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Rachel loved writing. She loved seeing her own words flowing across a paper or a computer screen. She loved dreaming up an idea that could blossom into an entirely different world. But so far, her writing career had been limited to blogging occasionally and writing small articles for her company newsletter, which were her only literary claims to fame.

When her husband Henry told her he had enrolled her in a creative writing class at the local community college as a birthday present, she was both thrilled and frightened. Now she would no longer have the excuse of not being given a chance to write something substantial. Sure, it wasn’t a major publisher commissioning her next manuscript, but at least someone who knew what they were doing would be reading and critiquing her efforts. The outline of the course promised lots of work developing her writing skills, and she was excited to begin the class.

The first day of class a younger man walked into the room, scanning the seats. Rachel was taken by surprise, because he was gorgeous. He had short, wavy hair with just a hint of salt and pepper on the sides, a stocky frame showing some muscle, even though he wore a well-cut button-down shirt.

He was almost the exact twin of a man she had a wonderful memory of from a European backpacking trip, where after a night out at the bars they’d spent a torrid night together in a small hotel room. Her body tensed up, thinking this carbon copy man was exactly her type. If her husband had been sitting next to her, he’d be elbowing her and pointing the guy out, knowing Rachel would be interested.

Walking up the aisle, he selected the seat right next to her and sat down, giving her a smile. Rachel stiffened, feeling awkward since there were ample other seats he could have chosen. It was obvious his sitting next to her was intentional, and she internally debated his motives for doing so.

She had worn simple jeans and a crisp white blouse, but she realized with her hair down and her makeup done that she had subconsciously put forth some extra effort into her appearance, unlike a lot of students filing into the classroom. With her glasses on, Henry had commented that she looked exactly like a sexy student, and part of her hoped the hot guy sharing her row had picked up on it.

He turned and smiled at her. “So… I hear this Edwards guy is a real hard ass. Have you heard anything about the course?”

Flustered by his brazen words, she managed to stammer out a response. His eyes were piercing and blue, and it was hard for Rachel to stop losing herself in them. “I haven’t heard anything; I’m just taking this for fun.”

“Oh my dear, this course is Creative Writing! You need to come up with better words than fun. Enjoyment, amusement, diversion, even delight?”

Rachel found herself giggling. She had always loved men with a sense of humour.

“Anyone?” he suddenly announced loudly, turning all the heads that had arrived in the room towards him. “Anyone know another good word for fun?”

More heads turned, and the other students in the room stared at the slightly older man asking the question. “Come on people, we’re about to take a writing class. What y’all got?” he challenged the group.

“Pleasure?” Rachel almost choked when she heard the word emerge from her mouth, and the man swiveled back to her with a smile.

“Absolutely.” His eyes lingered for a beat longer on hers than they probably should have. Suddenly he stood up, gesturing expressively with his hands. “In order to create an experience for the reader, we need to be able to describe things with more than a single repetitive word!”

As he walked down the row away from Rachel and then confidently turned to head up the aisle towards the lectern at the front, it dawned on Rachel this attractive and entertaining man was the professor they’d been waiting for. She let out the deep breath she’d been holding and sat back in her seat. He turned to face the class and gave Rachel a quick wink.

“My name is Grant Edwards, and I’ll be your teacher this semester! Or in other words your educator, your tutor, instructor, lecturer, professor, and… for those of you who prefer five-dollar words… your educationist. The first lesson of good writing is that you need to transport your reader into a place where they can feel and see what you want them to.”

As his voice started taking over the room, Rachel found herself captivated not only by his voice, but by his piercing eyes, that were simply framed beneath his thin-rimmed glasses. He had the perfect combination of authority along with sexiness, which was like Kryptonite for her sexual self-control. The way he moved with confidence and kept the conversation flowing, never letting a smile leave his face, just made him endearing as well.

Wow. Ten minutes into the first class, and I have a crush on my professor.

Her husband Henry was a wonderful man, and their relationship was one of open communication and respect, but just like many couples in the modern world once real life took them over, their sex life had dwindled and changed. The initial rush of a new lover and the emotions of love had morphed into comfort, but also into complacency. However unlike most couples, a while ago they’d had a frank discussion about her sexual needs versus his that had raised the temperature between them once again.

This wasn’t the first time she’d harboured illicit thoughts about other men, and following that invaluable conversation, she knew Henry was okay with her entertaining, and often even acting upon the odd fantasy. This was one of the things making them such a strong couple, that they could communicate about their sexual desires without judging each other.

They’d even experimented with swinging in the past and enjoyed themselves, but her libido was far higher than his, and eventually they’d concluded that while sometimes he liked to participate, he usually preferred watching or hearing about her escapades. The anticipation of what he would eventually experience as she shared a new fantasy was enough to satisfy him, and the sex when she returned home after fulfilling one was always incredible.

Watching her new educationist Grant commanding the room over the next hour teased out familiar feelings in her. They were the exact same feelings she always had whenever she was particularly attracted to a man. She could tell by the way she couldn’t help but watch his lips move, his body shift, and then she’d start fantasizing about how he might look with his glasses and shirt off. Then about how big his cock would be. And how it might feel when his body was naked on top of hers, sweating, panting and thrusting. She felt herself getting damp under her jeans.

“Excuse me? Miss?” She heard a loud finger snap only inches away from her ear. Blushing, she realized Grant had caught her in a fantasy already within mere minutes of his first class beginning. “Your name is?”

“Rachel.” She blushed.

“So, what Rachel here has just illustrated is that apparently my own words weren’t enough to hold her attention.” The class laughed. “And that failure, my new friends, is exactly where I need you to succeed. What does the reader want? Answer: he, she or perhaps they in the case of our transgender friends, wishes to be transported to another place where they can enjoy a story!”

As he continued, Rachel focused and found herself rapt with attention at the way he effortlessly controlled the class. He obviously loved his craft, which only served to make him even more attractive to her. They wrapped up with a simple homework assignment, and then the class ended. When she got up to leave, Grant motioned her over to him. When he was close to her again, she could feel sparks flying between them. His eyes bored into hers with quiet intensity.

“I hope you didn’t mind my using you for my little ruse.”

“Oh, no problem,” she stammered. Jesus, it’s like I’m sixteen again. “You can use me anytime you like.”

Then she realized what she’d just offered and gasped inside. Grant only laughed, but she saw behind his eyes just the right amount of intrigue. Rachel knew she was hot, hotter than most students, and that a guy his age would definitely love to take a student who looked like her into his office if he had the chance.

[A1]

“So, how was class?” Rachel’s husband Henry asked when she climbed into bed that night. “Good prof?”

“Yes. He was excellent.”

Rachel knew she was transparent when it came to other men and her desire for them sometimes, but fortunately she also knew Henry often enjoyed the fruits of other men making her horny. Just like she was feeling at that moment.

“Was he hot?”

It was like he could read her mind.

“Yes. Really hot. Like with that sexy professor thing. I think he liked me too.”

He smiled and turned towards her.

“Ooh...the student already has a crush. Do I need to be worried?” The playful way he confronted her about such things was part of what made him such a good partner.

“You tell me.” Rachel reached down and found Henry’s cock with her hand. Within a few gentle strokes, he was at full erection. Without pausing, she slid down the bed and took him eagerly into her mouth. The familiar feeling of his spongy head on her lips added to his scent, revving the engine of her libido even higher.

Her lips travelled down his length, making him slick, and then she began stroking him slowly at the base. Henry moaned and stroked her hair while she worked on satisfying both of their urges. His cock was magnificent. No matter how many others she enjoyed, his was always the most satisfying.

“Fuck, babe...AH!” he gasped.

His hips rose off the bed and Rachel smiled as she sucked the head back between her lips and teased his underside with her tongue. She knew exactly how much pressure to exert to get Henry dancing along the edge of exploding. And she also knew exactly what to do to tip him over that edge.

As she stroked him gently and licked him with her tongue, circling it around his sensitive glans, she slid a finger down and through, and started to stroke his ass. When she gently pushed inwards and penetrated him with her finger, he gasped and started to pant her name.

“Ah... Rachel... yes... Rachel, I’m going to...”

His cock swelled deliciously in her mouth and she pulled it out slightly, allowing his spurt of hot seed to splash across her lips and chin. She knew he loved seeing it glaze her face, and she loved the sensation of his hot cum on her skin. Then she sucked him in deeply again, drawing out his last few drops while he cried out and pushed his softening cock back into her mouth to release the last bit of his cum.

After several loud pants, Rachel released him. “Mmm... that was delicious.”

“Jesus... yes it was,” he laughed. Once he’d stopped twitching, he kissed her gently and then locked eyes with her.

“So, am I to take that lovely interaction to mean our new professor is someone you might want to have some… fun with?”

Rachel could only blush. Henry knew her far too well. Once she was horny for another man, it was normal for her to attack her husband as an outlet for her arousal.

“Well, he is pretty hot.”

“You know I have no issues with that. Do you think he’s interested?” He ran his hand down her bare thigh. “Who am I kidding, of course he is.”

“Well, he might have that whole professional thing going. You know, like a proper teacher? Doesn’t want to fuck his students?”

“I think if he knew what you looked like with a cock in your mouth and how amazing you are in bed, he’d change his mind pretty fast.”

Rachel kissed him again, this time with passion. It was so refreshing to be able to talk so openly about things like this with her partner, which was why she knew Henry was the right man to spend her life with.

The homework assignment for the week was to pair words with similar meanings to work on their descriptive skills. Rachel looked down at her page when she was finished and laughed at what she had obviously done subconsciously. Every assigned word was linked to another that was slightly sexual.

Generous was paired with swollen. Intense was paired with sweaty. Happiness was paired with ecstasy. Etcetera. When she turned it in, she thought about Grant reading over her assignment and hoped he took the hint she was laying out for him. All she could think about was the fantasy of having her sexy professor seduce her. Or allowing herself to seduce him.

The next week Grant was dressed similarly to before, but this time to add to his sexy factor, he was slightly unshaven, as if he was near the end of a long day. As if he wasn’t sexy enough already.

The subject of his lecture was creating a situation that seemed impossible but making it plausible enough for a reader to believe it was reality. He used the word fantasy several times, and whenever he did, he always paused to emphasize the nature of the word.

“For some people,” he explained, “a fantasy can be a new world, an alien species, or someone unlikely being the hero of a military thriller. For others, it can be something from Pornhub.” The class laughed. “Your style and what you enjoy writing about will flow onto the page when you think about what you enjoy focusing on. For example, my favourite author growing up was Stephen King, so I wrote horror thrillers because I loved reading them.”

He continued, and suddenly his eyes locked onto Rachel. “Think about what your ideal fantasy scenario is, and let it flow out of you and onto the page. It can be any length. Just no movie outlines, please, I’d have to claim them for my own.”

She shivered. This was a clear signal to her specifically that he wished her to take note of what he was saying. And that he looked forward to reading her fantasy.

“I really want you all to get into this one. No holds barred. Write about any situation or scenario you like, as long as it’s something you’ve either dreamt about or enjoyed creating in your mind.”

Rachel knew exactly what she wanted to write about, but she didn’t know whether she dared. If she was being true to herself, it would be a written testimonial to how much she wanted to fuck her professor. Then once he read it he’d know she was begging to be seduced, and then the ball would be in his court to make it happen. Or not.

She felt this was the perfect way to make a not-so-subtle pass at him and to give him a chance to take it either way. He could respond with professionalism, or he could find a way to get her into his office - or anywhere else they could be alone – so they could fulfill what she was going to put down on the pages.

In their home office that night, she began recalling that wonderful first time when, with Henry’s permission, she’d experienced another man. When they’d explored each other, sometimes in total lust and tearing each others’ clothes off, and sometimes tentatively when neither of them was sure how far it might go. With Grant, she wanted it to be the former.

I feel the sandpaper texture of his cheek as he embraces me, the skin on my lips tickled by his five o’clock shadow. Then his tongue is against mine, hot and thick and wet, making me feel like a warm shower of lust is cascading over the entirety of my naked body.

As she wrote down the fantasy in her mind, her body responded. She felt her skin tingle when she described how a pair of masculine lips would feel traversing her body. Describing how she might suck another man’s cock only made her crave doing it in reality. And when she really generated and wrote the words she’d use when a man penetrated her for the first time, she felt herself getting wet.

She could hear the sounds of the television in the other room, and she knew there was a man sitting there who would gladly walk in here and satisfy her craving. But instead she found herself clicking across the internet onto Grant’s Facebook page to look for pictures of him.

There was a perfect photograph of him in public on his profile, showing him standing without a shirt on a beach somewhere. Rachel pictured herself next to him on the beach, the two of them alone except for the sounds of the waves hitting the shore, and the calls of some gulls. She was wearing only a skimpy bikini, leaving most of her skin bare. The heat of the sun was making them both sweat. Small drops were running down her chest and lower back. She could feel his arm circling her waist and gently grazing the top of her bikini bottoms.

Returning to the here and now, she undid the button of her shorts and slid a hand into her panties and found them damp. It was easy to slide them to the side and feel how wet and swollen her lips already were, just from the fantasy.

Using the tip of her finger, she slowly traced her pussy in a wide circle and continued imagining Grant was kissing her neck and shoulders, with his hands playing over her bikini top, teasing her nipples. His hardness pushing into her from behind.

He pulls my top down completely, exposing my bare breasts to the heat of the sun, along with the heat from his mouth. My hand drifts down to his shorts, feeling a large erection tented there that I can’t wait to sample.

As she closed her eyes and imagined, she began masturbating faster. Her thighs were drenched and her lips perfectly sensitive to the touch, and when she found her clit ready and aching, it was impossible not to let out a low sigh.

His cock fills my mouth perfectly, tasting like a combination of sweat and salt as I cleanse it with my tongue and lips. I feel him thrust into my throat as I kneel on the hot sand, and then he responds with a low moan and gripping my hair, he guides me deeper onto his shaft. I cannot breathe, but that’s a small price to pay for such wonderful intimacy.

“Oh my God... yes, Grant...” she sighed, now allowing her body to feel every movement of her own touch. The sounds of her fingers moving slickly in her pussy were audible in the quiet office. Suddenly she realized the television had gone quiet. Her hand paused on her bare mound and she looked up to see Henry standing in the doorway, a grin on his face.

“Don’t stop.”

Rachel looked down and saw his fly was open and his erection was hard in his hand. He was stroking it gently while watching her masturbate. “I’m assuming you’re writing about your professor?”

She nodded and bit her lip, starting to play with herself again. Without a word, she beckoned him closer with a finger.

Henry approached her after lowering his shorts and underwear. Rachel kept her hand busy on her pussy while she slid her hand around his cock and took him eagerly into her mouth.

“Just imagine this is his cock in your mouth. You’re getting him hard for the first time with your sexy body, and you’re tasting him,” Henry whispered.

Henry always knew just how to enhance an experience. With tension in her lips, she slid them down his full length and heard him groan. Her tongue slid down the underside, and she teased the tip with it.

“What’s his name? Grant?”

Rachel moaned and nodded in response.

“Grant’s going to let you use your sexy mouth to swallow his cum. Do you like that?”

She moaned again. Rachel knew Henry liked to role play situations where she was giving other men as much pleasure as she could. Thinking about Grant’s cock parting her lips and using her tongue to make him moan only enhanced the experience.

“Yeah, take my cum... my little student slut.”

She felt his cock begin to swell, and with one last glance towards the computer screen, she locked the vision of Grant’s face in her mind as the first massive spurt of Henry’s cum hit her tongue, filling the top of it. She swallowed the first spurt quickly and let him fill her mouth again, then allowed it to drip out slightly to cover her lips. Her mind was filled with what Grant might taste like, and whether he’d stop at receiving a simple blowjob, or then want to fuck her. Rachel knew she wanted the latter. She wanted him to ravage her with passion.

Once she’d cleaned Henry off thoroughly, he leaned down to kiss her. He had no qualms about tasting cum in her mouth, even if it was another man’s.

“So… I guess this means you want to fuck your new professor?”

Rachel blushed. “I think…I do.”

Henry glanced at the screen. “He’s pretty hot; I’d probably fuck him too.”

That made her laugh. One of the wonderful things about Henry was his never being threatened by another man.

“He’s... just so commanding at the front of the classroom. And I think he likes me.”

“Babe. You’re a smoke show. Probably the hottest girl he’s ever taught. If it was me up there…“ he started gently stroking his softened erection. “He’s probably already jerked off to your Facebook, too.” They both laughed.

His eyes became serious.

“Just know that I trust you. And if you want to... test the waters? I’m okay with it. Just the usual deal.” All that meant was the normal rules. Rachel came home afterwards, never spent the night, and he was allowed to know every detail of the encounter. Every time she had been allowed to fulfill her needs before, the sex with Henry afterwards was even better.

She kissed him hard, their pent-up passion already unleashed, but this kiss was to confirm her agreement to their mutual terms, and also was a signal that she was going to attempt to seduce Grant.

Her homework was finally complete. She had described in full detail exactly what she had thought about while masturbating to Grant’s picture. It was a scene straight out of a porn movie on a beach, where she described in vivid detail every touch, kiss, penetration and orgasm they both would have.

When she handed her submission to Grant, his fingers subtly slid over hers in a gentle caress, not so anyone could see, but just the light contact and lingering touch sent goosebumps across her skin. Just their fingers touching and the way he looked at her was enough. She went home that night, and just like they’d done when she was writing the submission, she attacked Henry again and left him incredibly satisfied. When she slid off him panting, and his cock glistening with her juices, he laughed. “I think you should definitely repeat this class, babe.”

The next week in class Grant wore a tighter shirt, and his athletic build filled it out perfectly.

“I want to read you guys something this week. It’s from last weeks’ assignment where you wrote out a fantasy scenario. And this person absolutely nailed it.” He started to read, and Rachel stifled a gasp when she realized he was reading her own fantasy. Every explicit word and description of her sexuality was flowing from his mouth. He made comments throughout about how descriptive and creative the words were.

She could see as he read that the men in the room all leaned forward attentively, and the women gasped and looked around, wondering which of them might have submitted such an intimate scenario.

When Grant started reading the description of the two people finally coupling for the first time, he looked straight at Rachel. She could see the men in the room visibly adjusting themselves, and all the women were trying to hide how turned on they were.

“So I’ll stop reading there... for obvious reasons.” Grant quipped. “This is a PG rated class, after all. The R rated one comes after 10 PM.” There was a low rumble of nervous laughter. Rachel couldn’t believe Grant had just revealed her fantasy to the entire class, but since he hadn’t named her, her secret was safe.

Safe from everyone except for him, which was exactly her intention in the first place. “Take that as an example of a person really putting themselves out there and letting their mind spill out onto the page without reservation. Something you should all be attempting when you write. Here’s another excellent one…” He continued by reading a couple of other submissions, but Rachel’s mind was racing at what her fantasy might have stimulated within her sexy professor.

After the class ended, Grant waved at her. She walked slowly to the lectern, hoping against hope the room would empty quickly, and they could be alone together. He looked around to make sure no other students were within earshot and spoke quietly.

“I hope you’re not upset about my sharing your submission.” The last person departed the room and suddenly Rachel’s body realized they were alone together. She had worn tight jeans and a shirt that stretched across her ample breasts perfectly, and she smiled inside as she watched his eyes slide across them. His hand twitched as if he was having trouble not touching her now that they were alone. Perfect.

“Why did you choose mine to read?”

“Everyone else’s was boring. In case you hadn’t noticed, I like a bit of shock value. Plus...” his voice dropped even lower. “It was incredibly hot.”

She blushed, and her skin was aching for his fingers to touch her. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. I find your class inspirational. I’m really enjoying your style and I’m learning a lot.”

Part of her wanted to confess to him she’d gotten herself off while writing it, but there was still a somewhat professional barrier that it was his job, not hers, to remove. Then he did just that.

“Should I take that submission as a literal fantasy?” he asked.

She could smell his faint cologne, and the hairs on her arms were standing on end just from his being so close. Rachel nodded slowly, locking eyes with him and biting her lip, knowing that even that simple movement was confirmation that she wanted him. Being alone, the sexual tension in the air suddenly became thick and made her breath quicken.

“Absolutely.”

She leaned forward, intentionally letting the front of her shirt drop open, and showing him the lacy bra she’d worn underneath it. His eyes peered down just as she hoped they would.

“Well, if you’d like to join me during office hours right after our next class, we can go over your submission in detail.”

She felt her pussy grow damp at just the suggestion. “I’ll plan on that for next week then.”

With terrible timing, the door to the room opened and another student scurried back in, searching for a book he’d left behind, and it broke the spell. Part of her wanted just to suggest they head back to his office that night, but she’d agreed with Henry to take her time and draw out the encounter. The delay would make it much more satisfying for all three interested parties when it actually happened.

That night she couldn’t help herself, and she reached again for Henry’s cock in bed. Once he was hard, she pulled his shorts down and slid on top of him, remembering how good Grant had smelled when he leaned in close to her.

With ease, her slick hole slid down his cock, and she moaned as she rode him. When she felt her orgasm start building, he encouraged her to call out the other man’s name, and as her pussy exploded she did so, loudly calling out Grant’s name. Not long afterwards, his cock pumped her full of hot seed. Rachel knew that whatever happened with her new conquest, it was going to be one of the most intense encounters yet.

Part of the fantasy was the outfit she planned on wearing. As a student, she knew any teacher would love to encounter a slutty schoolgirl. She and Henry had already watched several videos online with that same theme, and she’d assembled an outfit that would suit her purposes of seduction.  

The outfit was just bordering on being blatant without vaulting over the line to completely slutty. The skirt was a short plaid kilt with a red and green pattern, but still cut long enough that it reached slightly down her thighs. The cream-coloured blouse was buttoned in the front, and she checked to make sure the violet bra she wore showed if you took a close look, but it wasn’t totally obvious. It matched the thong panties she wore underneath perfectly. The final touch was the socks coming up to her knees, which normally would have looked unusual, but the dark colour matched her shoes and almost made them blend together. With her glasses on and her hair in a ponytail, the ensemble was perfect.

When she walked out of the bedroom ready for class, Henry whistled. “Wow.”

He stood up and walked to her, wrapping his arms around her waist. His hand slid down and he lifted the skirt to squeeze her bare ass cheek. “Jesus, babe. That’s so fucking sexy.” She felt him press into her, already hard. His lips went to her neck and he slid his tongue across her skin.

Just from putting on the outfit in anticipation of what should happen that night, Rachel was horny, but thinking about another man squeezing her ass and kissing her like Henry was doing, sent her libido into overdrive. She felt her nipples harden, and her brain screamed at her to fish out Henry’s cock and let him fuck her right there in the living room. But then she realized she had another goal that night, and it wasn’t to fuck her husband. It was to fuck another man with his permission, and come home to him to then fuck him.

“Down boy,” she gently pushed him away. He gave her a pouty look and continued letting his eyes travel up and down her body.

“If Grant doesn’t want to fuck you after seeing you in that, he’s got to be gay,” Henry laughed.

“I’m pretty sure he’s not.” Rachel shivered, her skin flushed already. “Are you absolutely sure you’re okay with this?”

Henry stepped forward and kissed her gently, this time with great tenderness.

“Just come home to me and tell me all about it. You can tell I’m already excited.” He guided her hand down to his pants, where they were tented from his hard erection. “I’ll be waiting ‘up’ for you.”

During the drive to the college, Rachel felt her mind whirling with scenarios. Would Grant even want her? When he saw the outfit she was wearing, would he get the hint and realize she was trying to seduce him? Would he get upset when he learned her husband was waiting for her at home and she was using him for both of their illicit fun? It all seemed like it might overwhelm her as she walked into the classroom and sat down, crossing her legs. The guys in the class walked in, and there wasn’t one who didn’t latch onto her with his eyes.

When Grant walked in, she almost jumped out of her seat to show him what she was wearing. Realising she needed to be more subtle, she stood up and walked out of her aisle, enjoying the sight of the other men sitting near her unable to take their eyes off her. Walking up to the lectern he was standing behind, his eyes widened as she approached.

“Good evening… professor.” She smiled as his eyes traveled slowly up and down her body and the outfit she wore. Rachel knew she might as well have been wearing a neon sign around her neck spelling FUCK ME.

“Hello, Rachel. Glad you could come this week. New outfit?”

“I hoped you might like it. Sort of the beginnings of a thank you for being such an incredible teacher.” As the words slid out of her mouth, she did her best to make them sound as suggestive as possible.

“I’m glad you think I’m such an incredible teacher. Having students like you always makes teaching… and learning… worthwhile.” The innuendos were dripping from both of their words, and Rachel knew he could probably smell the desire that had begun between her legs as soon as he walked into the room.

“Although I think I’d rather be called… passionate. Maybe that’s something we can explore later this evening during office hours.” He winked at her, his eyes still traveling up and down her body.

Rachel took a deep breath, wanting to ensure he knew her intentions.

“I’d love to explore whatever you like.” She hoped her eyes left no mistake about her interest in being alone with him. “Maybe after class I’ll bring up some questions you can help me with?”

He could only nod a brief affirmation because of the others filing into the room. He leaned over the lectern and whispered in her ear, low enough that nobody else could hear him.

“Stay after class. You’re not going anywhere except to my office with me.”

His words were soft, but Rachel felt her entire body stiffen and her pussy flood with anticipation. The rest of the class time felt like it dragged on for hours. Her breath was elevated constantly, and her nipples were permanently erect beneath her lacy bra.

She knew the outfit had the desired effect, because none of the men in the class could keep their eyes off her, a couple of them even receiving sharp elbows from the girlfriends they were sitting with.

Once the class was over Rachel remained in her seat, waiting for the few people who were asking questions after class to finish and disperse. Then she approached Grant, her entire body humming with the anticipation of finally fulfilling the fantasy they both shared. He smiled and looked her up and down again.

“I have a couple questions... professor.”

She let the words slide off her tongue with just enough innuendo to be obvious. “You mentioned last week you have office hours after class?”

He looked around, waiting for the last couple of people to clear the room. His eyes drifted down her body and she saw his pants were already tented. “I cleared my schedule just for you. Maybe we should move this meeting somewhere private?” he suggested.

Rachel eagerly nodded. Her entire body was quivering from wanting him to kiss her, to feel his hands all over her body, and to accept eagerly whatever he wanted to do to her.

They walked together out of the lecture hall, and Rachel could see him scanning the hallways for other students. Because it was nighttime and after school hours, the hallways were quiet except for an occasional custodial worker walking by. “My office is just down this way. We should be alone.”

He opened a door labelled English Department and then led her along a narrow hallway lined with doors. Rachel was trembling by now, knowing there was nobody occupying any of the other offices. Her panties were soaked, and she was itching to feel Grant’s hands on her. He seemed to be moving with deliberate slowness, enjoying making the anticipation build inside them both. Finally he reached an office door with his name on it, and he opened it with a key.

The office was beautifully appointed just as she imagined it would be, with a large desk that looked like solid oak. There were books everywhere, and papers strewn across it, along with a desktop computer.

All the furniture was older Victorian style, dark wood enhanced with beautiful fabrics in reds and colourful patterns. A large bookshelf dominated one side of the room next to a massive chaise that looked like a couch except for being only elevated at one end, perfect for lying on and reading.  

Rachel stepped inside and heard the door close behind her, the lock clicking audibly. She smiled without looking at Grant and crossed the room to the bookshelf. It held volumes of some legendary writers, many of whom she had heard him discuss during his lectures. “This is an amazing collection,” she said.

Footsteps padded behind her, and then his body was pressed against her from behind, his arms wrapping around her waist. Her blouse slid up, and she felt his fingertips against the bare skin of her stomach. “Those books aren’t the only amazing things here.”

His lips easily found her neck, and she felt a hard staff poking into her from behind. The friction of his lips and tongue on her sensitive skin, and the aggressive way he simply began kissing her made her nipples stiffen even more, and her body flushed with goosebumps. His fingers trailed across her blouse and then slid down her back, lifting her kilt to find her mostly bare ass except for the slender thong. He sighed into her neck and kissed it gently again. Rachel shivered.

He turned her around and looked into her eyes. “I hope you know I don’t normally do this with my students. There’s just… something about you.”

Rachel almost giggled at the corny line, as if he was trying to justify seducing her. Don’t worry buddy, I’m a sure thing. But she decided to play along with the masquerade.

“Well, I don’t normally do this with my teachers either, but…” her hand moved to her blouse and she undid a button, looking up at him and biting her lip suggestively.

He smiled. “Maybe we should sit down.” He motioned to the lounger and sat down next to where he had indicated, looking up at her.

Rachel’s entire body was quivering with anticipation, hoping he’d be aggressive and just get down to what they both knew they were there for. She knew Henry was waiting eagerly at home to hear what had happened. Maybe I can hurry this along a bit.

“I’d love to sit down.”

Rachel pushed him back into the cushion and then climbed over his hips, straddling his waist. She could feel him already erect and pressing into her mound. Grinding herself onto him, she pushed him back and hungrily kissed his mouth, sliding her tongue into it without any hesitation.

She was craving the feel of another man’s lips and tongue entwined with hers. One of his hands slid into her hair and pulled her tightly into his body, and the other slid around her hips to squeeze her ass under the kilt. Perfect. He’s getting the hint.

Taking another step to speed things along, Rachel began unbuttoning his shirt as they continued to kiss and touch each other. She was gently moving back and forth across his hardness, and once his shirt was unbuttoned, she leaned back so he could remove it and then their mouths fused together again, this time with more urgency. They were both moaning and sighing into each others’ mouths as they shared their lips and tongues.

The feeling of this unfamiliar lover had her body craving more of him. His skin tasted different, his lips kissed her in an unfamiliar way, and she could tell his cock would be different as well. The way he was pushing up into her from below, he was massaging her wet panties perfectly with his hardness.

Moving herself to a kneeling position beside him, she reached down and slid a hand over his belt, undoing the clasp without letting her mouth leave his. He moaned again and helped her by unbuttoning his pants, finally allowing her to slide a hand inside the waistband, and she shivered when she felt his hard erection cradled in her hand.

He was thicker than Henry by quite a bit. The girth was unfamiliar, and she shivered when she imagined how it was going to feel stretching her once they consummated what was rapidly becoming inevitable as they made out furiously on the chaise.

It creaked gently beneath them while their kisses became more passionate. Rachel eagerly sucked on his tongue, enjoying the unfamiliar taste of his mouth, and she wrapped her hand firmly around the cock she was planning to enjoy. Grant moaned into her mouth.

His hand moved under her kilt at the front and he found the dampness of her panties, rubbing the satin material lightly. When Rachel responded with a moan and opened her legs, he rubbed harder, his fingers creasing up and down her swollen lips. She couldn’t remember when she’d been this wet with a man other than Henry touching her body. The weeks of anticipation leading up to this encounter had her desperate for satisfaction.

Moving a hand to her blouse as they continued kissing fiercely, he unbuttoned it with careful deftness. His hand moved from her panties to open her white blouse and caress her breasts through her lacy bra. They were aching to be touched, and when he peeled away one of the cups and found her erect nipple, she gasped into his mouth.

He finally broke his mouth away from hers and dropped it to her chest, taking a firm nipple into his mouth and sucking on it, circling his tongue around the edge.

“Mmm…” Rachel moaned, enjoying the feeling of his lips and tongue tracing around her hard nub.

Then he took her entire breast into his mouth and sucked hard on it.

She gasped at the contrast in sensations when his teeth emerged and gently nipped at the tip. He sensed exactly how she liked to be touched, and he was asserting enough control and dominance to show he was in control, but was allowing her to experience every bit of pleasure as well.

Rachel moved her hand deeper and found his full erection still hard beneath the thin material of his pants. Her panties were soaked, and they’d created a delicious wet spot right where she’d been grinding on him as he sucked her breasts. Normally she would have loved to take him into her mouth and suck his hardness like she had so many others in the past, but instead, the urgency to feel him inside her overcame her.

She crawled off his lap and fumbled at his pants to tug them off, their lips still meeting with urgent low moans and gasps as she pulled on them. Once it was done his underwear was loose, and then the tip of his erection slid out of his shorts. Her hand found it and confirmed how thick he was. The head could barely fit within her hand.

Lifting his hips, he shimmied his underwear down, finally leaving his cock entirely exposed so Rachel could freely wrap her hand around it, although her fingers barely met around him. She gave it a gentle squeeze and kissed him hard again, feeling his body tense and heard his loud moan into her mouth.

“Come here.” He pulled her up and on top of him again, and then she felt his stiffness poking between her legs. With practiced skill, his hand pulled her dripping wet panties aside, exposing her throbbing pussy. He kissed her hard again, his tongue sliding between her lips, and then she felt him adjust, and with a loud gasp, she felt her pussy envelop him as she sank down.

He pushed up at the same time and went deep inside her with one hard stroke. The feeling of suddenly becoming so full made her entire body feel a delicious flood of warmth and tension. She almost found herself ready to explode on his shaft within one hard punch of his thick cock into her waiting pussy. His girth stretched her far more than she was used to.

Finally, every moment she’d fantasized about for the past five weeks came flooding into her body, and when he was deep inside her, she came almost instantly, crying out and squeezing him with her inner muscles. The contractions took them both by surprise and he sat there, struggling not to release himself as she rode out the waves of wonderful jolts as every moment of her explosion coursed through her body.

“Oh… holy shit!” Rachel opened her eyes and looked down. “That’s never happened before.”

It was true. Grant looked up at her and laughed, his cock still shifting inside her. “Well, I’m very happy it did.”

Rachel sighed and leaned forward, knowing their session wasn’t even close to completion. Grant started his hands roaming all over her body, obviously enjoying himself with the feel of her skin. His cock continued sitting inside her, stretching the tunnel he’d invaded with such ease while her juices sheeted down his shaft.

His touch was unfamiliar, and firmer than Henry’s. He was simply taking control of her body and moving her wherever and however he wanted to, playing her body like a musical instrument. His hands on her bare ass now guided her up and down in a steady rhythm while her bare breasts swayed before his mouth.

He hungrily found a nipple and sucked on it, then gently bit and nibbled at the sensitive tip as if he were enjoying a succulent meal. He was making deep noises of enjoyment in his throat.

Rachel found if she leaned forward, her clit pressed perfectly against his pelvis, and she felt the beginnings of a delicious climb upwards to another orgasm as she continued grinding on his cock. The feeling of his lips against her nipple enhanced the ride and she ground harder against him, desperate to climax once again all over her new lover.

They were moaning and gasping together in the open room. Rachel knew that even if someone walked in on them at that moment, she wouldn’t have cared and wouldn’t have slowed down.

“Yes… oh my god… I’m so close…” she said, kissing him deeply again, and accepting his biting and sucking at her lips.

With a few more gentle moves, the friction became overwhelming and she cried out right into his mouth, muffled by his tongue as her orgasm slammed into her body and she felt spasms through her hips and pussy. The thick cock inside her suddenly felt even wetter with her juices washing over it again.

Then she gasped as Grant leaned forward, still inside her, and stood up, holding her petite frame in midair. His cock slid even deeper into her and she squealed, wrapping her arms tightly around him. Easily his arms kept her moving on his shaft as she rode him, crying out at the sudden change in depth and intensity. No man had ever handled her body like this. He was strong and powerful, and she wanted more.

Easily turning his body, he set her down on the edge of the chaise, angling her body perfectly to lie back on the cushioned surface with her hips raised and her legs wide open. His hand found the edge of her panties, and with a hard pull they were torn off and lying in a damp pile on the floor. Her head rested back with her hips sticking up in the air, and with surprising ease he gripped her legs with his powerful hands and resumed pounding into her pussy hard and deep.

“OH! OH! YES!” was all she could cry with every stroke shaking her body.

Her breasts were bouncing freely, and her shirt and bra were askew with her kilt up over her waist, while he was totally naked. Then his hand found the top of her slit and he began playing with her clit again, sending her screaming over the edge into a third massive orgasm. Her body felt so deliciously stretched and used, unlike anything her husband had ever done to her.

Rachel quickly realized she’d created a monster, because in spite of the rules she and Henry had agreed on, there was no way she was going to let this man only fuck her once.

With powerful grunts, he leaned forward and grabbed her bouncing breasts, pushing into her as deep as he could. She could feel the chair beneath her scraping across the floor from the power of his thrusts, and his growls told her he was close to finishing. “I’m… ready…” he gasped.

“Cum all over me… cum on me… I want it all over me…” she gasped in return.

Since he’d used her like his own personal sex toy so far, she wanted him to complete the experience and claim her skin with his eruption. Her fantasy would be complete only when his cock was drained, and her body was covered with his seed.

With a roar, he pulled his thick cock out and started stroking it with his hand while Rachel lay there, and then she felt the first spurt land on her skin, covering her stomach, bra and breasts. The next one coated her pelvis and hips, and she could feel drops running down between her legs. Then one last gasp and he spurted again.

With his cock still in his hand, he rubbed it up and down her open pussy, dangerously close to sliding it back inside her. Rachel knew the next time she wanted to feel him explode inside her. It was the ultimate pleasure for her to have another man’s seed filling her wet hole.

The sticky fluid felt both wanton and wonderful on her naked skin. She rubbed it onto her body with her hand and felt it spread across her.

“Holy shit, Rachel.” Grant stepped back. “You’re really fucking hot. That was amazing!” He leaned down to kiss her with the same passion he had started with, his tongue easily invading her lips.

Rachel smiled and slid sideways on the couch, her body suddenly weary from the intensity of their physical consummation.

“Thank you… professor. I’m glad I managed to improve my grade a bit.”

She stood up, wiping a hand down her body and lifted the fingers to her mouth, reveling in the taste of her new lover.

He laughed. “You certainly did that. In fact, I think you just became my favourite student. Ever.” His eyes became more serious. “Although we definitely need to be careful. If anyone found out…”

She stood up, her bare breasts swaying, and she stepped towards him.

“Ooh… whatever do you mean, professor? Like if I wanted to fuck you again? My husband might complain if I come home with a sore pussy more than once.”

His eyes flew wide. “You’re… you’re married? But…” he looked at her hand. “No ring. And you never…” he paused. “What the hell, Rachel?”

“Don’t worry, professor,” she reassured him using her sultriest voice. “My husband already knows what we’re doing tonight. And he’s going to love seeing me like this, all covered with your sperm, when I get home.”

His eyes went even wider, if that was possible.

“He’s into… sharing me.” She stepped forward and grabbed his now flaccid cock. “And I’m definitely going to enjoy doing this again.”

Even though his body was tense, she felt his cock twitch in her hand. A delicious idea came into her head. Suddenly she couldn’t resist the urge to be even more of a slut, so her husband would know what he was getting himself into.

“In fact…” she dropped to her knees and eagerly took him back into her mouth.

Grant groaned. “Rachel… oh… we can’t…” she could sense he was trying to resist, but then she was rewarded with his cock growing hard, feeling the tissue becoming firmer in her mouth even though he’d just exploded all over her body only a couple minutes earlier.

Taking him deep into her mouth, she slid her tongue around his girth in circles, letting it dance down below the shaft where she knew he’d be sensitive. Every man loved the way she sucked a cock.

“Fuck… oh my god…” Grant moaned.

Rachel knew she had him unable to stop when he began playing with her hair and then thrusting into her mouth. Sucking him firmly, her hand wrapped around the base of his shaft, she started to stroke there, matching the thrusts of his hips with her moans so the vibrations would tickle his cock even more.

“Mmm… mmm… mmm…” she moaned, her mouth sliding up and down in a steady rhythm. His unfamiliar thickness felt wonderful stretching her jaw and mouth just like it had felt wonderful inside her pussy.

Finally Grant cried out again, this time with a high-pitched squeal, and she felt a small amount of cum shoot into her waiting mouth, coating her tongue and the back of her throat. Letting it sit there for a moment, she reveled in the salty flavour and the taste of a man who wasn’t her husband. Releasing his cock, she sighed and swallowed what remained of him in her mouth.

Grant’s body was shaking, and he took a step back again. “Holy… wow… you are so hot,” he repeated, his eyes now glazed with the aftereffects of two orgasms. “I’d tell you it’s an A plus, but I think you already know that.”

Rachel giggled and stood up. “Thank you, professor.”

The kilt she’d worn was still crumpled around her waist, her bra was wrapped around her stomach and her torn panties lay on the floor where Grant had discarded them. Rachel picked them up and offered them to him. “Would you like to keep these? I have a feeling you might enjoy them.”

He smiled and nodded. Gathering his own clothes, he slid his pants and shirt back on while Rachel adjusted her bra and buttoned her white blouse.

She looked at him. “I hope we can meet again after hours. Maybe next week?”

Grant chuckled. “I’d love a repeat of tonight. And if you want to wear the same outfit, that would be fine with me. And I’m sure it will be fine with all the other men in the class, too.”

“I’ll come up with something… different.” Rachel giggled.

Giving him a light kiss on the cheek, she finally managed to leave the room, her entire body shaking. When she climbed into her car and retrieved her cell phone, there were a dozen messages from Henry. All she responded with was Home soon.

She walked into the house still trembling, unsure of how Henry would receive her. All he knew was that she’d come home late, not anything she’d done with her professor. He sat in the living room with the television on, but when she walked in, he quickly turned it off and stood up.

Rachel hugged him and felt his apprehension.

“So?” he broke the silence and looked at her, a combination of affection and fright in his eyes.

She kissed him hard and slid her tongue into his mouth. His body tensed immediately, but then he relaxed and accepted her affection, his hands coming to rest on her kilt.

“It was… amazing,” she said. “He was incredible. It took us a while to dance around what was going on, but after we got started…” she shivered, and Henry’s eyes went wider.

“So you guys… fucked?”

She nodded and saw his mouth open slightly wider, his eyes glassy.

“We made out for a bit, and then he started to explore me.” Her hands ran down the front of his shirt gently. “He unbuttoned my blouse, and then he played with my breasts.” She moved her hands to her shirt and started to unbutton it slowly. His eyes locked onto the cum-stained bra she exposed.

“His mouth was perfect on my tits. And his pants were off within a minute.”

All Henry could do was nod.

“And then I climbed on top of him. He wasn’t as long as you are, but he was very thick.” She saw a tent appear in his pants. “He fucked me so hard. Right on the couch in his office. It was amazing!”

“Did he…?” his eyes asked the question he didn’t want to verbalize.

“No. I let him cum all over me, though.”

Henry shuddered at the revelation his wife had been covered with another man’s seed, as he always did. Rachel knew he had a cuckold fetish.

“Can you smell him on me?” she traced a line down her stomach. “He shot his cum here. And here.”

Henry’s eyes glazed over.

“And here.” She slid her kilt down and showed him her bare hips and pussy, her being naked beneath the kilt not lost on him. “I let him keep my panties, since he’d ripped them so badly I couldn’t wear them again. Why don’t you clean me up?”

He sighed with a snort of desire she hadn’t heard from him before, and then his tongue started licking her skin. Everywhere he moved he inhaled her scent, and Rachel realized he was smelling the other man on her, and it was turning him on even more. He trailed his tongue down her flat stomach and then dropped to his knees, licking her hips, and then kissing the top of her pussy and inhaling deeply.

“I didn’t let him cum inside me. At least not in my pussy.”

He looked at her and smiled.

“But next time he will, and then you can clean it out of me.”

His smile transformed into a shocked look, but then he groaned, and she saw his cock twitch. “Are you turned on?”

He nodded.

“Would you like to cum for me, baby? I’d let you fuck me, but my pussy is still sore from his big cock.”

Within moments his pants were down, and she watched as Henry stroked himself, his cock already leaking with desire. The feeling of a man losing all control because of her body was addictive, and Rachel knew she needed another hit.

“Kiss me,” she ordered him, knowing the ultimate way to cuckold him would be to share the cum that had coated the inside of her mouth earlier. “You can taste him.”

Henry looked at her. “You let him cum in your mouth?”

“The second time.”

His eyes widened when she revealed that she had not only made her new lover come once, but twice in the same session. He hesitated and then his mouth found hers, his tongue sliding in to explore where another man had cum. She felt him licking across her tongue, exploring and tasting Grant, and then he moaned to let her know he was enjoying it.

While they kissed, she took hold of his erection and stroked it, playing with the drops of precum already leaking out to coat his head and shaft. He was harder than she’d felt him in a long time. Giving Henry satisfaction afterwards was always an important part of their play, and even though she was genuinely sore from Grant, she wanted to make him happy.

“You can have my pussy.” She sat on the couch and leaned back, spreading her legs to expose herself. “Just be gentle.”

Within a moment he was kneeling between her legs, and she gasped when he penetrated her swollen lips. It took him no more than a dozen strokes, and he howled as she wrapped her legs around him, taking him as deep as she could bear, and feeling him flood the only part of her body that hadn’t received a load of cum yet that evening.

Once they both stopped panting, he moved his head between her legs and kissed her pussy tenderly. Then his head laid on her thigh and she stroked his hair.

“Oh my god, Rachel. I’m so fucking happy.”

It gave her a warm glow to know the two of them had a connection that went beyond conventional barriers, and that Henry was happy to share her so they both could be satisfied. She lay there, her body sticky and sore, but glowing with love for her husband.

“Let’s go get in the shower,” she suggested, wanting to experience something gentle and intimate.

He nodded and took her hand, leading her towards the master bedroom.

Being worshiped in the shower was the perfect way to end her evening. Rachel wondered what might happen the following week during office hours when she was alone with Grant again. Either way it gave her libido renewed vigour, and as she soaped up her husband, she managed to get him hard again while the water cascaded over their bodies. 

Having two lovers was an ideal scenario for any woman. She whispered hot words into Henry’s ear as he touched her, ready for yet another plumbing of her depths. Her sexual freedom was something she’d never give up, and she knew thanks to Henry, she would never need to.
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