her lips. David keeps one hand firmly in her hair, controlling her pace as he speaks to James over her head.

"Your wife had such an eager mouth even back then," he comments, guiding Emily deeper. "Always watching me with those hungry eyes during lectures." He pulls her off his cock suddenly. "Kiss your husband, Emily. Let him taste how much you're enjoying this."

Emily leans back, and James captures Emily's mouth hungrily, groaning at the taste of David's essence on her tongue. David watches them kiss, his grip still tight in Emily's hair.

"Beautiful," David murmurs. "Does he always kiss you like that after you've had another man's cock in your mouth, Emily?"

"Yes Professor," Emily gasps as James releases her lips. "He loves tasting them on me."

"Then we'll make sure he gets to taste everything, won't we?" David guides her mouth back to his cock. "Deeper this time. Show him how well you can take it."

James tightens his grip on Emily's wrists as she takes David's full length, her throat working around him. David continues his running commentary, telling James exactly how his wife's mouth feels, how she's improved since her student days.

"Such a talented mouth," David growls, guiding Emily's movements. "James, watch how deeply she takes me now. Nothing like the shy student she used to be."

Emily moans around David's length as he pushes deeper, tears gathering at the corners of her eyes. David pulls her off again, turning her face toward James.

"Kiss your husband properly. Show him exactly what his wife tastes like with a professor's cock in her mouth."

James leans forwards, her wrists still captive, and kisses Emily's lips hungrily, his cock throbbing as he tastes David's essence mixed with her saliva. The kiss is deep and desperate, Emily's tongue carrying traces of David's musk. He can feel her trembling in his grip as they kiss, her submission evident in every movement.

"Good boy," David praises, watching them kiss. "You love tasting other men on your wife's tongue, don't you James? Tell Emily how much you enjoy it."

"God yes," James breathes against Emily's lips. "Love tasting them on you, Em. Love knowing how much you enjoy serving them."

David releases Emily's hair, his commanding presence filling the room. "James, take your wife to the bedroom. I want her on all fours on that emperor bed, ready to learn her final lesson of the evening."

James helps Emily to her feet, steadying her trembling legs as he guides her toward the bedroom. The massive bed dominates the space, its crisp white sheets almost glowing in the dim light. Emily crawls onto the bed, assuming the position David had commanded.

David appears in the doorway, now gloriously naked, his impressive cock glistening with lubricant. "James, prepare your wife properly. Get on your knees and use your tongue. Show me how well you know what she needs."

James strips quickly, positioning himself behind Emily. At David's nod, he spreads her cheeks, his tongue circling her tight hole. Emily moans deeply, pushing back against his mouth.

"That's it," David encourages, slowly stroking his cock as he watches. "Get her nice and wet. Make her ready for me." He moves closer, his voice dropping lower. "Tell me, Emily, did you ever imagine your husband preparing you for your professor's cock?"

"No Sir," Emily gasps as James's tongue presses deeper. "God, James... please..."

"Deeper," David commands James. "Work that tongue inside her. She'll need to be very relaxed to take me."

James redoubles his efforts, his cock achingly hard as he rims his wife. Emily's moans grow more desperate, her thighs trembling as James prepares her.

"Good boy," David steps forward after watching James tease Emily for several minutes. "Now move aside and watch how thoroughly I'm going to claim your wife's tightest hole..."

James moves to the side of the bed, his eyes fixed on the scene unfolding before him. David positions himself behind her, his thick shaft and impressive swollen head pressing against her prepared back entrance. Emily's back arches beautifully pushing back onto him as David begins to ease forward.

"Tell your husband what you need," David commands, his Welsh accent thickening with desire.

"Please Professor," Emily's voice drips with raw need. "Take my tight arse like I dreamed about in your lectures. Show James how desperately I wanted this..."

David's grip tightens on Emily's hips as he presses deeper. James watches Emily's face transform with pleasure, her proper accent dissolving completely as she begs for more. David's controlled demeanour begins to crack as Emily's filthy confessions spill forth.

"Such a dirty little student," David growls, his pace increasing. "All those times in my office, pretending to be so proper..."

James strokes himself as he watches his wife submit completely, her body accepting David deeper with each thrust. Emily's words grow increasingly explicit, drawing matching responses from David as their coupling becomes more intense.

"God yes, Professor," Emily moans, pushing back against David's thrusts. "Tell me... tell me you thought about this back then..."

David's composure cracks further, his controlled facade slipping. "Every bloody lecture," he growls, fingers digging into her hips. "Watching you squirm in that back row, knowing exactly what you needed..."

James strokes himself faster as he watches them, transfixed by his wife's complete submission and David's growing loss of control. Emily's moans grow louder, more desperate.

"I knew," David continues, his thrusts deepening. "Knew what a dirty girl you really were under that proper exterior. Saw how you looked at me..."

"Yes!" Emily cries out. "Wanted you to bend me over your desk, teach me properly..."

"Filthy little student," David's voice is raw with need now. "Making me hard during every office hour meeting..."

James watches Emily's body respond to David's words and actions, her back arching impossibly as another orgasm approaches. His careful control is completely gone now, replaced by pure animal need.

"Tell your husband," David commands, "tell him how long you've wanted this..."

"Ten years," Emily gasps, her proper demeanour completely abandoned. "Ten fucking years wanting your thick cock in my arse, Professor!"

David's thrusts grow harder, deeper, his Welsh accent thick with desire. "Every lecture watching you, knowing what a dirty little slut you were..." His hands grip her hips brutally. "Dreaming of teaching you properly..."

James moves to the head of the bed, his cock throbbing as he watches his wife lost in absolute pleasure. Emily turns her face toward him, eyes wild with need.

"Paint me," she begs James. "Mark me while he takes my arse... Please!"

David's voice is pure growl now. "Yes, show your professor how filthy you've become. Let your husband cover that pretty face while I ruin your tight hole..."

James can't hold back, his release painting Emily's flushed face as she moans beneath him. The sight of his wife covered in his cum while taking David's brutal thrusts pushes them both over the edge.

"Fuck yes, Professor!" Emily screams. "Fill my dirty student arse! Make me yours completely!"

David's final thrusts are savage as they come together, Emily's body convulsing with the most intense orgasm of the night while David's thrusting slows as he fills her, both their cream coating his thickness as he does so.


Chapter 4: The Aftermath

James watches, still catching his breath, as David slowly withdraws from his wife. The professor's thick shaft gleams in the dim light, wet with his release and the expensive lubricant. Emily whimpers softly at the loss, her body trembling as she remains on all fours. James can't tear his eyes away from her thoroughly used hole, watching as David's cum begins to slowly drip down her inner thigh.

"Stay just like that," David commands softly, his Welsh accent still thick with satisfaction. He reaches for a plush towel from the bedside, dabbing himself clean with practised efficiency. His movements are returning to their earlier precision, though James notices a slight tremor in those usually steady hands.

Emily collapses onto her side, curling slightly as aftershocks ripple through her body. James's release still paints her flushed face, mixing with tears of exertion and smeared mascara. She looks utterly debauched and completely satisfied.

David moves with fluid grace despite his obvious exhaustion, retrieving a warm, damp washcloth from the en-suite. "James," he instructs, his professional demeanour slowly reasserting itself, "help your wife onto her back."

James gently rolls Emily, her body pliant and trembling beneath his touch. She winces slightly as her thoroughly used arse presses against the sheets, a satisfied smile playing across her cum-streaked face. David returns, handing one warm cloth to James before using another to carefully clean between Emily's legs.

"You were magnificent," David murmurs, his touch clinical now but still gentle. "Both of you exceeded expectations." He works methodically, cleaning away the evidence of their intense session while James tenderly wipes his release from Emily's face.

"Thank you, Professor," Emily manages, her voice hoarse from screaming. Her proper accent is slowly returning, though her body still occasionally shudders with aftershocks.

David finishes his ministrations and straightens, already shifting back into his escort persona. "I'll leave you two alone shortly," he says, retrieving his scattered clothing with practised efficiency. "But first, some aftercare instructions." He pulls on his boxer briefs, his movements precise despite evident fatigue.

"Emily will be quite sore tomorrow," he continues, buttoning his shirt. "I've left appropriate supplies in the bathroom - the cream should be applied every four hours for the next day." His commanding tone has softened but retains authority. "And James, make sure she drinks plenty of water. The champagne, while delicious, isn't ideal for hydration."

James nods, still cradling Emily against him as she drifts in post-orgasmic bliss. David finishes dressing, every bit the polished professional despite the evening's debauchery. Only the slight flush on his neck and his slightly mussed silver hair hint at what has transpired.

"The suite is yours until noon tomorrow," David says, adjusting his cuffs. "Room service has been arranged for breakfast." He pauses, allowing a final glimpse of the dominant professor to surface. "Emily, you've more than made up for all those distracted lectures. James..." A knowing smile plays across his lips. "You've given your wife exactly what she needed."

David collects his jacket from the living area, returning briefly to leave his card on the bedside table. "For future reference," he says simply. His footsteps echo across the suite as he makes his way to the door, the soft click of its closing marking the end of his professional services.

James holds Emily close as their breathing slowly synchronises. Her skin is cooling now, causing her to shiver slightly. He reaches for the plush duvet, pulling it over them both.

"Water," Emily whispers, her voice still rough. James helps her sit up, supporting her as she sips from the crystal glass on the nightstand. Her hands are still trembling too much to hold it steady herself.

"How do you feel?" James asks softly, brushing damp hair from her face. The smeared makeup around her eyes gives her an endearingly dishevelled look.

Emily considers for a moment, taking another sip of water. "Completely undone," she finally answers, a mix of satisfaction and vulnerability in her voice. "I never imagined... after all these years..."

James presses a gentle kiss to her temple. "Happy anniversary, love."
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