




Cathy the Campus MILF



From Housewife to Campus Queen






 MILF Maids series
 






Peaches Dean






Like this? Please leave a review!






Other Works You May Like








Copyright © 2025 Peaches Dean



All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written consent of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review















Chapter 1: A New Start



The news about Uncle Arthur had been a strange mix of sorrow and… well, opportunity. Poor old bugger’s heart didn’t make it to retirement. We hadn’t been close, hadn’t seen him more than a handful of times in the last decade, but blood was blood. And his will… well, that was a genuine shocker. Not just a decent chunk of cash, enough to pay off our debts and live a little easier, but the house. That grand, slightly dilapidated Victorian monstrosity right on the edge of the university campus in Oakhaven.



Cathy and I had talked it over for hours, spreadsheets open and maps spread out on the kitchen table, the pros and cons weighed and examined. We were comfortable enough in our current place, a sensible ranch-style in a quiet suburb. But the mortgage… that damn mortgage had been a constant drain for years. The idea of being rid of it, of having that financial weight lifted, was incredibly tempting. And the cash inheritance? That could finally give Cathy the chance she’d always talked about - going back to school. With the house right at the edge of campus, it seemed like a sign.



So, we packed up our lives; the boxes feeling lighter with the promise of a mortgage-free future, and moved to Oakhaven. The Victorian was certainly large, creaking floorboards and drafty windows a constant reminder of its age, but it had a certain character, a history that our cookie-cutter suburban house had lacked. Cathy, freed from the endless cycle of her hourly retail job, seemed to bloom in the new environment. She started taking yoga classes at a nearby studio and got back into running, something she’d enjoyed in her younger days. I was looking forward to a fitter, hotter wife.



It was a few months after we’d settled in, quietly floating on the edge of the university’s energy, when Cathy came back from a run one afternoon, a faint flush on her cheeks and a curious smile playing on her lips. She stretched languidly in the living room; her toned legs flexing beneath her running tights, her ample breasts, usually so well-contained, moving with a gentle sway.



“You know,” she said, a little hesitantly, “it’s a bit… awkward, but also kind of… exciting?”



I looked up from the sports page, intrigued. “What is, honey?”



“The college guys,” she said, a slight blush creeping up her neck. “When I’m running around campus… they stare. Quite a few of them, actually. And a couple of times… they’ve whistled.”



A strange brief flicker went off in my brain. A memory, unbidden, surfaced from years ago. Cathy, younger, more overtly confident, turning heads wherever she went. The long-forgotten thrill of jealousy and pride in having a hot wife.



“Really?” I said, trying to keep my tone casual. “Young college guys, huh?”



She nodded, a small, almost shy smile. “Yeah. It’s… odd. I’m hardly a spring chicken.”



“Nonsense,” I said, perhaps a little too quickly. “You’re still gorgeous, Cath. Always have been.” My mind was racing now, that old memory taking clearer shape. “You know,” I continued, a seed of an idea taking root, “maybe you should… hook up with one.”



Cathy’s smile vanished, replaced by a look of mild shock. “What? Craig, are you serious?”



“Yeah,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant, like it was the most natural thing in the world. “Maybe… maybe I could watch.” The words were out before I could fully process them, a long-dormant fantasy stirring to life.



Cathy scoffed, shaking her head. “College guys aren’t interested in an old woman like me, Craig. Get real.”



“Old?” I pressed, ignoring her dismissal. “Forty-five isn’t old. And they’re clearly looking, Cathy. You just said so yourself. You’re a MILF.” I leaned forward, a familiar memory now fully formed, sharp and vivid. “Remember Jack?”



Her expression hardened slightly. “Oh, here we go.”



“Come on,” I urged. “Remember how much fun it was? Watching you with him… that whole ‘special’ couple thing with Jack and Janet, all those years ago?”



“That was twenty years ago, Craig,” she said, her tone dismissive. “And when Jack and Janet moved away, that was the end of that little experiment. Besides,” she added, a hint of accusation in her voice, “you only wanted that so you could nail Janet.”



“That wasn’t the only reason,” I countered, horniness spreading through me at the memory. “Sure, Janet was… adventurous. But my favorite part… my absolute favorite thing was watching you with Jack. Seeing him with his hands all over you, knowing he was making you come.” A wave of desire washed over me, sharp and insistent. “And tasting you afterwards, Cathy. After he’d filled you up. You were my dirty girl.” The words were out, raw and honest, a confession of a long-held fascination.



Cathy shuddered slightly, a flicker of something - disgust? Recognition? - in her eyes. “That was a long time ago, Craig. Fun while it lasted, maybe. But we’re approaching fifty now. No one’s going to want us for that kind of… thing anymore.” She shook her head again, a finality in the gesture. “Those days are over.”



But as she walked away, the image of those young guys, their eyes following her, lusting for her, lingered in my mind. And the memory of Cathy with Jack, the raw physicality, the sounds of her coming… it had stirred something within me, a desire I thought had long been dead. Cathy might think those days were over, but a small, insistent voice in the back of my head whispered that maybe, just maybe, they were about to begin again.









Chapter 2: Back in Class



The start of the university semester seemed to breathe a new energy into Cathy. Her running and yoga had provided a new spark of life to her, but now there was a different vibrancy about her. It started subtly, but over the course of a few weeks that September, I noticed a distinct shift in her wardrobe. The modest blouses and sensible slacks were gradually being replaced by shorter hemlines and more revealing tops. Shorts that showcased her toned legs became a regular fixture, and short skirts, the kind I hadn’t seen her wear since her early thirties, reappeared. Even her workout gear seemed to have evolved, the tops tighter, the necklines lower, often offering tantalizing glimpses of the upper swell of her impressive natural breasts. Sometimes, when the weather was warm, she’d even sport crop tops that flashed a sliver of her flat, toned stomach.



“You look hot, you know that?” I told her one evening as she was getting ready for class, admiring the way a fitted tank top clung to her curves. “Absolutely stunning. Sexy as hell.”



Our sex life had definitely picked up. There was a renewed intensity in our lovemaking, a shared excitement fueled by her transformation. It was like seeing a familiar landscape in a new, more vibrant light. Cathy, however, would often brush off my compliments with a self-deprecating laugh.



“Oh, please, Craig,” she’d say, rolling her eyes as she adjusted a short denim skirt. “I’m just trying to keep up with the other girls. Even though it’s a lost cause. They’re practically babies, twenty-five years younger than me.”



I’d just chuckle, pulling her close, my hands finding the familiar weight of her breasts. “Experience, baby,” I’d murmur, nuzzling her neck. “Experience is way better than a tight snapper.” And then I’d often drop to my knees, burying my face between her thighs, proving my point with a frenzied attack.



“Do the students… you know… flirt with you?” I asked one evening as we were having dinner, my curiosity piqued by her earlier comment about the whistling.



She shrugged, a faint blush on her cheeks. “A little. There are a couple of guys in my sociology class who’ve asked me out for beers.” She rolled her eyes again. “Which we both know is code for ‘get me drunk and fuck me senseless.’”



A surge of excitement jolted me. That old familiar thrill, the vicarious pleasure of imagining other men desiring my wife. “And? What did you say? I bet they could fuck you senseless.”



“I declined,” she said, taking a sip of her wine. “I need to focus on these courses, Craig. It’s a bigger struggle than I expected.”



I didn’t press it. I knew she wanted to do well in class, but also wondered how much of her objection was to avoid the discussion. But the seed had been planted - the thoughts of those young college men, their hormones raging, their focus on Cathy’s body, lingered in my mind.



About a month into the semester, I noticed a shift in Cathy’s demeanor. She seemed preoccupied, a furrow in her brow that hadn’t been there before. One evening, as we were relaxing in the living room, I finally asked what was bothering her.



“It’s this English paper,” she sighed, running a hand through her hair. “It’s due next week, and I’m so behind. I just don’t see how I’m going to finish it on time.”



“Have you talked to the professor?” I suggested, my mind already racing with possibilities. “Maybe you could ask for an extension.” I winked, a mischievous glint in my eye. “Maybe you could… you know… do
 something
  for the professor for an extension.”



Cathy shot me a look of disbelief. “Oh, please. That stuff only happens in dirty movies. There is absolutely no way a blowjob is going to buy me an extension from a university professor.”



I shrugged, but the idea had taken hold. The idea of my wife performing that act for someone else, for a favor… it was undeniably arousing in a strange, illicit way.



The next day, Cathy returned from her classes, her usual bright demeanor clouded with a distracted air.



“Did you talk to the English professor about the extension?” I asked, my curiosity piqued.



Cathy nodded slowly.



“See!” I exclaimed, a triumphant grin spreading across my face. “It just took asking.”



Cathy gave me a funny look, a strange mixture of sheepishness and something else I couldn’t quite decipher. “And a blowjob,” she said flatly.



My jaw dropped. Surprise warred with a sudden, intense wave of excitement. “You’re kidding me!”



She shook her head, a small, almost embarrassed smile playing on her lips. She then recounted the encounter, her voice low as she described approaching the professor after class, the awkward request, the way he leered at her, and then… his unexpected proposition. He wasn’t as direct as I imagined, but Cathy caught the gist of it, and when he locked the door, she knew.



My excitement surged. I grabbed her face, my thumbs gently tracing the outline of her lips. “Let me kiss my dirty girl,” I murmured, my voice thick with arousal. “Ooooh, these lips have been on another man’s cock!” I pulled her into a deep, possessive kiss, my tongue plunging into her mouth, savoring the imagined taste of another man on her.



When we broke apart, Cathy confessed, a hint of surprise in her own voice, “It was… exciting, actually.” She blushed slightly. “It felt so… dirty. So slutty. On my knees in front of him.” She paused, a thoughtful expression on her face. “And he was at least ten years older than me. Maybe even fifty-eight.” Her expression grew intense as she said, “He had big hanging balls, and I felt them tighten as he squirted into my throat. It was amazing!”



Later, during dinner, the details flowed more freely. The extension wasn’t just a onetime deal.



“He offered ‘weekly tutoring’,” Cathy explained, swirling the wine in her glass. “Said it would guarantee an ‘A’ in the class.”



My eyebrows shot up. “Weekly blowjobs?”



Cathy nodded, a small, almost defiant tilt to her chin. “I told him yes. I’ll see him every Friday.” She paused, a knowing look in her eyes.



A thrill shot through me. Friday. My usual office day. I made a mental note to swap my schedule to remote. I wanted to be home on Fridays; to kiss her, to taste her, her mouth still warm and wet from another man’s cock. My dirty, gloriously slutty wife. The thought alone was enough to make my blood run hot. Life, it seemed, had just taken a deliciously unexpected turn.









Chapter 3: Tutoring



Friday morning arrived, thick with anticipation and a slightly surreal normalcy. Cathy, dressed in a surprisingly conservative but form-fitting sweater dress that showed the curves beneath, grabbed her books. I kissed her goodbye at the door, a playful squeeze on her backside. “Good luck with the tutoring, baby,” I said, trying to keep the excitement from bubbling over in my voice.



Cathy’s eyes sparkled with a mischievous glint. “Oh, I plan on sucking everything I can out of this tutoring session,” she replied, her tone laced with a double entendre that made my cock twitch. I hadn’t told her I was working from home - I wanted to see how she looked, fresh from sucking off another man.



I watched her walk down the path, a spring in her step I hadn’t seen in years, a wave of something akin to pride washed over me. She was so energized by the prospect of servicing another man. It was twisted, I knew, but the thought of her willingly offering herself, the sluttiness of it all, was a potent aphrodisiac.



The morning stretched on, my focus at my home office desk wavering. I kept glancing at the clock, a knot of anticipation tightening in my stomach. Midday arrived, and the familiar creak of the downstairs door opening sent a jolt of adrenaline through me. I instinctively tensed, ready to rush to Cathy, to see her, to smell her… but then I heard a second voice, a deeper, male voice.



Restraining myself, I stayed put in my office. It was conveniently located right next to the master bedroom, separated only by a thin, rarely used pocket door. I held my breath, straining my ears. The distinct sound of two sets of footsteps climbing the creaking stairs filled the silence. Muffled voices, too indistinct to make out words, drifted upwards. Then, the soft thud of the bedroom door closing.



More muffled speech, an indistinct murmur of voices. Then, the unmistakable rustling of clothes being discarded. My imagination ran wild, painting vivid pictures of Cathy and the professor undressing, their hands fumbling, their bodies brushing against each other. Then came the creak of the bed as they both climbed in.



A wave of realization washed over me. I had been so focused on the blowjob scenario, the image of Cathy on her knees, that I hadn’t fully considered this. My wife was likely being fucked right now. Fucked by her professor. An older man. The sheer sluttiness of it sent a thrill of lust and excitement through me. It felt like the first time I had watched her take Jack between her legs, giving up her married pussy to another man!



I leaned closer to the pocket door, my ear pressed against the cool wood. The creaking of the bed intensified, a rhythmic squeaking that spoke volumes. Then, Cathy’s voice, a low, guttural moan I knew so well, the sound she made when she was getting close to orgasm. It escalated, becoming more frantic, punctuated by short, sharp gasps. And then, her unmistakable cry of orgasm, a high-pitched keening that made my balls twitch in excitement.



A deep grunt followed, the sound of a man coming - the professor. He had come inside her. My wife. Filled with another man’s seed. The idea was both repulsive and intensely arousing.



There was some more hushed talk, the creaking of the bed subsiding. Then, the sound of them getting dressed, the rustle of fabric against skin. Finally, the two sets of footsteps descended the stairs once more. I remained frozen, listening until I heard the door click shut.



Only then did I emerge from my office, my heart pounding in my chest. I crept to the top of the stairway, positioning myself where I knew Cathy would see me as she came back up. I waited, every nerve tingling, waiting to see her after another man had used her.



A few minutes later, the downstairs door opened again, and Cathy’s footsteps echoed in the hall. She started up the stairs, and then… she froze. Her eyes widened in surprise, locking onto mine.



And then I saw her.



Stark naked.



Completely, gloriously naked. She must have walked the professor to the door that way, completely unashamed. The sight of her, flushed and bare, her breasts free, her nipples hard, her dark curls damp between her legs… it was overwhelming. The sheer rawness of it, the blatant display of her cheating, sent a wave of lust crashing over me.



“So,” I said, my voice surprisingly calm, though my body was screaming with desire. “How was tutoring? Did he fill you with knowledge?”



Cathy smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips. She could see the excitement radiating off me, and realized that I was excited, not angry. “Oh, he filled me with something, all right.” Her eyes flickered down to her bare legs.



“I can see it running down your legs,” I said, my voice husky. “Come up here right now so I can quiz you.”



“Quiz me?” she teased, taking a tentative step up.



“Get the fuck up here so I can eat your slutty pussy, damn it!” I faked a growl, trying to sound angry, but Cathy’s eyes danced with amusement. She knew I was hornier than I had been in years.



She ascended the remaining steps, her nakedness a blatant invitation. I reached out, my hands finding her hips, pulling her close. The warmth of her bare skin against mine was electric. I didn’t waste another second. I knelt down, my face burying itself between her thighs, my tongue immediately seeking the slick, swollen flesh of her pussy.



The taste of her was intoxicating, a familiar sweetness mingled with a musky undertone that betrayed her cheating. I licked and cleaned her thoroughly, my tongue tracing every crease and fold, savoring the evidence of another man’s use. Cathy moaned softly, her hands tangling in my hair, her legs trembling as the keening scream of her orgasm filled the house.



“Oh, Craig,” she whispered, her voice still thick with arousal. “It was… incredible. He hasn’t been laid in months, I think. The amount of cum he shot inside me…” She shuddered, a mixture of excitement and a strange sort of pride in her voice.



“Listening to you,” I said, my mouth still latched onto her, my tongue flicking against her clit. “Hearing you with him… it was fucking hot! I want to hear it again, I want to hear you fucking him again.”



She laughed, a low, throaty sound. “Well, the tutoring goes until the end of the term. That’s… eleven more weeks. I’ll have to think of something special for the finals.”



In the weeks that followed, Cathy’s transformation became even more pronounced, particularly when she was heading to her English professor’s classes. Her skirts grew shorter, her tops more revealing, a deliberate tease that she admitted she enjoyed.



And every Friday, the ritual repeated. I would feign disinterest as she left for her “tutoring,” my anticipation building with each passing hour. I would retreat to my office, the pocket door slightly ajar, my ears straining for the sounds. The familiar creak of the stairs, the muffled voices, the telltale squeaking of the bedsprings, Cathy’s escalating moans, her cries of pleasure, the professor’s grunts as he pumped his load into my wife. Each sound was a spike of arousal, painting vivid pictures in my mind.



But there was a subtle shift. After the first few “tutoring” sessions, the professor started leaving on his own. I would hear his footsteps descending the stairs, the front door closing, and then… silence.



And then, I would slide the creaky pocket door open, excited to see my wife naked on the bed. Gloriously, brazenly naked, her legs propped open, a visible wetness of another man’s cum still glistening on her inner thighs, sometimes even a slow drip escaping her swollen lips.



“I’m ready for your cleaning, baby,” she would purr, a wicked smile on her face.



And I would oblige, my tongue a devoted servant, lapping up every drop of another man’s seed, reveling in the taste of my wife’s glorious sluttiness. The sounds of their fucking had become our new foreplay, my wife warmed up by the cock of another man - her cheating cunt lubed by his cum.









Chapter 4: Tutoring Spreads



One evening, as we sat down for dinner, Cathy was uncharacteristically fidgety. She kept shuffling a stack of papers, her brow furrowed in a way that suggested concern.



“Everything alright, baby?” I asked, reaching across the table to take her hand.



She sighed, finally looking up, a slight frown marring her usually cheerful expression. “It’s my algebra class. I’ve been doing really well, actually. But this latest test… it was just returned. Unscored. With a note that said, ‘See me.’”



“Well, did you?” I asked, my curiosity piqued.



Cathy shook her head. “I just picked up the papers from the department office. Professor Davies wasn’t in today. I’ll have to see him tomorrow, Wednesday, after class.”



I nodded, thinking nothing much of it. A professor wanting to discuss a test wasn’t exactly earth-shattering news. The English tutoring, however, was my favorite part of her academics. Listening to my sweet wife pounding one out with the old man was the highlight of my week.



The next day, Wednesday, I arrived home from my hybrid work schedule to find Cathy sitting in the living room. But something was… off. She was draped in a slinky black lace negligee, the kind she usually reserved for special occasions. A half-empty glass of wine sat on the coffee table beside her, and she was wearing a grin.



“Um… hi,” I said, a knot of confusion tightening in my stomach. “How was your day?”



Cathy’s smile widened, taking on a decidedly mischievous edge. “Oh, class was the same. But the after-class meeting, about the note on my paper, that was truly educational.”



She leaned back against the cushions, her eyes sparkling with a newfound excitement. “Professor Davies is quite the character. Short, but surprisingly handsome in that bookish way. Maybe early forties, I’d guess, about our age.”



She paused, taking a slow sip of her wine, her gaze locking with mine. “He told me he’d… heard things. Rumors about my extracurricular tutoring arrangements with other members of the faculty.”



My heart skipped a beat. The news had spread? How? And what was Davies’ angle?



“And?” I prompted, my stomach churning - I would have thought she was in trouble, but from her demeanor… I could only guess, and it was very exciting.



“And,” Cathy continued, a wicked glint in her eyes, “he said he’d hate for me to miss out on all the academic support available. He offered to ‘tutor my brains out’ himself, to ensure I get straight A’s in his class.”



She shrugged, a picture of nonchalance. “So… we came here. And he really did ‘tutor my brains out.’ Right here, on this chaise.”



My mind reeled. Another professor? Another cheating session? And here? In our house? While I was at work? My stomach flopped with excitement. I could feel my cock growing.



Cathy went on, her voice betrayed her excitement, as she recounted the encounter. “He had the energy, Craig. So intense. And for a smaller guy, he was surprisingly well-endowed, stretching me out.” She chuckled softly. “And stamina! He stayed hard forever, came multiple times. I swear, the man was insatiable.”



She then dropped the bombshell with a casualness that belied the enormity of it. “So, Wednesdays are my new math tutoring sessions. If you want to work from home those days, you can listen in.” She winked, “While he ‘tutors my brains out!’”



My head was spinning. Two professors? Two days a week of my wife being thoroughly fucked by other men? The level of brazenness was amazing, and the voyeuristic thrill that coursed through me was almost overwhelming.



Cathy’s eyes, however, held a different invitation now. She shifted on the lounge, her legs slightly parting beneath the lace of her negligee. “Speaking of being ‘tutored’ good and hard…” she began, her voice a husky purr. “Want to see the results?”



Without a word, I dropped to my knees, burying my face in the wetness of her pussy. The familiar scent of her was mixed with the musk of another man’s cum. Her juices were still flowing freely, a testament to the thoroughness of Professor Davies’ “tutoring.” I lapped at her greedily, my tongue tracing the swollen lips, savoring the taste of her adulterous action.



“Oh, Craig,” she moaned, her hands tangling in my hair. “He really… he really went at it. You should have heard him.”



I pressed my face deeper into her, wanting to absorb every trace of him. The thought of her, here in our living room, beneath another man, filled me with a potent mix of jealousy and intense arousal. This was escalating, and a wild, exhilarating energy was coursing through me. Two professors. Who knew where this deliciously depraved path would lead - clearly some of the staff knew? I wondered if she’d decide to buy all her grades with her pussy. The thought made me harder than I had been in days.



Chapter 5: Coach



Sometimes, Cathy would apologize that I couldn’t watch her sessions with the professors. She knew that my favorite part of fun with Jack and Janet was watching her and Jack have sex. But I'd always reassure her, my voice thick with a mixture of lust and acceptance. "It's okay, baby," I'd tell her, pulling her close, my hands touching her where other men had touched her. "Hearing you is almost as good as seeing you. And I get to taste my slutty, dirty wife afterwards. That's a reward in itself."



And it was. The taste of her, the lingering scent of another man on her skin, the knowledge that her lips, her pussy, had been thoroughly used - it was a potent aphrodisiac, knowing how she’d loosened up to adventure. I chuckled as I thought that the adventure has also loosened her up!



One day, however, things changed. I was at work, slogging through spreadsheets and conference calls, when a text message from Cathy popped up on my phone. It was simple, cryptic, and utterly electrifying: "Bringing a friend back for dinner time. 🍑🍆"



My heart skipped a beat. The emojis were unmistakable. A peach and an eggplant. Code for sex. And not just any sex - sex with another man. My wife was bringing home a man to fuck her. My imagination went into overdrive, painting vivid pictures of the encounter to come. I hoped it was one of her classmates - I could imagine his youthful energy allowing him to pound her mercilessly for hours.



I rushed home that evening, my pulse pounding with a mixture of nervous anticipation and unbridled lust. I found Cathy in the kitchen, casually stirring a pot on the stove, her face flushed with excitement. And beside her stood him.



He was imposing. A black man, towering over both of us, his muscles bulging beneath a tight-fitting t-shirt. He had a powerful, almost predatory presence, a raw masculinity that radiated from him. His gaze met mine, and when we shook hands, his grip was like a vice, firm and unwavering. He was handsome, in a brutish, almost animalistic way, his features sculpted like his muscles, his eyes gleaming with a primal intensity. He was a walking, breathing testament to raw, untamed virility.



"Craig, this is Coach," Cathy said, her voice slightly breathless, her eyes dancing with a wicked delight. "He's from the university. Here to… tutor me."



I managed a strained smile, my mind racing. "Coach? What do you teach? Coaches usually teach courses besides…"



He grinned, a flash of white teeth against his dark skin, his smile predatory and knowing. "Art," he rumbled, his voice deep and resonant. "I'm here to paint Cathy's insides. But first," he added, his gaze sweeping over her body, "some stretching. So she'll never be satisfied by you again."



I looked at Cathy, surprised by his aggressive words.



Cathy shrugged apologetically, “When he offered to ‘tutor me,’ I said he could do anything he wants to me as long as you get to watch.”



Before I could process the situation, he moved. He closed the distance between them in a single stride, his large hands gripping Cathy's hips. He pulled her into him, his mouth latching down on hers in a kiss that was obscene in its intensity. His lips covered hers, his tongue plunging deep, invading her mouth with a force that made her cheeks bulge. It was a brutal, possessive display, his tongue fucking her mouth like his cock would soon be doing.



Cathy whimpered - whether from excitement or fear, I couldn’t tell. It was clear, though, that there was no stopping this rollercoaster ride. He was going to take what he wanted from her, no questions asked.



Without breaking the kiss, he lifted her. He literally lifted her off the ground, her legs dangling, her body pressed against his. He carried her towards the stairs, his tongue still locked with hers, his hands now roaming over her body, squeezing her breasts, tracing the curve of her hips, squeezing her ass.



I followed, a silent voyeur, my cock throbbing with a mixture of awe and raw lust. I watched as he carried her up the stairs, her dress riding up to reveal her thighs. He didn't bother with the niceties of undressing. He simply ripped her clothes off, tearing the fabric, discarding garments on the steps as he ascended. By the time they reached the bedroom, Cathy was naked, her body an object for his use.



What followed was an hour of the most brutally rough sex I had ever witnessed. His strength was inhuman. He contorted Cathy's body into positions I never thought possible, his hands gripping her, manipulating her, using her like a pliable instrument. He pounded into her, his thrusts deep and forceful, his muscles flexing with each movement. Coach fucked her against the wall, her back arching, her moans echoing through the house. He picked her up by the hips, her legs wrapped around his waist, and fucked her standing, his cock buried deep inside her. He used her like a flesh light, his hand gripping her head as he thrust into her face, her gasps and choking mingling with his grunts.



His cock was a sight to behold. Thick and veiny, it pulsed with each thrust, a living, breathing extension of his raw power. His balls, dark and heavy, swung with each movement, taut and swollen, filled with the seed he was bound to inject into my wife. Every time he groaned, every time he thrust, they tightened, pulsing with the force of his passion. He stayed hard the entire time, his stamina seemingly endless. And with each orgasm, he unleashed a torrent of cum inside her, filling her until it spilled out around his cock, a thick, milky tide.



Cathy was in a constant state of arousal, her moans escalating into desperate cries, her body writhing beneath his. In between orgasms, she begged him to use her, to fuck her harder, her words a litany of lust and submission. I could only watch, my cock rock hard and aching, a silent testament to my own vicarious pleasure. God help me, my mind urged him on in his brutal fucking of my bride.



When he finally finished, leaving Cathy a sloppy, stretched mess on our bed, her limbs splayed, her body slick with sweat and cum, he turned to me, his chest heaving. "She’s a good fuck. Call me when she wants it again," he stated, his voice a low rumble, a statement of ownership.



I managed a strained nod, my mind still reeling from the display of raw power I had just witnessed. In truth, I secretly hoped to see him use her daily. The thought of my wife being so utterly, completely used by this beast was the ultimate culmination of our twisted desires.



While Coach was dressing, Cathy moaned softly, “Eat me, baby.”



Coach laughed as he left the room, “Yeah, go eat my kids, cucky.”









Chapter 6: The Transaction



The weeks that followed settled into a bizarre but exhilarating rhythm. Cathy's "tutoring" sessions became a regular fixture in our lives, an eagerly expected descent into lust, Cathy enjoying her illicit hookups as much as I enjoyed listening. Wednesdays were for the intense, demanding sessions with the math professor, his stamina and insatiable appetite pushing Cathy to her limits, leaving her raw and oozing each time. Fridays were for the more refined encounters with her English professor, his older, more experienced hands exploring her body with a practiced expertise, using her to relieve his week’s buildup of frustration.



And then there was the Coach. His visit had been a seismic event, a raw explosion of primal lust that had left us both reeling. The memory of his brutal dominance, the way he had used Cathy's body with such unapologetic force, was a constant undercurrent in our daily lives, both of us imagining a repeat performance, but also fearful of the level of addiction it might cause.



One evening we lay in bed after a particularly intense encounter with me on a Friday after the English professor. I was fueled by the thought that my wife would be full of the cum from two men, and lay there looking at her body, two sets of sperm dueling for an egg that wouldn’t arrive.



Cathy was tracing patterns on my chest, her brow furrowed in thought.



"You know," she said, her voice soft, "sometimes I feel… conflicted about all this."



I turned to face her, propping myself up on an elbow. "Conflicted? How?"



She hesitated, choosing her words carefully. "It's different from times with Jack and Janet, isn't it? With them, it felt mutual. Like we were all playing together, exploring each other. This," she paused, a slight blush creeping up her neck, "this feels more transactional. Like I'm paying for something with my pussy."



Her honesty surprised me, but also intrigued me. "And how does that feel?" I asked, my voice low and curious.



She shrugged, a small, almost embarrassed smile playing on her lips. "It's weirdly exciting. There's a power dynamic there that's different. Knowing that they want something from me, and I'm giving it to them in trade for my grades. It's a turn-on."



I nodded, absorbing her words. It was interesting how she saw it as more than just fucking. "What about the Coach?" I asked, my voice carefully neutral. "That was intense."



Cathy's eyes darkened, a shiver of remembered sensation passing through her. "The Coach" she sighed, her voice a husky whisper. "That was something else. I did that for you, you know. I wanted you to see."



"And I did," I said, my voice thick with arousal at the memory. "It was the best sex I've ever seen. The way he used you, the way you begged him." I moaned to emphasize how exciting it was, “I loved how you moaned and begged him - how often you came.”



She blushed again, but this time, there was a hint of pride in her expression. "It was the best sex I've ever had. He was brutal. Dominant. I was a little scared, to be honest. But the way he made me feel - filled, stretched, used like meat - it was thrilling. I loved surrendering to him like that."



She paused, her gaze meeting mine. "He offered… he said he wanted to have the team pull a train on me."



My breath hitched. A train. The sheer audacity of the suggestion was both shocking and incredibly arousing. I imagined my wife, surrounded by a group of young, virile athletes, their cocks penetrating her, filling her load after load… the image was almost too much to bear.



"Would you… would you like that?" I asked, my voice a low murmur, my heart pounding in my chest. I tried to maintain a neutral tone, so that I didn’t influence her one way or the other.



Cathy hesitated, her brow furrowed in thought. "I don't know. It's a lot. And I'm not sure… I'm not sure if you'd like it."



I swallowed hard, the conflicting emotions swirling within me. The thought of Cathy with so many men, their bodies claiming her, their seed filling her… it was both terrifying and incredibly exciting. "I’m uncertain how I’d feel if it actually happened," I admitted, my voice barely a whisper. "But right now, I think I’d love to see it."



It felt like she was uncomfortable continuing, so I shifted the conversation. "The students are still hitting on you, aren't they?" I asked, remembering her earlier comments about the young men on campus. Especially the way you dress for your professors,” I chuckled.



She nodded. "Yeah. But some of them have become… 'study buddies.' So I can pass some classes using my brains rather than my pussy." She chuckled, a wry, self-deprecating sound.



A fresh idea sparked within me. "You should hook up with them," I said, my voice surprisingly firm. "The students, I mean. It would be more recreational, wouldn't it? More fun than… prostituting yourself for a grade."



Cathy's eyes widened, a mixture of surprise and intrigue in her expression. "You think so?"



"Yeah," I said, my voice growing stronger. "Think about it. Young, eager guys, wanting you for you. No pressure, no grades on the line. Just pure, unadulterated fun."



Cathy almost groaned, “But I like ‘prostituting myself’ for grades. Trading my pussy for something. I can’t give that up.”



I was surprised at how much she loved the power of pussy. ‘Can’t give that up’ gave me a thrill. Three and a half more years of listening to Cathy and her professors.



“You won’t have to give up the professors. Just casual hook-ups with the guys.” I chuckled, “Maybe practice for the team train.”



Cathy swatted my arm at the suggestion, “I’ll think about it.”



The thought of Cathy with these young men, their youthful energy and enthusiasm taken out on, and in, her, was undeniably arousing. It was a different dynamic, a return to the more playful, less transactional encounters we had explored in our past. And the idea of her embracing her slutty side in a more casual way - it was what I had hoped for when she first started classes.



I was excited that she would think about it. I hoped her “thinking” turned to action, fueled by her knowledge that hookups with her professors had enhanced, not damaged our relationship.









Chapter 7: The Study Buddies



Over the next few weeks, I watched Cathy and noticed that her attire had changed subtly. Short skirts and tight tops were the norm now, not just when she had English or math classes, but every day. Her workout clothing was now sports bras and yoga shorts, tight enough that all her assets were on display. I hoped she was now baiting the students.



One Friday night, we lay in bed, the soft glow of the bedside lamp casting long shadows across the room. I had just finished cleaning up the professor's mess, my tongue lingering on her swollen lips, savoring the salty tang of his seed. Cathy was sated, her body relaxed and pliant, but there was a restless energy about her, a subtle tension that I couldn't quite place.



The question, as always, rattled around in my brain. I tested the waters again.



"So," I began, my voice low and casual, though my heart was pounding with a mixture of hope and trepidation. "About the students…"



Cathy shifted slightly, her eyes flickering away from mine, a guilty blush creeping up her neck. "Yeah?"



"Have you… have you thought about what I said?" I pressed, watching her face for reaction. "About hooking up with one of them?"



She hesitated, her fingers tracing patterns on the sheet, her expression a complex mix of sheepishness and defiance. "Maybe…" she said, her voice barely a whisper. "Maybe I already have."



A surge of adrenaline shot through me. "You have? You've hooked up with a student?" My voice was a mixture of disbelief and raw excitement. "Why didn't you tell me?"



Cathy finally met my gaze, her eyes filled with a mixture of apprehension and a strange, almost defiant pride. "I wanted.. I wanted something for myself. My own little side fun. I didn't want to… I don't know… share it. Not at first."



She sighed, taking a deep breath. "But I've been feeling guilty. And it's not just fun anymore. It feels like I have to…"



"Like you have to what?" I pressed, my mind racing.



"Like I have to charge," she admitted, her voice barely audible.



I was stunned. Cathy, a prostitute? The thought was both shocking and incredibly arousing. "Tell me everything," I urged, my voice thick with a mixture of disbelief and lust.



She took a deep breath, her gaze fixed on the ceiling. "Remember the sociology guy? The one who asked me out for beers?"



I nodded, my mind conjuring up images of a young, virile college student, his hands on my wife, his mouth on her…



"I accepted," she said, her voice flat. "In the middle of the day. We went back to his place."



"His place?" I echoed, my imagination running wild.



"Yeah. It was weird. He has two roommates."



She paused, her cheeks flushing crimson. "Eventually…” She paused, then continued, "Eventually, I scored with them, too."



My heart skipped a beat. "You… you slept with each of them?"



Cathy's gaze snapped back to mine, her eyes blazing with a mixture of embarrassment and a strange, almost defiant pride. "All of them," she said, her voice stronger now. "At the same time."



The words hit me like a physical blow. Three college guys. Three young, hungry bodies on my wife. The blatant promiscuity was shocking… and exciting!



"All at the same time?" I repeated, my voice hoarse with lust.



She nodded, her lips curving into a slow, seductive smile. "It was amazing. And glorious. And exhausting. But I had three cocks inside me, Craig. At the same time."



The image was seared into my brain: Cathy, my Cathy, spread-eagled on a dorm bed, three young men smothering her body, their cocks buried deep within her. It was a scene of such raw sluttiness that it sent a tidal wave of lust coursing through me.



"Will you do it again?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper, my body trembling with anticipation.



Cathy looked away, her voice betraying guilt, and excitement. "I've been doing it multiple times a week," she confessed. "My 'study buddies' are actually my fuck buddies."



She turned back to me, her eyes filled with a mixture of shame and a raw, untamed desire. "In fact," she said, her voice low and husky, "you just tasted me after four guys fucked me. Not just the professor."



My head swam. Four guys? Today? The sheer scale of her promiscuity was staggering. I couldn't speak, my mind reeling, my body throbbing with lust and excitement.



Cathy laughed, a throaty sound that sent shivers down my spine. "The professor has no idea," she said, her voice laced with a wicked delight. "He thinks he's giving you sloppy seconds. He's been getting sloppy fourths for months."



Months. She had been cheating on me, not just with the professors, but with a rotating roster of horny college students, for months. The realization hit me like a thunderbolt, a mixture of shock, betrayal, and extreme lust. My wife was a bigger slut that I could hope for.



I couldn't help myself. I dropped to my knees, and drove my face between her thighs, my tongue seeking the evidence of her adultery. I lapped at her greedily, Imagining the mingled scent of four different men, the taste of her well-used pussy filled with the semen of four men.



Cathy laughed, a sound of demented excitement and relief. Her voice dripped with dominance and power, “That’s it. Eat the cum from all those men. All those men I let between my legs, fucking my slutty pussy. Eat my dirty cunt, Craig.”



Her words fueled my lust, and I redoubled my efforts.



As I devoured her, she provided a detailed account of her afternoon, her voice growing more and more excited as she recounted the explicit details of her encounters. She described the feel of their young hands on her body, the taste of their eager mouths on hers, the heat of their hard cocks inside her, the way they had used her, pounding away with the sole purpose of injecting their seed into her.



The more she spoke, the harder I got, my desire fueled by the graphic details of her promiscuity. My wife had transformed into a voracious slut, a willing participant seeking adulterous liaisons, spreading her legs for virtually anyone. And I, the willing cuckold, reveling in her glorious, unrepentant depravity.









Chapter 8: Defining the Slut



That next morning, after a fitful morning sex romp, fueled by knowledge of her months-long cheating with her fuck-buddies, we lay in bed sipping coffee. Cathy shifted beside me, her fingers walking over my chest, a thoughtful expression on her face. "We need to talk," she said, her voice soft but firm, a hint of seriousness that was uncharacteristic after sex.



I turned to face her, propping myself up on an elbow, my heart pounding with a mixture of anticipation and a strange, almost nervous energy. "About…?"



"About us," she said, her gaze locking with mine. "About what you like. What you want."



I hesitated, unsure how to articulate the complex mix of emotions and desires that had been swirling within me. "I, uh, I thought it was obvious," I stammered, my cheeks flushing slightly.



Cathy shook her head slowly. "Not entirely. With Jack and Janet - that was different. It was swinging. Shared bed, shared bodies. And there was a lot of voyeurism. Watching you with Janet, watching them with me. It was a shared experience."



She paused, her brow furrowed in thought. "With my professors it felt different. Like you wanted me to be a slutty hot wife. Someone who pleased them, who gave them what they wanted, and then came back to you."



Her gaze intensified. "But after the Coach; and after I told you about the others, my study buddies," she trailed off, her voice barely a whisper, "it feels like something else. Like you want other men to take your place. You like men to take me. Like you’re a cuckold."



The word hung in the air, heavy with implication. Cuckold. It was a term I had considered, a label that had danced around the edges of my brain, both repulsive and strangely alluring. It never quite fit, though.



I took a deep breath, trying to articulate the tangled web of my desires. "I… I don't know if 'cuckold' is the right word," I admitted, my voice low and honest. "I mean, I love that you're with other men. I love knowing that they want you, that they're using you. And yes, the taste of you afterward it's incredibly arousing and gross, but it’s concrete proof of you cheating. The taste of their seed, the smell of sex on you. It’s proof of your sluttiness."



I paused, searching for the right words. "But I don't want them to replace me. I still want you. I still love you. I just, uh, I love that you're a slut. That you spread your legs so easily for them. That you're willing to give yourself to them so freely."



Cathy listened intently, her expression a mixture of understanding and a hint of surprise. "So, it's not about them taking your place," she clarified. "It's about you loving that I'm a slut."



"Exactly," I said, my voice growing stronger, more confident. "I love that you're a veritable cum receptacle for them. That you let them use you, fill you, and then they leave after they finish using you. And you come back to me. You're still mine. But you're also theirs. For a little while. And that's incredibly hot."



I reached out, my fingers tracing the outline of her labia, still slightly swollen from the morning encounter. "And the taste," I murmured, my voice husky with arousal. "The taste of their cum on you, in you. Whether it's on your mouth, or your ass, or your pussy - it's the taste of you cheating. And it drives me wild."



A smile spread across Cathy's face, a genuine, uninhibited smile that reached her eyes. "Okay," she said, her voice filled with a newfound confidence. "Okay, Craig. I understand. And I think I'm understanding myself too."



She took a deep breath, her chest rising and falling beneath the covers. "I haven't told you everything," she admitted, her gaze dropping slightly, a hint of shyness returning to her demeanor. "About the students. About, um, about what I've been doing."



I leaned closer, my heart pounding with anticipation. "Tell me," I urged, my voice barely a whisper. "Tell me everything - I want to know what else you’ve been up to."



Cathy looked up, her eyes meeting mine, a spark of excitement in their depths. "After I found out how much fun it was with the sociology guy and his roommates…” She paused, then continued, “I started saying yes. To everything. Every date suggestion, every flirtatious advance, every crass offer to fuck me raw. I just can’t get enough."



She paused, a wry smile on her lips. "I'm surprised you haven't seen the signs. I've gone through dozens of panties. Most of the guys keep them as trophies, you know. And the way I've been dressing… It's practically an invitation. I'm practically screaming, 'I'm available to fuck!'"



I blinked, the realization dawning on me. She was right. The shorter skirts, the tighter tops, the more revealing outfits. I had assumed she was doing it for me, for us. But she had been doing it for them. For any man who caught her eye.



"How many?" I asked, my voice hoarse from arousal. "How many guys, Cathy?"



She shrugged, a casual, almost nonchalant gesture. "Dozens, at least. I don't know most of their names. It's just sex. Pure sex." She smiled and said, “I’m getting a rep, I think. When they ask now, it’s like they don't expect a ‘no’. The only ones I turn down are the gross or extremely fat guys. As soon as I see a guy approaching me, I know his cock will be inside me soon.”



Cathy gave me a hard look, revealing a truth, “I think I’m addicted to it. Young, hard bodies that want nothing other than to get off.” She raised an eyebrow as she added “I think several of them have ‘Mommy issues,’ if there is such a thing. I’ve been called ‘Mom,’ ‘Mommy,’ and ‘Ma,’ a few times as they unloaded into me. It’s gross and thrilling at the same time.”



My stomach lurched from excitement, and from imagining my wife as the campus slut. An easy lay that never says ‘no.’ I imagined her fucking students in dorm rooms, bathrooms, behind bushes. She was a walking hole for them.



She laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a thrill down my spine. "My record is one Friday. I met one guy right after his girlfriend left in the morning, then another for lunch, then the fuck buddies, then another on the way home, then the professor, then you. Let's see… that was nine guys in one day. Is that slut enough for you, Craig?"



Nine guys. In one day. My wife. A veritable orgy of anonymous encounters, a testament to her insatiable lust. I was stunned, speechless, overwhelmed by the sheer volume of her promiscuity. My cock throbbed, aching with a desire that bordered on pain.



"Is that slut enough?" she repeated, her voice a seductive purr, her eyes gleaming with a mixture of pride and a hint of vulnerability.



I could only nod, my throat too tight to speak.



Cathy's smile widened, a slow, predatory curve of her lips. "Do you like it?" she asked, her voice low and husky.



I swallowed hard, trying to regain my composure and voice. "Like it? Cathy, Fuck! I'm over the moon with lust. And excitement."



Cathy's eyes darkened, her gaze intensifying. "Good," she said, her voice a low growl. "Because there's more. Much more."



She leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear. "The Coach," she whispered, her voice laced with a mixture of fear and a raw, untamed desire. "He offered again to have the team pull a train on me."



The words hit me like a physical blow. That fantasy that I thought wasn’t ever going to happen: A line of young, virile athletes, their cocks seeking her out, pumping her full, one after another. The image was both terrifying and incredibly arousing, my wife laying back, letting a dozen men use her like a living masturbatory device, a receptacle to deposit their cum in.



"And?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper, my heart pounding in my chest. "What did you say?"



Cathy hesitated, her brow furrowed in thought. "I told him I wanted to, but had to check with you. I wanted to see how you felt after I came clear about my cheating. About everything."



She looked at me, her eyes filled with a mixture of uncertainty and a raw, almost desperate need for my approval. "Would you… would you want that, Craig? Would you want to see me used like that?"



The question hung in the air, a challenge, an invitation, a plunge into the deepest, darkest depths of our shared desires.



Something occurred to me, “When did you see Coach?”



Cathy bit her lip, clearly embarrassed about her response, “He comes by every few weeks. Sometimes I get horny to be used like meat, then I text him.” The secret was out, so she seemed ready to share the rest. “I just text ‘fuck me’, then I wait here naked because I don’t want him to ruin any more clothes,” she gave me a small smile. “It’s like when the seat lock engages on the rollercoaster. I know I’m committed to a scary ride.”



I was on the verge of orgasm, my cock was so hard remembering the last time he was here. “Is it like when he was here the first time?”



Cathy smiled, “Rougher, more brutal. It’s amazing and scary all at once. And he talks dirty, calling me whore and slut and cunt. I only call him on days I don’t have class because I’m physically and mentally worn out.”



“Oh God,” I groaned. “I want to see.”



“No, Craig. You don’t want to see,” Cathy said, underestimating my voyeuristic needs. I made a mental note to check her class schedule so I could be home for the next session.



As she looked at me, I sensed she was still waiting for something from me. I realized we hadn’t resolved the team thing.



I reached over and stroked her pussy lips, then teased her clit, drawing a gasp from her. “As for the team… I can’t wait to see a dozen men pound your pussy into mush, pumping a gallon of cum into my slut wife. I want to see you moan, and orgasm, and mostly, beg them.”



Cathy’s eyes lit up. “Oh baby, I will beg them SO good!”







Chapter 9: Oral Exams



The end of the semester loomed, and Cathy was not nearly as stressed as the rest of the students - her pussy and mouth had earned her excellent grades. She was, however, deep in the process of planning her spring courses, a task that, in her case, had taken on a decidedly unusual dimension.



One evening, as we sat at the dinner table, Cathy was surrounded by a stack of papers, her brow furrowed in concentration. "You wouldn't believe this," she said, shaking her head with a mixture of amusement and disbelief. "I got nineteen notes today. Nineteen instructors, all wanting me to sign up for their courses."



"That's a lot," I said, my eyebrows raised in surprise. “Wait, do instructors usually solicit students for their courses?”



“No, it’s unusual to get even one,” Cathy continued, her eyes sparkling with a wicked glint, "It’s funny you mention ‘solicit,’ because every one of them highlighted they had ‘special tutoring’ available for select students like me.”



I chuckled, a nervous excitement bubbling up inside me. "Special tutoring, huh? The word really is out, isn't it?"



Cathy grinned, a slow, seductive curve of her lips. "Apparently. I guess I've made quite the impression. I’m gonna have the most educated pussy in the country."



"So," I asked, my voice carefully casual, though my mind was racing with possibilities. "What are you going to do?"



Cathy shrugged, "I'm checking their websites, seeing what they look like. Then, I'm going to talk to each one during counseling hours."



"Counseling hours?" I repeated, my curiosity piqued.



"Yeah," Cathy explained, her eyes gleaming with anticipation. "The instructors set aside a whole day of appointments to talk to prospective students about the classes, whether they're a good fit, and if they're on their career track. It's supposed to be about academics."



She paused, a mischievous smile on her face. "But I have a feeling a lot of them have other things in mind."



That Friday, I worked from home, the usual anticipation of the ‘tutoring’ replaced with an excitement about what would happen during ‘Counseling Hours.’ I kept glancing at the clock, my ears straining for the sound of Cathy's return. When I finally heard the front door open, I braced myself, ready to greet her, to hear the details of her day. Because of the late hour, I knew I’d have to wait until after her English professor ‘tutored’ her.



I was surprised when she stopped in my office, her presence filling the doorway. She said nothing, just gave me a big, sloppy kiss, her lips wet and warm, her tongue plunging into my mouth with an almost aggressive passion.



My heart pounded in my chest. "So how was Counseling Day? Did you narrow the field?"



Cathy's eyes sparkled, her cheeks flushed with a vibrant glow. “Oh, they all looked good, Craig. Really good. But I narrowed it down to eleven, uh, possibles. Today was for ‘interviewing’ them.” She giggled, a sound that sent a shiver of lust down my spine.



"Interviewing, huh?" I asked, my voice low and suspicious, but my tone betrayed my excitement. "What kind of interview?"



Cathy's smile widened, taking on a wicked edge. "Oral exams," she said, her voice a husky purr.



My jaw dropped. Eleven. She had… she had blown eleven guys today?



"Eleven loads down the hatch," she declared, pointing to her mouth, her lips glistening with a sheen that was unmistakably familiar. "And you just kissed my slutty mouth, Craig. You just tasted them all."



The image was overwhelming. My wife, on her knees before eleven different men, their cocks in her mouth, their sperm coating her tongue, her throat, her lips… the vision was almost too much to bear.



As the doorbell rang, Cathy turned to me, her eyes dancing with a mischievous glee. "And poor Professor Brown," she said, her voice a seductive whisper, "won't know that he's tasting his colleagues' cum when he kisses me. He’ll be tasting theirs while he pumps his into your wife." She winked, blew me a kiss, and then turned and raced downstairs, her laughter echoing through the house.



I watched her go, my body trembling with a mixture of shock, lust, and a perverse pride. I retreated to my office, the pocket door slightly ajar, my ears straining for the now-familiar noises of my wife having sex with her professor. I listened to the rustle of clothing, the creaking of the bed, my wife’s moans, and the inevitable grunting of the old coot pumping my wife full of his cum.



After the professor left, leaving Cathy sated and breathless on our bed, I emerged from my office. I found her sprawled on the sheets; her legs still slightly parted, her body glistening with sweat and the evidence of her afternoon's conquests.



I knelt beside the bed, my gaze devouring her, my tongue already seeking the lingering traces of her encounters. As I went down on her, my lips and tongue tracing every crevice, she provided a detailed account of her day, her voice growing more and more excited as she recounted the explicit details of her "oral exams."



"The first one," she said, her voice a husky purr, "he was average. But his cum was so salty. And the second one - he was huge. Thick and veiny. I could barely take him all the way down my throat. He made me gag, but in a good way. I could imagine him stretching me out and pumping his nuts into my pussy."



She paused, her eyes flickering with remembered pleasure. "And then there was the third one - he was so eager. He came almost instantly. It was over in minutes, but he was so grateful. Like I'd given him the best gift in the world. I don’t know if I’ll add him to the schedule unless his class is required."



She continued, her voice growing more and more graphic as she described each encounter, each man, each cock, each load. She told me about the different colors and textures of their cocks, the taste of their cum, the sounds they made, the way their hands had gripped her head, their fingers tangling in her hair.



I was a little overwhelmed by the insane level of her promiscuity; she was clearly addicted. My wife, the woman I thought I knew, had transformed into a voracious slut, a willing participant in a world of endless lust that only exists in books and porn movies. And I, her husband, eagerly allowed and encouraged this insane dance of dicks.



Chapter 10: The Train



The end of the fall term marked a strange transition, with a feeling of relief and anticipation. I was disappointed because it meant the end of her ‘tutoring,’ so I no longer could fulfill my voyeuristic cravings, even if they were auditory. I think Cathy was also saddened - her regular supply of horny college guys dried up as they headed home for the holidays.



I was at my home office, trying to focus on work, but my mind was a maelstrom of conflicting emotions. Excitement warred with a strange, almost sickening dread. Cathy had promised “something special” for our anniversary, and would surprise me in the middle of the day. She had rushed off an hour earlier. She had seemed exceptionally excited about whatever she had planned.



Another hour crawled by, each tick of the clock an agonizing reminder of the impending surprise. I kept glancing at my phone, half-expecting, half-dreading a call from Cathy, from the way she presented it to me, I knew it had to be sex. In the middle of the day? I wondered if it would be a session with Coach, watching him attempt to ruin my wife, brutally stretching her with his massive meat? Or would it be a gang-bang with her “study buddies,” my wife taking cocks in all holes at the same time? Or something new, something I hadn’t dreamed of?



Finally, the doorbell rang.



My heart leaped into my throat. I rushed to the door, my hand trembling as I reached for the knob. I took a deep breath, trying to compose myself, and pulled it open.



Coach stood on the porch, his hulking figure filling the doorway. He wasn't alone. My gaze was drawn to Cathy.



She was transformed. She wasn’t the sexy tempting MILF she had become over the past months. In her place stood a cheerleader, a vision of blatant, unapologetic sexuality. Her skirt was scandalously short, barely covering her ass, the pleats threatening to reveal everything with every movement. Her top was equally revealing, the fabric stretched taut across her enormous breasts; the neckline plunging so low that her nipples threatened to spill out with every breath. Cathy’s face was flushed, her eyes bright and feverish, her lips parted in a breathless smile.



Before I could speak, before I could even process the sight of her, she spoke. "Happy anniversary, Craig," she purred, her voice husky and filled with a raw, untamed desire. "I have a surprise for you."



Coach stepped forward, pulling Cathy close, his hand gripping her hip with a possessive force. He leaned down and captured her mouth in a kiss that was obscene in its intensity. His tongue plunged into her, his lips devouring hers with a savage hunger. It was a kiss that spoke of ownership, of domination, a claiming of territory that left me sickened and strangely aroused.



When they finally broke apart, Cathy's lips were swollen and glistening, her cheeks flushed, her eyes glazed over with lust. Coach turned to me, a predatory grin spreading across his face.



"Happy anniversary, Craig," he said, his voice a low rumble. "For your special day, a couple dozen of my star athletes, strong, strapping, and filled with energy - and cum - are going to pull a train on your little wife here."



He chuckled, a sound that sent a shiver of both fear and excitement down my spine. "I expect she'll be an unrecognizable set of stretched holes by the time we bring her back. It may be your anniversary, but nearly thirty men will enjoy your wife today."



He reached down and put his hand under the front of her skirt, sliding along her exposed slit. He held his hand up for my inspection, his fingers wet with goo. Coach laughed cruelly, “Of course, I had to stretch her out first. I won’t want her after those animals ruin her.”



He clapped me on the shoulder, his grip like iron. "Sorry you can't watch, Craig. The guys - they don't really understand the whole cuckold dynamic. They're young, you know? Inexperienced in nuance. They just see Cathy as a set of holes to be used.." He laughed again, a harsh, almost cruel sound. "It's ironic, really. Our team name is 'The Bulls'."



"Don't worry, though. We'll video the whole thing. You can watch your little cheerleader transform from a tight, perky cutie into a ruined, gaping cum sponge."



Then, without another word, he turned and led Cathy to a van packed with college athletes. I noticed with excitement that they were almost all black. Cathy turned back to me as she climbed in, her eyes shining with a wild, almost feral excitement. She blew me a kiss, her lips smeared with Coach's saliva, and then she was gone.



I was left alone on the porch, staring at the space where my wife climbed into a van with the men. The weight of what was about to happen crashed down on me, a mixture of dread and a perverse, almost irresistible excitement. I went back inside, the house suddenly silent, and tried to distract myself, but my thoughts were a relentless barrage of images: Cathy, naked and vulnerable, surrounded by a horde of young, hungry men, their hands on her body, their cocks inside her, their seed filling her…



The hours crawled by, each minute an eternity. I paced the living room, my nerves stretched taut, my imagination running wild. I tried to eat dinner, but the food tasted like cardboard. I drank a glass of whiskey, but it did little to calm my racing heart.



Finally, long after dark, the doorbell rang again.



I rushed to the door, my heart pounding in my chest, a desperate hope and a strange, almost masochistic anticipation surging through me. I pulled it open, and my breath caught in my throat.



Two of the athletes stood on the porch, their faces flushed and grinning, their eyes gleaming with a triumphant lust. And between them, they carried Cathy.



She was completely naked, her body a sloppy, stretched mess. Her limbs hung limp, her head lolling back, her breasts sagging and swollen. She was covered in a thick, glistening sheen of semen, like she had been dunked in a vat of it. It coated her skin, her hair, her face, her everything. Her hair was matted and caked with cum, her eyebrows were glued together with it, and her eyelashes were heavy and gooey.



But it was her body that truly shocked me. It was covered in sharpie signatures, a grotesque tapestry of names and crude messages scrawled across her flesh. It was as if every single one of her lovers had signed her, claiming her as their own.



The two athletes handed her to me, their grins widening. "Thanks for the fun, Craig," one of them said, his voice thick with amusement. "Your wife's a real trooper."



They thrust a small video camera into my hands, chuckling. "You'll want to see this," the other one said, his eyes gleaming. "She put on quite a show."



Then, without another word, they turned and walked away, leaving me standing on the porch, holding my naked, cum-soaked wife in my arms.



I carried her inside, my body trembling with a mixture of revulsion and an almost overwhelming arousal. I laid her gently on the sofa, my gaze devouring her ruined body. She was a far cry from the cheerleader who had left with Coach earlier. She was a broken, used-up slut, a remnant of the sheer brutality of their encounter.



She stirred slightly, her eyelids fluttering open. She managed a weak groan, a sound that was both pained and strangely… satisfied. "Fuck…" she murmured, her voice barely audible. "So good…" And then she drifted off again, her breathing heavy and ragged.



I stood there for a moment, staring at her, trying to process the sheer scope of what had happened. Then, my gaze fell on the video camera in my hand. My heart pounded in my chest. I knew I had to watch it. I had to see what they had done to her.



I plugged the camera into the television and pressed play.



What unfolded on the screen was a scene of such raw, unbridled animalistic rutting that it shattered any remaining illusions I had about my wife, about myself, about our marriage.



The video began with Cathy being stripped, her cheerleader outfit ripped from her body, her breasts bouncing freely as she was tossed onto a makeshift bench. The camera panned across the room, revealing a chaotic scene of athletic bodies and raging hormones. Dozens of young men, their faces flushed and grinning, their eyes gleaming with lust, surrounded her, their hands reaching for her, their cocks already hard and throbbing. My wife stared at the mass of hungry men and moaned, “Yes!”



What followed was an orgy of epic proportions, a brutal, relentless assault on Cathy's body that left me breathless and trembling.



One by one, they took their turns. They fucked her, their thrusts deep and forceful, their groans echoing in the room. They jerked off on her, their cum splattering across her face, her breasts, her stomach, her thighs. They played with her tits, squeezing them, pulling them, twisting her nipples until she cried out in pain and pleasure. They flipped her over, fucking her from behind, stretching her ass wide, their cocks disappearing into her depths. Then they flipped her back, fucking her again, their thrusts growing more and more frantic, their cum exploding inside her with each orgasm.



They cheered and hooted, making a game of fucking the married woman, their voices filled with a mixture of lust and triumph. They treated her like a game piece, penetration counting as a win, style points awarded for the depth of depravity. She was a willing participant in their sweaty competition.



Coach was everywhere, orchestrating the chaos, encouraging them to push harder, to go deeper, to ruin the MILF. He occasionally spoke to the camera, his voice a low rumble, taunting me, his eyes gleaming with a sadistic delight. He pointed out particularly enormous cocks, praising their owners, urging them to stretch Cathy even further. Coach zoomed in on Cathy's face, her expressions a mixture of pain, pleasure, and a desperate, almost pleading surrender as even she urged them on.



Throughout it all, Cathy was a willing participant, her moans and cries of pleasure fueling their frenzy. She begged them to use her, to fuck her harder, her words a litany of lust and submission. But as the night wore on, her energy waned. Her moans grew weaker, her movements more sluggish. By the end, she was barely conscious, her body a limp, exhausted vessel for their urgent desires.



The video ended abruptly, leaving me staring at the blank screen, my mind reeling, my body trembling with a mixture of disgust, horror, and an almost overwhelming arousal. I had witnessed the ultimate cuckold fantasy, my wife transformed into a ruined, cum-soaked slut.



As I sat there, trying to process what I had seen, Cathy stirred. She groaned again, her eyelids fluttering open. She focused on me, her eyes glazed over, her voice weak and slurred.



"Craig," she murmured, her lips barely moving. "That was, ugh, the most amazing day of my life."



She paused, taking a shallow breath. "I won't be able to walk, uh, for a day or so."



Then, her gaze met mine, her eyes filled with a strange mixture of shame and a raw, untamed desire. "Clean me up," she whispered, her voice a husky purr. "Clean up my sperm-covered body, husband. Make me yours again."



And I knew, with a certainty that resonated deep within my soul, that this was just the beginning of a whole other level of sex. Neither Cathy nor I would ever forget tonight, craving a repeat.





Chapter 11: The Delta House Debauchery



The holiday break stretched before us, a seemingly endless expanse of freedom with limited opportunities for further debauchery. The university campus was a ghost town, the usual throngs of students replaced by a quiet stillness. Cathy and I spent our days rewatching the video of her train, each viewing igniting a fresh wave of lust and a strange, shared pride in her raunchy adventure. The sight of her being so thoroughly used, so completely claimed by those athletes, was a potent aphrodisiac for both of us.



Her professors, bless their oblivious hearts, continued to reach out, their emails filled with polite inquiries about her well-being and reminders about the upcoming spring semester. Cathy, however, batted them away with a newfound confidence, a brazenness that bordered on arrogance. "Tutoring was just for class credit," she'd reply, her fingers flying across the keyboard, a wicked grin on her face. "I look forward to you filling me with … knowledge when I am next a student in your class." The thrill of her public notoriety, the knowledge that she was now a known quantity, a desirable celebrity of lust, had unleashed something fierce within her.



Then came the email that changed everything.



Cathy walked into my office one afternoon, her usual bubbly demeanor replaced by a tight-lipped fury. Her eyes were wide with a mixture of shock and a simmering rage. She thrust her phone into my hand, the screen displaying a short, simple message from the Delta fraternity president: "Saw your video. Want you for our party." Below the text was a direct link.



My blood ran cold. The video. It was out. Circulating.



A quick search confirmed our worst fears. Snippets of Cathy's train were all over the internet, shared on anonymous forums and whispered about in campus chat groups. The initial shock hit us both hard. Hours were spent in a haze of tears, confusion, and a gnawing sense of violation. The intimacy of that night, meant for my eyes only, had been exposed, laid bare for the world to see.



But then, something shifted within Cathy. As the initial wave of distress subsided, a new emotion bloomed: defiance. She sat up straighter, her shoulders squaring, a spark of something akin to pride igniting in her eyes. "Fuck it," she declared, her voice suddenly strong and resolute. "I'm not ashamed. It was fun. It was between consenting adults. Let them watch." She looked me in the eye, “I didn’t hide the fact that I am a slut. Now I don’t have to advertise it subtly.”



Emboldened by her newfound bravado, she typed out a reply to the frat president, a message as direct and unapologetic as his own. She invited him to our home.



He arrived later that evening, a cocky swagger in his step, a smug grin on his face. He was young, handsome in a typically frat-boyish way, and oozed an air of entitled confidence. "So," he began, his eyes raking over Cathy's body, barely concealed beneath a tight-fitting dress. "We've got a back-to-class party coming up. The boys saw your… performance. They want to pay you to entertain." He smirked. "Think you can handle thirty or more of us? We're expecting about the same attendance as in the video."



Cathy's smile was sharp, predatory. "I'll do it," she said, her voice a low purr. "But not for your money. For free. And you have to video the whole thing. And give me a copy."



The frat president looked genuinely surprised, suspicion clouding his features. "Just like that? No strings attached?"



Cathy didn't answer with words. Instead, she dropped to her knees right there in our living room, her eyes locked on his crotch. My cock twitched as I watched, a familiar mix of jealousy and intense arousal churning within me. She unzipped his fly, her movements practiced and deliberate, and took his already hardening cock into her mouth.



He groaned, his cocky demeanor melting away as she expertly worked her magic, her tongue dancing around the head, her lips sliding up and down the shaft. He came quickly, a guttural cry escaping his lips as he unloaded into her eager mouth.



As she swallowed his cum, her eyes met mine, a triumphant gleam in their depths. The frat president, still catching his breath, gave her the date and time of the party.



***



The day of the party arrived, thick with a nervous excitement. I went with Cathy, my role clearly defined: camera man. We had agreed that if she were going to continue this path, that I should at least satisfy my voyeuristic needs.



The Delta house was a sprawling, two-story brick building, the sounds of loud music and drunken revelry spilling out into the crisp winter air. The air inside was thick with the smell of beer, sweat, and testosterone.



Cathy, dressed in an outfit that could barely be called clothing - a shredded t-shirt and a micro-mini skirt that showcased her toned legs and the tantalizing curve of her ass - was the center of attention the moment we walked in. A hush fell over the room as dozens of young men, their eyes wide with a mixture of lust and disbelief, stared at her.



The frat president, his earlier cockiness fully restored, clapped his hands together. "Alright, gentlemen," he announced, his voice booming. "You all saw the video. You know what to do. Form a line!"



A chaotic rush ensued as the frat brothers jostled for position, eager to be the first to claim a piece of Cathy. I set up the camera, my hands surprisingly steady, a detached observer documenting my wife's descent into glorious debauchery.



The line was long, a seemingly endless parade of young, hard bodies and eager cocks. Cathy, however, took it all in stride, her earlier nervousness replaced by a brazen confidence, a thrill coursing through her veins. She was the star of the show, the object of their collective lust, and she reveled in it.



The first few guys were quick and clumsy, their youthful energy matched by a lack of experience. They thrust into her with a frantic desperation, their faces flushed, their moans loud and uncontrolled. Cum exploded inside her, thick and milky, adding to the slick sheen already forming on her thighs.



As the line progressed, the rhythm became more established. Some guys were rough, grabbing her hips and pounding into her with a brutal intensity. Others were more tentative, their touches almost reverent. But all of them were united in their desire, their need to possess her, to leave their mark on her body.



I moved around, capturing every angle, every thrust, every expression on Cathy's face. She was a whirlwind of moans, gasps, and cries of pleasure, her body moving instinctively, accommodating each new lover. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, her nipples hard and erect, attracting a constant stream of hands and mouths.



I encouraged them, my voice surprisingly calm amidst the chaos. "Deeper! Harder! Fill her up, boys! She loves it!" I organized the action, ensuring a steady flow of bodies, maximizing the number of men who could use her. I made sure they spread her legs wide, exposing her glistening, swollen cunt to every eager cock. I urged them to aim deep, to unload every last drop of their seed inside her.



The air grew thick with the smell of sweat and semen, the floor around Cathy becoming slick with their combined fluids. Cum dripped from her chin, coated her breasts, and ran down her thighs in thick, milky streams. She was a veritable canvas painted by their lust, a testament to her insatiable needs.



Some guys couldn't resist the urge to leave their mark in other ways. One particularly bold frat brother flipped her over, his hard cock finding purchase in her stretched and eager ass. Cathy cried out, a mixture of pain and pleasure, her body arching off the makeshift platform. Others grabbed her breasts, kneading them roughly, their fingers leaving red marks on her skin.



The line continued, each new man bringing a fresh wave of energy, a new variation on the theme of raw, unadulterated lust. Cathy's initial enthusiasm waned, her movements becoming slower, her moans softer. But she never stopped, never refused, her body a willing participant in their depraved celebration.



As the night drew to a close, and the last few frat brothers took their turn, Cathy was a spent force, her body limp and exhausted, her eyes barely open. She was covered head to toe in a thick, sticky layer of semen, her hair tangled and sticky, her face smeared with their bodily fluids.



The frat president, his face flushed with triumph, clapped two of the larger guys on the shoulder. "Alright, you two," he slurred, his voice thick with alcohol and satisfaction. "Your bonus. Take her home. One last ride for the road."



The two hulking frat brothers grinned, their eyes gleaming with lust. They gently lifted Cathy's limp body, her naked form a stark contrast to their boisterous energy, and carried her out into the night. I followed behind, the camera still rolling, capturing the last act of her glorious degradation.



The brothers carried her across campus, men and women observing my fucked-out wife, limp between the two muscle heads. They carried her into our living room, laying her gently on the sofa. They each took their turn, their hard cocks finding purchase in her already ravaged cunt, their last loads adding to the billions of sperm already coating her inside and out.



As they left, their faces flushed with triumph, I was left alone with Cathy, her naked, cum-soaked body a testament to her incredible day.



The next morning, I awoke to the sound of Cathy's phone buzzing incessantly. She was still deeply asleep, her body heavy and unresponsive. I reached for her phone, my curiosity piqued, and saw a string of new emails, all from different fraternity presidents.



The messages were all variations on the same theme: they had heard about the party; they had seen the videos, and they wanted Cathy for their own events.



A slow smile spread across my face. The legend of Cathy, the insatiable MILF, was just beginning. And I, her devoted husband, would be there to document every glorious violation of my wife.





Chapter 12: Advanced Degrees (in Lust)



The semester after the Delta House debauchery marked a turning point in Cathy and Craig's lives, a transition from the realm of illicit experimentation to a state of unapologetic acceptance. Cathy's reputation as the insatiable MILF had solidified, her name whispered with a mixture of awe, lust, and a healthy dose of envy among the student body. The floodgates had opened, and the tide of eager young men seeking her out showed no signs of receding.



Cathy, however, had learned to pace herself. The sheer intensity of the trains had been both exhilarating and exhausting, a baptism by fire that had pushed her to her limits. While her appetite for sex remained as voracious as ever, she and Craig established some ground rules, a framework to contain the chaos and preserve the thrill.



"One group party a month," Cathy declared one evening, sprawled naked across our bed, her body still gleaming with the remnants of my worship. "That's my limit. It keeps it… special. Something to look forward to. And it gives me time to recover."



I nodded, my gaze tracing the lingering marks of her latest encounter. "Agreed," I murmured, my voice thick with arousal. "We don't want to burn you out." I wanted this to last forever, or at least as long as possible. More than once a month might end the adventure early.



The "special tutoring" with her professors continued unabated, a steady stream of academic assignations that satisfied Cathy's intellectual curiosity and her insatiable sexual hunger. The power dynamic, the transactional nature of the encounters, only added to the thrill, a constant reminder of her willing payment, bartering her pussy for grades.



Her "study buddies," however, became a revolving door of fresh faces and evolving kinks. Each semester brought a new crop of eager young men, each with their own unique desires and fantasies. Cathy embraced them all, her flexibility and open-mindedness a testament to her insatiable curiosity. One semester it was a trio of engineering students who wanted to experiment with restraints and sensory deprivation. The next, it was a group of art majors who wanted to use her as a living canvas, painting her body with vibrant colors and then licking it all off.



"It keeps things interesting," Cathy would say, shrugging with a mischievous grin. "Besides, they're helping me pass my classes. It's a win-win."



And I? I continued to reap the horny rewards of her extracurricular activities. The taste of other men on her skin, the scent of their arousal clinging to her hair, the sight of her returning home flushed and satisfied, her body covered with evidence of their lust… it was a constant source of arousal, a twisted form of intimacy that only deepened my cuckold desires.



Our reputation spread like wildfire among the student body. We became minor celebrities, the subjects of hushed whispers and envious glances. Students offered us discounts at the bars and restaurants where they worked, a small token of their appreciation for Cathy's… contributions to the campus culture.



I was particularly thrilled whenever I saw flyers advertising fraternity parties, the bold letters proclaiming "MILF PARTY!" a not-so-subtle code for a sex train on my wife. The image of my Cathy penetrated over and over by a horde of young, virile men was a constant source of erotic fantasies.



Cathy eventually finished her bachelor's degree, graduating with honors despite her, uh, busy schedule. But her academic journey was far from over. The dean of the master's program, a distinguished but undeniably lecherous man with a penchant for younger women, approached her with an offer she couldn't refuse.



"Ms. Leonard," he began, his eyes gleaming with a predatory hunger as he looked her up and down. "Your academic record is… impressive. I believe you have the potential to excel in our master's program. In fact, I'm prepared to offer you a full scholarship."



Cathy's eyebrows rose in surprise. "A full scholarship? That's that's very generous, Dean."



"Indeed," the dean purred, his gaze lingering on her breasts. "But such generosity comes with certain expectations. A quid pro quo, if you will."



He leaned closer, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "We have a work-study program. A very specialized program. And I believe you would be uniquely suited to fulfill its requirements."



When Cathy relayed the conversation to me later that evening, her eyes sparkling with a mixture of excitement and a wicked glee, I couldn't help but laugh.



"Work-study?" I asked, my voice thick with amusement. "What kind of work-study?"



Cathy's smile widened, taking on a decidedly seductive edge. "I'll be working in the dean's office," she said, her voice a husky purr. "Three times a week. Dressed as a cheerleader. Bent over his desk."



I choked on my drink, my imagination running wild. "You're kidding," I gasped, my cock throbbing with a mixture of disbelief and intense arousal.



"Nope," Cathy said, popping the 'p'. "He likes to replay my football team gang-bang video while he fucks me. He always unloads in my ass. Says it's his, uh, inspiration."



The image was almost too much to bear: My wife, the ultimate slutty scholar, servicing the dean in his office, her ass presented to him like a ripe, juicy offering, the sounds of her moans and his grunts echoing through the hallowed halls of academia.



Strangely, neither of us ever tired of it. The thrill of the group parties, the constant stream of eager young men, the sheer boundless limits of her promiscuity - it all remained as intoxicating as ever. It was a shared addiction, a twisted form of intimacy that only deepened our bond.



As Cathy began her master's program, juggling her studies with her "work-study" and her monthly group encounters, I found myself filled with a perverse sense of pride. My wife, the former demure housewife, had transformed into a legendary figure, a goddess of lust and degradation, and I, her devoted husband, was her biggest fan, her most enthusiastic supporter.



One evening, as we lay in bed, the aftermath of an intense encounter with me, Cathy's body still glowing with the afterglow, I couldn't help but voice the thought that had been lingering in my mind for weeks.



"You know," I said, my voice thick with amusement, "you should get an honorary PhD."



Cathy chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent shivers down my spine. "A PhD, huh? Really?"



I grinned, my eyes gleaming with a wicked delight. "PhD, as in ‘Plow Her Deep.’"



Cathy's laughter filled the room, a sound of pure, unadulterated joy. "I like the sound of that," she said, pulling me closer, her lips finding mine in a kiss that was both possessive and utterly, gloriously slutty. "I think I've earned it."



And she had. She had earned every single thrust, every single moan, every single drop of cum. She had earned her place as the reigning MILF queen of the university, a title she wore with pride.



***



Oh, and I got to watch one of her sessions with Coach. She was right to warn me not to watch: It was rougher, more brutal, completely unhinged and more degrading than in my darkest fantasy.



I loved every minute.
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Jenny's Midlife Awakening: Servicing Her College Guest




When Jenny agrees to host her son and his friend for a summer internship, she finds herself smitten with the young man. She is surprised by the handsome guest's flirtation, which
 ignites some unwholesome desire
 s for a man half her age. Once she discovers his exceptional endowment, she can't resist, and embarks on a secret affair.



As their forbidden couplings continue, Jenny discovers a hidden side of herself. But the biggest surprise comes when her husband
 uncovers the affair and encourages her,
  turning her life into a thrilling exploration of sexual freedom.
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Pierced and Passed Around: A Wife’s Descent




Rose, happily married at 42, was not looking for excitement. Then she met Doug, the handsome intern half her age. His flirtation ignited a dormant flame inside her. But the real shocker came from her husband's encouragement: a business trip hookup with Doug, a chance to feel the lust of a youthful lover.



Her husband's encouragement and continuing visits with Doug stoked that flame. Soon, Rose wasn't just sleeping with Doug, but also with his roommate, Tim – a tattoo artist whose skill at piercing Rose with both meat and metal drove her wild. Tim saw Rose as an untouched canvas, and began permanently marking her skin with ink and metal that emphasized her newfound promiscuity.
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Intimate Guardian: A Mother’s Forbidden Role




Annie’s commitment to chastity had become a big problem in her love life. Heartbreak after heartbreak follows as boyfriends, unable to wait, leave her. Desperate to see her daughter find happiness, her mother, Helen, takes drastic and taboo action.



Annie's latest boyfriend, Greg—a handsome athlete preparing to take over his father’s business, is about to become the latest victim of frustration. When Helen offers herself as a secret surrogate to satisfy Greg's sexual needs, a dangerous game of illicit acts ensues. Helen pushes the limits of just satisfying his needs into the realm of becoming “the other woman,” engaging in every carnal pleasure with a man half her age.



But nothing stays hidden forever. The inevitable discovery shatters Annie’s world, leading to a breakup with Greg and an estrangement from Helen.



Unexpectedly, Annie informs her mother that she is offering the same shocking proposition to her new boyfriend. Will Helen, eager to mend the bonds with her daughter, agree to provide service to the new man? And what dark intent drove Annie to offer Helen’s body as sexual surrogate? A tale of maternal love, sexual obsession, and multiple betrayals awaits.
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Jenny the House MILF: Fraternity Fulfillment




Imagine your husband urging you to have a wild weekend with your boyfriend at his college. Jenny’s initiation into a new world begins when she’s thrust into the heart of a fraternity, becoming the ultimate pawn in a
 game of lust
 .



What started as a simple visit to her college boyfriend quickly transforms into an intoxicating journey of self-discovery. The fraternity house, a place of youthful abandon and desires, becomes the setting for her
 unexpected transformation
 . From an unsuspecting guest, she is initiated into a world where she is
 desired and claimed
 , ultimately becoming the “House MILF.”



Each encounter within the fraternity's walls serves as a step in her initiation, pushing her beyond her comfort zone and forcing her to confront her unexpected desires. The charged atmosphere of the house challenges her perceptions of herself and her relationships,
 blurring the lines between right and wrong
 , pleasure and consequence.



Will her husband recognize her when she returns? And will he accept her new role?
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Debra’s Risky Affair: From Exhibition to Infidelity




An ordinary summer takes a thrilling turn when a
 handsome international student
 arrives at the doorstep of the Smith family. As the young man settles in, a
 dangerous game of desire unfolds
 . Debra, the wife, intrigued by his intense gaze and dark skin, indulges in exhibitionistic fantasies.



Their game of voyeurism and exhibitionism quickly escalates to touching and teasing. When they reach the
 barrier of breaking marital vows
 , Debra must decide if she can hit the brakes on the thrill ride, or if she will crash through to infidelity.
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