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Eva sat at her paper-cluttered desk, tapping a manicured fingernail against the oak veneer.  There was a well-worn sliver of wood shredded away, thanks to her nervous fingernails.  This time though, her nervous nail scratching wasn’t because of a deadline in marking exams.  She was nervous about tonight’s date with her husband. 

Most days her office felt like a sanctuary.  There she could bury herself in books and papers and avoid the people who constantly wanted her attention.  Ironically, her current problem was that her own husband hadn’t been giving her any attention at all for months.  When he had actually suggested they go out for dinner, she was understandably stunned.  Most days they were like two ships passing in the night, and even in bed together at night, the gap between them felt like a cliffside chasm. 

Kendall was successful and attractive, and sufficiently academic to have caught her interest and had even seduced her many years ago, but their comfortable (read: humdrum) marriage had settled into dull routines and a relationship that was good only in public.  Admittedly he was excellent to have on her arm and not embarrass her in front of her academic colleagues, and in return she was sufficiently attractive to be flirted with by his coworkers at his company functions.  So anyone who knew them…friends, acquaintances, colleagues…would be astonished to hear their marriage was anything but first-rate; but sadly, when they weren’t wearing their public personas they almost didn’t exist for each other.

The main problem was zero thrill.  No chemistry anymore.  Sex was so boring she had begun faking her orgasms and then getting herself off in the bathroom after he was done, which usually took all of thirty seconds once a month.  Which was frustrating; for such an intelligent man, he was insufferably dumb: show me a woman who can get off in under a minute…without foreplay.  That in itself had caused a lot of fights, but even adding that to the mind-numbing tedium, neither of them was unhappy enough to endure the trouble of leaving the other.   

Her phone rang with a shrill tone, startling her out of her thoughts.  She cringed when she saw Kendall’s number on the call display.  There was only one reason he would be calling, and it wasn’t to tell her how excited it was to be seeing her in an hour, which was when they were supposed to be meeting. 

It was impossible not to pick up the phone and say something abrupt.  “I assume because you’re calling me, our plans have changed?”  There was a guilty silence at the other end. 

“I’m sorry Eva, but I need to cancel tonight.”  It sounded like he was saying it through gritted teeth.  

Eva felt her anger rise like an acid bubble rising from her stomach.   “What do you mean, you’re cancelling?” 

“I’m really sorry.  Something came up.”  

“Something always comes up.  I was hoping we could spend a real night together.  It’s been way too long, Kendall.”  It was hard to keep her voice from rising.  This was too familiar a scenario.  Whenever they planned an evening together there was always another meeting, another person, a higher priority than his wife ‘demanding’ his attention. 

“I don’t know what you want me to do, Eva.  I can’t control how things go here.”  

“You’re in charge there!  You should be able to figure out how to order your people around so you can spend an evening with your wife.”  She knew her frustration was showing, and she hated that she sounded like she was whining.  This wasn’t the way a tenured university professor and a leader in her academic field behaved. 

“I just…can’t.”  His words sounded as defeated as Eva felt. 

“Fine.  I’ll see you later…whenever the he…whenever you get home.”  Her frosty voice was intentional.  She was tired of being treated as if she didn’t exist and it was time for that to change, not only for her own self-esteem, but also because she needed to be…well…needed.  Or at least wanted. 

Meanwhile, her sudden anger needed to be channelled somewhere.  She sat at her desk allowing the frustration to seethe through her body.  Denying her…her fury wasn’t an option here.  Nevertheless, she realized there needed to be some way to channel her anger into something able to be addressed; into an aspect of her life that wouldn’t continually frustrate her with its unchangeability. 

And what better aspect to address than her sexual needs?  Of course she would need to be discreet if whatever action she chose involved another person.  So many judgemental people still subscribed to the hidebound morality of unquestionable monogamy.  Of following the rules no matter  what.  A morality to which in fact she did not subscribe; the basis for making choices she subscribed to, and sometimes even went on about ad nauseum, was an expanded version of ‘The ends justify the means.’  Which was to say a decision was acceptable if and only if all the potential consequences of one’s actions are considered, not just the conscious goals.  Such as if she decided to cheat on her husband, how he might feel about it.  Or perhaps if  she decided to warn him beforehand she intended to have sex with someone else before actually doing it; this approach would be more honest, but probably no less hurtful to Kendall.  And right now she was still angry enough that whether or not she hurt Kendall was quite far down on her priority list!  But of course as furious with Kendall as she was at the moment, she probably wouldn’t ever go that far.  As she mused on these thoughts, her hand slid down between her legs, stroking the mesh material of her stockings. 

She had only worn the dress and stockings because of the date they had planned.  Ideally she would have met Kendall at the restaurant, they would have had a nice dinner and a few glasses of wine, taken an Uber home and then had sex.  Even though the sex wasn’t great anymore, at least it would have scratched the immense itch she was feeling.  Not being able to be satisfied except through the auspices of her own hand for over a month was wearing very thin, and she knew that was a big part of her frustration.  Her anger swelled when she imagined another night alone at home in the ‘stimulating’ company of a bottle of wine. 

Eva had only been driven to the point of masturbating in her office at the university once before.   A colleague she was attracted to had fed her too much wine during a faculty event, following which they had kissed furiously before he stopped them from going any further because of his wedding ring.  Frustrated and horny after he had left her office, she had sat in this very same chair and rubbed her pussy until she achieved release.  Now she wondered if she would end up doing that this evening as well, alone with her thoughts and fingers.  She was well on her way there already.

A knock came at the door, startling her out of her haze.  She quickly removed her hand from between her legs.  “Come in?”  This was a couple of hours outside her regular office hours. 

Matt, one of her grad student/assistant, poked his head around the door.  “Is this a bad time, Professor?” 

If you had given me ten more minutes I’d be a lot happier.  Within the privacy  of her thoughts she could be as acerbic as she liked without hurting anyone’s feelings.  She sighed, “No, Matt, it’s fine.  Come on in.  What’s up?” 

“I saw your light on, and I have a paper from Josh Parker I wanted to go over with you; but only if you can spare a few minutes.  You’re working late tonight?” 

“Well, it’s not like I have anything to go home to.”  The words slipped out before she could corral them, and immediately she regretted saying them.  Eva tried hard not to let her personal life impinge on her professional one.  Matt gave her a stunned look, but then he smiled.  He had a reputation as a bit of a lothario around the faculty ever since he had been caught having a relationship with another professor who used to be part of Eva’s department.  Neither of them were married, but it was still enough to make her wary of his intentions.   

“I thought you were married?”  He glanced at her ring hand.  Kendall had always at least provided her with the very best in jewelry. 

“I am.”  They locked eyes, and Eva felt a sudden shudder pass through her.  What with Matt’s reputation and how horny she was feeling at the moment, she felt a sudden impulse just to throw caution to the winds and let the young man seduce her.  And let Kendall keep his nearly celibate lifestyle to himself.  Matt smiled again, with just a hint of a sultry gaze apparent in his eyes. 

Eva knew she was talked about by the students, was sometimes termed a MILF even though she and Kendall had no children, and she had even been asked out by a student on more than one occasion.  On faculty nights she always had to be especially careful about how much she drank, because inevitably one of her male counterparts would have too much to drink and make a pass at her.  It was always flattering, but she had never considered taking anything a step further than light flirting appropriate to a public setting. 

Until this very moment when Matt was standing in front of her and they were alone together in her office late in the evening.  While she was sexually frustrated.

“Come and sit down,” she heard herself saying, pointing to the couch before joining him  there.  Normally she would meet with a colleague or student while seated behind her desk, but the energy in the room right now was different with Matt.  After the shrewd way he had smiled at her just now, she found herself wanting to know what might happen if she opened the door a crack (sorry) for him to make a move on her.    

“Perfect.”  He was holding the indicated paper in his hand, and as she sat down she crossed her legs, allowing her skirt to ride up the dark mesh of her stockings.  His eyes immediately went to her thighs.  He sat beside her, just close enough so he wasn’t obviously invading her space, but closer than he needed to.  He unfolded the paper and leaned even closer.  Eva could faintly smell his cologne.  Her body was on edge, and she felt damp between her legs.  Her nipples were rock hard with anticipation.  Not entirely Matt’s fault of course; when he knocked on her door she’d been halfway to an orgasm.

“So here is where I think Josh went a bit wrong.”  He pointed out a paragraph and Eva leaned forward, knowing her blouse was loose enough that from the right angle she’d be showing off her bra beneath it.  Her hair slid off her ear and hung down, and as she brushed it back, she exaggerated her gesture enough to let it sweep slightly against Matt’s cheek. 

She nodded in agreement.  “Yes, I can see that.  Maybe prompt him to fill out the thought a bit more and lose all those five dollar words to make it a bit lighter; it’s almost like he could use something a bit…more playful?”  The frisky word was intentional.  “What else?”

“Here.”  He leaned into her some more, and her hair grazed his cheek again.  His face was now mere inches from hers, and if she turned her head, they could suddenly be kissing.  

She noticed herself visibly trembling.  Being around him right now had her feeling like a high school girl; one who found herself unexpectedly sitting next to the quarterback of the football team. 

“Is everything okay, Mrs. Long?” he grinned at her.  Eva considered the look he gave her was probably intentionally challenging.  Matt was giving her fair warning he was interested in more than just a professional teacher/student relationship.  Without thinking about it she uncrossed her legs, and his eyes flicked downwards to the space between her stocking-covered legs. 

“Everything is fine, Matt.  Why would you think otherwise?”  Her voice emerged almost in a low squeak. 

“Because you’re shaking.”  His hand went to her knee and when he touched her, she flinched.  “Is there any way I might be able to…umm…calm you down?” 

This time her voice was a croak.  Undoubtedly a croak.  “What do you have in mind?” 

His hand slid further up and raised her skirt a few inches.  It paused just before her panties would be exposed beneath her pantyhose.  She was soaked between her legs, and her breath was coming in short pants.  The sexual tension in the air was too much for her to bear. 

“This.”  He leaned into her neck.  Instinctively she shied away and turned her head away, but then his lips found her neck, gently kissing the sensitive skin.  His tongue flicked out and she felt it drag across the length of her neck and up towards her ears.  Oh my God, my student is kissing me.  And I want him to!  

As he continued gently kissing her neck, his hand on her leg slid higher and inside her thighs.  Without thought Eva opened her legs, at which his fingers pounced upon her presumed invitation and trailed themselves across her panties.  When he touched her with such unexpected intimacy, she gasped from the friction he caused, and from the way that made every hair on her neck and arms stand on end.  His strong hand only pressed her panties against her pussy lips harder as he rubbed.   

“Matt…what are you doing…”  it was no more than a half-hearted attempt to stop him, and Eva knew it.  He ignored her words and instead moaned into her neck.  His hand slid familiarly up her body and he began unbuttoning her blouse.  Oh my God, this is really happening.  

Once he had a couple of buttons undone, his hand ventured inside and he easily slipped a few fingers under her bra, grasping her rock-hard nipple.  His fingers pinched it gently, making her gasp.  The feeling of his warm lips on her neck continued giving her shivers. 

“Matt…we need to stop this…”  this time they both knew her words had no substance behind them and he ignored them once again, instead reaching his hand between her legs.  He gripped the crotch of her stockings, bunched it in his hand and pulled hard.  Eva felt it rip apart, and then his hand was inside and touching the thin silk covering her pussy.  She felt his wrist tracing against her delicate pubic hair. 

She was startled when he disengaged from her and leapt to his feet.  He’s leaving?  Why?  But he approached the door only to lock it and swiftly return to her.  It was Game On!

Returning to her, “God, I want to taste you,” he moaned.  Sliding down between her legs, he crouched on the floor and coaxed her knees apart.  Her stockings were raggedly open and her panties exposed.  All he needed to do to lick her was pull them aside, and Eva was dying for him to do so.  Carried away in the moment, with no inhibitions, she ran a hand down to her crotch and gently pulled her panties aside, demonstrating without words that she considered his desire to taste her to be a very welcome one. 

He leaned forward, and she watched him inhale her musky scent.  His mouth being so close to her pussy made her shiver.  She could feel his hot breath.  Then his tongue emerged and touched down right beside where his hand was slowly caressing her outer lips, sending a shock through her body.  “AH!”  Her back arched all on its own. 

Matt inhaled again and began exploring with his tongue, sliding it slowly and carefully up one side of her slit and down the other. 

“Ooh…that’s good.”  Eva moaned.  Every bit of friction made her even more horny.  “Lick me right here.”  Her hand slid down the sides and he willingly followed it, duplicating with his tongue the friction she created with her fingers. 

With every stroke of his tongue combined with her moans of encouragement, he started licking harder, and then he sucked her outer lips, now slick with both her excitement and his saliva into his mouth, before driving his tongue between them and into her wet hole.  “AH!  OOH!”  she sighed loudly.  “That’s so…good…” 

She had never felt a man licking her intimate areas like Matt was doing, behaving like a starving man who couldn’t get enough of her body.  It was an incredible feeling to have him devouring her without restraint.  But her body was craving more, and she knew of only one way to satisfy that particular craving.

“Matt…”  Her brain was screaming at her, No!  Stop him!  You mustn’t!  but her body craved everything he was offering her.  She wanted…needed…to feel him inside her.  Instead of her ordering him to stop, she heard herself encouraging him.  “I want you…inside me…”  her words weren’t spoken, they were Moooannned.   

He fumbled at his fly and finally unzipped his pants, yanking them down along with his shorts.  Once his cock was freed Eva gazed upon the thick, veiny shaft and its head, and she couldn’t wait to have it inside her.  Without any hesitation or fumbling, he knelt between her legs as she leaned back on the couch and guided his cock to her dripping wet entrance.  Looking into her eyes, he leaned in as if for further permission to enter her. 

Eva knew she should stop him, part of her did anyway, but she was too far gone to resist.  Instead of pushing him away, she leaned forward and hungrily kissed him, sliding her tongue into his mouth, giving him tacit permission to penetrate her.  With one hard push, his cock spread her lips wide, and he entered her with a single thrust. 

“OH!”  she cried.  His cock filled her right up, and her muscles gripped his thickness and squeezed as he pushed and pulled back and forth.  Their mouths were fused together and were moaning into each other.  When he broke the kiss he continued thrusting between her legs, panting into her ear. 

“Eva…oh…God, you’re so sexy.”  His hands found her breasts, pushing her bra cups aside as he slammed into her harder.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and lay back, thrilled by the sensations of a real man using her pussy plus the rest of her body with abandon, just like she’d been craving for so long! 

“OH FUCK!”  she cried.  “YES!”  His hands gripped the sides of her skirt and she felt the side to side swaying of the couch’s screws loosening beneath her.  Are we destroying the furniture!?  His cock drove into her like a piston.  With every deep length of him she felt more and more of herself building until finally she crested with such exultation that she had to stifle her loud cry with her hand.  Her uncontained scream would have been heard throughout the building if she hadn’t. 

Matt groaned and suddenly pulled his cock out of her.  Fortunately their wild activities had wrestled her skirt and blouse way up beneath her tits, for with a loud gasp, he gripped his tool and then shot a massive white stream out of him to splatter all over her pussy and stomach.  And another one followed close behind.  Then another!  She felt the pooling stickiness rolling down her stomach onto her hips and inner thighs, coating the panties that had been pulled aside.  Panting for breath, she smiled up at him. 

His expression changed from exhilarated to shocked and embarrassed.  “Oh my God, Eva…Professor Long.  I…I don’t know –“  

She cut him off.  “That was quite the load, young man.  And I believe it will taste delicious.”  She truly did want to taste this young man’s sperm.  Dipping her fingers into it and bringing some to her lips, she enjoyed a slight savory flavour dancing across her tongue.  Eyes twinkling, she looked up and asked playfully, “Want some?”

He shook his head in distaste, slid away from her and stood up, grabbing the hem of his pants and quickly covering himself up. 

“Go get me some tissues, please.  On the desk.”  At her command, he obediently walked to the desk and retrieved a box of Kleenex.  “Now be a good boy and wipe me up; don’t worry, I won’t make you use your tongue.”  

Eva was being so outrageously playful in part because her entire body was on fire with adrenaline, but recalling her earlier thoughts about consequences, it was now time to get serious.  She had finally fulfilled her need to seduce another man, and her lover was now obeying every word she said.  So far so good. She arranged her clothing back into place and sat back on the couch.  “Now…let’s make sure nobody finds out about this, yes?”  He nodded his agreement with a petrified expression on his face.  “It was fun, but nothing can ever come of it.  Are we clear?” 

Her steely gaze met his eyes and she watched him gradually come to the realization that she held his academic future in her hands, and she wouldn’t hesitate to demolish it if she deemed it necessary.  It was a powerful feeling.  “So even if it’s only verbal, we now have an ironclad nondisclosure agreement between us.  Agreed?” 

As they stared into each other’s eyes, on his part feeling as if he were captured in the gaze of a cobra, he nodded somberly.

“Good.  On the other hand, if you keep your mouth shut, there might be some more fun in your future.”  

He grinned.  “I’d love that.  You can consider me available anytime you need me.”  Just as she suspected, the younger man loved the idea of being a stud for an older woman.  Having a young lover to take care of her needs suddenly appeared to be exactly what she needed.  And Kendall could just deal with the situation, since he wasn’t prepared to proffer anything remotely close to what she had just experienced. 

Once he was gone, Eva slid the torn stockings off her thighs and tucked them into her purse so she could discreetly throw them in the garbage at home.  Her panties were still damp, and she felt sticky residue remaining on her stomach and inner thighs.  She was still shaking.  The sexual fever she had felt only minutes before had been reduced, but she was still on edge.  She had unleashed a pent up hunger that had been building inside of her for a very long time, and going forward it would be impossible not to feed it on a regular basis.    

When she walked into her house, it was quiet.  Kendall wasn’t home yet, as he had said he might not be.  She needed to shower off the scent of her younger lover and the residue of their encounter. 

In the shower she dwelled upon how wonderful it felt to feel an aggressive lover’s hands squeezing her breasts, his tongue in her mouth and his cock sliding in and out of her pussy.  It made her horny again just thinking about it, and her hand slid between her legs, quickly finding her hard nub and rubbing it gently.  She gasped under the stream of hot water, masturbating feverishly.  The libido that had been stuffed deep down inside her for so long had now raged to the surface, and Eva was sick of being denied. 

She made up her mind to tell Kendall what had happened, and he could just deal with it well or badly, it was up to him.  She knew a lot of her friends had ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ marriages where each partner had affairs and the other turned a blind eye to them.  That approach was tempting, but Eva wasn’t a person to hide things and sneak around.  Part of what made her so ongoingly successful was her blunt way of teaching students, and also her forthright way of dealing with her coworkers and friends.  A case in point was Matt just now.  They had done what they had done, had thoroughly enjoyed it, but were left with a potentially disastrous situation.  So without hesitation she had dealt with it and moved on.

When Kendall finally arrived home, Eva was waiting for him on the living room couch sipping her second glass of Chardonnay.  His hangdog expression was full of guilt. 

“Hey, darling.  I’m really sorry again about tonight.  I promise to make it up to you real soon.” 

Her anger rose in her throat again, and this time she wouldn’t hold back from telling him exactly how she felt.  She even relished the thought that there was no way he was expecting what was about to come out of her mouth. 

“Kendall, you weren’t there for me tonight, and quite frankly you haven’t been there for me in any meaningful fashion for years, so I decided to take matters into my own hands.  I let my grad student fuck me.  About two hours ago.  In my office.” 

Surprisingly, he was silent.   

“The repeated rejection you seem to think is okay to subject me to had built up, and I needed some real satisfaction for a change, rather than settling for the constant disappointment you always provide.  Especially in bed.  And I’m not the slightest bit sorry about what I did.  In fact, things are going to change quite significantly around here.” 

His eyes, now looking at her, went wide but he still didn’t say a word.  Instead, she saw his eyes drop and his shoulders sag.  Eva knew she had the upper hand in their relationship.  Kendall wouldn’t dare divorce her, knowing full well she owned half of everything he had.  Which gave her the confidence required to continue berating him.

“I was angry about how you always choose work over our relationship, so from now on I too am quite happy to prioritise my own needs first and foremost, and you can deal with the consequences.”  Her assertion still didn’t stimulate a response from him.  Without considering his feelings, or rather deciding to run rampant over his feelings, she revealed exactly what she had just experienced.    

“He has a fantastic dick, does my new lover.  Not at all like your little…little…whatever you call yours.”  

His body shrank into itself even further. 

“So I’m going to fuck him again.  Tomorrow night.  And you’ll be allowed to watch us enjoy ourselves, should you choose to.  I think I’ve put up with enough crap for long enough, and it’s time for me to take care of myself.” 

The power she was feeling surged through her like a conduit.  Kendall’s eyes continued gazing towards the floor, but now he spoke. 

“He…has a big dick?”  

Eva glanced at him and saw his pants were tented.  Her eyes flew wide.  Was it possible her husband was becoming aroused by hearing her talk about being with another man?  Not very likely, but it would be easy to find out.   

“You naughty man!”  Now in a raised voice.  There had been seething anger in her tone throughout, but her volume had dwindled to a conversational level.  But now she employed both obvious disdain and greater volume.  Perhaps he’ll like it! “Do you want me to tell you all about how this man a generation younger than we are fucked me with his big cock?  How he shot his hot, creamy cum all over my pussy and my stomach?  You know, he tore my pantyhose to shreds, that’s how much he wanted me!”  To illustrate, she snatched them out of her purse and threw them at him.

Kendall snatched them out of the air, examined them briefly then closed his eyes, and Eva saw him contort his face as if he was trying to resist some urge, and his cock continued to twitch inside his pants.  She continued her blow by blow, hoping that every word was making him realize his wife wouldn’t behave like his property anymore.  And it was beginning to look like he didn’t consider that unfortunate.

“He ate my pussy better than any man ever has.  And when he fucked me it was hard and fast, and he lasted much longer than you ever have.  It was so wonderful to be with a guy who doesn’t blow his load in half a minute.  I came twice…hear that? TWICE…all over his cock.”  Kendall groaned again.  “And all over his face too. By the time he left, my office he reeked of sex, and so did I.”  

The power over her husband flowed through her body, felt like electricity.  “Kendy, take your dick out.” 

His hand scrambled at his fly, and in a blink his erection was in his hand.  Without prompting, he began stroking it gently. 

“You enjoy hearing about my fucking him, don’t you?  That’s pathetic.  Stop touching yourself – right now!”  Her words flowed with ease.  The idea of barking orders at him…of controlling her husband…was exhilarating. 

Kendall groaned and stopped jacking, dropping his hand to his side.  His fingers flexed instinctively. 

“Now.”  Eva said.  “I’m going to invite my young stud over to our house.  Tomorrow night. Do you understand?” 

He nodded, staring down at his throbbing cock. 

“Do you…want me to leave while you have him over?”  These were the words of a defeated man. 

“No.  You can listen or watch from upstairs if you want to, as long as you promise not to let him know you’re here and spoil the evening for him. In case it has escaped you, you’re now bottom bitch around here, and everyone who walks through our front door is automatically your better.”  

“Yes, Eva.”

“Now.  You may not touch yourself until tomorrow night when we are done.  Is that clear?”  It was probably cruel, and she knew it but she wanted to make sure that Kendall knew his new place.  He nodded in agreement.  

The following day she texted Matt, making sure that her words were formed in a way that if anyone actually read the messages it would seem like she was inviting him over for a brief meeting about faculty business.  It was safer that way, and if there was any type of office gossip for whatever reason, it gave them both plausible deniability.  Still, it was impossible for her not to be excited, and the day seemed to drag on forever with anticipation.  

Kendall had come home early for the first time that she could remember.  He was pacing around the house as she got ready.  They hadn’t exchanged words at all since the night before beyond pleasantries and Eva knew that he was also nervous with anticipation.  

She slid on a black dress, tight around her hips and breasts, without bothering to put on any underwear.  It had an underwire top so that pushed up her breasts and squeezed them together, creating perfect cleavage.  Kendall walked up behind her and slid his hands around her waist.  It was affectionately done.    

“No.  You’re not allowed to touch me,” she rebuked him mildly but firmly, removing his hands from her hips.  “Only he is allowed that.  If you’re good, perhaps you’ll get to enjoy yourself after we’re done.  If he doesn’t exhaust me first.” 

“Yes, Eva.”  

“You can watch us through the camera, but we are NOT to be interrupted.  If I decide I want him to fuck me on our bed, you will hide in the closet and may watch, but you may not make a sound.  Understood?” 

“Yes, Eva.”  

“When we’re finished I’ll make sure he leaves, and then you and I can talk about what happened.  I’m not doing this to be cruel, mind you, I’m doing it because I have needs, and you’re obviously never going to fulfill them.”  He nodded.  “If this works out, maybe we can discuss other arrangements that might accommodate your needs somewhat.”

Her entire body was filled with adrenaline and excitement.  She could feel her blood flowing to her pelvis and breasts, and she was already breathing hard from the expectation of another man about to fuck her, witnessed by her newly subservient husband. 

“Now he should be here soon.  Remember to stay up here and be quiet.” 

Eva walked down to the main floor and with a shaking hand, poured herself a glass of wine.  The tart liquid burned as she quickly gulped back half the glass, but the alcohol succeeded in sending a cascade of warmth across her body and calming her nerves.  She didn’t know what to expect when Matt arrived, but if the previous night was any indication, it would be very hot and very satisfying.  Perhaps for her husband too, although that wasn’t the goal.

When she heard the knock on the door, her body vibrated with the anticipation of what she was about to enjoy.  Opening the door, she saw Matt standing there with a smile on his face, wearing a simple button-down shirt and jeans.  His hair was perfectly tousled, and he had just a hint of five o’clock shadow darkening his face.  “Hi, Professor…Eva.”  She smiled her welcome and he stepped inside. 

“Your house is beautiful.”  He turned and smiled at her with the same cocky smile he had displayed in her office, only even more so, since tonight was a done deal.  

“Thank you, Matt.  Please come in.”  She closed the door and led him towards the living room, where a camera was set up on a tripod.  “Can I get you a drink?”  He glanced around the house.  

“We are…alone?”  

She nodded.  "My husband isn't here, and he won't be back until late."  That was technically true. He wasn't here in the living room, and he wouldn't be coming back downstairs until Eva gave him the all clear. "So we have a little while."

“And what’s with the camera?”

“It’s so I can enjoy what we’re about to share with each other more than once.  And if you’re worried about blackmail, you needn’t be.  Even if I wanted to, I couldn’t pull such a nasty stunt on you without incriminating myself.  And perhaps we can watch our video together sometime.

“So lover, have I set your concerns behind us?  And are you ready for me to have my wicked way with you?”

In reply, Matt stepped behind her and she felt his hands on her shoulders, massaging her gently.  Her body shivered at his touch.  Just like he’d begun their proceedings last night, his lips fell to her neck and he kissed her gently.  “I can’t wait.  I’ve been craving to have you again ever since last night.”   

“Mmm…that feels wonderful,” she purred.  His lips on her neck trailed across the back of it, and his hands slid down her back and wrapped around her body to her breasts, cupping them with a gentle squeeze.  His erection was poking into her from behind as he prodded it against her.  Within moments of his walking through the door, they had both decided to initiate what both of them wanted without further ado. 

Sliding the straps of her dress aside, he pulled the top of it down, releasing her ample breasts, which were begging to be fondled.  Her nipples felt like hard erasers beneath his fingers and he squeezed them gently, continuing to kiss her sensitive neck. 

His hands moved to the bottom of her dress, squeezing her behind as he continued to devour her ears and neck.  Eva’s dress was slid up her hips, and then her bare ass was within his grip.  He chuckled to discover she wasn’t wearing any panties.  “Oh, professor…you’re so bad.”   She smiled in return.  Quickly his probing fingers found the cleft between her ass cheeks, and she hissed when he reached through to her pussy from behind.  She bent over slightly and pushed her ass back to give him better access, but by then it was time for her to take control. 

Turning him around and pushing him back, she maneuvered him towards the couch, where the camera had the best angle to capture them both.  Kendall had positioned it so that if she was in the middle of the couch, her body would be in plain view for him to watch.  Matt sat down on the couch and suddenly her ass was perfectly in line with his face.  With no hesitation, he slid her dress up to her waist and his hand slid between her legs once again, probing easily across her swollen lips. 

Eva wanted to feel his tongue on her again so she bent over, using her hands to spread her cheeks and allowing him to inhale her scent.  His head dipped between them, and she gasped when his hot tongue started to lick her from behind.  Starting at her tight pucker, he slid his tongue down her entire cleft, and she shivered as the tip slid inside her pussy.  With both hands, he massaged her ass while he devoured her. 

In moments he had her gasping with pleasure.  His finger slid inside her wet hole, and he gently used it to penetrate her while he tongued and licked her ass.  The sensitive rosebud soundlessly cried out to her with every stroke of his tongue.  Eva wondered what it might feel like to have him penetrate her there, but there would be plenty of time for more adventurous sex later.  She finally stepped away from his mouth and turned around. 

“Stand up.”  He smiled and stood up, the tent in his pants painfully obvious.  “Now take it out.”  He undid his belt and unzipped his fly.  Eva almost laughed because like she, he hadn’t bothered to wear any underwear.  He’d known what he was getting himself into when he’d accepted the invitation to her house. 

“You went commando too! I guess great minds think alike,” she observed.

The cock she had experienced inside her the night before popped out, already fully erect and throbbing.  Eva sat on the couch, beckoning for him to step closer as they changed positions.  She turned her body slightly to ensure the angle was perfect for Kendall to watch her with her student.  He unbuttoned his shirt and it followed his pants to the floor.  Standing there naked in front of her, his young body was slim but well muscled. 

“Mmm…that looks delicious.”  She leaned forward and took the head of his cock into her mouth, her tongue exploring the thick head and swirling around him.  Matt gasped and tensed his hips, his eyes firmly shut.  She took him deeper, feeling the velvet skin of his veiny cock sliding into her mouth inch by inch.  The feeling of his thickness throbbing in her mouth and the sound of his moaning and his clutching at her hair made her want to drive him crazy. 

She turned her head to gaze into the camera on the tripod, knowing her husband must be watching intently while she sucked another man’s cock.  With her tongue she bathed him up and down, hearing him moan and feeling him clutch at her long hair.  “Fuck…oh fuck…your mouth feels so good, professor….”  It made her feel dirty that he said such words. 

Taking him even deeper, she felt his head tickle the back of her throat, and then he pushed forward yet again.  This time the penetration made her gag and her breath catch, which sent a surge of adrenaline through her.  She slid up and then back down hard again, deliberately making herself gag this time, following which she regularly emitted a low choking sound as he fucked her mouth.  He groaned loudly. 

Removing her mouth from him, a thin stream of her saliva stretched between her mouth and his cock head, looking and feeling like he had just cum in her mouth.  She stroked his erection carefully, feeling it pulse in her hand and hearing him groan with every movement.  “I want this kielbasa inside me again.  Sit down.” 

Eva wanted to control him.  She’d tasted power last night, both with Matt and with Kendall, and she wanted more of it.  For Matt’s part, Eva was such a good lay, sex with her was so far superior to sex with any of the notches on his bedpost, was so much more exciting, that he was happy to follow anyplace she cared to take him. Thus eagerly he sat down on the couch and leaned back, his pole sticking up perfectly for her to straddle.  The dress she was still kind of wearing had ridden up completely so her open hole was exposed, and as she slid her leg across his hips, his cock rubbed against her pussy lips.  As he had done before, his mouth leaned forward and found her mostly bare breasts still being pushed up by the underwire of the dress.  Matt licked at her fully exposed nipples, flicking them with his hot tongue.  

Eva slowly straddled her young partner and felt the head of his long member poking against her wet opening.  “That’s it, baby.  You can put it inside me now.”  She felt him fumble for a moment, but then finally, with a gasp, she was able to sit all the way down on him.  His cock slid fully into her with one long penetration as her Kegels squeezed it hard.  His hips pushed up into hers.  “AH…ah…yes…” 

With a small motion of her hips, she was able to start grinding her pussy against his pelvis while his cock moved inside her.  “Fuck…you feel so big inside me.  So much bigger than my husband.”  She said the last part louder than she needed to, wanting Kendall to hear every word. 

She braced her hands on Matt’s chest and began pushing down harder on him.  The younger man had his eyes closed, and she could tell he was trying hard to sustain his erection by restraining a looming ejaculation while a sexy older woman…Eva…rode him so well.  Her breasts bounced against his face, and he eagerly kissed and licked at them. 

She grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his head back, forcing him to open his eyes.  “Look at me!  Look at the sexy hot older woman riding your cock!”  The power of having a man pleasuring her while the act was being witnessed by her cuckolded husband was an aphrodisiac, and she wanted to continue imbibing from this fountain of lust.  “Touch me!  Touch my pussy!” 

His fumbling hand found her clit.  “Yes!  Higher.  AH!  Yes, right there.  Gentle rubbing back and forth,” she commanded.  Her body started to quiver with a familiar sensation and she knew she was close.  “Ooh…yes, that’s it!  Don’t STOP!” 

Matt continued his steady pressure and thrusting.  Eva felt herself building higher and higher, until with a loud gasp the orgasm thundered through her hips and she squeezed the hard cock inside her with a vise grip, exulting in every pulse and quiver that were slamming into her body. 

Now it was time for Kendall to be allowed to watch what she was doing with her young lover up close and personal.  Or at the very least to hear her cries of ecstasy firsthand while he finally watched her receive a proper cock that could exercise proper endurance.  “Matt! Come upstairs with me!”  She slid off him and grabbed his hand.  Louder than she needed to, at least for Matt’s benefit, she announced.  “Let’s go to my bedroom.”  Hoping Kendall would take the hint and go hide in the closet.  “I want you to fuck me in my own bed.  Later on tonight I want my cuck of a husband to be able to smell what we’ve done.  I want him to lie in puddles of your cum.” 

Sauntering up the stairs in front of him, she felt his hands fondling her naked skin, and she enjoyed the sensations of a young man worshiping her body just like it was meant to be adored.  

Taking a deep breath, she pushed open the door to the bedroom and exhaled almost explosively as she saw the empty room and the closed closet door.  It was the perfect setup.  Kendall would be able to watch perfectly through the horizontal slats in the closet door and hear every moan and cry.  Leading Matt by the hand, she climbed onto the bed and rolled quickly onto her back, pulling his naked body on top of her.  “Get that big dick back inside me.”  She spread her legs wide. 

Matt didn’t hesitate and she felt his cock slide easily inside her again, this time with a single powerful thrust.  “YES!  Ah…you hot fucking stud!”  Eva wanted to be a personal porn star for both the man between her legs and the man watching from the closet.  She found herself fully expressing every moan and cry she felt, exaggerating them even, as he pounded his cock into her, hoping Kendall was enjoying their cries, their slapping skin, the sight of what they were doing, even their sexy smells.  Her ample breasts swayed as Matt kept up a hard rhythm. 

He slid up onto his knees and grabbed her hips, spreading her legs even wider and allowing his cock to thrust as deep as possible.  Looking down at her, he grinned the same cocky grin as last night.  Eva knew he was particularly getting off on watching his body conquering hers and loved the idea of fucking his teacher.  It was a fantasy every young man had.  A fantasy she was delighted to fulfill, since she was fulfilling so many of her own fantasies at the same time. 

Matt most certainly had staying power, and Eva was fascinated by his ability to maintain his thrusts for lengthy periods, to an extent unlike any other man she had experienced.  She continued to smile up at him and encourage him to use her body.  “Come on…yes…fill that pussy…give it to me!” 

With a slap on her hips, Matt directed her to turn over, and Eva eagerly positioned herself on her hands and knees, facing the closet door so Kendall would now be able to watch the changing expressions on her face as she was fucked into senseless oblivion by her young stud.  Matt growled as he entered her again, his hands hot on her ass cheeks and his cock feeling like a fiery piston motoring itself deep into her. 

Their bodies slapped together loudly as his hips rammed into her ass cheeks, making a delicious sound while they both moaned in unison.  His hands were firm against her, guiding her back and forth. 

Matt started to grunt louder and at a higher pitch.  All Eva could do was to rock back into him even harder as she felt him start to spasm, and then he clutched hard at her hips.  She felt him thrust again, and a wet spurt shot into her pussy, dampening her insides and feeling hot and sticky.  “OH…YES…”  His groans continued and two more spurts followed, coating her insides completely, just like he had coated the outside of her stomach last night in her office.  Her wild physical sensations aside, the very idea of having another man’s seed inside her pussy made her want to get off again. 

When he started to pull out of her, she squeezed him quickly. “Don’t pull out yet,” she hissed, pushing herself back into him so his shaft would remain inside her.  Her hand found her clit and she furiously rubbed herself, knowing it would take only moments for her to orgasm again.  Sure enough, within moments she felt a new shiver taking over her body; she was about to explode all over her young stud.  “AH!  AH…FUCK!”  Her body shuddered again.  This was the perfect way to complete this encounter she had so thoroughly enjoyed.  Except for one final sex act Matt couldn’t take part in.  She was about to save his cum for her husband to lick out of her pussy. 

Matt pulled out of her and plopped down beside her on the bed, lying there panting.  His hands roamed across her skin and he looked at her with a fascinated gaze as if he couldn’t believe all that had just happened.  Eva leaned over with a smile and kissed him.  “Wow, lover…we are definitely doing this again!”  Her words escaped in short pants.  She felt his semen pooling inside her and drips of it leaking out.  Normally at this stage she would run to the bathroom, but this time was different.  The seed inside her needed to be saved for someone else to enjoy.  Or perhaps not to enjoy but to imbibe anyway, she would have to see.

He broke the kiss and then looked at her with hazy but suspicious eyes.  “What about your husband?  We’ll have to be awfully careful.”  Reaching out to caress her breast, he sighed.  “There’s no way I’ll be able to stop doing you.”   

Part of what made their encounter so hot for her was that Eva knew her husband was watching and listening from only a few feet away, and he had probably been enjoying himself the entire time.  But Matt didn’t need to know about that right now, and perhaps he never would.  Eva didn’t care if he ever found out she was cuckolding her knowing husband instead of only cheating on him. 

“I wouldn’t worry about him.  He’s clueless anyway.  I have a feeling we’ll be able to enjoy each other whenever we want without your ever encountering him.  And we always have my office…again.”  

Matt rolled her onto her stomach, and then his mouth was pecking its way down her body, deliciously kissing as far as her lower back, and then detouring between her ass cheeks.  He pulled them apart with his hands and started to lick her ass: the one that was coated with both of their sweat and his leaking semen.  Eva moaned and went rigid.  No man had ever kissed her there before, much less done anything else with it.  But when Matt climbed above her and she detected his hard cock probing against her skin again, she pushed him away with a giggle. 

“Hold on, tiger.  As much as I’d love to have some more fun, you need to get out of here.”  She thought Kendall had been cooped up for long enough, and he was probably dying to become the next one to worship her cum covered, naked body.  “My husband will be around in a bit, and I don’t want him walking in on my grad student fucking my ass.”  Even though he just watched you do my pussy.  Matt sighed.

“As long as you promise we’ll do this again.  And soon.”  He continued kissing her hip, gazing at her with a passion she hadn’t seen in a long time.  She returned his hungry gaze with her sultry one. 

“Oh, most definitely, you’re a keeper.  But for now, go get your clothes on and I’ll see you out.  We can figure everything out later.”  

She pulled a thin robe off the back of the ensuite bathroom door as Matt walked downstairs, his naked body looking like an Adonis.  Eva watched him pull his pants and shirt back on in the living room.  When she led him to the front door, he pushed her hard against the wall, kissing her mouth with his tongue and using his hands to slide inside her robe to touch her bare skin again, making her shiver.  Interacting  with a man who wanted her body so much was incredible.  Finally Eva pushed him away.  “Down boy.  I’ll text you soon.” 

With a disappointed gaze, Matt opened the door and Eva closed it gently behind him.  Her entire body was flushed with excitement and wonder at the long, satisfying sexual encounter she had just experienced.  This young man had seduced her last night, and then tonight had fucked her all the ways she wanted to be fucked.  And now it was time for her to go see how her husband was feeling about all this. 

Walking back up the stairs, she entered the bedroom and Kendall sat there on their bed, a big gaping grin across his face.  He was naked, and his cock was fully hard.  Eva took one look and stood there smiling, her body aglow with sexual satisfaction. 

“So?  What did you think?”  

With a growl, Kendall was on her.  He untied the robe and yanked it off, and then his lips found her neck, sliding down quickly and sucking on her breast.  His hand slid between her legs where she was still slick with Matt’s cum, and he moaned as soon as he touched it.  “Oh my god…he came inside you?” 

“He sure did.  Three times,” she whispered back.  “You could endure watching your wife get herself fucked?” 

His response was to throw her onto the bed with a guttural gasp.  Eva bounced onto the sheets, landing on her back and before she knew it, Kendall had her pinned down with his body and her legs spread wide.  With no warning, she watched and felt his head pounce between her legs and start licking her pussy and the sticky residue pooled inside it.  “OH!”  It was amazing to her how much passion Kendall was exhibiting, far more than she had experienced from him in years.  His tongue slid between her sticky lips, devouring every inch of her and every ounce of her lover’s leavings.

“Oh…you dirty man, slurping another man’s cum out of your wife.  Tell me, how does he taste?”  Kendall moaned loudly and continued licking her pussy with vigor, ensuring his tongue explored every nook and cranny of her slick orifice.  

Once she was thoroughly cleansed, he lifted himself up and his cock found her slick tunnel, sliding inside her with one easy thrust.  Her pussy had been stretched by her younger lover and as he mounted her, she cried out.  “YES!”  He leaned into her body, and she hissed into his ear.  “You like fucking your wife after I’ve already been fucked?  Are you good with sloppy seconds, or in this case fourths?  Is this pussy nice and stretched out for you?”  

He couldn’t even speak, but he could groan. 

“His cock felt so good fucking me.  And his cum felt so good shooting inside me.  AH!”  Each time she uttered a sentence, Kendall thrust into her even harder.  Eva felt his body go rigid and he cried out, then his cock spurted another hot load into her just like Matt had done only minutes before.  He didn’t have any more stamina than he ever did…less actually…but tonight Eva was already so well fucked, it didn’t matter.  This could be for him.  He slowed his thrusts and groaned again, resting his head on her chest.  Eva stroked his hair gently.  “That’s it, baby.  Good boy.  Well done.” 

Kendall removed himself from her slowly and rolled onto his side with a loud sigh, staring at her with intense eyes.  “Dearest, I had no idea anything like tonight even existed.  That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.  I want to watch you fuck over and over again.  Anytime you want to have that guy over, or someone else, just let me watch and I’ll love you forever.”  His softening cock twitched.      

Eva felt such a thrill!  The idea of having a young lover who  could fuck her whenever she pleased, and not only with her husband’s permission but with his eagerly cheering her on, felt naughty and incredible at the same time.  “I’m glad you enjoyed it.  I know I certainly did!” she laughed.  “And the great thing is, I’ll have another grad student working for me in the spring.  Maybe it would be fun to have two of them at the same time, what do you think?”  Her body shivered with the idea of a threesome with two excited young studs followed by a brief after party with her husband.  The possibilities were almost endless. 

Kendall leaned in to kiss her lips, and his arm wrapped comfortably around her waist.  There was more affection being expressed in his touch and kisses than Eva had felt from him in years.  It was incredible to think that all it had taken to transform into such a sweetheart was for her to sleep with another man. 

Their new sex life was something Eva was excited to explore, especially with her freedom to pick and choose the men she wanted without worrying about her husband getting in the way.  Now that she knew Kendall was happy…no, delighted to be cuckolded, it opened up doors for her to satisfy her sexuality in so many unimaginable ways.  All her sexual fantasies, both present and future, could come to fruition. 

“I need to shower off.”  She stood up and walked into the bathroom, and as the water began steaming up the room, she examined herself in the mirror.  Her hair was askew, her body was flushed with adrenaline, and her thighs were sticky with the residue of two men’s worship.  And this was only the beginning for her. 

THE END
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