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Rachel Goes Back to School


“Thanks, Daddy!” my daughter Lizzie called out as she left the house.
 



Both her mother and I had received the same message multiple times over the past few days after getting her a car for her seventeenth birthday. Not only was it a car, but it was new and sporty and would easily take her through college. For the past year, she had used either mine or her mother’s when they were available, so the purchase gave her a new level of freedom. Her eyes told the story, along with the beaming smile that had yet to disappear from her face.
 



“I think it was a success,” I said to my wife Rachel.
 



“Yes, but we’ve set the bar pretty high. John will be expecting one next year,” she replied, referring to our fifteen-year-old son.
 



“Yeah, I know… that’s okay,” I responded.
 



Rachel and I had married one month after she graduated from college. At that point, we had dated for over a year, and since I was a class ahead of her, I was able to establish myself before the wedding. Somehow, despite our good intentions, she got pregnant quickly with Lizzie. John soon followed and for the past fifteen years, we have had a wonderful time raising our children.
 



Perhaps it was getting pregnant early or maybe it was just good genes, but Rachel maintained her appearance and looks much younger than thirty-nine. Her 5′7″ body is naturally slender, requiring little effort to stay in shape and she has long well-shaped legs that merge at a tight behind. She wears her black hair shoulder-length in a sassy style, and her dark brown eyes, juicy lips, and still firm C-cup breasts allow her to project a sexy appearance when she’s in the mood. Unfortunately, those times are rare as she tends towards the conservative, and is always conscious of her appearance in public.
 



When we married, Rachel joined me in the small rural town where I grew up. Being a city girl, it took some adjustment, but she dealt with it without complaining and over time, she grew to truly enjoy the community. Especially, she loved the safety it provided and the values imparted onto our children. At first, I worked in the family business, making little money, but we managed to save and started to develop small projects. We put together a twenty-unit storage site followed several years later by a convenience store, and after that, things took off. While I spent my time as a local entrepreneur, Rachel worked for the local branch of a community college that paid little but provided good benefits. Now, with a strong income stream and opportunities to expand, we had financial freedom if we didn’t go crazy.
 



Although Rachel had adapted well, I sensed she felt she hadn’t achieved everything she wanted. So, I wasn’t at all surprised when over a glass of wine, she broached the subject.
 



“I’ve been thinking of something… something I’d like to discuss and get your opinion on,” she started.
 



“Okay, sure,” I said, thinking it might concern the kids or a vacation idea.
 



“I… I’ve been thinking I might want to get an MA,” she explained.
 



“An MA? You mean go back to school?” I asked.
 



“Yes,” she replied.
 



“Okay, sounds good,” I replied, and then realizing I didn’t understand it all, I added, “In what? What course?”
 



Her undergraduate work had been in education, and she taught English at the college, so she surprised me when she answered, “Psychology… I think I want to try doing some counseling at the school.”
 



“Okay, how would you do it? Does the school have a program? Something online?” I asked.
 



By her look, I could tell we had reached the important aspect, and she paused to sip her drink before replying, “No… I would have to enroll at a college… in the city.”
 



“Rachel, that’s an hour and a half away… each way,” I responded.
 



“I know, but I can do it. I talked to the people there about schedules and I can go twice a week and arrange my classes here so there isn’t interference,” she answered, letting me know she had already developed the concept.
 



“Okay, well… sounds like you’ve thought it through,” I said feeling a little hurt that she hadn’t shared it with me before.
 



“Are you mad? What are you thinking?” she asked.
 



“No, of course I’m not mad. I just wished I learned about it earlier,” I replied, which made her cringe. We looked at each other in silence for several seconds, and then, sensing how much it meant to her, I said, “Rachel, I’m not surprised you want to grow. I know there isn’t a whole lot to keep you challenged here. The kids are old enough that they don’t need constant attention, so all-in-all, it’s a pretty good time.”
 



“Really?” she responded as her face opened into a huge smile.
 



“Yes, really,” I laughed.
 



Later, I learned that she had already applied and been accepted to a small private school that was pricey, but affordable. The term began in the fall which gave her four months to work through the final details. Fortunately, the schedules on both ends synched which meant that, other than the driving, there weren’t any big negatives.
 



Two weeks before her first class, we left the kids behind and traveled to the city for the weekend. They were good kids, mature for their age, responsible, and we felt confident they could function alone for short periods. We intended to mix some shopping and entertainment, with a visit to the college where Rachel was going to provide a tour. We knew the city well since it was the closest urban area to our community and after checking into a nice hotel, we headed to dinner.
 



“You look really good. Is that outfit new?” I asked when we were seated.
 



“Yes, I bought it months ago, but haven’t had the chance to wear it,” she announced.
 



“I think you’ll have more chances now. We have a good reason to be here more,” I said.
 



“Hope so… I’m getting so excited,” she giggled.
 



“Save some for the hotel,” I teased and her laughter morphed into a faux scowl.
 



“If you’re lucky,” she replied.
 



Two hours later, I fell to her side and gasped for air having just delivered a full load of semen into her depths as she whimpered beneath me. She had experienced a nice orgasm before me which allowed me to enjoy mine to the fullest. When we had partially recovered, we kissed and cooed for several minutes, and then I felt her take my flaccid dick into her hand. She slowly tugged on it indicating she might not be through for the night.
 



“It’s been a long time since I banged a coed,” I whispered.
 



“Banged?” she responded and twisted her body to make eye contact. After giving me a disgusted look, she added, “We never banged… we made love.”
 



“There were…” I started.
 



“Stop! I don’t want to hear about that bitch, Sally,” she demanded.
 



Sally was her sorority sister and we dated before I got to know Rachel. There was no overlap between the two but the idea of me having sex with the girl always set her off. Occasionally, I would tease her for sport, although in our current intimate state it seemed inappropriate, so I dropped it.
 



“Keep doing that,” I said when her hand left my shaft.
 



“No, you killed it,” she answered.
 



I turned her body until her back was pressed against my chest and started to give her neck and shoulders little kisses as my hand wandered. Hopefully, I could get her back in the mood for more lovemaking if I was patient.
 



“Honey?” she said in a soft voice that gave me hope I had been successful, but before I could answer, she asked, “What would you think about another baby?”
 



“Baby? I thought you wanted to go to school?” I responded, completely caught off guard by her words.
 



“Why not both,” she replied and twisted in my arms until we were face to face.
 



“Uhhh… let me remind you. I’ve been snipped which if I recall was done at your request,” I reminded her.
 



“It can be reversed,” she answered in a low voice.
 



I looked into her eyes wondering what was going through her head. When she turned thirty, she declared her body a no-go baby zone and demanded I get a vasectomy so she could get off the pill. At the time, I wasn’t thrilled about the idea but the surge in her libido once free of the hormone had made it worthwhile. Now, I had to wonder if, between the return to school and the baby talk, she might be experiencing some sort of mid-life crisis.
 



“Are you okay?” I asked and although my question seemed inadequate, I couldn’t think of anything else to say.
 



She stared at me in silence for a few seconds and then her mouth formed an impish smile and she replied, “I don’t know. Maybe it’s the going back to school. I’m so excited and remember you knocked me up… back then.”
 



“You were out of college,” I laughed.
 



“Barely!” she countered.
 



“That’s because you couldn’t keep your hands off me… you were crazy,” I replied, laughing even harder.
 



“Well, I never heard you complain before,” she answered.
 



As she spoke, she pushed me back, straddled my waist, and found my dick that had become partially erect. She gave it a few firms stroke and then managed to work it into her juicy slit. She started a slow-rolling of her hips and it wasn’t long before I became hard.
 



My mind wandered back to our early days and I recalled how much fun we had when first married. We certainly enjoyed sex in college but there was something about being married in our own home that seemed to light a fire in her libido. She needed sex almost every day and would either parade around in next to nothing to entice me or just outright demand it. She had always enjoyed making love but in college had been a bit demure, so the change was notable. It only stopped when she became pregnant with Lizzie a few months later. She claimed the birth control pills were defective but a piece of me always wondered if she was taking them.
 



“I think school is enough,” I whispered to her.
 



For a few seconds, she looked at me with an odd expression and then said, “Okay.”
 



The next morning, we had breakfast and then left for the tour. Although it wasn’t far from one of the primary shopping districts, I had never been in the section of the city before and was impressed to see the small campus set in the middle of a quaint neighborhood. We spent about an hour and then I dropped her at an upscale shopping district. I intended to return to the hotel but decided to drive around a bit to get more familiar with the surroundings. For the next thirty minutes, I drove a progression of expanding circles, and while traversing a tree-lined residential street, I passed an older condo development. On a lark, and wanting to kill time, I did a U-turn and pulled up to the curb in front of what appeared to be the office. When I opened the door, I was suddenly staring at two older women each seated behind a small desk.
 



“Can we help you?” a gray-haired woman asked.
 



“Yes, I was just curious if these units are privately owned or rented?” I asked.
 



“They’re privately owned. Sometimes an owner will lease, but that’s up to them. We try to help if we can,” she responded, and then added, “What are you looking for?”
 



I described my wife’s situation and explained that an economical alternative to her repeated drives might make sense. Both were sympathetic and several times I saw them making eye contact.
 



“There’s a woman who is currently out of the country that might have something. She intends to be gone for quite some time and has asked about leasing it but has never followed through. It’s furnished, but very small,” the second woman explained.
 



“Would it be possible to see it? I mean… do you have access?” I asked.
 



The question made the women look at each other and I could tell they were silently debating whether they wanted to involve themselves in the matter.
 



“I suppose…” the gray-haired woman finally said.
 



A few minutes later, I followed the woman down a corridor that was just a touch too dark. I could tell that the building had once been a very nice property but was now showing its age. Turning a corner, we stopped in front of a darkly painted door and the woman reached out with the key. Her message about size proved correct as I guessed the space could not be more than 500 sf. However, it was functional and the bedroom held a queen-sized bed.
 



On the walk back, I asked about the price and when she told me her thoughts, I let her know that I was interested. After exchanging information, the women told me they would email the owner and see if she would consider it. With that, I left to collect my wife deciding I would keep the idea to myself until I heard back.
 



I called Rachel and let her direct me to her location. On the approach, I could see her arms laden with bags indicating it had been a successful day. We found a café for a late lunch and were just finishing when I received a call from the condo ladies who informed me that the owner was indeed very interested.
 



“What was that?” my wife asked.
 



“I did some research while you were spending money,” I teased.
 



“What kind of research?” she asked suspiciously.
 



“When I left you, I was just kind of driving around and saw these condos. I thought maybe it would make sense to get a place in case you’re too tired to drive,” I explained.
 



“You’re joking?” she fired back, and when she saw me smile, she said, “Are you serious?”
 



“Look, I found this very small and inexpensive place. I’m not sure you’ll want it,” I said.
 



“You are serious! Oh my God, I can’t believe it,” she said excitedly, and then suddenly, her practical side kicked in and she offered, “School is already expensive… and this… maybe it’s too much.”
 



“Honey, the way I look at it… it can be something more than just a school thing. We can come here more often to do things… you and Lizzie can too. Hell, if we like it maybe we’ll buy a bigger place of our own… a better place,” I told her.
 



I could see the tears welling in her eyes, and it took her several attempts before she could say, “I was worried about you agreeing to school… you were so good and now this. It’s so special.”
 



“C’mon… before I become a saint, let’s see if you like the place,” I chuckled.
 



An hour later, we had seen the space, Rachel had given her enthusiastic acceptance and I had written a check to cover a month’s rent and the deposit. Along the way, my wife so charmed the older women that by the time we returned to the office they were practically begging her to take the place.
 



“I’m glad you like it,” I said as we pulled away.
 



“It was a bit dark… only the one window,” she replied.
 



“What? Why did we get it if you don’t like it?” I asked, suddenly exasperated.
 



“I wasn’t going to push my luck,” she declared, and with a giggle added, “I’m teasing… I loved it.”
 



“You’re not nice,” I told her, but when she began to laugh harder, I changed subjects and said, “I guess you’ll want to get some things.”
 



“Of course, I’ve already started thinking about it,” she responded.
 



That night, after another nice dinner, Rachel made our time in bed all about me. Rarely, did she extend oral sex until I ejaculated, as normally she would become so excited, she wanted me inside. However, this time she remained committed and gently fondled my balls with her fingernails as she sloppily worked my shaft. Finally, with my back arched off the bed, I exploded into her mouth and felt her swallow several times.
 



“Tastes different without sperm,” she said with a grin when I looked at her.
 



“You never said anything before,” I challenged, smiling too.
 



“I liked it better before,” she announced, ignoring my comment.
 



“Haha… cute,” I replied.
 



Somehow, she managed to get me erect again and she climbed on top of me and ground hard until I flipped her onto her back and took her aggressively. Her needy whimpers soon turned into excited cries and I got to enjoy her climax as her body spasmed beneath me.
 



When move-in day arrived, I stayed home and let mother and daughter enjoy the moment. Lizzie, when informed of the condo, had shown great excitement while our son was indifferent. Neither of us was surprised, and simply laughed it off. The girls made lists of what they needed and planned several shopping weekends for the fall.
 



“How did it go?” I asked when they returned.
 



“Oh, it was so much fun… we had a ball,” Rachel replied.
 



“I guess the place is already paying dividends then,” I said and kissed her cheek.
 



Like the night in the hotel room, later that evening when we were in bed Rachel became the giving lover. When we finished, we maintained our embrace and our mews of pleasure slowly turned into a whispered conversation.
 



“Did you enjoy that?” she asked.
 



“Mmmm… every second,” I moaned.
 



“Are you going to miss me?” she giggled.
 



“Of course, it just means you need to take care of me like this when you get back,” I said as my lips found her neck.
 



“Mmmm… if you’re a good boy,” she whispered.
 



Her words piqued something in me and I let the thought wander through my head for a time before I said, “Rachel… We need an agreement on something.”
 



“What?” she moaned seductively.
 



“If you’re… with you away… I want to know anytime something happens. Anytime someone comes on to you,” I replied.
 



I wasn’t prepared for her response as suddenly she turned until she was looking down into my face with an annoyed expression, and said, “You don’t trust me. You said that because I said “good boy” … it made you worried.”
 



“No, that’s not what I meant. I do trust you… I just want to know what you’re dealing with,” I said, happy with my answer.
 



“You never asked who hit on me here,” she countered.
 



“Who? Who’s hit on you?” I asked, caught off guard by her message.
 



I knew that I shouldn’t be surprised that she attracted attention as she was a very beautiful woman, but for some reason, in the safety of our small community, it was something I hadn’t considered.
 



“No one… go to sleep,” she said dismissively.
 



Deciding discretion was the better part of valor, I let the matter drop although I knew it was something we would re-visit.
 



Rachel worked with the community college and structured her teaching schedule for the afternoons on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday. Likewise, her graduate counselor worked with her and arranged an acceptable course load with Tuesday and Thursday classes. She planned to use the condo on Monday and Wednesday night, although she had the option to stay over on other nights if she found herself too tired to drive or if it became necessary for school commitments.
 



“Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow evening… wish me luck,” my wife said to me Monday morning.
 



“Enjoy it. I can’t wait to hear the difference from the last time you were in a college class,” I laughed.
 



“I know… it will be strange,” she agreed.
 



That first week went by fast. Between class assignments and putting some touches on the condo, she had little time when I called. I held some concern that she would be exhausted by the time the weekend arrived, but Friday when she returned home, she was still buzzing. The next week started the same but when I called her at the condo on Wednesday night, I could tell she was in a more relaxed state. Later than my normal time, she had already gone to bed and after a quick catch-up, she headed in a new direction.
 



“I’m horny,” she announced in a low, husky voice, and then added, “Come to me.”
 



“Baby, it’s too late,” I chuckled.
 



“No… don’t you want me?” she whined.
 



“What are you wearing?” I asked, visualizing her beneath the sheets.
 



“My little t-shirt and panties,” she whispered.
 



It was her standard sleeping attire but after contemplating it for a moment, I told her, “Take them off… everything.”
 



“Why?” she asked in a tiny voice.
 



“Take them off, baby,” I repeated.
 



I heard some movement through the phone that went on for a few seconds and then her voice announced, “Okay… I’m naked.”
 



“Mmmm…how do those sheets feel? Are your nipples hard?” I asked.
 



“Yes…” she whimpered.
 



“Are you wet?” I pushed.


“Yes…” she moaned, and before I could ask another question, she whined, “Please… come to me… I need you to.”
 



“No, sweetie. I’ll take care of you tomorrow when you get home,” I replied.
 



“It’s not fair,” she tried.
 



“Stay naked, Rachel… Sleep naked,” I demanded.
 



“I won’t get any sleep,” she pouted.
 



“You’ll make it… think about tomorrow evening,” I said, in a soothing voice.
 



Once more, she tried to convince me to drive to her and when that didn’t work, she begged to be allowed to put her sleepwear on. I declined each request and even though she showed signs of frustration, I sensed she enjoyed the sexual play. Finally, the call ended, and I wondered if we had just experienced our first phone sex. Hearing about it, I had always dismissed the concept, but I couldn’t deny that I found what we just did quite entertaining.
 



It was a little past seven when I heard her drive up, and when she stepped inside, I could tell she was acting purposefully aloof. In made me think that she had spent the entire drive plotting how she would make me pay for my sin of manipulation. She ate the salad I had prepared, talked to the kids, and downed two glasses of wine before she moved to the bedroom. I gave her thirty minutes then went to join and found her still in the bathroom so I removed my clothes and slid into bed. She appeared at the bedside a few minutes later and when she dropped her robe, I could see she was wearing her t-shirt and panties.
 



She got into bed without speaking, but when I reached for her, she said, “No, you’re not nice.”
 



I knew she was putting on an act, so I pulled her to me and whispered, “Shhh… “
 



“And you’re naked. You think it’s that simple?” she replied.
 



Instead of answering, I let a hand slowly move over her body and when it arrived at her vagina, I snaked my fingers beneath the fabric and quickly encountered her wet opening. I let my fingertips trace the length of her slit until soft mews began to escape her mouth.
 



“You have to take your clothes off if you want to make love,” I announced.
 



“You’re not being nice,” she declared again but her hands immediately started on her things.
 



Seconds later, she was naked and her reluctance departed with her clothes. She attempted to pull me onto her, however, I pushed her hands away, flung the sheets off of us, and moved my mouth to her pussy. At first, I kissed lightly around her neatly trimmed bush which made her body writhe and extracted needy whimpers. Then, I pushed her legs wide and started to run the tip of my tongue up and down her slit which quickly turned her whines into deep moans. Her excitement revved me up and now I concentrated on taking her to a full release. Over and over I moved between her delicate lips, her opening, and her tiny nub doing my best to build her arousal. However, when my tongue flicked her clit and found it had stiffened, I abandoned the other areas and gave it my full attention. I teased it relentlessly with quick flicks of the tip of my tongue which made her widen her legs even more. Once more, she tried to pull me onto her, but I was committed to taking her over the top with my tongue, and when she suddenly became silent and her body rigid, I knew she was very close.
 



Suddenly, her entire pelvis seemed to spasm and then after a deep inhale of breath, she exploded, “Ohhhh…mmmm…ohhh…ugghhh…”
 



Even though her body thrashed, her voice sounded muted, and looking up I could see that she had her hand over her mouth so the kids wouldn’t hear. Quickly, my tongue left her pussy and I moved over her, pushing my dick in balls deep on the first thrust.
 



“Yes, Rachel… let it out…” I said as I removed her hand.
 



“Oh yes… yes… oh yes… it’s so good, “she cried out as she pushed her face into my chest.
 



If either of our kids were at this end of the house, they would know from the squeaking bed, our slapping bodies, and Rachel’s desperate cries exactly what was taking place. However, at that moment, it all felt too perfect to matter, so I maintained my deep rhythm. Somehow, her orgasm lingered, sometimes fading but then rebuilding, and on the third cycle, when her squeal became high-pitched and her nails dug into my arms, I lost control.
 



“Oh, shit Rachel… I’m cumming… ohhh yeah… yeah… yeah… “I grunted as the juices escaped my body.
 



I collapsed onto her and immediately felt the rapid pounding of her heart. Slowly, my strength returned and I lifted onto my elbows so I could look down at my pretty wife. Her hair was damp and her eyes were half-closed with a dreamy look. I let my mouth found a nipple and licked all around it tasting the salty sweat of her body. When I lifted my head, our eyes connected and slowly a smile filled her face.
 



“I’m floating…” she sighed.
 



“You are so beautiful. Did it feel good?” I whispered.
 



“Mmmm… so good,” she moaned.
 



“Isn’t this better?” I asked.
 



“No… you’re still mean,” she giggled.
 



“Sleep naked, Rachel. Always, when you’re there,” I told her.
 



She looked at me for several seconds and then responded, “Okay…”
 



“And no masturbating. I want it saved up,” I followed.
 



“Okay,” she agreed, much easier than I expected.
 



“Good,” I said and kissed her lovingly.
 



When we broke, she looked at me with impish eyes, and asked, “What else?”
 



“Let me think,” I replied with a laugh and kissed her again.
 



With that, we became quiet and soon drifted to sleep.
 



For the next few weeks, we engaged in phone sex multiple times. I could tell within seconds of hearing her voice if she was in the mood, and I never pushed if her mind was elsewhere. The calls would last up to an hour and we would tease and giggle to each other like teenagers. Typically, she would get quite excited and beg me to go to her but I always declined. I enjoyed hearing her needy whimpers and when she returned home, we always had a fun night in bed. Lizzie picked up on our energy and several times I caught her rolling her eyes but our son seemed oblivious.
 



“Hold on a second. Someone’s at the door,” Rachel said interrupting our discussion.
 



My wife had remained in the city after her Tuesday classes due to an evening function and had just finished her morning bath when I called.
 



“It’s the maintenance man. There is a leak in the condo above me and he needed to check the ceiling,” she explained when she returned to the phone.
 



“Okay,” I answered and was just about to continue our conversation when a thought struck me, “Wait… what are you wearing?”
 



“My robe,” she replied with a stifled giggle.
 



I knew it was a large terry cloth covering that extended almost to her feet, but she had responded so quickly, I wondered what else she had on, so I pushed, “What else? What’s underneath?”
 



“Nothing…” she said in the heavy, seductive voice that she typically used when she wanted to play over the phone.
 



“Is he still there?” I fired back.
 



“I think so,” she responded, and before I could speak, she added, “Should I check?”
 



Thinking she might be toying with me, I replied, “Yeah… better make sure he doesn’t steal anything.”
 



“Okay,” she said in a strange voice and left me.
 



This time, it took her longer to return and I started to become concerned I had put her in a dangerous situation. Finally, she picked up the phone and announced the man had departed. I could hear the playfulness in her voice which made me think once more that she might be teasing me.
 



“Come straight home after class,” I demanded.
 



“Why?” she asked, now openly laughing.
 



“Just do…” I said.
 



“I have to come back to the city,” she declared.
 



“No, not tonight… You can get up early tomorrow. Tonight, you stay here,” I replied.
 



My words made her laugh again but I could tell she liked the message. So, just before five that afternoon, while the kids were still doing their after-school things, we found ourselves in bed entwined in a tight lover’s embrace.
 



“Put it in,” Rachel whined as she gripped the base of my dick in her small hand.
 



Equally excited, I didn’t need any more encouragement and quickly lifted my body into position. Seconds later, I fully embedded my dick in her warm and very wet opening.
 



“God, you feel good,” I declared.
 



“Mmmm… yeah… go baby,” she whimpered.
 



As soon as I began to move, I knew she wouldn’t last long, and I wondered whether, like me, she had spent the day thinking of this moment. We found a nice rhythm and for the next few minutes, we kissed and sighed to each other. When I felt her legs spread wider and her legs lift into the air, I knew she was getting close and it took less than a minute for her orgasm to hit.
 



“Oh…oh, baby… oh yes… just like that… like that,” she whimpered as her hands found my ass.
 



Her excitement triggered my release and seconds later I grunted into her neck as my cum spewed forth. Like countless other times, all the energy in my body departed with my semen and I fell onto her heaving body before rolling to her side. I pulled her tightly against me and my lips found her neck as she continued to experience the aftermath of her climax.
 



“You are so special,” I whispered.
 



“Mmmm… I love you,” she sighed heavily.
 



For several minutes, we remained still and enjoyed the feeling of each other’s body. However, my mind began to recall the day’s events and especially the phone interaction about the repairman. A vivid picture appeared in my brain of Rachel holding her robe closed around her naked body as she talked with the man in the small space. In my mind, he looked her over like a hungry wolf would a fawn sensing her near-nudity. I found it difficult to be still and when I felt my dick stiffen, I decided to probe her on the details.
 



“What was the guy… the repair guy like?” I asked.
 



“He was a complete stud. Young, tall and muscular with a perfect smile,” she giggled.
 



“Haha… tell me,” I replied.
 



“Why?” she asked and tried to turn to look at me but I kept her back pressed against my chest.
 



“Tell me…” I said again.
 



“I don’t know… average, I guess. Our age…” she answered.
 



“I bet he liked seeing you in the robe,” I stated.
 



Rachel remained silent for a bit before she replied, “He was smiling…”
 



“What did you talk about?” I probed.
 



“The condos. How long I had been there… problems with the place he had to deal with,” she explained.
 



“Did he know… know you were naked?” I asked.
 



“Well, I didn’t tell him… so probably not,” she responded and this time there was an edge in her voice.
 



“Yeah, that robe is too thick,” I chuckled, deciding to tease.
 



“Cute…” she replied and this time when she tried to turn, I let her.
 



Now face to face, I kissed her lightly and then asked, “What’s was his name?”
 



“Larry…” she replied without hesitation, fighting back a smirk.
 



The next morning, Rachel returned to the city for her classes and we returned to the normal routine. However, even though we didn’t dwell on the subject, the event acted as another catalyst in our phone sex. I certainly didn’t complain as I found the interaction great fun and was intrigued by my wife’s blossoming playfulness. Indeed, it seemed like she had rapidly become two distinct, but overlapping women. Of course, there existed the home Rachel that was the loving mother and beautiful wife I married. I knew her well from our years together, but now I also had the other woman, the more adventurous Rachel that had started to show a naughty streak. It didn’t take much reasoning to determine that a big part of it came from the independence she gained from her condo. Perhaps, it should have set off warning bells, but I was having too much fun to appreciate the dangers.
 



“I made a doctor’s appointment for next Thursday,” she announced the following weekend.
 



“What? What doctor?” I asked feigning ignorance.
 



“The urologist,” she stated.
 



“The same guy?” I asked.
 



“Yes, same guy. We can go up together on Wednesday and have dinner if you want,” she suggested.
 



“I’m not bought into this,” I answered.
 



“I know, but we can talk to him. It won’t hurt to talk,” she replied.
 



“We?” I responded.
 



“Yes, it’s an early appointment and fits my schedule,” she said while holding back a smile.
 



Wednesday evening, we drove into the city and had dinner before going to the condo. The next morning, we drove to the appointment and I sensed her eagerness during the short trip.
 



“I pulled your case records and it appears everything went smoothly, so the procedure should be straightforward. It involves reattaching the tubes that were separated, but I wouldn’t contemplate any issues,” the urologist said as we sat in the small office.
 



“What are the side effects?” I asked.
 



“The reversal is more complex, so expect significant swelling, maybe some bleeding and we’ll need to monitor for infection, but it’s a common procedure,” he explained.
 



“When can you do it?” Rachel cut in.
 



“Check with the desk, but it shouldn’t be more than a couple of weeks,” he replied.
 



My wife turned to me and I could tell by her look she expected an affirmation, so I replied, “Okay, we’ll talk to the scheduler.”
 



Soon, we were at the desk and the young woman provided a quick rundown of available times, and although Rachel was quite eager to set an appointment, I deferred by saying, “Thanks for the information. Let us think about it for a day or so and we’ll call back.”
 



“Why did you do that?” she asked as soon as we were outside.
 



“I told you I wasn’t completely bought in. I want to think some more… and discuss it,” I replied.
 



My message put her into a funk and we drove in silence to the condo where she dropped me off and then proceeded to her classes. After piddling around the place for a while, I became bored and decided to walk to the shopping district to get lunch and look around. The pleasant temperature made the short trip enjoyable and soon I found a bistro. After a quick bite, I started roaming the stores and as I passed a lady’s boutique, a robe caught my eye. The silk leopard print kimono was short, and I chuckled to myself as I contemplated it as something of a gag gift to my wife playing on her recent interaction with the maintenance man. I ran the risk of it blowing up in my face given her annoyance with me at the doctor’s office, but decided to check the price, and when I learned that it was relatively inexpensive, I made the purchase.
 



I thought about how to present it to her and finally decided to merely hang it in the closet and let her discover it on her own. We left for home within a few minutes of her return from school, so it wasn’t until the following week that she found it. We had just started our normal phone call and I could tell she had something on her mind.
 



“Did you put the robe in the closet?” she asked.
 



“Yeah… ” I admitted, fighting back a chuckle.
 



“What’s the message?” she demanded.
 



Her tone put me on my heels, and I stumbled in answering, “I… uhhh… I just thought it looked fun.”
 



“Where did you get it?” she asked.
 



“The boutique down the street next to the bistro,” I explained.
 



The fact that it came from a legitimate store seemed to help, but she took a final shot before moving on, “I don’t like the print.”
 



With that, we transitioned to other subjects and I could tell she wasn’t in the mood to play, so I let the call end. Based on the brief interaction, I wondered if I had gone a bit too far. She certainly hadn’t appreciated my humor, so I knew I needed to be prepared to apologize when I saw her the next day.
 



“Hey, sorry about the robe. I thought it would be kind of funny. I didn’t mean to offend you,” I told her as we watched TV.
 



“It’s too short,” she replied, and before I could speak, she added, “And, too thin.”
 



“You put it on?” I asked, a little surprised after her demeanor on the call.
 



“Yes, I had it on when we talked,” she admitted as a smile appeared on her face.
 



I shook my head as I started to laugh, and when it subsided, I said, “And I thought I pissed you off.”
 



“You did,” she answered as her smile quickly disappeared, and then she clarified, “At the doctor’s office.”
 



“Rachel…” I groaned as I contemplated my balls painfully swollen and the likelihood we would end up with a baby in the house.
 



“Please…” she whined.
 



“Give me some time, honey. Just a few days… I’m almost there, I promise,” I pleaded.
 



She flashed me a smile and slid next to me but just then our son walked in which stopped any further developments. Later, in bed, we made gentle love and then quickly fell asleep. However, the following evening when I called her at the condo, I could tell she was in a playful mood.
 



“What are you wearing?” I asked, encouraged by her seductive tone.
 



“Your robe,” she giggled, and then quickly added, “Should I take it off?”
 



“Yes, you’re supposed to be naked when we talk,” I whispered.
 



I could hear movement and then her voice returned, “I got hit on today.”
 



“Who? The condo guy?” I asked.
 



“No… a professor. Professor Kott,” she explained.
 



“What happened?” I pushed.
 



“He asked me to meet him for a drink,” she answered.
 



“Just out of the blue?” I probed, sensing there had to be more.
 



“Well… he has been flirting some but nothing like this,” she replied.
 



“Flirting? How long? What have you been doing?” I asked.
 



She was silent for a few seconds before responding, “I guess… I guess since the beginning of school. I didn’t encourage him.”
 



“Didn’t encourage? What’s that mean? Did you tell him to leave you alone? And, how come I’m just now hearing about it,” I fired back.
 



Once more, she became quiet, and I was starting to think I had been too accusatory when she replied, “I didn’t say anything because I didn’t think it was a big deal… really.”
 



“And, what did you tell him?” I asked, noting she hadn’t answered the question.
 



“I guess… I didn’t lead him on… but I wanted a good grade,” she giggled.
 



“So, you flirted,” I replied.
 



“Not much…” she responded.
 



“Well, tell me about him. Is he a young stud with a killer smile, too?” I asked, recalling her initial description of the repair guy.
 



Rachel caught the reference and laughed some more before explaining, “He’s 50ish, tall and thin with a bald head. His wife is a professor at the school, too.”
 



“You better be careful. Don’t get in the middle of a mess,” I counseled and then realizing there was still info missing, I asked, “What did you tell him when he asked… about the drink?”
 



“I said I was too busy,” she answered.
 



“Not no? He’ll try again with that answer,” I warned, and then after a pause, I asked, “What other flirting is going on?”
 



“I guess… one other guy. A younger student in my workgroup. He kind of flirts sometimes and we had coffee together once,” she explained.
 



“Coffee? When?” I pushed.
 



“After a team meeting in the middle of the afternoon at the student center,” she quickly responded.
 



Seconds of silence ticked by before I said, “Quite the coed…”
 



I expected her to react defensively, but instead, she asked, “Are you jealous?”
 



“Some…” I admitted.
 



“Good! You better see the doctor so you can knock me up,” she laughed.
 



“Rachel!” I gasped, truly surprised by her boldness.
 



She started laughing so hard that it took at least a minute for her to calm enough to reply, “It’s this condo! I feel so sexual when I’m here. It’s so weird.”
 



I knew the feeling she referred to as I felt a similar sensation, although perhaps not as profound as her. The small space, Rachel’s retreat, seemed to turn the clock back to younger, freer days. In that world, no commitments interfered with life and our bodies pumped an endless supply of sexual hormones.
 



“Are your nipples hard?” I asked, deciding to return to the moment.
 



“Mmmm… they are. For you…” she whispered.
 



“Me? Are you sure? Not Larry or Professor Kott or… the other guy?” I teased, slipping back into the previous discussion.


“Josh…” she giggled, letting me know the student’s name.
 



“Dear Lord,” I sighed, and then asked, “Rachel? Is this really you?”
 



“Come see me… right now,” she demanded.
 



For a moment, I seriously considered her words as the need in her voice came through clearly. However, I had arranged a group meeting for early the next morning and I knew there was no way to change the plans on such short notice.
 



“Honey, I can’t…” I whispered.
 



“Yes…” she whined.
 



“I can’t,” I repeated.
 



The phone became quiet until I heard her take a deep breath and pronounce, “I’m making you an appointment with the doctor.”
 



Her words coupled with her determination for the surgery made me laugh and with that, the sexual thoughts in both of us disappeared. The call ended shortly thereafter, but I wasn’t at all surprised to receive a text the next morning with the date and time for my appointment.
 



“This is going to hurt,” I whined to her two weeks later as we drove to the clinic.
 



“It won’t be that bad,” she replied.
 



“Yes… yes, it will be and you are going to owe me for a long, long time. Maybe forever,” I declared.
 



“Don’t be a baby,” she laughed.
 



Two hours later, I lay in the back seat of the SUV as Rachel drove us home. So far, the drugs had been effective in blocking any pain and I hoped to make it to bed before it got worse. We made it, but later that day, my balls swelled up dramatically and a throbbing ache set-in that made it difficult to remain still. It took three weeks to return to normal which meant no sex and hindered any thoughts of phone play. Now, the holidays were approaching and Rachel’s mind became cluttered with concerns about finals and preparing the house. Suddenly, it seemed ironic that I had endured the operation to “fix” my equipment only to find myself placed in a sexually inactive environment.
 



“Ummm… do I get some attention now?” I sighed when I felt her body snuggle against me.
 



It was the calm time between Christmas and New Year’s and Rachel’s stress had finally evaporated. The kids, on their winter break, were out with friends which left the house to us. Without speaking, she started to pull on my boxers and when they were off, she worked on her things.
 



“Let me take care of you,” she whispered and gripped my dick at the base.
 



She bent down, but just when I thought she would inhale it, she stopped and used her free hand to gently lift my balls. I looked on as she inspected the small scars for a few seconds and then took me into her mouth.
 



“Ughhhh…” I grunted when I felt her tongue circling the head.
 



“Like that?” she asked glancing up at me with an impish smile.
 



I gave a little nod and she quickly returned to the task. However, with her beautiful ass close by, moving in rhythm with her mouth, it wasn’t long before I pulled her so that our bodies aligned. Now, with her legs straddling my body, her lovely mound, glistening with her arousal, was right before me. Pulling her lower, we locked into a sixty-nine position with her bobbing on my shaft as my tongue rapidly flicked her clit. Her whimpers let me know I was doing it right, but it wasn’t long before she stopped and turned towards me.
 



“I can’t… you have to stop or I can’t,” she said through heavy breaths.
 



I smiled at her and then returned to her stiff nub finding great enjoyment in witnessing her lose control. Several times, she tried to return her attention to my dick but she couldn’t keep her concentration and finally quit. I listened to her mew and whine for several minutes as her juices flowed before her body became taut and seconds later, she started to wail as a strong orgasm swept through her body. Ignoring her pleas, I maintained my assault with a firm hold on her legs so she couldn’t move away. Finally, when her sounds became desperate, I let her fall forward and watched as her body writhed. When she calmed, I turned her around.
 



“Feel good?” I asked with a huge smile.
 



“I wanted to take care of you,” she sighed.
 



“I’m sorry, it just looked too inviting,” I replied.
 



Rather than respond, she moved slowly onto my body and when her legs had straddled my waist, she found my dick and brought it to her juicy opening. She made several rapid movements and then fell onto my chest as her hips slowly rolled.
 



“Mmmm… so nice,” she moaned.
 



“Yeah, it feels awesome,” I agreed.
 



“You want to knock me up?” she asked seconds later as she looked up at me with a smile.
 



“Sweetie, it’s going to take months before everything’s working. The doctor said it could take six… or nine,” I laughed.
 



“It won’t take that long,” she announced with a deep sigh as she stopped her movement.
 



I held her for a few seconds as my mind thought through our situation and a thought struck me, making me say with a laugh, “Look at you… in school and unprotected. Just like before.”
 



“I know! It seems so bizarre,” she giggled.
 



“Do you miss your condo? Your special little place to be a naughty girl?” I teased.
 



“I’m not naughty,” she replied pretending to be offended as she gently slapped my arm.
 



“Let’s see… sleeping naked, talking to a guy in just your robe with nothing underneath, phone sex almost every week…” I chuckled and then quickly added, “Who knows what else.”
 



“Yes… who knows,” she laughed.
 



“You should shave… another step,” I suggested.
 



Her pubic hair had been the subject of many conversations, but she had been adamant about maintaining her bush although it had become ever more tightly trimmed since I started pushing.
 



“It’s a trampy look… like a tattoo,” she replied, using the same defense as before.
 



“I think it’s very stylish… in fact, I think you’re behind the curve,” I countered.
 



“How would you know?” she responded while staring straight into my eyes.
 



“I… you know… I hear things,” I stumbled, and before she could reply, I said, “I bet your friends do.”
 



“Not all,” she answered and by her tone, I knew the subject was closed.
 



We lay together in silence for several minutes, listening to each other’s slow breathing while enjoying the feeling of our naked bodies pressed together. My mind wandered, but suddenly it landed on a subject I had been meaning to return to for months.
 



“Who here in town has hit on you?” I asked.
 



“Not again,” she giggled, and before I could reply, she added, “I’m not going to tell you. It’s not that big a deal and it will make things awkward. Let it go.”
 



“Did Gus try anything?” I pushed, referencing a guy our age that had a reputation for philandering.
 



“Of course, he did. He’s gone after every female over eighteen in the county. Anyway, he’s not in our circle,” she replied.
 



Her answer implied that she had received inappropriate approaches from men close to us which made my brain switch into high gear. However, I didn’t make any progress in selecting a likely candidate as I felt all our close friends were stable, respectable, and had huge respect for Rachel.
 



“Who?” I tried again.
 



“Not telling, sweetie,” she responded and kissed me lightly on the lips. We gazed at each other for a few seconds and then I saw a strange look appear on her face and she said, “And why are you pestering me? That kiss you gave Amanda at the New Year’s Eve party last year was way past casual.”
 



Instantly, I felt my face redden as I recalled the party. I had consumed too much alcohol and when my turn came to kiss one of Rachel’s close friends, I gave her a sloppy, lingering kiss that caught everyone’s attention. Rachel pulled me away and made sure I understood her displeasure for months after.
 



“I’ve said I’m sorry about a thousand times,” I answered, now cowed.
 



“Yes, you have,” she concurred.
 



The rest of the holiday season went by without note and soon the kids returned to school with Rachel starting both her teaching and student schedule a week later. Quickly, we fell into the same routine with even our phone play picking up where it had left off. Rachel had requested that I drive up the following week to take her to dinner at a nice restaurant that had recently opened, so on Wednesday afternoon when she called and told me she had just left, I dropped what I was doing and followed. I arrived about thirty minutes behind her and was thrilled to find her moving about the small space in her leopard print robe. It didn’t take much deduction to know that she was purposefully putting on a show, so the third time she passed by, I pulled her into my arms and walked her towards the bed.
 



She giggled as I pushed her onto the mattress and when I opened her robe the first thing I noticed was her newly shaved vagina glistening with oil. I knew she still had her bush when she left the house that morning which meant she had become slick in just the past few minutes. Like a hungry dog thrown a steak, I immediately dove between her legs and pressed my face against her mound as my tongue snaked inside. She let loose with a loud gasp quickly followed by a litany of needy mews and soon my efforts had her body squirming.
 



“Incredible,” I said when I pulled away to strip.
 



“You like it?” she asked rhetorically.
 



“Yes… ten years too late but I’ll take it,” I answered as I moved back into position.
 



“Ohhh… oh, baby… ” she whined when the tip of my tongue started to trace her folds.
 



I sensed she had become quite aroused as the razor cleaned her pussy, and now with my eager efforts fanning the flame, I suspected she wouldn’t last long. Soon, her legs started to spread wider and her sensual sounds got an urgent edge. When her hand landed on the back of my head, I began to concentrate on her clit and just seconds later, she exploded.
 



“Oh yes… ohhhhh… oh yes… Mmmmm uggghhh… uggghhh… ” she grunted and almost immediately, she started to pull on my shoulders while begging, “Put it in… now, please… now…”
 



In one fluid motion, I lifted over her, found her opening, and drove in balls deep. It forced another loud cry from her mouth followed by a litany of whimpers as her orgasm continued to sweep through her body. Just when she started to come down, excited by what I had witnessed, I grunted through a release. Now, the only sounds in the tiny bedroom came from our heavy breathing.
 



“Shit, Rachel…” I finally sighed as I rolled to her side.
 



“Did you like that?” she whispered.
 



“Mmmm… yeah. I love your new look and doing it in your college apartment,” I laughed.
 



“We always did it in your college apartment,” she replied as her hand found my flaccid dick.
 



“Times change,” I laughed.
 



“Mmmm… ” she responded just as her mouth found my shaft.
 



“Damn, that feels good,” I groaned.
 



My wife continued her efforts without speaking for a bit before she finally looked up and said, “I can taste the difference… taste your sperm. It tastes better.”
 



“Oh, dear Lord,” I responded as she started to giggle.
 



We had our nice dinner that evening and then returned to the condo and made love again. Then, for the next few weeks, we went through our standard routine. Thus, exactly two weeks later when I received a call from my wife begging that I come to the city, I couldn’t guess the issue. Rachel didn’t want to discuss it until I arrived and since I could hear a bit of panic in her voice, I acquiesced and made the drive.
 



“What’s wrong sweetie?” I asked as soon as I entered.
 



‘Something bad happened,” she replied and then took a quick sip from her wine glass.
 



Her message made me look her over to see if there were any signs of harm, but she was wearing jeans and a sweatshirt which didn’t show much. In fact, I wondered why she had dressed in these clothes as they were by no mean her standard attire.
 



“What? Tell me, honey,” I said, trying to show calm.
 



“The guy… the handyman… Larry. He was here,” she started.
 



“What happened?” I demanded, thinking he might have assaulted her.
 



“I… I did something… something bad,” she replied in a tiny voice.
 



“What?” I pushed, now confused.
 



“I wore the robe… the robe you bought,” she answered as her head lowered.
 



“Okay… did he do something? Anything bad?” I asked, wanting to be certain he had not been inappropriate.
 



“No… Nothing,” she replied.
 



“Good,” I responded, but now truly curious about what created her distress, I said, “Go fill your glass and then come tell me what happened.”
 



With a nod, she left for the kitchen and then joined me on the couch with her glass refilled along with one for me.
 



“Don’t get mad,” she begged.
 



“I won’t. Now, go ahead,” I said in a soft voice.
 



“Okay… uhhh… I was here. I had been here maybe twenty minutes and there’s a knock and it’s him,” she started and then paused to take a deep breath before continuing with, “He says he’s checking smoke alarms and he has this ladder and gets up and says mine needed replacing. So, he leaves to get one… and uhhhh… I don’t know…”
 



“Go on Rachel, tell the rest,” I encouraged as my mind raced.
 



“I went to the bedroom and I saw the robe… and I don’t know why but I guess I put it on,” she explained and I could tell she was very nervous.
 



“Go on,” I pushed, and before she could speak a thought struck me and I asked, “Were you naked underneath.”
 



“Yes,” she croaked, and then quickly added, “I feel like such a tramp.”
 



“Go on,” I pushed.
 



“He came back and I was wearing it and… he saw me in it. Looking trampy,” she replied.
 



“What did he see Rachel? Were your nipples showing?” I asked although I knew the answer.
 



“Yes… I think so,” she responded.
 



“Tell me the rest, Rachel. You’re not giving any details. What did he say? What did you talk about? How long did he stay?” I said, growing impatient with the pace of the conversation.
 



“We talked about the alarms some and then about the holidays and what we did. I got nervous and moved to the kitchen thinking he would go, but he followed me there and I felt trapped so I went to the bedroom. I waited about ten minutes but he still hadn’t left,” she said.
 



“Was the new smoke alarm installed?” I asked.
 



“I think so,” she replied.
 



“Did he try to touch you?” I asked again.
 



“Not really, but he got very close… like he was in my space,” she answered.
 



“Go change into the robe,” I instructed her and even though she gave me an odd look, she rose and left.
 



When she returned, I tried to put myself in his shoes and I knew it would have been easy for him to assume that she had worn it as a come on. Her small nipples were quite evident through the material and it showed her legs off nicely as well. I had seen her in it as a conservative wife rather than a beautiful available woman, so I guessed he had expected her to make a further move. In truth, I realized she had been fortunate he hadn’t done so.
 



“What?” she asked since I had only stared since she returned.
 



“Did he say anything about it? I mean, the robe?” I asked.
 



“He said it was beautiful,” she admitted and when she saw me nod my head, she added, “Are you mad at me?”
 



“No, baby,” I said and pulled her into an embrace.
 



We began to kiss and my hand found a breast and slowly fondled it. When I moved to her neck, she started to emit little mews and whimpers that heightened my already advanced arousal.
 



“You’re hard,” she said in surprise.
 



Her startled tone made me feel defensive, but rather than debate the situation, I decided to leap forward, “Let’s go to bed.”
 



She gave me a strange look but allowed me to turn and guide her towards the small room. Once there, I pulled the robe off her body, pushed her onto the bed, and started on my clothes as she looked up at me eagerly. Quickly finished, I dove between her legs, and instantly my face became coated with the juices oozing from her opening. For a moment, I pondered whether her excitement came from my efforts or if it was the lingering effects of her interaction with Larry. She had admitted her nipples had been hard. Did the encounter also make her pussy flow?
 



“Ohhh… oh, baby… uggghhh… It feels so good,” she whined as I lapped away.
 



A minute later, my tongue turned its attention to her clit and quickly made it stiff. Her sexual sounds rose an octave and her legs opened lewdly in complete surrender. I thought about finishing her this way but decided I wanted to feel her pussy release on my dick, so I lifted over her, receiving no resistance.
 



“Damn you feel good,” I declared as I snaked inside.
 



“Yes, like this…” she whimpered.
 



From her arousal, I knew she wouldn’t last long, so I immediately started a deep, torrid pace that brought forth a new wave of needy cries. She made it several minutes and then erupted in a full orgasm with her pussy rhythmically contracting around my dick, milking me, and forcing my release. Both of us fought for air as our movements ceased, and then I fell to her side and pulled her back tightly against my chest. I started to kiss her neck and shoulders while one hand moved to her breasts, and it didn’t take long for my dick to stiffen. When Rachel felt it, she raised her leg and guided it to her sloppy opening. In this position, I couldn’t go deep, but it still provided a very intimate feeling.
 



“You’re amazing,” I whispered, wanting her to feel loved and relaxed so I could probe some more.
 



“You just say that because you love me,” she sighed as her hand pressed mine fully against her breast.
 



“I do love you,” I replied, and after letting the words settle for a few seconds, I added, “Tell me everything you were feeling.”
 



I felt her body flinch, but she calmed quickly and said, “I told you.”
 



“Was he close when he said you were beautiful, I asked and when she nodded her head, I continued with, “Did you get excited? Were your nipples hard? Were you wet?”
 



The questions were extremely provocative and under normal circumstances ones that would get me in trouble, but given the circumstances, I pushed anyway.
 



“Honey… ” she whined and tried to turn to look at me, but I held her firmly until she settled.
 



“Tell me… I’m not mad but I want to know everything,” I said in my best soothing voice.
 



Intrigued by the event and deeply curious, I didn’t want the opportunity to delve into my wife’s sexual psyche to slip away. Her heretofore conservative ways added to my interest, but I was smart enough to understand that any accusation or judgment would make her flee.
 



“Why?” she asked, and then added, “I know I made a mistake.”
 



“Rachel trust me… it’s okay. I just want you to share,” I replied.
 



Seconds ticked by, and just when I thought I needed to prod her again, she sighed and said, “It was so strange. Like an out of body thing.”
 



“You were excited?” I pushed.
 



“Yes…” she responded, and then like a dam bursting the rest flowed out, “Yes, I was wet and my nipples were hard. I was tingling and it felt like my temperature had gone up. It’s so nasty… slutty. So… I don’t know… I can’t believe I’m having this conversation with my husband! I’m so ashamed.”
 



I turned her in my arms, allowing my dick to slip free, and when we were face-to-face, I found her lips and gave her my best loving kiss. Purposefully, I maintained the connection for a long time until I felt the tension release in her body.
 



“I’m glad we’re having the conversation. It brings us closer. I’m glad you called me to come to you,” I whispered.
 



My words brought a big smile to her face and she kissed me aggressively. Then, still connected, she pushed me onto my back, lifted over my body, and pulled my shaft back into her opening.
 



“Mmmm…” she let loose with a satisfied sigh, but as I looked into her face, I could see something register in her mind, and seconds later she stated, “You got hard.”
 



“Yeah…” I admitted.
 



“Why?” she asked.
 



“Thinking about my beautiful wife getting naughty,” I replied.
 



We made love twice more that night and I struggled to drive home. Likewise, I’m sure Rachel, having to sit through droning lectures, had an equally difficult time at school. The following weekend, she referred to her “trampy behavior” several times, but I knew she really wanted to gauge my state, so I made sure to always provide a lighthearted dismissal. Late Saturday, after spending the entire day doing family things, Rachel and I found ourselves cuddled in bed when the maintenance man came up.


“I really thought I would get yelled at,” my wife said.
 



“Why did you call me to come to you?” I asked.
 



“I don’t know. I guess I wanted to feel safe and even if you got angry it was worth it,” she replied.
 



A profound message existed in her words, and I squeezed her tightly, and said, “I’m glad you did. Plus, you know I can’t yell at you.”
 



“Well, not usually,” she giggled, and then quickly added, “I still can’t believe I did it.”
 



“Mmmm… it’s the condo sweetie. Like I told you before, the sleeping naked, shaving, flirting with students and professors, and teasing the repair guy all because you have that place,” I told her and after a pause, I continued with, “We should get rid of it.”
 



I had purposefully poked her as I knew she loved the place and the freedom it provided, so I had to fight back a laugh when she immediately countered, “It’s not the condo.”
 



“That means it’s you,” I whispered as I found her lips with mine.
 



The kiss gave her time to regroup and as soon as it ended, she replied, “You bought the robe.”
 



“True,” I answered.
 



“And you bought it knowing about the guy and even teased me about wearing it. You’re culpable,” she said with her voice gaining momentum.
 



“Maybe…” I replied, impressed by her rebuttal.
 



“So, we’re keeping my place,” she declared.
 



I couldn’t help but chuckle and Rachel joined in before kissing me. We held the embrace for a time as we gently fondled each other, but a thought entered my head and when we broke, I said, “He’s going to come around again. I’m worried about him trying something.”
 



“I’ll stay away. Besides, one trampy episode is enough,” she replied.
 



The follow-up to her encounter with Larry and the sharing we experienced opened things between us even more. Now, each evening when we talked on the phone, she would share any flirtations that had occurred that day. Stunned by the frequency of the attempts, at first, I thought she might be teasing me, but when I pressed, she explained it was the norm. She went on to describe similar situations with her friends and how they often would compare notes. That led me to attempt to get her to share the local occurrences, but like before, she refused to go down the path.
 



Typically, we had phone sex when she finished talking about her day, and before long, in my mind, I was linking the flirtatious interactions she had with our play. At first, it was about them seeing her, like the maintenance man, in the sexy robe, but it wasn’t long before other more decadent thoughts developed. My thoughts led me to probe more about the men which I managed to do without Rachel sensing any ulterior motive. Professor Henry Kott, I learned, had emigrated from Poland and as she had described before, was tall and slender with a bald head. However, now she stated his age as mid-forties rather than the 50ish estimate she had previously provided. Also, I learned his Polish wife, named Anna, was younger and attractive. She taught European History at the university. While Rachel didn’t have a class with the professor in the current semester, she saw him often in the building.
 



Josh, the student from her workgroup was mid-twenties, and large. She said he was around six-feet tall and guessed he weighed over 200 lbs. He had long red hair that reached his shoulders and a full beard. They were on a similar degree plan so shared classes and even though the workgroup activities had ended, they had formed an informal study group with several other students.
 



At times, she mentioned others, but these men never demonstrated the consistent effort like Josh and Dr. Kott. On occasion, I thought about sharing some of the visions invading my brain, but the moment never seemed right. However, when she announced the study group would be meeting at the condo the next day the wheels immediately started to turn, and when she called later that evening, already in bed, I couldn’t hold back.
 



“How did it go?” I asked.
 



“Fine… I got some wine and made some snacks,” she explained.
 



“Who was there?” I probed.
 



“Just Josh and Carin. Antonio couldn’t make it,” she advised.
 



“Did Josh flirt?” I pushed.
 



My question made her start to giggle, and then she replied, “That’s what you’re really interested in knowing!”
 



“Yes… did he?” I asked.
 



“He stayed behind after Carin left,” she announced with her voice intentionally becoming lower.
 



“What happened?” I asked, and realizing I sounded too eager, I paused and then said, “Did he flirt?”
 



“Sounds like you wanted him to,” she replied.
 



“Did he?” I tried again.
 



“Yeah…” she responded, this time in a whisper.
 



“Tell me,” I demanded.
 



“He wanted to see the apartment and when we got to the bedroom he asked if I was ready for some fun,” she explained.
 



“He just flat asked you for sex,” I gasped, surprised even a young man would be so aggressive, and before she could speak, I asked, “What did you do?”
 



“I left the room but he didn’t follow, so I had to go back and get him,” she described.
 



“Did he try again?” I asked.
 



“Yes, basically the same thing, but this time he followed me out. Then, he got his things and left,” she said.
 



“Were you going to tell me?” I asked.
 



“Of course, but you jumped straight to the questioning before I could,” she declared defensively.
 



“Okay, you’re right,” I acknowledged and then a thought hit me and I asked, “Are you wet?”
 



“What! What kind of question is that?” she responded with surprise.
 



“Are you?” I pushed.
 



There followed a long pause before she finally admitted, “A little…”
 



“From Josh,” I stated.
 



“No! No, from telling you,” she replied.
 



“Why?” I asked.
 



“It’s kind of fun,” she giggled.
 



My laughter joined hers and we discussed the man’s attempts a bit more. From the interaction, I could tell she was in a playful mood and hadn’t taken offense to my questions, so I decided to continue.
 



“You should have put on the robe,” I teased.
 



“That thing? I threw it away,” she responded, and a wave of disappointment swept through me.
 



“Really,” I asked dejectedly.
 



“No… my God you’re so easy,” she laughed, and then added, “How do you know I didn’t put it on? Maybe I did.”
 



Rachel had never been so daring in her play and instantly my half-hard dick became fully erect. I couldn’t help but visualize her parading around the small space in the sexy garment with the student following her like a hound dog.
 



“You should have,” I answered.
 



“I’m horny, baby,” she whined, changing the subject.
 



I knew if I asked, she would claim it was because of me or our conversation, but I believed, or perhaps wanted to believe, that at least part of it was a result of the young man’s efforts.
 



Guessing she wanted permission to masturbate, I replied, “Sorry, sweetie. You’ll have to wait until tomorrow.”
 



“Maybe, I should call Josh back,” she whined.
 



“Maybe,” I answered which brought a loud gasp.
 



The call ended soon after with her whining about her state until it ended. It had easily been the most playful discussion involving others we had ever had and provided further support for the openness created in our relationship due to our discussions following the maintenance man encounter. While my wife had a ban on self-play, it didn’t extend to me and I slowly pulled on my dick as I thought about the call and her description of the student. Before long, I could feel my balls tighten, and then my semen began spewing onto my stomach.
 



The following week, I was in the middle of some work when I got a call from Rachel who had left earlier for the city. It was too early for our phone sex time, so I suspected she needed help with something or had a question about the kids.
 



“Hi, honey. I just arrived and looked for the dress I wanted to wear to the party Saturday but it’s not here and I vaguely remember taking it to the cleaners. Can you check and see if it’s there?” she asked.
 



“Sure, I’ll do it right now,” I replied.
 



“Hold on, someone’s at the door,” she said, and after a few seconds of silence, she came back on and announced, “It’s the repairman… Larry. What do I do?”
 



“Before I could respond, in the background I could hear a man’s voice calling out, “Hello?”
 



I hoped that he thought the condo was empty and had let himself inside to do what he needed as the other reason was not good.
 



“Larry, I’m here,” I heard Rachel respond in a loud voice.
 



Following that, I could hear words being exchanged that I couldn’t make out before my wife said to me in a whisper, “He’s here to check on the A/C. I’m in the bedroom.”
 



I thought about saying his timing seemed suspect and that he might have seen her arrive, but deciding it would serve no purpose, I merely asked, “Are you okay?”
 



“I’m fine,” she responded and I noted there appeared to be no stress in her voice.
 



Then, unable to hold back, I said, “Your admirer.”
 



“One of them,” she answered playfully.
 



She started to giggle and suddenly my concerns about her safety melted away, replaced by a surge of sexual excitement, and without thinking it through, I said, “You should put on your robe.”
 



“What?” she replied in shock, but before I could offer an apology, she stunned me when she asked, “Really? Should I?”
 



In a thousandth of a second, my mouth became bone dry, and with my head spinning, I managed to croak out, “Yeah…”
 



It seemed like time stood still, and then in a tiny voice, I heard her say, “Okay…”
 



I had expected us to discuss it some more, but the phone suddenly went dead and I found myself staring at the small screen. It took only a few seconds to determine what I wanted to do, and I practically ran to my SUV, jumped in, and raced towards the city, hitting eighty before I had reached the city limits. The drive to the condo would take me just under ninety minutes and with each mile, I expected to hear the ringing of my phone. It finally arrived when I was half-way there and I had to use maximum willpower to remain calm so I could speak clearly.
 



“Are you okay?” I asked immediately.
 



“Yeah…” she answered vaguely.
 



“Rachel, what happened?” I asked.
 



“I… I did… I went out with the robe on like we said,” she answered and I could hear the nervousness in her voice.
 



“Look I’m on my way. Did anything happen?” I pushed.
 



“We can talk about it when you get here,” she replied and before I could protest, she said, “I think he’s at the door again.”
 



“Rachel…” I started.
 



“Let me check,” she interjected, and once more, the call ended.
 



I tried to call her but it went unanswered, and now quite worried, I made the remaining distance fighting back panic. I didn’t think the situation called for police intervention, at least I hoped not, but I wasn’t at all certain what I would find. Fortunately, when I opened the door, I spotted my wife on the sofa, still wearing the robe, with an open bottle of wine on the table. She looked flushed, perhaps even a bit disoriented, and she stared at me with a strange expression I couldn’t place.
 



“Rachel? Honey, are you okay?” I called out as I closed the door.
 



“Your wife got felt up,” she responded.
 



A surge of emotion hit me and in an instant, I contemplated a dozen different responses, but fortunately, I managed to gain control and simply said, “Come here.”
 



She rose without speaking and when we met, I pulled her into a tight embrace and kissed her hard. I knew there would be lots to come, but at that moment, I thought the best thing to do would be to ensure she felt loved. I think my action must have surprised her at first as her arms stayed flat against her side, but soon they lifted and looped around my neck. Then, she was kissing back with equal passion and we continued this way for what seemed like minutes before we broke.
 



“I needed that,” she declared as the beginnings of a smile formed on her face.
 



“Rachel, I just want to know… I got to ask… were you forced in any way?” I probed, cringing at the thought.
 



“I… I’m not sure I want to answer,” she replied.
 



“Why?” I asked.
 



“The answer doesn’t make me look very good,” she explained as her head fell into my chest.
 



“Let’s go lay down,” I said and directed her towards the bed.
 



When we entered the room, I could see the comforter disturbed on one side as if a body had been on it. Suddenly, I wondered whether my wife had been merely “felt up” or if something much more decadent had occurred. Nevertheless, I helped her onto the bed and then joined her in a renewed embrace.
 



Some time elapsed, as I slowly stroked her hair, and then with a deep breath, she said, “When I came out in the robe, he came straight over to me and he asked what I was trying to do. I pretended I didn’t understand, but he didn’t buy it. He hugged me and put his hand on my butt.”
 



“You let him?” I asked, shocked it had happened so quickly.
 



“I… I guess so,” she whimpered.
 



“Keep going. Tell it all,” I said.
 



“He tried to kiss me, and at first I wouldn’t let him, but finally I guess… he did. Then, his hand went into my robe and he touched me… my breasts and then… between my legs, too,” she admitted.
 



“How long did it go on Rachel? It took almost forty-five minutes for you to call back,” I pressed.
 



“I don’t know… most of that time, I guess,” she whispered.
 



“Standing up the entire time?” I asked.
 



“No, we went to the couch,” she explained.
 



Now, other thoughts entered my mind, and I asked, “He just used his hands on you? Nothing else?”
 



“His mouth,” she replied.
 



“Where?” I pushed.
 



“Everywhere,” she answered.
 



“Did he keep his clothes on?” I probed realizing I was having to extract info piece by piece.
 



“At first…” she answered and I felt her body tremble.
 



“Rachel, did he do it… did he put his cock in you?” I asked, very nervous about the answer.
 



“No, he wanted… I wouldn’t let him. I used my hand,” she explained.
 



“Why did he come back?” I probed recalling his return.
 



She explained that he had still been excited and tried to coerce her again. However, when he realized she remained unwilling he left after a few minutes. Then, wanting to think through what had occurred before speaking with me, she had rested on the bed. With relief, I realized this was the likely reason the comfort appeared mussed.
 



Slowly, the talking ebbed until we lay together in silence as each of us contemplated the significance of what had taken place. Still stunned she had taken such a giant step, but knowing I had no room to be judgmental and concerned about my wife’s emotional state, I decided we needed to connect as husband and wife. I began to pull on her robe, and after a few seconds, she got the meaning and helped me remove it. Then came my clothes and when we were naked, I pulled her on top of me and squeezed her hard. We kissed for a while and then I rolled her onto her back and slipped into her pussy.
 



Neither of us made any sounds, no sighs, or needy whimpers with only the rustling of the linen providing any indication of movement. When I lifted my head, I saw that she was gazing into the distance and needed support.
 



“Rachel, it’s okay. Don’t be upset,” I whispered, and then added, “I pushed you to go out in the robe, so blame me but not yourself.”
 



“It’s not that simple,” she replied.
 



“Why?” I asked, unclear of her message.
 



“He made me… respond. He made me…” she answered.
 



“Did you orgasm?” I asked, guessing her direction and when her head nodded rapidly, I continued with, “Good, I’m glad you did.”
 



My words made her give me a strange look and she asked, “Do you love me?”
 



“Of course, I do… more than you know,” I replied instantly.
 



I felt her body relax and when I began to push into her with more purpose, little mews of pleasure stared to escape her mouth.
 



Then, without prompting, she offered up more, “He almost did it. It was suddenly… just there and I was so excited.”
 



“But, you didn’t,” I replied hoping to give her comfort.
 



“No, my God if I did… my God…” she gasped.
 



“How many times did you cum?” I probed.
 



“Once…” she responded, but before I could ask another question, she clarified, “One and a half.”
 



“With his mouth?” I queried.
 



“Yeah… and his fingers,” she said.
 



“Did he cum?” I asked, and when she nodded, I followed with, “Where?”
 



“On my tummy,” she replied.
 



With that, we ceased our discussion and for the next few minutes I kept up a steady pace, although it was clear that Rachel was not progressing. Clearly, her mind remained in turmoil, so finally, I decided to let go and it wasn’t long before I blasted into my wife’s recently tongued opening. When I collapsed onto her, she gently stroked my hair until I rolled to her side.
 



“Rachel, did you get undressed when he came back?” I asked, and when she nodded, I added, “Did he?”
 



“Yes, I don’t know… he did… ” she sighed.
 



“He’ll come back for more… you’re going to have to move out,” I said, thinking out loud.
 



“No… I love my place. I can handle it,” she declared, as she turned to look at me.
 



“We can find another…” I began.
 



“No, honey. I like this place, it’s fine,” she interrupted, evidently fearful that any change might impact things negatively.
 



“Okay, sweetie. I need to go back to the kids now. Are you going to be alright?” I asked.
 



“Yes, I’m fine,” she answered although I could tell she was not.
 



I left with the understanding I would call when I got home to check on her. On the drive, I realized things had moved too far, too fast. In the heat of the moment, with both of us energized by our ongoing play, we had let the genie out of the bottle. I knew it would take time to rectify things and I planned to start that very night with the call.
 



“Hi, honey,” I said in a soft voice.
 



“Ummm, hi… I was napping,” she replied.
 



“I’m sorry for pushing you and letting it happen,” I said, jumping straight in.
 



“I’m okay now. I had the rest of the wine,” she replied, and I could hear a pep in her voice that had been absent when I left.
 



“Good… You want to talk about it?” I probed.
 



“What’s to talk about? Your wife is easy,” she offered and I knew she was still feeling me out.
 



“Stop it,” I fired back
 



“Well, he… he did almost everything he wanted. Almost… and I let him,” she said as her voice dropped.
 



“That’s because you were super excited from all our play in that apartment. All our talk, the phone sex… all the things,” I said trying to give her a safe place to land.
 



“Maybe… But, what if it’s more? What if it’s just the way I am,” she asked.
 



“Stop it Rachel you’re not that way,” I countered, thinking she was being a bit too dramatic.
 



“Maybe… ” she said again.
 



“Honey quit beating yourself up. I’m there with you, so if you’re guilty, then so am I. But I don’t think there is guilt. It’s just something that happened,” I said to try to get her out of the funk.
 



“Do you really feel that way?” she asked and before I could answer, she followed with, “Are you concerned about anything?”
 



“Yes, I’m concerned about where you are emotionally. I’m concerned about the guy bothering you. I’m concerned about letting you down and it bothers me some that you had orgasms with him,” I fired back.
 



“Just the orgasms? Not the nakedness or the touching or the kissing?” she pushed although I sensed a tiny hint of teasing in her voice.
 



“Yeah, but I’m still processing it all,” I replied, and then before she could speak, I added, “But, please put the blame on me.”
 



With that, we ended the call but agreed we would re-visit the subject after we had both had a chance to rest more and regroup. The following evening, well after dinner when the kids were off doing their own thing, we finally adjourned to the bedroom.
 



“Want to talk?” she asked in a nervous voice.
 



“Not until we are in bed, naked and each other’s arms,” I replied and was pleased when her hands went immediately to her buttons.
 



Soon, we were in each other arms kissing tenderly as a prelude to the discussion. Finally, feeling she was in a relaxed state, I broke away and looked into her eyes.


“How do I get you through this?” I asked.
 



She looked at me for several seconds and then said, “Tell me why you aren’t angry.”
 



“I don’t want to be angry. There’s no point,” I responded.
 



“Another man played with your wife, got her turned on, and almost did it. How can it not affect you?” she pushed.
 



“Because, I’m more worried about you,” I replied.
 



“Did you want him to do all those things?” she asked pointedly, and while I worked on my reply, she added, “Did you want us to have sex?”
 



I had been slow to understand her tact but now realized she equated my lack of anger with some desire or fantasy for her to be with the man. At first, they seemed like simple questions, but as I pondered them, I suddenly felt exposed. I did have some fantasies about her in the condo. Learning about all the flirtatious interactions had ignited something I couldn’t deny, and the initial encounter with the maintenance man added further fuel. I knew part of it was how surprising and arousing I found it for my wife to let go. I didn’t find the man threatening to our relationship, so the episode didn’t create near the jealous angst I might expect if she had feelings for him. But, did those things point towards a subconscious interest in putting her in the compromising position?
 



Finally, after an awkward silence, I took a deep breath, and said, “Rachel… it’s a fair question. I don’t know… It seems crazy, but maybe I got caught up in the moment like you. I don’t feel that way now.”
 



“Did you ever think about me and him… doing it? A thought or a fantasy?” she probed.
 



I knew my look gave me away before I spoke, so I did not attempt to evade the question and merely answered, “Yes…”
 



Strangely, it seemed she found my admission empowering, and a smile appeared on her face as she lifted her body over mine, found my dick with her hand, and brought it to her pussy. She wasn’t quite ready for me, so she stroked the head along her slit several times and then took it inside. However, rather than move, she just dropped onto my chest.
 



“Why didn’t you tell me?” she asked.
 



“Honey, it was just a fantasy. I never thought anything would happen. Besides, you don’t share all your thoughts,” I replied defensively.
 



“But something did happen,” she responded, and after a short pause, she said, “So, does that make you an instigator or a happy recipient?”
 



“Maybe, both,” I responded, wondering how she would receive my words.
 



“Bastard,” she replied as her hips started to move.
 



Rachel held herself over me with her hands on my shoulders and kept her eyes squeezed shut while she slowly rolled her hips. I remained still for a time, content to enjoy the feeling while staring into her face. However, her dangling breasts right before me begged for attention, so I took her nipples between my fingers and began to gently squeeze. My efforts caused her whimpers to become more urgent and the speed of her hips to increase. My eyes, locked on her orbs, and as I played with them, I spotted a dark spot beneath the left one.
 



“You have a hickey,” I whispered.
 



“There’s one on the other,” she answered shamelessly.
 



Suddenly, my vision of her adventure became one of flailing arms, writhing bodies, probing mouths, and sexual pleas. By her own words, the man had taken her to the abyss… the edge of decadence before she garnered enough self-control to stop. The hickeys were like a spark that enflamed my emotions and now I wanted to be in control, so without warning, I flipped Rachel onto her back and then quickly drove my dick back inside.
 



“Uggghhh… ohhhh…” she whined when I re-entered.
 



She had been moving at a languid pace, but I started fast, pushing deep each time and before long her legs lifted from the bed. At the same time, my body began to tingle and when my mind returned to the condo, I couldn’t hold my words back.
 



“Did you fuck him?” I demanded.
 



“No…” she whined.
 



“I think he did… I know it,” I pushed, unable to hold back.
 



“No… but close…” she answered between grunts.
 



“Did it touch you?” I asked, now almost out of control.
 



“Yeah…” she moaned.
 



“You wanted it in you… wanted him fucking you,” I declared, now officially over the edge.
 



“No… no… no, baby… ” she let out in the same cadence as my hard thrusts, and then, after a brief pause, she asked, “Did you want me to?”
 



With that, I knew that my pretty wife had indeed become aroused to the point that she was ready to receive another man’s hard cock. All she needed was my okay, but now I wondered if I wanted to hear her admit it, or if it was better left unsaid.
 



“Cum for me, Rachel. Cum hard,” I told her deciding to steer clear.
 



“Yes… yes, I’m close…” she whined.
 



Seconds later I felt her body get stiff and her legs lifted higher in the air signaling her impending release. Although I continued to fuck her hard, I made sure it was at a consistent pace and soon she exploded beneath me. She began to cry out and when her sounds started to get loud, she pressed her mouth into my arm. At the same time, she pushed her pelvis hard into me to feel every bit of my invading dick. Then, her body released and she fell back as I worked towards a climax.
 



“God, you feel good,” I groaned as sweat dripped from my body onto hers.
 



“It’s yours, baby… just for you. No one else’s…” she whispered to me in a voice I knew was meant to stir my lust, and seconds later, as her fingernails traced my back, she added, “C’mon baby… Knock me up… It’s all yours…”
 



It proved too much and stars appeared before my face as my body shuddered in a huge climax.
 



“Oh, shit… oh, Rachel… damn… oh, baby… now, baby,” I grunted as I struggled to keep going.
 



With a final lunge, I collapsed onto her warm body and whimpered while she held me. We stayed that way for several minutes and my thinking slowly returned. Finally, I fell to her side, and we moved our bodies until we found a comfortable place.
 



“I’m sorry I got pushy,” I whispered, recalling my blunt words.
 



“Do you think we did it?” she asked with a strange look on her face.
 



“You said it touched you,” I answered defensively.
 



“Yes, it did,” she responded.
 



“Where?” I asked.
 



Her answer was to take my hand, guide it to her pussy, and direct it to the center of her folds. If she were being honest, it meant the man had lined up and was only a move of his hips away from impaling her.
 



“You stopped just in time,” I said.
 



“Yeah… Should I have?” she replied.
 



I paused just for a moment, and then answered, “Yes, Rachel. It’s mine.”
 



Rachel Goes Back to School Ch. 02


Rachel and I discussed the encounter all weekend and when Monday arrived, I felt strongly that we were in a safe place with no lingering fears. We made love several times, and I concentrated on making each a caring connection between just husband and wife. I suspected it would take more time and further talk to completely clear the air, but it had been a good start and in general, I was pleased.
 



Of course, the dynamic with Larry remained very real and I had a deep concern he would suddenly appear at her door. I considered accompanying her, at least on her first return, but she was adamant that she could control things. However, wanting to make sure she felt I was supportive, I made sure to call her when I felt she had driven half-way.
 



“I miss you already,” I said in my best bubbly voice when she answered.
 



“Ahhhh… that’s so sweet,” she replied.
 



We chatted for a few minutes, and then I ended the call by telling her, “Now, remember I’m close. I’ll keep my phone with me, and don’t hesitate to call. I’ll be there in a flash.”
 



I didn’t hear from her until ten that evening, and I wasn’t surprised to learn that the maintenance man had knocked on her door an hour after she arrived. His uncanny knowledge about her presence made me think that he might be tracking her comings and goings, although I didn’t share the thought with Rachel. We chatted a bit longer on other subjects, but it didn’t appear she was up for any phone play, and I didn’t push.
 



Larry tried again the following morning and on Wednesday evening when she returned. Fortunately, on each occasion, he had accepted her rejection with little protest. After those attempts, he backed away, and the only time she saw him was when she spotted him working as she made her way to and from her car.
 



A couple of weeks later, Rachel and I decided to spend the weekend together in the city. With Lizzie approaching eighteen and my parents nearby, we felt comfortable leaving but made a point of explaining to our son that his older sister was in charge. Rachel had mentioned our plans to her mentor, Dr. Kott, and he suggested we meet him and his wife for dinner on Friday. We made the drive together, arriving with enough time for a short rest before getting ready. As we walked from the car, with me loaded down, I noticed Rachel suddenly shuffle her step and when I looked at her, I could see her eyes directed towards three men huddled over a hole in the lawn.
 



“That’s Larry,” she said in a low voice.
 



“Which one?” I asked.
 



“The man in the blue shirt,” she responded.
 



I only had a moment to look him over before we entered the building, but he came across much differently than her previous description. He looked to me to be younger than she suggested, I guessed him to be in his early to mid-thirties, and rather than average, he looked reasonably attractive with a toned body and full head of curly hair. Just before we disappeared, I saw him glance our way and then do a double-take when he spotted my wife.
 



We lounged for an hour, purposefully avoiding any play, and when she rose to start primping, I moved to the sofa and watched TV. Thirty minutes before we needed to leave, I took over the bedroom, and right on time, we departed for dinner.
 



Rachel’s description of Henry Kott proved more accurate. He did indeed appear to be in his forties and looked to be about 6′4″ tall. Slender, almost angular, he had a bald head and a pasty skin tone. Also, he had a set of penetrating blue eyes that made it seem like he was constantly sizing up his target. Contrasting the man, Anna, his wife, was a petite and attractive blonde with short hair. She had full lips and a constant smile, although she spoke sparingly.
 



Once seated, we ordered wine, and after completing the formalities, the conversation opened. It didn’t take long to realize that the man had a definite attraction to my wife, although Anna seemed indifferent. Of course, I was aware of his interest, so I knew what to expect and managed to maintain my demeanor even when the man acted too familiar. The food was pleasant, although nothing special, and after we finished, the professor suggested we adjourn to the bar for a nightcap.
 



“We are so fortunate to have Rachel in the program. Such a pleasant person,” the man said in his distinct Eastern European accent when the girls left for the toilet.
 



“She certainly is enjoying things,” I said, and then added, “Even with her teaching and the drive.”
 



“I understand she has a small apartment to help,” he said.
 



“Yes, it’s small and unremarkable, but she likes it and it does lower her stress,” I explained.
 



“Excellent,” he remarked just as the women returned.
 



For the next hour, we chatted about the school and their experiences growing up in Poland. The professor maintained his doting attention towards my wife, and it became so obvious that I considered ending the evening early. During the entire time, Anna maintained her pleasant manner which told me that she must not care. Perhaps, I thought, it was an indulgence she allowed knowing he had no chance in getting what he desired. As we were about to leave, the women decided to visit the restroom first, which left me alone with Henry for the second time.
 



“There is something I would like to discuss,” he said as soon as they were out of earshot.
 



“What’s that?” I asked.
 



“Anna and I occasionally engage in swinging. Exchanging partners if you will. I wanted to let you know we are interested if you might want to try,” he explained.
 



His message had been so bold and brief, that it rendered me speechless for a moment before I was able to regain my wits and answer, “Okay, well I understand. It’s not something interesting to us, but if that changes, we’ll let you know.”
 



He nodded his understanding while staring at me with his piercing eyes and then, just as quickly as it began, the subject ended and we moved on.
 



Driving back to the condo, I debated whether to tell Rachel, but decided to keep it to myself for the moment given all that had occurred. We decided to have a final drink, and after pouring us each a glass of wine, I joined her on the sofa. Several times, I thought about commenting on her encounter with Larry on this very spot, but I knew there was little upside.
 



“Rachel, does Kott always act like that when you’re around?” I asked.
 



“Yes, it can be embarrassing. I’m not sure he even knows what he’s doing,” she replied.
 



“I mean… I could handle it because we’ve discussed him. I kind of knew what to expect, although I didn’t think it would be this bad,” I said, and then asked, “How was it when you had his class?”
 



“Bad at times. I mean he’s a smart, respected man, but sometimes it became annoying,” she responded, and then continued with, “I was told I wasn’t the first.”
 



“So, a horny old dog around pretty coeds,” I teased and pulled her closer.
 



“What do you want?” she giggled.
 



“You… Hurry up and let’s go to bed,” I demanded.
 



“Let’s go,” she replied and rose leaving her partly filled glass behind.
 



I followed her to the bedroom, but before she began to undress, I pulled her to me and started a passionate kiss. As it lingered, I pulled her dress up until I found the hem, and then snaked my hand beneath until I located her firm ass.
 



“Damn, I should have had you go without panties,” I said when our kiss ended.
 



“You think so?” she asked and then pulled my head back until our lips met.
 



While we held the embrace, I found the hook in the dress, lowered the zipper, and started pulling the garment up, ending our kiss just as it left her body. My mouth went to the swell of her breasts and I backed her against the bed until she fell onto it. Then, I pulled her panties off her long, smooth legs while her hands worked on the bra, and when she was naked, I looked down at her for several seconds before my attention went to my clothes.
 



Once naked, I used my tongue to lick her body from her belly button towards her breasts. I moved slowly, making her body writhe in anticipation and after kissing all over her orbs, I moved to her nipples and started to suck them, hungrily.
 



“I want to make a hickey,” I declared looking up at her lovely face.
 



“No, baby… no marks,” she replied.
 



“You let Larry?” I teased, unsure of the reaction I would get.
 



“Yeah…” she answered without elaborating and used a hand to push my head towards her pussy.
 



“What do you want?” I asked.
 



“Lick me,” she whined.
 



My tongue found her slit and for the next few minutes, I explored her opening while avoiding her clit. Fresh from the recent shower, she tasted wonderful and put me in a contented state where I was in no hurry. Finally, I drifted to her nub and while I flicked it rapidly with the tip of my tongue, I slowly inserted a finger. She whimpered softly as I played, with one hand resting on my head, but when I inserted a second finger, she quickly became more animated. Her hips started to churn, forcing me to move to stay in contact, and her small whimpers morphed into needy moans.
 



“Am as good as him?” I pushed, taking comfort in her prior response.
 



“Not quite… almost,” she sighed, and then with a light tap on my head, she said, “No talking, baby.”
 



With that, I turned all my attention to bringing her to a climax, and happily, it arrived very quickly. I had only returned to task for a minute or so when I felt her legs spread and lift which always portended an orgasm. Sure enough, the movement of her hips soon became more pronounced and when I heard her sounds transition into high-pitched whines, I knew she was on the launchpad. I let the very top of my tongue assault her clit at a furious pace and then she was there.
 



“Ohhhh… ohhhh… my God… ohhhh… don’t stop, baby… please don’t stop…” she wailed as her back arched off the mattress.
 



Her release lasted for almost thirty seconds and when she started to come down, she tried to push me away from her pussy. I knew from experience that she got very sensitive after orgasm and couldn’t take any direct stimulation, but something inside me wanted to continue, so I forcefully kept the connection while continuing to tease her nub. Several times, she tried to roll away, but I pulled her back until, with great willpower, she rolled to her side into a fetal position.
 



“No more… I can’t take it,” she whimpered.
 



From my position on my knees at the side of the bed, I watched in fascination as her body convulsed every few seconds from the electrical aftershocks of her climax. Finally, the effects began to wane and when she turned until she was mostly on her tummy, I suddenly had a clear view of her swollen mound. Without speaking, I climbed onto the bed, moved her legs further apart, and raised over her torso until I had the tip of my dick at her entrance.
 



“Uggghhh…” she grunted when I pushed in completely on the first try.
 



“Damn, you feel good,” I declared.
 



“I can’t move… I’m done,” she sighed.
 



“Just relax… Be still, Rachel,” I whispered.
 



I started very slowly and increased the pace in stages until I was taking her with a nice steady rhythm. Along the way, she started to recover from her orgasm and I could feel her occasionally pushing back against my thrusts. Unfortunately, her rebuilding arousal had the impact of kicking mine into overdrive and I had to try hard to keep from ejaculating. I made it for a time, but when her sounds became more urgent, I lost it.
 



“Ohhh yeah… uggghhhh… uggghhhh… God, Rachel… uggghhh… ” I grunted as cum jetted down my shaft.
 



I collapsed across her back and we lay together in a heaving pile for several minutes before we slowly disconnected. I pulled her close to me as she purred softly and we kissed once but with both of us spent we were asleep in less than a minute.
 



“Morning,” I said in a cheery voice when she appeared the next morning.
 



“Good morning,” she replied and took the coffee I offered.
 



“Nice robe,” I said fighting back a laugh as I looked over the leopard print garment for the hundredth time.
 



“Thanks, it has its moments,” she laughed, pleased with her wit.
 



“Cute, baby,” I said and then asked, “How did you sleep?”
 



“Fabulously,” she sighed and pushed her body against mine.
 



“Looks like you might need more loving,” I whispered to her when our lips met.
 



“Well, Larry gave me two orgasms. You only did one so far,” she forced out as she giggled.
 



I knew her comment was a result of the teasing I did in bed and suspected she had been hoping for an opportunity to make the dig. I had unknowingly fallen right into her trap, but she had played her card well, so I laughed along with her.
 



“Very funny, smarty. You were ready for that,” I said, and when she started laughing again, I told her, “Look at you… so proud.”
 



“Anyway, I thought it was one and a half,” I challenged her.
 



“Closer to two,” she responded and started giggling again.
 



“And here I thought you were fragile,” I replied as I looped an arm around her waist.
 



“Careful with the coffee, baby,” she warned as the cup almost spilled, and when she had it under control, she added, “You were so sweet.”
 



“Thanks, honey,” thinking I was getting a compliment.
 



“I mean after you sent me to him,” she responded as another smirk appeared on her face.
 



“Oh, is that the position now?” I replied.
 



“Yeah…” she answered and for a moment we locked eyes, but then she asked, “What do you want to do today?”
 



“I don’t know. It’s a nice day. Why don’t we take a walk through the park and maybe go to the zoo?” I suggested.
 



“Okay, then we can go to lunch and you can take me shopping,” she answered as she disappeared into the bedroom.
 



The sway of her firm ass through the thin material caught my eye and I considered following but decided if we started, we would likely never leave the condo. So, I sipped my coffee and when she appeared a little later in walking shorts and trainers, I took my turn in the bathroom and quickly changed.
 



Although it wasn’t yet spring, the day was beautiful and the temperature moderate. We slowly strolled through the park stopping several times to enjoy the day and finally arrived at the zoo entrance. The facility was small, so it only took about an hour to make the circuit, and when we finished, we made our way back to the car. Rachel told me about a quaint café she had discovered in a small neighborhood off the beaten path and ten minutes later we arrived. After a simple meal, we departed for the shopping district, and for the next several hours, I dutifully followed her as she made her way from store to store. In truth, I hated this kind of shopping, but with her school, we now spent less time together, so I tried to put on a happy face.
 



“Wow, it’s not even three but it feels like we’ve had a full day,” I said when we stepped into the condo.
 



“We did a lot and you never complained,” she replied, and then added, “It might be a record for you.”
 



“Haha… very funny,” I responded as I dropped the multiple bags I was carrying in the bedroom.
 



“You want some wine? I’m going to have some,” she stated.
 



“No, not yet and if you don’t mind, I’m going to make a quick run to the sporting goods store for some things,” I said.
 



“Okay, hurry back,” she replied, and with that, I left.
 



Walking to the SUV, a figure left a condo ahead of me and moved down the corridor in the same direction. Instantly, I knew it was Larry who hadn’t noticed me. He wore a snug-fitting t-shirt that showed his physique, and like my previous observation, he seemed much more attractive than the average label Rachel had used. At an intersection, he continued straight while I turned left, and soon, I was in my vehicle headed for the store. However, thoughts of the man stayed with me, particularly Rachel’s downplay of his looks, which made me consider whether she had been sincere or purposefully deceptive.
 



I found what I needed and was back at the complex within twenty minutes. Strangely, I found myself looking for the maintenance man and spotted him at the hole where we had seen him the previous day engaged in a deep conversation with another man. Like before, he only stayed in my eyesight for a few seconds and I continued to the condo with my thoughts tweaked once again.
 



Rachel had set up at the small dining table and was catching up on some grading she needed to complete, so I quietly put away my things and then went to the kitchen for some water. Pouring a glass from the tap, I noted the sink draining slowly, but dismissed it as I moved to the sofa. Almost immediately, my thoughts returned to Larry and when I thought about his manipulation of my wife exactly where I now sat, I became antsy. Then, a very strange idea formed in my brain and despite repeated attempts to scare it away, it kept returning. In truth, it made utterly no sense and held high risk that could easily put me in the doghouse for a very long time, but when it came back for the fourth time, I started to speak.
 



“That sink doesn’t drain well,” I said to Rachel.
 



“It’s slow, but it’s okay,” she acknowledged.
 



“Does it ever stop up?” I asked.
 



“It hasn’t yet,” she responded while keeping her eyes focused on the papers.
 



Several minutes ticked by, and then I said, “I need to get something from the car.”
 



Rachel barely noticed my departure, and I walked towards the parking spot, although it wasn’t the reason I left. What had developed in my mind, despite my attempts to make it go away, was the thought of my wife and Larry together in the same room. For some reason, I wanted to witness how they interacted; the looks on their faces, their mannerisms, and body language. It wasn’t about distrust I rationalized. Rather, it would help me understand the full picture and fill in the missing elements of my wife’s description. I hoped to find the man at the spot I had last seen him, but when I arrived, he was gone, so I walked the length of the hall and then went to my SUV and sat for a few minutes. Once more, I considered my folly, but when I left the vehicle, I knew I would approach him if I saw him.
 



Oddly, I had barely left the SUV when I spotted him near a pickup truck just several spaces away. The vehicle had a toolbox in the back, so I guessed it was his, and with nervous legs, I took the short walk over.
 



“You’re the maintenance man here I think,” I said when he looked up.
 



“I am. How can I help you?” he asked.
 



His demeanor made me believe he hadn’t recognized me, but I carried on and said, “The sink in our unit isn’t draining well. Can you have a look?”
 



“Is it an emergency?” he asked.
 



“No, I guess not,” I replied, uncertain whether to proceed.
 



“Okay, I’ll get to it as soon as I can. It might be Monday. What’s the number?” he explained.
 



“Unit 86A,” I replied.
 



The look that appeared on his face made it clear that the number registered and for a moment I saw some panic in his eyes. However, he regained control quickly and took a small piece of paper and made a show about writing down the number. Then, with just a simple nod, I left, although my thoughts remained focused on the brief interaction. If I were in his shoes, I could only surmise that either the husband was unaware of the recent dalliance or it was a trap. Either way, risk was involved so if he showed it meant that his curiosity had won out.
 



My wife, still engrossed in her work, barely looked up when I returned, so I went into the bedroom to rest. My nervous energy kept me on edge, but with each passing minute, I became more skeptical that he would appear. Time would likely aid his common sense, and after thirty minutes, I had given up, but then I heard a light knock.
 



“I’ll get it,” I called out to Rachel as I jumped from the bed.
 



She had a curious look on her face as I moved towards the door, and when I opened it the maintenance man stood before me.
 



“Come in,” I said and stepped aside.
 



“Larry?” my wife said in surprise when she spotted the man.
 



“Uhhh… he told me the sink was clogged,” he replied nervously.
 



“It’s not that bad,” she stated.
 



Both looked towards me in confusion, and unsure what to do, I simply said, “Might as well look.”
 



Larry shrugged but Rachel bolted towards the bedroom and closed the door. For a few seconds, we stared at each other, and I knew he now realized I was aware of what had occurred. Regardless, he entered the kitchen and started running the water.
 



“What are we doing here?” the man suddenly asked after fiddling with the knobs a bit, and then added, “I don’t want any trouble.”
 



“Not looking for trouble,” I reassured him and then said, “I’m not sure what I’m doing, to be honest. It was an idea… I don’t know.”
 



“She was okay with it,” he announced, perhaps thinking I felt coercion was involved.
 



“I know,” I acknowledged.
 



I anticipated the situation would be awkward, but it was proving to be greater than I expected. It strained my nerves and I thought about telling him to go, but there was one part of her description that I wanted to test.
 



Back and forth my mind went regarding how to raise the subject, and finally, out of frustration, I blurted out, “Did you fuck her?”
 



“What did she say?” he asked showing some gallantry.
 



“She said close, but no,” I replied.
 



“That’s right,” he confirmed.
 



“So, you never got it in?” I pushed.
 



“Just a little bit. Then she freaked out,” he said.
 



“But it was in her some?” I fired back.
 



“Yeah, some,” he answered.
 



My ears started ringing as I realized another man’s cock had penetrated my wife. My thoughts went to Rachel and although I felt sympathy towards her predicament, I couldn’t accept the deceit. Maybe at first, I thought, but there had been countless times over the past few weeks where she could have admitted the truth.
 



“Wait a sec,” I said and moved towards the bedroom.
 



I found my wife sitting at the small vanity looking at herself in the mirror and she looked up at my reflection as I stood behind her.
 



“Why are you doing this?” she asked nervously.
 



“Rachel, why don’t you put on your robe?” I said in a low voice, ignoring her question.
 



“Are you insane?” she replied with a shocked look.
 



For some reason, the confusion I felt drove me in a strange direction, and I put my hands on her shoulders, massaged them slowly for a few seconds, and then said, “We want to see you.”
 



“I’m not going to… No way,” she answered.
 



Of course, she was entirely correct to turn down my request as it made no sense. However, her refusal somehow enflamed my emotions and it felt like the temperature in my body had shot up hundreds of degrees. In my unstable state, I couldn’t justify her stance knowing that Larry’s cock had recently entered her pussy. Fortunately, after a few seconds, my flash reaction departed as quickly as it had appeared. Frightened at how close I had come to saying or doing something crazy, I stepped away and took in some much-needed air.
 



Finally, I told her, “Okay, Rachel. I’ll be out there talking to him.”
 



With that, I departed and she didn’t try to stop me. Larry was where I had left him and clearly confused, he furrowed his brow when we made eye contact.
 



“What’s going on?” he asked.
 



“I don’t know… I’d like to hear… the rest,” I replied, and then for some reason asked, “You want a beer?”
 



He nodded so I pulled two bottles from the fridge and we sipped them in silence. I knew he had to be confused about what was happening, and I wouldn’t have blamed him if he bolted. In my mind, his continued presence indicated his keen interest in my wife.
 



“Did you see her after that one night?” I finally asked.
 



Of course, after the bombshell, I wanted to know his version of their encounter, but I also wanted to address the awkward silence that permeated the room. However, before he could answer, the knob on the bedroom door turned, and there stood my wife in the silk kimono looking very uncomfortable. Like a scene from a movie, in the span of several seconds, each one of us shot glances at the others. Strangely, Larry’s face didn’t show the eagerness I expected.
 



“Come here,” I said in the best soothing voice I could muster.
 



Rachel stepped to me and when I took her in my arms, she whispered, “Make him go.”
 



“You look good,” I whispered, not ready for it to be over, as I thought there might be more to uncover.
 



“This is crazy… Really, really, crazy,” she answered in a low voice.
 



“Look, I’m sorry. I hate to do this but I need to go. I have to pick up my daughter from her mother’s and I’m already late,” the man suddenly declared.
 



His voice boomed in the small room, startling both of us, but my wife, always gracious, asked, “How old is she?”
 



“Eight, almost nine,” he replied as he moved towards the door.
 



“That’s a sweet age,” Rachel said, receiving a smile from him in return.
 



Then, he was gone and now alone with my wife, I realized that the situation couldn’t have turned out worse. I had shown Rachel my dark side, provoking her into a messy situation, and in the end, it was all for nothing. There would be no sexual energy, no exhibition, no awkward interplay, and no discovery about their encounter. Her venom most certainly would appear, but when she turned and entered the bedroom, closing the door behind her, I knew she wanted me to stew in my juices. For a few minutes, I stood silently, feeling sorry for myself, but deciding to get it over with, I headed towards the room.
 



“I want to be alone,” she said.
 



Reclining on the bed in her long, heavy robe with her back propped by several pillows, she gave me a disgusted look. Ignoring her remark, I sat near her feet and stared at the floor as seconds became minutes.
 



“Will you talk to me?” I finally asked.
 



“No,” she responded, but seconds later she launched on me, “Why in the world did you do that? You purposefully went and got him and had him come here. Then this fucking robe thing! You’ve lost your damn mind. I’m going to burn the stupid thing.”
 



Without question, I was guilty of everything she claimed and my only possible defense was the information the man shared about his penetration. My wife had lied to me on a very important subject, but I wasn’t certain whether I should let her know I was aware, so I remained silent as she huffed. For the next few minutes, I let her unload on me, but finally, I reached my limit and when she paused, I took the offensive.
 



“Rachel, he told me he penetrated you… He put his cock in you,” I said calmly.
 



Instantly, a frightened look filled her face and her body started to rise, before settling back. Her eyes told me the accusation was true, but it took a little longer before she could speak.
 



“No, he didn’t” she declared.
 



“Rachel…” I whispered.
 



“It’s your fault! You did all the damn pushing! You made me! I didn’t want to do all these stupid things, but you made me!” she yelled as she began to cry, and then she added, “Just get out.”
 



Deciding she needed time to recover, I left the room and found my beer. For the next hour, I sat silently on the couch and contemplated all that had occurred. I realized my attempt to get Larry and her together had been stupid and I wish I had fought back my lustful thoughts, but other than that, the only element I found disturbing was her deceit. Everything else had been fun and helped put our sex life in overdrive. Now, I thought, I would likely lose the playfulness she had built as her guilt would act as an anchor.
 



Rachel emerged from the room wearing jeans and a simple top, looked at me and said, “I’m going out. Give me your keys.”
 



“I want to go,” I said and when she didn’t respond, I added, “C’mon honey…”
 



She rolled her eyes and then with a nod consented. I jumped up and followed her as she walked briskly towards the SUV, ignoring my presence. However, once we pulled away, she started on me again.
 



“You’re a fucking asshole,” she stated.
 



The fact that she had dropped an “f” bomb twice in the last few hours wasn’t lost on me as I could count all the times I had heard the word leave her mouth on one hand.
 



“I’m sorry,” I replied, wanting her anger to be gone before we arrived in a public setting.
 



“For what? What do you think you’re sorry for?” she demanded.
 



I pulled into a parking lot, stopped the vehicle, and after a deep breath, said, “Rachel, I’m sorry for all the things that have happened since you started school. It’s your thing and I’ve horned in on things where I shouldn’t have. I’m sorry about the robe, and the questions about flirting, and the phone sex and the shaving but especially about all the things with the maintenance man. I pushed my beautiful wife who I love dearly into a bad situation and I want her back. Safe and happy.”
 



She stared at me with an expression I couldn’t decipher and just when I thought I needed to say more, she stated, “Go to the bar next to the shopping area. I need a drink.”
 



A few minutes later, seated at a small table in the crowded room, Rachel, normally a wine drinker surprised me when she ordered a whiskey and soda. With a buzz of people close by, it made it impossible to talk so we sat mostly in silence and over the next hour went through several rounds. Finally, the crowd began to thin, and whether it was that or the effects of the alcohol, Rachel caught my eye and I knew something was coming.
 



“Asshole,” she said.
 



I sensed her words meant she wanted to talk, but unsure, I replied, “I know.”
 



More silence ensued before she asked, “What did you expect? What did you think was going to happen?”
 



“I don’t know. It was stupid,” I responded.
 



“Yes, you do know and your evasiveness it patronizing,” she countered.
 



I didn’t want to get into it at that moment but knowing I had no choice, I answered, “When he told me… I guess I kind of lost it.”
 



“So, one mistake… one stupid action leads to another? Is that what you wanted? Us doing it?” she pushed.
 



“I told you I lost it,” I replied defensively.
 



“But it’s what you expected?” she replied.
 



“Rachel, I lost it,” I said again.
 



“A pretty big thing to lose,” she answered sarcastically.
 



I should have left well enough alone, but tired of being the punching bag, I replied, “We haven’t talked about your lying.”
 



Fire came to her eyes, and for a moment I thought there might be a scene, but she took a deep breath, and then said, “I wanted some dignity.”
 



Somehow, someway, her answer made me feel very small, and with that we returned to our drinking, consuming two more rounds before we made the short drive back to the condo. She let me hold her hand as we walked from the vehicle, and once inside, I flopped onto the couch while she disappeared into the bedroom. I felt quite drunk and knew my wife must be feeling similarly, so I wondered if I would see her again that evening. However, just a few minutes later she appeared in her long robe.
 



“How are you feeling?” I asked.
 



“Fine,” she answered, but I could tell something was on her mind, and she soon said, “Thank you for the things you said in the car.”
 



“Come here,” I said and patted the spot next to me.
 



Rachel slid next to me without protest, and I took her hand and held it tightly in mine. I gave her some time to settle, and then turned and found her lips and was thrilled when she returned the kiss. One led to another and soon we locked in a passionate embrace that lasted a long time.
 



“How long am I in the doghouse?” I asked, hoping to put us on a path to resolution.
 



“Forever and a day,” she answered, but when she started giggling, I knew things would be okay.
 



“Something to look forward to,” I replied, joining her laughter.
 



I kissed her again, and she got a serious expression and asked, “How about you? Are you going to forgive the… you know?”
 



“Rachel, if you would have just told me… I mean I would have been really surprised, but I would be over it. But not telling me… that hurt,” I explained.
 



“I know but it was just a little… ” she started.
 



“Rachel?” I said in a challenging voice.
 



“Okay… I feel so ashamed,” she whimpered.
 



Then, recalling my question to the man about any follow-on actions, I asked, “Did anything happen after that one encounter. The next week?”
 



Confident that she would be honest since she couldn’t be certain what Larry confided, I was pleased when she answered, “No. He tried to talk to me those times I told you about and then stopped.”
 



“Let’s go to bed,” I suggested.
 



She nodded and after entering the room she dropped her robe revealing her t-shirt and panties. When she saw me looking, an impish smile appeared on her face.
 



“What am I supposed to wear?” she asked with a slight slur.
 



My mind churned for several seconds as I thought about the ramifications, and then replied, “Nothing… you know that.”
 



Her body stiffened and she let out a little gasp but her hands started to move and soon she was naked. We climbed into bed and she let me pull her close, but I kept my hands still.
 



“This place really does emit some kind of sexual force,” she whispered.
 



“Yeah… I know,” I responded.
 



“How do we stop it?” she asked.
 



“We need to tune it, not stop it,” I told her.
 



“Tune it? What about all the things you said in the car?” she asked but I could tell she was being playful.
 



“Some things are okay,” I answered.
 



“Like what?” she pressed.
 



“The sleeping naked, the shaving, the phone play,” I replied.
 



“I thought you wanted to stop? In the car you said so,” she responded as I felt her butt wiggle.
 



“I know I did, but I really like those things,” I said and couldn’t help but laugh a little.
 



“Then, what’s not okay?” she asked.
 



I rose and turned her body so I was looking down at her and said in a stern voice, “When you don’t tell me things.”
 



At first, the look in her eyes made me nervous, but suddenly I felt her hand searching for my dick and when she found it, she tugged until she had me between her legs. She worked the head over her slit several times and then pulled me inside as she let loose with a deep sigh. I remained still for a moment and then started to rock slowly as I felt we were going to share more.
 



“So, you want to stay in my deal,” she whispered.
 



“Yes,” I said.
 



“Why should I let you?” she asked and pulled my head down for a kiss.
 



When we broke, I smiled down at her and said, “Because you like it, too.”
 



“What! No, I don’t,” she declared.
 



“Okay,” I said as I started to move faster.
 



She didn’t respond for a few seconds, and then she asked, “What about the robe?”
 



“That’s up to you, sweetie,” I whispered.
 



With that our attention turned to our lovemaking and the only sound came from our mutual sighs of pleasure. I felt Rachel was enjoying the sex, but at the same time, she didn’t seem to be progressing. Something remained on her mind, which was understandable, and although curious, I decided to let her communicate it when she was ready. The time came much sooner than I expected.
 



“Stop for a second,” she asked and when I had become still, she said, “You would have really let him… tonight.”
 



“I don’t know… ” I started before she interrupted.
 



“And in bed, at home, when you got… real excited…” she said, recalling the evening after her encounter with the maintenance man.
 



“What about it?” I asked although I knew where she was going.
 



“I want you to look me in the eye and admit it. You want me to be with him… do it with him,” she said.
 



The way she stared at me told me she already had her answer, but I felt obligated to speak, so I said, “Honey, I don’t know. I’ve thought about it like I told you and when I get excited it likes a big wave that hits me and then it goes away,” I explained.
 



“You were excited tonight. Learning about him being in me made you excited. I thought you were mad, but you were really excited,” she replied, connecting the dots.
 



“Maybe…” I said, now feeling very awkward.
 



“Did you want me to?” she pressed.
 



Knowing there was no real way out, I nodded my head, and said, “Yeah…”
 



Even though she already knew the truth, my admission caused her to inhale deeply, but moments later I felt her hips roll just a little. It prodded me to start moving and as I gently rocked, she stared up at me with an expression I couldn’t decipher.
 



Without warning, she asked, “I can’t do that. It’s too… terrifying. It was hard to stop.”
 



During Rachel’s recovery from her encounter with Larry, she stated several times that she was ashamed about how he made her body respond, and I felt certain that’s what she now meant. Once again, I stopped my efforts and looked down into her troubled face.
 



“Rachel, just because I have the thoughts and urges, doesn’t mean anything has to happen. Just relax,” I said.
 



She nodded and gave me a small smile, and knowing there was no reason to continue, I moved to her side. I stroked her hair in silence, thinking we would drift to sleep, so when she spoke, it surprised me.
 



“You know… I think I told you before. I didn’t learn to swim until I was thirteen… almost fourteen,” she whispered.
 



“Yes,” I replied, unsure where she intended to go.
 



“My dad… he took me to the deep end and had me hold on to the edge. Then, he told me to let go and try and stay up,” she explained in a slow cadence. I remained silent, and a few seconds later, she continued, “I was so scared, but I finally let go and I thrashed in the water for a few seconds before I could grab the edge again.”
 



“Your dad was being kind of mean,” I offered.
 



“Yeah… I did it a couple of times, and then he let me rest. I remember as I held on to the side, that I was still scared but it was… exciting, too. I tried a few more times and my dad didn’t have to push as hard,” she said.
 



The analogy came into sharp focus, but I always thought her dad was a bit of a jerk and didn’t like the comparison, so I replied, “Rachel, I’m not your dad.”
 



She didn’t respond, remaining quiet for a few seconds before she continued, “That night… when I was in bed. I got excited thinking about it… sexually excited.”
 



“At thirteen?” I asked.
 



She giggled a little and then responded, “I matured early.”
 



“So, what are you saying?” I asked.
 



“I’m saying that you took me to the deep end and made me let go and… it was terrifying but exciting, too,” she explained, and then after a deep breath, she added, “And, you did it again tonight.”
 



“Did it make you excited? Tonight, I mean,” I asked, and when her nod confirmed it, I followed with, “Were you terrified?”
 



“Completely,” she whispered.
 



I didn’t respond immediately as I tried to determine the ramifications of her message, but finally, I asked, “Are you more excited or scared?”
 



“I don’t know… I really don’t,” she responded, and after a short pause, she added, “I… I think this condo does something to both of us.”
 



“No, sweetie. The condo just provides the opportunity,” I answered, as I pulled her closer.
 



I thought about our prior discussions and realized she hadn’t mentioned shame. Indeed, excitement seemed more prevalent, and as I slowly drifted off, I realized we were like a pinball, bouncing madly between bumpers and occasionally striking a bell.
 



After that evening, Rachel became even more forthcoming about male attention which indicated to me that our discussions had increased her comfort. Previously, she might mention an approach, particularly if I pressed, but usually tried to get through the description with minimum detail. Now, she seemed almost eager to tell me about someone’s attempt and would often provide a running account of the exchange.
 



“Josh tried again. He invited me to his apartment,” she announced.
 



“What did you tell him?” I teased.
 



“Hmmm… I don’t know. Guess,” she countered.
 



“Has Kott tried anything?” I asked, ignoring her attempt.
 



“He’s less verbal. More of an eye contact man,” she explained.


“Meaning?” I said.
 



“He is always watching and it’s easy to see his interest,” she clarified, and then asked again, “What do you think I told Josh?”
 



She was showing more interest in the student than I had seen before, which intrigued me, but I decided to be sarcastic, and answered, “You told him you were focused on the maintenance man.”
 



“Haha… very funny,” she replied as I snickered, and then said proudly, “I said I preferred older men.”
 



“Like Larry,” I replied, and laughed again.
 



“I knew you were going to say that,” she fired back, and then added, “Don’t you think it was clever?”
 



“Yes, sweetie. Very witty. What did he say?” I asked, to give her a chance to finish the story.
 



“Smartass,” she responded and then answered, “He told me I didn’t know what I was missing.”
 



“He’s bold. That’s for damn sure,” I said.
 



“Yes, he is… very,” she replied.
 



The interchange made me think of the question Dr. Kott had proposed, and since Rachel was in a good mood, I decided to tell her about it.
 



“You know when we went to dinner with Dr. Kott and his wife. While y’all went to the bathroom, he told me something,” I said.
 



“What?” she asked eagerly.
 



“He said they were swingers. You know, they trade partners,” I explained.
 



“I heard that. It’s a rumor at the school. I think everyone’s heard it,” she answered, which took a bit of fun out of the telling.
 



“Well, there’s more,” I announced.
 



“What?” she asked in the same eager voice.
 



“He wanted to know if we wanted to join them. You know… swap with them,” I told her.
 



“Really? Why didn’t you tell me before?” she asked, and then just a second later said, “What did you say?”
 



“I said, sure! Anytime,” I laughed.
 



“No, you didn’t” she countered.
 



“Well, what do you think I said?” I replied, turning the tables on her.
 



However, unlike me, she answered immediately, “You told him no thanks, it wasn’t our thing.”
 



“How did you know?” I asked, impressed she had nailed my brief response.
 



“A good guess,” she laughed.
 



For just a moment, I considered whether the professor had shared our discussion with Rachel, but quickly dismissed it. I felt for certain she would share any overtures from the man, especially in her more open state.
 



“Yes, a very good one,” I replied, chuckling, too.
 



“He wants to meet us for dinner again. I said we would next time you came up for the weekend,” she announced.
 



Her statement, coming so close to the information I had just imparted felt a bit strange, but I just nodded and said, “Okay, maybe next weekend.”
 



Rachel gave me a happy nod, and we became quiet for a time before she offered, in a nervous voice, “Larry checked on me.”
 



“What do you mean? When?” I asked.
 



“Last night. He wanted to make sure everything was okay. With me… and us,” she explained.
 



“Us? You and me?” I fired back.
 



“Yes… that you weren’t angry,” she replied.
 



“Where did you talk? Did you let him in the condo?” I asked.
 



“Yes, but just a few feet,” she answered, and once again I heard nervousness.
 



“Were you going to tell me?” I pushed.
 



“I just did! And no… nothing happened. I was in my school clothes, no robe and he was very respectful,” she clarified.
 



“Good. Seems like you have a good hold of the edge of the pool,” I replied, taking a little dig as I tried to keep my smile from appearing.
 



“Smartass,” she responded as she shot me a dirty look.
 



With that, we moved on to other things although my thoughts did return to her interaction with Larry later in the evening. I guessed his question had been an attempt to find an opening in our relationship that he could exploit. I felt miffed that it had taken her almost twenty-four hours to tell me about the conversation, especially since she had been so forthcoming about the other approaches. It made me wondered whether she felt any lingering shame or perhaps even an element of excitement in the interaction. Also, I had to consider that she might want a small space in her psyche that she could keep as her own.
 



We did indeed arrange to meet the professor and his wife for dinner the following Friday. However, rather than enjoying a weekend getaway, our daughter planned to exchange places with me on Saturday. She would spend the day shopping with her mom while I returned and spent time with our son.
 



“I don’t know why, but I have a feeling the evening will be odd,” I told Rachel as we prepared.
 



“I think you want it to be,” she giggled from the bathroom.
 



We met the older man and his wife at the appointed time and while he appeared fine, his wife seemed nervous. I thought it might be her outfit as she wore a very sexy, almost risqué dress that showed a good deal of her legs and the rise of her breasts. Rachel noticed it too and several times gave me a discreet, questioning look. The woman barely spoke throughout dinner, and only then when directly addressed, seemingly content to let her husband carry the social burden. The meal was good, but we finished within an hour, so I expected Dr. Kott would suggest a visit to the bar. However, he had other ideas that we would soon discover.
 



“I suggest we return to our home for a drink. It’s not far and we have some outstanding Polish vodka you might enjoy,” he said.
 



I tried to make eye contact with Rachel, but the professor worked his gaze so it was impossible to make discreet eye contact.
 



“Rachel, what do you think?” I asked, deciding to throw it over to her since it was her relationship.
 



Several seconds of silence followed before she replied in a clear voice, “That sounds wonderful.”
 



I couldn’t tell whether she had a sincere interest in going or I had upset her with my punt, and it wasn’t until we were in the car that I had the opportunity to ask.
 



“Do you really want to go?” I asked.
 



“No, but you dumped it on me. I see him every day. You’re supposed to be the bad guy,” she explained.
 



“Okay, well… we won’t stay long,” I replied.
 



The drive was indeed short and we pulled up at the curb as their car turned up the driveway. They met us at the front door, and once inside, Henry directed me to the living room while the women departed for the toilet. We chatted for a moment and then he departed to fetch the drinks, returning just as Anna and Rachel appeared. He held a tray with three chilled shot glasses and a bottle of liquor that appeared to have just come from the freezer.
 



“This is Bison Grass vodka,” he said as he set down the tray.
 



“Anna?” I said, taking one of the glasses and offering it to the petite woman.
 



“She doesn’t drink vodka,” her husband replied so I handed it to Rachel, and when she was ready, he said, “Na zdrowie.”
 



The professor and I downed ours but it took my wife three sips to finish. Quickly, the man re-filled the glasses and we repeated the process.
 



“It’s pretty good,” Rachel said, which brought a smile to the Polish man’s face.
 



“Yes… very smooth,” I concurred.
 



“Would you like to see the house?” the professor asked.
 



Of course, we nodded our assent and the couple immediately began to guide us through the rooms. Their tastes ran far different to Rachel’s and it appeared to me that in general, the space was more about functionality than style. I put it down to the simple fact they were college professors but made sure, as did my wife, to give numerous compliments. Finally, we were back where we started although the tour was not quite over.
 



“Would you like to see the garage?” the man asked.
 



“Uhhh… I guess,” I answered, unsure why he would want to show it.
 



Dutifully, we followed him down a hallway, with Anna behind, and when we stepped through the door, I realized it wasn’t a space meant for cars. Even though I had no exposure to the practice other than what I’d stumbled across on the internet, I recognized that they had set up the garage as a bondage dungeon. Multiple devices filled the room, but the cuffs and bindings hanging from many were a dead giveaway. Rachel’s recognition trailed mine by several seconds, but when she openly gasped, I knew she had figured it out.
 



“I know by now you have discussed my offer at the restaurant, and since you agreed to meet a second time, I concluded you must be open-minded,” he started as we stood speechless. After letting his words sink in for a moment, he continued, “Anna is a submissive… my darling little pet. This is her place to play. Also, to be punished when she has misbehaved.”
 



“Uhhh… okay,” my wife said, clearly uncomfortable.
 



I thought about beating a retreat, but since it was her relationship with the man that had gotten us to this point, I decided to engage a bit, and asked, “What’s that device… that frame?”
 



“A Saint Andrews cross!” he announced, and then quickly continued with, “I’m quite proud of it as I made it myself. In general, I’m not good with tools, but it came out quite nicely.”
 



I swear I could feel my wife’s eyes boring into me, but deciding to continue, I asked, “How does it work?”
 



“Well, you can see of course the cross. The arms and legs extend along the boards and cuffs hold them in place. If Anna has been good, then her back is against the cross and she’s teased. If she’s been bad, she is bound the other way and spanked. There is more that can occur but that is the basics,” he explained with his accent adding a surreal effect.
 



“Okay, thanks Professor Kott,” my wife said trying to end the conversation.
 



The man, pleased by my questions, ignore my wife, and said, “Perhaps, Anna can show you.”
 



The message startled me and I struggled to respond as I visualized the pretty woman spread eagle on the device. Certainly, he wouldn’t put her on display and allow her demeaning in front of relative strangers, but as his words sunk in, I wondered if, in their world, it might enhance the experience. I expected Rachel to say something, but she stayed silent, and slowly I looked her way, expecting a furious expression. Instead, when our eyes met, I saw confusion and when she raised her eyebrow, I knew she was questioning my intent.
 



“Look, I’m not sure…” I started.
 



“Anna, prepare yourself,” he suddenly instructed his wife, cutting me off.
 



Immediately, her hands went to the zipper of her dress and I realized that if I didn’t act the Polish woman would soon be standing naked before us.
 



“I’ll be inside,” my wife whispered and left.
 



However, her departure had no outward impact on our host or hostess, and when the dress fell at Anna’s feet, I could see she only wore a push-up bra. She had a taut body, and the lack of children showed in her flat tummy. Surprisingly, she had a course thatch of dirty blonde hair covering her mound. When she released her smallish breasts from the bra, I could see they were adorned with tiny nipples of the lightest shade of pink.
 



“Anna has not been good today so we’ll place her face down,” Dr. Kott said and this time his accent made him sound like an angry fascist.
 



Dutifully, she moved into position and it only took a few seconds to secure her wrists and ankles. The ease with which it occurred, along with the existing marks on Anna’s butt, provided ample evidence that the act was a common occurrence. Then, I noticed something nestled between her cheeks that I couldn’t make out. It looked like a blue circle and I felt very naïve when it dawned on me that she had a butt-plug inserted in her ass.
 



“Anna loves her flogger but we’ll start with a crop,” he said and stepped towards a stand that I could see held a variety of devices.
 



The item he chose had a small handle, a shaft of about three feet, and on the end a thick leather square. He moved it through the air several times creating a swishing sound and while he did this, I noticed Anna’s butt moving slowly.
 



“Such a little slut,” the professor said, seeing her action, too.
 



The tone of the Polish man’s voice had changed. Before we entered his dungeon, he spoke in a formal, reserved voice that usually lacked emotion. Now, his interest came through plainly and at times I almost sensed glee. It appeared he was now in his element, the place where he found the most joy. Several more times, he waved the whip through the air, and then he stepped towards his wife and landed a stroke squarely on one cheek. For a normal person, I thought the blow would cause them to cry out in pain, but she took it with only a tiny whimper.
 



Mesmerized by the sight of the naked woman receiving punishment, at first, I didn’t notice my wife had returned and stood silently just a few steps behind me. I turned to her but she stood stoic, looking past me towards the Polish pair, so I turned back. A small smile appeared on the professor’s face as he whipped his wife who now emitted a continuous low moan.
 



Anna’s lovely body shivered with each blow and I wished that somehow, I could see the expression on her face and the jiggling of her small breasts as the whip landed. Had she been quiet at dinner knowing what was coming and was her slit wet with her secretion? These thoughts racing through my brain caused my dick to stiffen and I found myself looking on in anticipation for the next strike.
 



Kott’s effort had purpose but he didn’t show any anger, and intuitively I knew I was watching a very practiced hand. He showed patience, giving his wife time to recover between blows, and I guessed he had landed a dozen when he stopped and turned towards us. For a moment, I wondered if he expected some applause or some other type of recognition for his work, but he had other ideas.
 



“I can continue with Anna and give her the true discipline she deserves or perhaps you have considered my previous offer,” he said.
 



“Thanks, but we need to be going,” I answered and turning, I almost ran into Rachel who seemed dumbstruck.
 



She quickly snapped out of it and said to the professor, “Thanks… uhhh… it was a nice dinner.”
 



“Of course,” he replied.
 



Rachel quickly exited and I was about to follow when the professor waved his hand in a silent gesture to wait. I stopped and watched as he picked up a small package from a nearby table, stepped over, and placed it in my hand.
 



“A gift,” he said in a low voice.
 



Not waiting to look, I nodded and took after my wife finding her near the front door. We were soon at the car and it took concentration to keep from stepping hard on the pedal.
 



“Get me to a bar. Now!” she demanded, and seconds later she erupted into a raucous laugh that lasted several seconds before she added, “Oh my God.”
 



“What kind of company do you keep?” I asked, which brought more laughter.
 



We stopped at a jazz bar, not far from the condo, that we had passed many times but never tried. The place smelled of cigars and on a small stage, a trio played. With only a smattering of people, we managed to find a table separated from others, but still spoke in whispers due to the decadence of the subject.
 



“I’ve seen everything,” she declared, and then after a giggle, she added, “How am I supposed to face them at school?”
 



“How do they know you won’t tell everyone or do they care?” I pondered.
 



“I don’t think they do. I told you about the rumors,” she replied.
 



“That garage… wow. They’re serious,” I said, shaking my head.
 



“Poor Anna…” she said in a low voice.
 



“Poor Anna? Are you joking? She was enjoying every second,” I countered.
 



“She had to be humiliated… having to be naked in front of others,” Rachel replied, but I don’t think she even believed it.
 



“I think she loved it. Plus, nothing to be ashamed of,” I teased.
 



“You looked?” my wife asked sarcastically.
 



“Just the technique your mentor was using,” I laughed.
 



“Yeah, right…” she shot back.
 



“He wants you. He seems a little fixated,” I said recalling the man’s second request.
 



She started to speak and then stopped before looping her arms through mine and saying, “Not my type, sweetie.”
 



“Well, he is older…” I said, referring to the message she delivered to Josh.
 



“You’re not funny… not even a little,” she replied with faux disgust.
 



“Oh, I forgot. I got a party favor,” I laughed and pulled the small box from my sports coat.
 



“Where did you get it?” Rachel asked.
 



“The professor gave it to me when we were leaving. You had gone ahead,” I explained.
 



“What is it?” she asked as I turned the cardboard covered object around in my hand.
 



“I’m afraid to look,” I replied.
 



“Give it to me,” she said and snatched it from my hand.
 



In a flurry of tearing paper, she opened the box, and suddenly we were looking down at a shiny silver object about three inches long. I recognized it immediately but Rachel didn’t and I stifled my laughter as she inspected the device.
 



“What is it?” she asked holding up before her face.
 



“Put it down, Rachel. People will see,” I said and took hold of her arm.
 



“What is it?” she repeated, now both curious and nervous.
 



“It’s a butt plug. It goes in your butt. People in the world where the Kott’s play use them. Like a toy, I think,” I tried to explain although I was unsure about the true dynamics.
 



“Why did he give it to you?” she asked.
 



“Rachel… sweetie. It’s for you…” I explained and instantly a shocked look appeared on her face.
 



“No, way. I’m not putting that in me. My butt’s sacred,” she said just a little too loudly.
 



I looked around and spotted a couple at a nearby table looking our way so I indicated with my eyes for Rachel to tone it down. She gave me a dirty look and then stuck out her tongue, but she settled back into her chair. Indeed, she had always declared her rear off limits and all my attempts at anal adventure had failed. Of all the toys he could have offered, this one, I thought, had the least likelihood of use. However, I knew when we got back to the condo I would try. At least, I could enjoy some entertainment watching her defend her butt. I took the plug from the palm of her hand, dropped it into my pocket, and just a few minutes later, we departed.
 



We were naked quickly, jumped into bed, and began to cuddle. When I thought she had reached a nice level of arousal, I rose, took the device from my coat, and grabbed the lube we kept for emergencies. Rachel saw my plan and moved to the far side of the bed with her butt facing the wall.
 



“Uh uh… no way,” she declared.
 



“C’mon, let’s try,” I said as I moved closer.
 



“No,” she stated firmly.
 



I gave her a moment to calm as my hand stroked her side and then took the metal object and started running it along her body. I noticed the top had a quartz-like red covering and recalling Anna’s blue one, I wondered if Dr. Kott had purposefully selected the color for my wife. Minutes ticked by as I kept up the effort but when I tried to move my hand to her rear, she turned onto her back.
 



“No,” she said once more.
 



“Not even try?” I whined.
 



“Not tonight… Maybe some other time,” she answered, although I knew that the likelihood was remote.
 



I departed the next morning so she could spend the day with our daughter, but returned the following Wednesday for my first follow-up visit with the urologist. It had been a little over three months since the procedure and from our prior consultations, I knew it would determine the trajectory of my recovery. Purposefully, I had scheduled the appointment for late in the afternoon and intended to take my wife to dinner afterward. Then, depending on how I felt, I would either drive back late or wait until the following morning.
 



For the test, I had to sit in a small room and masturbate into a container, which was awkward, to say the least. Then, they immediately took the sample for analysis and I sat in the waiting room for over an hour before the doctor called me back.
 



“Well, how is it?” I asked.
 



“There is some motility, but you’re on the low side of the spectrum,” he answered bluntly, but quickly added, “It’s not uncommon for things to take time, so I suggest we have another test performed in a few months.”


“I see, but there’s something there. Some sperm present,” I said and when he nodded his head, I asked, “Enough to get my wife pregnant?”
 



“Yes, some is present and it only takes one. Anything is possible, but the probability is remote,” he answered, and then added, “At this point I mean.”
 



As I walked out, I felt concerned about his message, but his calm and friendly demeanor provided some comfort that is was a normal situation. On the drive to the condo, I thought about telling Rachel, but the procedure itself had made her happy, and since then, she seemed content to let things take their course. I worried that the information might create some needless angst, so I decided to skirt around the issue. Plus, I hadn’t entirely bought into the idea of a new baby, so it felt like a reprieve.
 



“How did it go? Everything working?” she asked eagerly, as soon as she arrived.
 



“Yes, sperm is present,” I answered, providing her a half-truth.
 



“It’s better this way don’t you think?” she said, and before I could respond, she added, “I like it better this way.”
 



“Playing Russian roulette with your womb?” I teased.
 



“Yeah…” she replied as she slipped into my arms.
 



We went for an early dinner and I had some hopes of play when we returned, but Rachel complained several times about being behind on her school work, so I decided to leave. Just before I left, I spotted the butt plug, the gift from the Polish professor, still sitting on the nightstand which brought a smile to my face.
 



“I still can’t get over your friend the professor,” I teased.
 



We had discussed the evening many times since the fateful evening, and on each occasion, we would eventually start laughing. I had taken the position that since he was her friend, she bore some responsibility, which she categorically rejected. Nonetheless, I enjoyed picking at her.
 



“You couldn’t take your eyes off Anna,” she countered, using her standard defense.
 



“You should have tried it,” I replied, giving a response I had used before.
 



“Leave,” she said playfully and guided me towards the door.
 



The drive back gave me plenty of time to think and I considered all the dimensions. First, the desire of Rachel to return to school, to continue to grow, I knew had a deeper meaning than a diploma or a different job. Second, the sudden interest in another child, which had caught me completely off guard, factored into things, too, and finally, there was the eruption of her sexuality. Early on, I had considered and then rejected that she might be experiencing a mid-life crisis, but the thought returned. When she had described the pool and the actions of her father, I had told her the condo represented opportunity, but now I wondered if it was more like fuel on a fire.
 



Since she started school, the sexual aspects of our lives had been poked, prodded, energized, and challenged. Most of it had been good, in truth, outstanding, as we experienced new things together that resulted in better communication. However, on several occasions, we crossed a line that both excited and scared us. I knew we would venture there again, the thrill was too seductive, but I didn’t expect it quite so soon. Less than a month after the made-up sink problem that brought Larry to the condo, Rachel called to tell me she had a real one.
 



“Look, I’m not kidding… The sink really is stopped up,” she said, with trepidation in her voice.
 



“Well, have Larry take a look,” I replied, trying to show no concern.
 



“You’re okay with that?” she asked, a little confused.
 



“Yeah, why not?” I probed.
 



“Well… he’ll be here… I mean… you know,” she responded.
 



“Rachel you said you could handle it. If you’re worried, call him and then go to the school… to the library,” I counseled, although I could feel my pulse quicken.
 



Silence followed for a time before she replied, “All my stuffs here.”
 



“Rachel, you don’t need the sink for one night. Call the office tomorrow when you’re leaving and they can fix it while your home,” I told her.
 



“Okay, I’ll do that,” she responded and I could swear I heard some disappointment in her voice.
 



As soon as we hung up, I began to wonder whether the true purpose of the call had been to get my acceptance, perhaps even my agreement, that she should call Larry. If so, did it mean she sought something more than a repair? In fact, could it be possible the sink had was fine? If any of it were remotely true, it meant my wife wanted another encounter with the man and she knew, as did I, it wouldn’t stop short of full intercourse.
 



I thought about calling her back and I considered driving to her to provide first-hand support, but I decided to let things settle for a while. Later, I would call and make sure she was in a good place, but less than an hour had elapsed when my phone rang, and looking at the screen, I could see it was Rachel.
 



“He’s here,” she announced.
 



“Who? Larry?” I asked.
 



“Yeah…” she admitted in a voice barely above a whisper.
 



I wanted her to say more… to admit her carnal desires, but she remained silent, and only when it became awkward, did I ask, “What are you wearing?”
 



“Jeans and a blouse. What I wore up here. Why?” she replied.
 



“Okay,” I said, ignoring the question.
 



Once more, we entered a long period of silence that this time ended when my wife asked, “Do you want me to put on your robe?”
 



Essentially, my wife had just asked permission to have sex with another man. At this point, there simply was no other outcome. She knew it as well as me which meant that she must be burning with lust. We had played with fire several times, but in each case had been able to retreat with only minor damage. I couldn’t deny that her words excited me, but would it be the same after?
 



“Do you want to let go of the edge?” I asked.
 



There were several seconds of silence before she replied in a soft voice, “I want you to tell me to.”
 



Now all the cards were on the table, as she had communicated clearly what she wanted and how she wanted it to occur. My role required that I give the command, the final decision, that would allow her to maintain a tiny sliver of decency while ensuring my full culpability.
 



Taking my time, I considered everything as the sound of her breathing came through the phone before finally telling her, “Put on the robe baby.”
 



“Your robe,” she clarified.
 



“Yes, my robe,” I answered.
 



“Okay,” she whispered, and then the line went dead.
 



To this day, I don’t know how I endured the next several hours, but somehow, often feeling like a zombie, I made sure the kids got something to eat and did their schoolwork. When they had finished and were doing their own thing, I moved to the bedroom and stared at the ceiling contemplating what might be happening and what I should do. Had things progressed to sex and at that very moment did he have his cock in her as he listened to her whines of pleasure? Had he made her orgasm and would she now compare the experience to our lovemaking? Did she maintain enough self-control to keep his semen out of her unprotected pussy? As the unanswered questions piled up, the true insanity of it all hit me like a freight train, and suddenly I had the phone in my hand dialing her number.
 



“Rachel?” I asked when the phone connected.
 



“Yeah…” she responded in a tiny voice.
 



“Did you… did it happen?” I asked.
 



“Yeah…” she confirmed.
 



“Are you okay?” I probed, wondering why she only offered simple answers.
 



“Hold on…” she said, and in the background, I heard a male voice.
 



“He’s still with you,” I stated rather than asked.
 



“Yeah…” she whispered once more, and then added, “I’ll call you later.”
 



The call never came and I tossed and turned in a night of fitful sleep, adamant I would not try again. However, as soon as the kids had prepped for school, I jumped into my SUV and headed for the city. It wasn’t lost on me that it was the second time I had raced to my wife because of an encounter with Larry.
 



I arrived a little before nine and entered the condo with apprehension about what I might find. Relieved by the silence, I stepped to the bedroom door and spotted my wife, on the bed alone, covered only by the bedsheet. The comforter lay in a heap on the floor next to the kimono and instantly the aroma of sex filled my nose.
 



“Rachel,” I whispered as I moved to her side.
 



It took her a moment to turn and she showed no surprise at my presence. She reached out with her hand and took mine, running her fingers over it several times. She looked exhausted and her hair was disheveled but she managed to show a small smile.
 



“What took you so long?” she sighed.
 



“You were supposed to call,” I reminded her.
 



“He wouldn’t let me,” she replied, speaking in a soft voice.
 



“Did you?” I asked although the reality was all around me, and when she gave a small nod, I asked, “How long did he stay?”
 



“Till two,” she replied.
 



Instantly, my mind filled with a vision of them fucking for hours in every position with Rachel screaming in orgasm over and over. Although sordid, I knew I wanted her and rose to take off my clothes.
 



“My turn,” I said as I worked on the buttons.
 



“Let me go to the bathroom,” she sighed and threw the sheet off.
 



There were several hickeys on her breasts but all-in-all, she appeared less ravaged than I expected. She walked awkwardly towards the bathroom, but when she turned to enter, I spotted something, and glancing towards the nightstand, I realized the butt plug was missing.
 



“Rachel! Rachel, come here… now,” I commanded.
 



“Let me…” she started.
 



“Now,” I repeated, interrupting her plea.
 



By her sheepish look, I knew she understood why she had been called back. I made her stand in front of me as I fixed her with a stern stare.
 



“Sorry…” she said meekly.
 



“Turn around,” I demanded, and when her back was to me, I said, “Now bend over.”
 



With her ass projected back, it was easy to see the red disk that marked the end of the device. She had rejected my attempt to use it on her, but it seemed like her new lover didn’t have the same restrictions.
 



“You let him. You wouldn’t let me, but you let him,” I stated.
 



Rachel quickly turned and tried to push me onto the bed, but I stopped her and looked into her face until her eyes dropped and she said, “I’m sorry.”
 



“I can smell him all over you,” I said.
 



“Let me shower,” she replied and quickly headed towards the bathroom.
 



I went to the kitchen to get some water and noted Larry’s tools still sitting on the counter. It appeared he had at least gone through the motions of a legitimate maintenance call before my wife walked out in the robe and let him know what the visit was really about. I heard the shower start, and ten minutes later, still standing in the kitchen sipping from a bottle, I heard a light knock on the door followed immediately by a key in the lock. Instantly, I knew it meant that Larry had returned to retrieve his tools, fuck my wife again, or both.
 



“Hey there,” I said when he stepped inside, stopping him dead in his tracks.
 



“Look… she said it was okay,” he replied defensively.
 



“Okay to bed her or to come back?” I asked sarcastically.
 



The man’s eyes got wide for a moment, but he collected himself and answered vaguely, “Yeah…”
 



Slowly his expression changed until a little smile appeared and I thought he might be recalling the night with Rachel. Then, he seemed to jolt back to the moment and once more made eye contact with a concerned look.
 



“I need to get my things,” he stated.
 



I knew he meant that he wanted me to step out of the small space to allow him in, but just as I started to move, the sound of the shower ceased, and I stopped.
 



“You don’t want anymore?” I asked, suddenly struck by the decadence of it all.
 



Several seconds elapsed as we stared at each other, and then he said, “You sure.”
 



“Yeah,” I answered and nodded towards the bedroom.
 



His smile returned and he stepped to the entrance and went inside closing the door behind him. Within seconds, I heard voices that I couldn’t make out and soon my wife appeared with Larry right behind.
 



“Honey, what’s going on?” she asked nervously.
 



“Larry wants to spend more time with you like y’all agreed,” I replied.
 



When I made the statement, I had no idea if there had been any agreement about his return, but my wife’s face confirmed I had hit the nail on the head.
 



“I don’t know…” she started.
 



“Take your lover to bed,” I told the man in a voice I didn’t recognize.
 



When the maintenance man’s hands landed on her shoulders, she glanced at him and then quickly back at me. Reluctantly, she let him turn and lead her into the bedroom and he used his foot to kick the door closed.
 



I moved to the sofa and sat waiting for the sounds of their sex to filter out, but as the minutes ticked by with no action, I guessed my wife had turned him down. The door hadn’t latched when he kicked it leaving an inch or so gap, and despite my curiosity, I refused to look. More time went by and just when I had decided nothing would happen, the sound of the bed squeaking leaked out. I could tell it was a slow pace, but over the next few minutes, the squeals increased in intensity and became joined by the soft grunts of my wife.
 



Unable to remain still any longer, I stepped quietly to the crack and saw the mating couple in the missionary position. She had pulled back her knees so that her feet touched his ass while her hands gripped his biceps. The maintenance man would wind up his body and then release it with a hard thrust which forced her sounds. Amazingly, he managed to do this at a steady pace that increased further as I watched. They held an ongoing whispered conversation, but I was too far away to make it out.
 



“Ohhhh…uhhhh…” Rachel suddenly moaned as her legs spread completely open.
 



At first, I thought she might have experienced an orgasm, but as she continued to hold her legs lewdly separated, I realized she simply wanted him to go deeper. He rode her like this for several minutes and then stopped. I could tell they were discussing something and when the man started to rise, my wife pulled him down and kissed him passionately. More conversation followed, but this time when he lifted his body, they disconnected and he prodded my wife onto her knees.
 



Rachel didn’t care for the position as she thought it lacked intimacy and made it harder to talk, but she accepted his guidance without protest. As she scooted, I got a good look into her crack and noticed that she had removed Dr. Kott’s gift. Strangely, I felt a bit disappointed and watched as Larry guided her until he could stand next to the bed, and then without ceremony shoved his cock back inside. I took solace in the fact that his cock was like mine, although maybe a bit thicker.
 



“Fuck, baby. You feel good,” he declared in a clear voice as he took hold of her hips and started moving rapidly.
 



The sudden assault made my wife squeal in joy and soon I could see her pushing against his thrusts. Her hands gripped the bedsheet, and as I watched, her fingers slowly collected more. At the same time, her head, resting against the mattress, slowly lolled back and forth. It might not have been her favorite position, but at that moment she appeared to be enjoying it immensely.
 



Larry’s upright stance provided a better view of his body and I spotted a large tattoo on his hairless chest, although from my sideways view, I couldn’t make out the details. Also, his muscles were more pronounced than I thought which made me think that he must visit a gym on occasion.
 



The maintenance man pounded her relentlessly, somehow able to keep his aggressive pace going with no signs of flagging. With each thrust, Rachel’s needy whines became a little louder and a little more urgent. Also, joining those sounds were the wet, squishes of her juices forced from her hole by the man’s pumping shaft. At that moment, it dawned on me that I had never seen others fucking outside of porn, let alone my wife. It felt surreal and my vision became tunneled. Also, I realized that she was responding sexually in a manner I had never experienced which I struggled to accept. Did it mean she found one of us better or was it just different?
 



“Close… so close,” she suddenly whined.
 



“Going to cum again?” her lover asked.
 



“Yes… yes, I want to,” she whimpered shamelessly.
 



“Damn, I love married pussy,” the man spat out.
 



“Do you… do you like it?” she forced out.
 



“Yes… I love your pussy… love fucking you,” he told her
 



The windup for Rachel’s orgasm took almost a minute. The first signs appeared with her hands as she began to pull more of the sheet into her fist. Then, the rolling of her head sped up and when she started to push back forcefully against her lover’s cock while groaning deeply, I knew she wouldn’t last more than a few seconds.
 



“Ohhh… oh, yes… Oh God… God, yes… Larry… do it, baby… do it,” she cried out when it hit.
 



“Let it out, baby… let it out now. Cum on my cock, baby,” he encouraged.
 



“Ohhh… I am… I’m cumming… fuck me… fuck me good,” she panted.
 



He used his strength to keep her upright and for a moment I thought he might ejaculate, but what he really wanted to accomplish was to extend her climax. He proved successful as Rachel thrashed and whined for almost a minute before she finally started to calm down. Then, he let her fall forward but he followed and kept pounding into her wet pussy as she lay sprawled across the bed. Minutes ticked by and he appeared to be getting no closer to a release which made me wonder if he had used up all his juice the night before.
 



“Fuck me, baby,” my wife moaned.
 



“You want me to fuck you?” he replied.
 



“Yes, fuck me good,” she answered.
 



Rachel had never used dirty words in bed with me, but she seemed at ease with Larry. The dirty words appeared to energized him as if he realized she was showing him an unseen part of her, and he started moving even faster. Soon, I could tell he was approaching the point of no return.
 



“Don’t cum in me,” Rachel said in a low voice, obviously sensing his state as well.
 



“Yeah…” he grunted
 



Pleased that she had maintained control on such an important issue, I watched him approach his peak wondering how he would finish.
 



“Remember,” she warned, again.
 



The maintenance man started fucking her so aggressively I thought it might be hurting her, but it only lasted for about twenty strokes before he suddenly pulled out with a deep grunt.
 



“Fuck, here it comes, baby,” he declared as Rachel spun to her back.
 



Then his body was over her with his fist pumping his hard cock just inches from her breasts. With a final moan, several large drops of semen fell onto her breasts and she instantly started to rub the thick fluid into her skin. The fact that only a small quantity had dribbled out made me, once more, think about their night together, how many releases he had experienced and where that cum had landed. Without speaking, my wife took his half-hard cock in her hand and brought the head to her mouth. For the next few minutes, I watched as she licked the entire shaft, and most of his balls clean. When she finished, her lover fell to her side and they entwined in a tight connection. Thinking things had ended, I returned to the sofa, but it took another thirty minutes before my wife appeared at the door in her thin robe.
 



“All finished?” I asked a bit sarcastically.
 



“I am with him… He’s getting dressed,” she replied, showing no distress, as she sat on my knee.
 



The pungent smell of fresh sex filled my nostrils and for a moment I thought about opening her robe and inspecting for marks. However, I decided to maintain some sanity and wait until her lover left.
 



“Need to get the tools,” the man said awkwardly moments later when he left the bedroom.
 



“Okay, Larry,” Rachel responded cheerily.
 



“I didn’t fix the sink yet,” he declared as we heard the clanging of metal.


“Come back tomorrow,” I said and saw him nod.
 



With his hands full, he made for the door, and my wife rose to open it, giving him a nice view of her jiggling breasts as she moved. He paused as if he expected a kiss, but she stayed back and he left.
 



Rachel stepped up to me, pulled on my hand, and said, “C’mon.”
 



I let her lead me to the bedroom and her lack of guilt surprised me. Normally, she focused on consequences, sometimes debilitatingly so, which made her current ease hard to fathom.
 



“Rachel, how are you dealing with everything?” I asked as we settled on the edge of the bed.
 



“I’m okay… better than I expected,” she answered, and then added with an impish grin, “Remember, you told me to.”
 



“Hmmm…” I declared, realizing the role my words would play.
 



“Let’s make love,” she said as a needy look appeared.
 



“You need to shower first,” I replied, and then added, “I don’t want to come in contact with his… stuff.”
 



“Okay,” she answered and my rebuke brought a sad look to her face which made me feel guilty.
 



She was gone for about ten minutes and then returned with a towel wrapped tightly around her body. I stood as she approached and kissed her lightly on the lips. A second one followed and the third time our lips met I pulled her body hard against mine while kissing her passionately. When it finally ended, she was a bit out of breath but had a big smile.
 



“Get on the bed… on your back. You’ll want to know everything and I want to do it all at once,” she demanded.
 



“Where?” I asked looking at the large wet spot.
 



“Baby, deal with it,” she replied and pushed on my arm.
 



I undressed and found the best spot I could, close to the edge of the mattress, and once in place, Rachel straddled my body. Since I wasn’t hard, and she hadn’t lubricated, she simply fell onto my chest.
 



“Now, no questions until I finished. I want to get it all out,” she said.
 



“Okay, Rachel,” I acknowledged.
 



“Well, let see… After we talked, and you told me to… I went out in the robe and came up behind him while he was working. When he saw it, he stopped and kissed me… the robe came off. He took me to the bedroom and when he found out I was wet, he… we started doing it. I mean we were doing it within just a few minutes of the call,” she explained.
 



“Did you orgasm?” I asked even though I promised to remain quiet.
 



“Yes… you aren’t supposed to ask questions yet,” she replied.
 



“Go on,” I said.
 



“We did it four times… last night. I had three orgasms and yes they felt really good,” she said.
 



“How did you do it?” I probed.
 



“Missionary three times and me on top once,” she responded.
 



“You didn’t cum on top, you never do,” I replied.
 



“No, I didn’t,” she confirmed.
 



“What else happened? Did he lick you? Did you suck him?” I pushed.
 



“I sucked him… some. A lot, I guess… He didn’t lick me,” he said.
 



“Why not? He did before,” I asked.
 



“Because he… uhhh… you won’t like it. He kind of came in me the first time,” she answered in a nervous voice.
 



I used my hand to lift her head and when our eyes met, I said, “Rachel? He ejaculated into you? You aren’t protected! Are you crazy?”
 



“I got too excited and forgot to warn him. It was just the one time… and my period is in three days so it’s safe. It’s okay,” she replied guiltily.
 



“Christ, Rachel… I hope you’re right,” I responded, shocked she had allowed it despite her arousal. Then, I thought about the present from the professor, and asked, “How did the butt plug get in you? You wouldn’t let me near, yet with Larry it’s okay?”
 



“I don’t know… I guess I just gave myself to him,” she said, stunning me with the meaning of her admission.
 



“When did that happen?” I asked.
 



I felt her hand searching for my dick and when she found it, she looked at me and said, “You’re hard.”
 



At first, I felt embarrassed that her description would excite me but when she scooted back and my dick hit her dripping pussy, I countered, “And you’re wet… soaked.”
 



“It happened after the first time,” she said, returning to my question.
 



“You’re first orgasm?” I attempted to clarify.
 



“That’s when you gave yourself to him… and let him put the thing in?” I asked.
 



“Yeah…” she whispered as she slowly moved her hips.
 



“He put it in?” I asked.
 



“Yeah, he saw it on the nightstand where you left it and asked if I used it. I said it was a gift and I’d never tried it,” she explained.
 



“Did it hurt?” I pushed.
 



“Some…” she admitted.
 



“Did he use some lube?” I asked, for some reason intrigued she allowed it.
 



“He put it in… in my pussy first,” she replied.
 



“So pussy juice and his cum? Shit, Rachel,” I responded, realizing that she had indeed given herself to him.
 



“Yeah…” she whispered, and after a pause, she asked, “Do you want to put in?”
 



“No, baby… it’s his thing. You gave it to him,” I said.
 



“That’s not true,” she replied as she looked down at me.
 



“Yes, it is… you gave it up to him. This morning, too,” I pushed.
 



“You made me!” she declared, and kissed me for a few seconds before she added, “I expected you sooner.”
 



“No, baby… you wanted to give it to him. You’ve been wanting it for a while,” I told her, as she started to move faster.
 



“I wanted you with me,” she persisted.
 



“I was here this morning when he fucked you and came all over your tits. You rubbed his cum in deep, didn’t you?” I fired back as the feeling of her dripping pussy took me to a higher state of excitement.
 



“Mmmm… I did. You watched me,” she whispered seductively.
 



A sudden surge hit my body and without warning, I flipped Rachel onto her back and quickly re-entered. Now, I could drive into her deeply, but wanting to learn more and afraid of going over the top too soon, I set a slow, steady pace.
 



“You liked being with him,” I whispered to get her talking again.
 



“Yeah…” she admitted without hesitation, indicating to me that she was also very aroused.
 



Suddenly, a thought hit my head, and although I tried not to say it, I couldn’t hold back and whispered into her ear, “My beautiful wife has gone bad.”
 



Her eyes which had been closed as she enjoyed the sensations, shot open and she replied, “I’m not bad. You told me to… you wanted me to.”
 



“Maybe… but you still got bad,” I teased.
 



A tiny smile appeared on Rachel’s face as she realized my game, and seconds later she started with her provocations, “You should have come sooner to protect me… why did you wait so long?”
 



“I knew you wanted space, baby,” I whispered.
 



“You should have come sooner,” she repeated in a seductive voice and then continued with, “I had to beg him to pull out.”
 



In my wildest imagination, I never thought that my loving wife could play the role of a dirty vamp. Without question, the flirtation and sex had been an incredible step in an uncharted direction, and I worried that her guilt would turn out to be overwhelming. So, now hearing her return my provocation with an equal if not more powerful message was shocking. It indicated to me that she was not going to dwell for long on any guilt. Regardless, I found her words to be deeply arousing and I started to move into her with more purpose.
 



“Feel good?” I grunted.
 



“Take it, baby… “she moaned, which pushed me even further.
 



The magical feeling started to churn in my body and it built so rapidly that I knew my climax would be huge. I tried to stay focused, hoping she would give me some hint that she was on a similar path, but I knew by her sounds that she hadn’t started to build. Likely, Larry had fucked her completely out and she had nothing left to offer, but even that thought was arousing.
 



“I’m going to cum,” I warned.
 



“Yes, yes…” she whispered into my ear, and then with a heavy moan, she added, “It’s yours…”
 



An explosion of stars appeared before my eyes and although I tried to keep moving it felt like several hundred pounds had been loaded onto my back. I pushed in deeply once and then managed to withdraw before I fell into her as my balls spasmed. With a final, deep grunt, I collapsed onto my wife, completely spent.
 



My next conscious thought was Rachel’s hand lovingly stroking my hair. Still sucking in air, I tried to lift to look at her, but she pushed me down onto her bosoms. Several more minutes elapsed before I managed to roll to her side, and when I did, she turned so that we were facing each other.
 



“I love you,” she whispered as she softly pressed her lips against mine.
 



“I can’t move,” I whined.
 



“You’re exhausted… you were fighting for me,” she giggled.
 



“My God! Where did you come from?” I gasped.
 



“Baby, rest. I need to go. I’m already late for school,” she replied.
 



I looked into her eyes for a moment and then said, “Rachel, you’re not going to school today.”
 



Rachel Goes Back to School Ch. 03


It seemed implausible that in such a short timeframe we would experience the world of others in the bedroom. I felt our marriage stood on bedrock and in our small-town world the idea just didn’t exist. After all, we were viewed as pillars of the community - a church-going solid family that would never consider something so decadent. Perhaps, it was just about the opportunity, as we now had the freedom provided by the condo and the anonymity of strangers in a large city. However, one would have to be intellectually dishonest to conclude we were mere victims of events. Rather, there had to something within us that embraced the experience and repeatedly led us to the edge. In any event, we now existed in two totally opposed worlds.
 



When I told Rachel there would be no school that day, her eyes grew large and then she burst out laughing. Pleased by the message, she snuggled close to my side and we shared light kisses and soft purrs for a time before we drifted to sleep. I awoke before her, extremely horny, but wanting to be sure her body had recovered enough from the night’s activities to orgasm, I left her sleeping while I went out and made some coffee. Three hours later, just before four in the afternoon, she appeared in a long t-shirt looking quite fresh.
 



“Are you recovered?” I asked.
 



“Don’t…” she whined as she wormed into my arms.
 



“How are you feeling?” I asked.
 



“A little tired…sore,” she sighed, and then asked, “Do you really think I’m a bad girl now?”
 



I knew her question related to the declaration I had made earlier in bed. That was meant as a tease, but the tone of her voice seemed serious. I didn’t think she was bad, certainly not in a negative context, so I debated whether to give her immediate comfort or pull the string further.
 



“Mmmm…I do,” I whispered into her ear.
 



“What? No, I’m not… You don’t think that,” she fired back, clearly surprised by my response.
 



Just then, we heard a key in the door, and we quickly looked at each other, both understanding the meaning. Rachel tried to step into the bedroom but I held her firmly and seconds later, Larry appeared at the entrance.
 



“Uhhh… I thought I was supposed to come back for the sink,” he said with a confused expression.
 



“You were. We got delayed,” I explained, and then added, “How about tomorrow?”
 



He nodded and then looked towards Rachel, and asked, “How are you?”
 



“Fine, Larry,” she responded in a soft voice.
 



“Okay, then,” he said and left.
 



“Let’s go eat, I’m starved,” I suggested.
 



“Wait, buster. You need to explain yourself,” she demanded.
 



I couldn’t fathom that she would think my statement was anything but sex talk, which meant what she really sought was stroking. It meant I had more room to play before expressing my undying love.
 



“Honey, I didn’t say I didn’t like it,” I teased, and fortunately her back was to me so she couldn’t see my smile.
 



“I’m not bad,” she whined.
 



“Do you want to see him, Larry…again?” I asked.
 



The question made her pause to think, but finally, she answered, “No, I don’t.”
 



“Okay, then. One time doesn’t make you bad,” I said as I kissed her neck.
 



“Then take it back,” she demanded.
 



“Okay, I take it back,” I said and kissed her again.
 



With that, we began to prepare to go out and thirty minutes later, we found ourselves in a Chinese restaurant. Since it was quite early, only one other table was occupied and after ordering too much food, we started to talk.
 



“Tell me what you’re thinking,” Rachel asked.
 



“I’m thinking last night was crazy…bizarre, but mostly I’m thinking about you and hope you’re okay,” I replied.
 



“I’m fine… I mean I’ll be okay. A lot to process,” she answered, and then said, “God, the kids can never find out. Lizzie would kill me.”
 



“No, of course they can’t” I agreed, cringing at the thought as well.
 



“Tell me what you were thinking…what you felt,” she asked.
 



It seemed out-of-place to answer such an intimate question in our current surroundings, but I liked the fact that we were talking, so I told her, “There was worry, concern, anxiety, and nervousness when I wasn’t near you. Not knowing what was happening… how you were doing… was tough. When I got there and knew you were okay, I felt better, and when I saw you…it was very strange. Strangely exciting in a way, but also unreal.”
 



“Did it make you mad?” she asked.
 



“No, I wasn’t mad,” I replied.
 



“Jealous?” she probed.
 



“It made me want you, too. Is that jealousy?” I asked.
 



“No, honey… That’s lust, I think,” she replied.
 



A little smile appeared on her face as we looked at each other which made me think my admission had pleased her. Just then, the food arrived and we busied ourselves with serving, but after we had taken a few bites, we returned to the discussion.
 



“Desire maybe, not lust,” I said, picking up where we left off.
 



“Yes, desire is a better word,” she agreed.
 



“Tell me what you were thinking…feeling…when you were in bed with him,” I urged.
 



“It happened so fast… after you told me to…” she started smiling at her phrasing before she continued, “I worried too…about you…about us…but I was so excited, too. And after the first time, I don’t…I just kind of let go.”
 



“Quit worrying…about us?” I pushed.
 



“Yes, I guess. Is that bad? Is that why you said I was bad?” she asked.
 



“No, that’s not why and I’m glad you enjoyed it. It would be much more difficult having the conversation if you didn’t,” I counseled.
 



“I agree,” she answered and then added, “You don’t really think I’m bad, you’re just teasing.”
 



“Am I?” I asked.
 



“Yes, you would never let me. If you thought I was bad you would stop me,” she answered, and impressed with her thinking, I gave her a little nod.
 



We made love when we returned to the condo and although it took patience and persistence, I finally managed to get her to release. I think, much like me, she was pleased to have that mountain behind us. Early, the following morning, we drove home in separate cars so she could make her teaching assignment and I could catch up on all the things I dropped. I made her stay home and drive up and back for her Thursday classes in the city, which meant we were in the same bed for six straight days. That togetherness helped and by the time the weekend arrived, our conversations were very open.
 



“Do you feel naughty in that bed?” I asked in a low voice on Monday evening when she was back in the city.
 



“Mmmm…why would I?” she giggled.
 



We had already talked about kids, school, and work along with the maintenance man. He had not tried to contact her, which was good news, and now she lay naked as we engaged in a little phone play.
 



“You’re right, there’s no reason,” I teased.
 



“These sheets are making my nipples hard,” she whispered, and then she whined, “Let me touch… I need relief.”
 



“No, baby. You know the rules. Save it for tomorrow and I’ll take care of you,” I said.
 



“Promise?” she asked.
 



“Yes, baby. I promise,” I told her.
 



I was pleased that the encounter with Larry didn’t interfere with our phone time. I had come to enjoy it a great deal and felt Rachel did as well. Interestingly, it never resulted in orgasms for either of us, but still had its own special intimacy.
 



The following day, when she returned home, we did manage to sneak away from the kids late in the evening and enjoy some spectacular lovemaking. Our sexual psyche, still fueled by her experience with Larry, took us down a path of extreme passion. Part of it came from the simple decadence of the event, but there was also a sense of heightened caring driven by our need to emotionally heal. Combined, these elements created incredible energy that kept us going for hours.
 



As normal, on Wednesday afternoon after she completed her teaching schedule for the day, Rachel departed for the city. Based on the outcomes of the last two evenings, I looked forward to speaking to her later and hopefully engage in a sexual exchange. Thus, I phoned her near our normal time but the call rolled to voicemail, and twenty minutes later when I tried again, the same thing happened. At times, Rachel would dive into her studies and work late, but she always called me back within thirty minutes. So, when an hour had passed, I started to wonder what she might be doing.
 



“Hi, I’m sorry it took so long,” she said when she finally called back, and by the tone of her voice, I knew something had occurred.
 



“Rachel, what’s wrong?” I asked.
 



It took her several seconds to respond, and then she said, “I…I was bad.”
 



Instantly, I knew she had met with the maintenance guy, but I wanted her to admit it, so I asked, “What happened? Tell me.”
 



“I…I let Larry…” she whimpered.
 



“You had sex with him?” I pushed.
 



“Yes…” she forced out.
 



“Is he still there?” I asked, recalling the last time.
 



“No…he left,” she replied.
 



“How long was he there, Rachel?” I probed, feeling strangely calm.
 



“I don’t know…four hours,” she answered.
 



Connecting the dots, her admission meant the man had gone to her shortly after she arrived and for the bulk of the evening, he had enjoyed her body. Also, it reinforced my belief that somehow, he kept track of her coming and going.
 



“How long did it take him? Did you put on the robe?” I challenged her as a vision of her swift capitulation entered my brain.
 



“I’m sorry…” she whispered.
 



“How long, Rachel,” I demanded.
 



“I…I guess…not long,” she admitted.
 



“Did he cum in you?” I asked.
 



“No!” she answered emphatically, and then quickly added, “I wouldn’t let him.”
 



“Okay, Rachel, go to sleep, but we need to talk about this more tomorrow. A serious talk. This is going too far,” I said.
 



“Okay…I…I should have…I’m sorry,” she replied.
 



Just as I started to end the call, a thought struck me, and I asked, “Did he put the plug in your butt, again?”
 



Her silence told the story, but finally, she answered, “Yes.”
 



“Is it still there?” I fired back.
 



“Yes,” she responded.
 



“Get it out,” I demanded.
 



“Okay,” she replied in a guilty voice.
 



She apologized several more times before the call ended, and once I dropped the receiver, I stared up at the ceiling wondering what we had unleashed. Most troubling to me was this encounter had occurred without my involvement. Plus, despite her repeated declarations that she could handle the man, he had bedded her easily. Did it mean that his seductive powers were too strong for her to handle or did she harbor some hidden desires that he managed to tap into? I struggled to sleep that night as the vision of my wife receiving the man’s cock as she kissed him passionately wouldn’t go away.
 



As soon as she arrived home the following afternoon, we retreated to our bedroom and sat down to talk. She strongly denied having any thoughts of being with him again and proclaimed that his appearance at the door was a total surprise. She went on to explain that they talked a few minutes and then, without warning, he wrapped her in a hug and tried to kiss her. She claimed she asked him to stop and averted the kiss, but on his third attempt their lips connected and after that, she lost control. Once in bed, he had gone down and her and made her orgasm and then entered and fucked her until he was ready to climax. He finished across her body and after resting for a while, he asked about the plug. She told him it was in a drawer in the bathroom, and after retrieving the device, he worked it into her ass. After that, she said they talked for a long time about his life and daughter before she took him in her mouth, got him hard, and let him fuck her again. She had another climax and then took him into her mouth and sucked until he exploded.
 



“Did he tell you to suck him?” I asked.
 



“Yes, he did,” she answered, but I could tell she was lying.
 



“Rachel?” I challenged.
 



“Okay…I did it. I couldn’t help it,” she admitted.
 



“You were too horny?” I asked, and when she nodded her head I asked, “Did you take the plug out?”
 



“Yes, like you told me,” she answered.
 



I went silent while I thought about the encounter before taking her chin in my hand, forcing our eyes to connect, and stating, “If you can’t handle him, we’re getting rid of the condo.”
 



“I can…” she started.
 



Cutting her off, I said, “Rachel, he got you with ease.”
 



“I’m not easy!” she declared.
 



“How long did it take him?” I asked.
 



“That’s not fair,” she responded, and I could tell the idea annoyed her.
 



I let her calm for a minute before I said in a soothing voice, “After all this time together… I think we’ve discovered something about… us really. You have this passion… this naughty passion and I get something…something out of it, too.”
 



“What do we do?” she asked with pleading eyes.
 



“Do you want him again?” I asked.
 



“I don’t know,” she replied, and her eyes dropped back to the floor.
 



“Do you?” I pushed.
 



“No… Maybe. I don’t know” she stammered and then asked me,” What do we do?”
 



“Maybe, call me first. So, it’s us, not just you. Call so we can discuss and decide,” I suggested.
 



A smile came to her face and she moved to sit on my lap, then said, “Or, you could just knock me up.”
 



Seconds later, we were naked and writhing in each other’s arms. She wanted me inside her quickly and I barely managed to last long enough for her release to arrive before I blasted my semen. As we held each other, panting heavily, the urologist’s message returned and a feeling of guilt hit me as I thought about Rachel’s belief that each time we made love she could become pregnant.
 



The following week, she turned down advances from Larry both times she was at the condo without even bothering to contact me. I felt reassured that she could exert some control, although I expected at some point the call would come seeking permission. The end of school was now approaching with one more week of classes and then finals, and since she had no plans to attend summer school, I thought she might get the bug soon.
 



“Is it okay if I stay over Tuesday night?” my wife asked on Sunday.
 



“Why?” I asked, wondering if it had to do with the maintenance man.
 



“The study group is meeting and it’s kind of my turn,” she explained, and then added, “With finals coming, it will be a long meeting.”
 



“Okay,” I agreed, and then asked, “What are you going to do with the condo over the summer? Just leave it empty?”
 



“Lizzie is thinking about taking a couple of classes. The second session, though,” she said, referring to our daughter who had just turned eighteen and was about to graduate high school.
 



“Can’t she stay here and go to the community college?” I asked, and then added, “It’s cheaper.”
 



“We talked it through and thought it would be a better transition to university life,” she answered, referring to my daughter’s plans to attend a large school in the fall.
 



“I see. Why am I always the last to know?” I moped.
 



“Because you don’t count,” she laughed, and then said, “Except, you know… the money.”
 



Monday evening, Rachel was in a playful mood and we talking and teased on the phone for almost an hour. She informed me that Larry hadn’t come by and I sensed just a hint of disappointment in her voice. When she reminded me that she planned to stay over the following night so she could meet with her study group, I asked what she planned to do with Josh. He had tried brusquely several times before to get with my wife, and I suspected he wouldn’t pass up the opportunity in the condo. She brushed it off, saying “Josh is Josh” and the call ended.
 



The following day, early in the evening my son informed me he needed his birth certificate for driver education classes which were due to start soon, and after searching the house and coming up empty, I decided to call Rachel who would know exactly where it was located.
 



“Hi, honey. Sorry to interrupt, but where did you put the birth certificates?” I asked, thinking she was still with the study group.
 



“There in the top drawer of my desk, near the back. Why?” she said, which led me to explain our son’s need.
 



“How’s the group doing?” I asked.
 



“We’re finished,” she answered, and then added, “Josh is still here.”
 



“Why?” I asked, curious about her state.
 



“He brought some wine, so we’re having a drink,” she explained.
 



Her voice sounded fine, so after a quick goodbye, I hung up, expecting that later that evening she would have a story to tell about the student’s ham-handed attempt to get into her panties. However, when her call arrived just forty-five minutes later, I knew something interesting must have occurred.
 



“You’re not going to believe this,” she declared with a slight tone of distress.
 



“What?” I asked as visions of Josh attacking her filled my head.
 



“Larry came by and when he saw Josh, he got mad. There was a fight,” she replied.
 



“A fight? A real fight with fists or just yelling,” I tried to clarify.
 



“Yelling…just yelling. No fists,” she acknowledged.
 



“Rachel, are you safe? Are they gone?” I asked.
 



“Yes, they’re gone. Larry left and then Josh grabbed his things and left,” she responded.
 



“Shit, Rachel…you have men fighting over you,” I said, and then added, “It’s not good. How long did it last?”
 



“I know… Only for a minute. Maybe, not even a minute,” she answered.
 



“And he…Larry thought you were doing something with Josh? Were you?” I asked.
 



“No! I opened the door and when he saw him, he just went off,” she explained.
 



“That’s more than being a little jealous. That’s possessive behavior,” I told her.
 



“I know, honey. Remember what I’m in school for,” she answered condescendingly.
 



He’ll come back… he’ll come back on the pretext of apologizing. Plus, now Josh knows somethings up. It’s not good,” I said, thinking out loud.
 



“I know. I’ll have to think about how to deal with Josh. I feel so bad for him. He was in total shock,” she said.
 



“Use the chain, Rachel,” I said.
 



“It’s already up,” she answered.
 



I paused for a moment to think about it all and then said, “Damn, woman. You’ve got men fighting for you. Did you when you were young?”
 



“No! Definitely a first,” she said with a forced laugh.
 



“Did Josh try anything… before?” I asked.
 



“Not really…well, not much. Mostly he was giving out info. Stuff about Professor Kott,” she replied, perking up a little.
 



“Like what?” I probed.
 



“Well, he said he has been in the garage before and seen all the things. He said Professor Davis and her husband are regular visitors, too. I think he might have done something with Anna but he wouldn’t admit it,” she described.
 



“Why do you think that?” I asked, feeling a little jealous.
 



“The way he acted when he talked…his smile,” she answered, offering nothing solid.
 



“What else?” I pushed.
 



She started giggling and it took her a moment to stop, then she said, “He said Dr. Kott is huge.”
 



“Huge? You mean his penis?” I asked.
 



“Yes, he called it a monster,” she responded and started laughing again.
 



“If he knows about his dick, then something must have happened… something. Did you ask him how he knows?” I queried.
 



“No, that’s when everything happened. I didn’t get a chance,” she explained.
 



We continued to discuss the event for a few more minutes and then I tried to convince my wife to get undressed and lay down so we could play. However, she begged off stating she still felt frazzled from the experience and it didn’t take much effort to convince me. As I thought about everything, I realized that the upcoming summer break, that would bring her home for several months, was arriving at the right time.
 



I didn’t see Rachel the next day as she drove in just to hold her classes and then immediately headed back to the city. However, on her return trip, she called me to discuss something that was on her mind.
 



“I’m thinking about inviting Josh back. If he’ll come,” she announced.
 



“Why?” I asked.


“I feel so bad for him. What happened…he had no idea and he left angry. Also, I want to know what he’s thinking…about Larry and me,” she explained.
 



A silly thought entered my head, and before I could stop myself, I made the dig, “You sure that’s it, sweetie? Or, do you just want to wear your robe?”
 



Turning the tables, she fired back, “Hmmm…hadn’t thought about that. Are you giving permission?”
 



“Uhhh… I was just asking a question,” I replied and my cowed voice made her laugh.
 



“He probably won’t come anywhere near the condo… or me,” she responded.
 



“Trust me, Rachel. He’ll show,” I answered.
 



With that, I let her go, but recalling all his efforts in the past, I felt certain he would be thrilled to get the invite. For some reason, knowing the student would spend the evening alone with my wife made me antsy. She had proved she could handle the young man, having fended him off multiple times, but the thought of the wolf so close to its prey stayed with me. Then, an idea struck me that I wanted to share, so I dialed her number.
 



“Hey, baby…” she said in a soft voice that let me know she had been sleeping.
 



“Oh, sweetie…I’m sorry,” I offered.
 



“It’s okay, I need to get up,” she replied.
 



“Are you naked?” I whispered.
 



“Yeah…” she responded with a giggle, and then added, “Like you want me.”
 



I got up to close my office door and then asked, “Are your nipples hard?”
 



“Mmmm…yeah…” she sighed seductively, making my dick stiffen.
 



“I wish I was there,” I said.
 



“Baby, you’re just worried about Josh,” she giggled.
 



“Oh, you think so?” I asked.
 



“Yes, you called to check on me,” she replied with another laugh.
 



“You want to wear your robe for him?” I asked, deciding to tease back.
 



“Your robe, baby. Do you want me to?” she asked.
 



For just a moment, my head filled with the vision of her prancing around the small space with the sexy garment clinging to her body as the student’s hormones surged.
 



“I called to tell you to get more info on Kott,” I said, changing the subject.
 



She laughed again and then said, “Sweetie, I already planned to and you didn’t answer my question.”
 



I realized it marked the second time we had discussed Josh and the robe in the span of just a few hours. Although it was playful banter between husband and wife, it felt edgy too, and I wondered whether Rachel, subconsciously, was sending a message. Then, there was the simple concept of losing a debate and waiting for her to rub my nose in it.
 



“If I don’t call by eight to say no, then you have permission,” I said, pleased with my approach.
 



I heard her inhale sharply, and she replied, “That’s dirty.”
 



I felt certain, especially after several drinks, that she would be watching the clock in anticipation of my call. I could string it along for as long as I wanted, depending on my mood, before ending the suspense.
 



“Rachel, remember, it’s permission, not a requirement,” I whispered, taking a final shot.
 



“I’m done with you,” she declared with a laugh and after chatting a bit about the kids, the call ended.
 



The thing I hadn’t counted on when I threw out the deadline was that I would end up watching the clock, too. Every few minutes, my mind returned to the condo, and the interaction underway. I could only speculate about the conversation, Josh’s efforts, and my wife’s state of mind. As the pre-determined time grew closer, my anxiousness intensified, but I decided to take it to the limit and waited until just a few minutes before eight.
 



“I knew you’d call,” my wife said immediately when she answered.
 



“Really? You think you know me?” I laughed.
 



“Yes, anyway, he left an hour ago,” she announced.
 



“You’re kidding? I didn’t see that coming. I thought you had him under your spell,” I teased, although I was truly surprised the young man had departed.
 



“I guess not…too old,” she replied, seeking stroking.
 



“That’s not true,” I answered, then added, “Probably went to Dr. Kott’s garage to spank Anne…or get spanked.”
 



My words made Rachel laugh and then she said, “I think he’s in bad shape in one class and really needed to get to work. But we did talk more about the professor.”
 



“Tell me,” I demanded.
 



“He has been with Anna. He didn’t want to admit it but I pestered him until he broke down,” she said.
 



“Been with? You mean sex or doing the bondage and spanking stuff?” I asked.
 



“Both! He told me the Kott’s had another couple that was like their regular… group or whatever you’d call it. They were the same age as the professor. One day, he gets invited to the house and sees it. He said he freaked out like we did at first,” she explained.
 



“Weird,” I answered, unsure of what else to say.
 



“Yeah, he was worried they were expecting him to do something with another man, but it never got pushed. He just… you know… was with the women. Dr. Kott told him they wanted some youth,” she laughed.
 



“I guess…I mean you know the stuff is out there, you just never expect to run into it,” I offered.
 



“I know!” Rachel replied.
 



Several seconds of silence ensued, and then, thinking of my wife’s current state, I asked, “Have you changed?”
 



“Of course, I wanted to be ready for your call,” she responded with a giggle, pleased with her wit.
 



I convinced her to go to bed, and for the next thirty minutes, we engaged in our phone play. Rachel responded passionately throughout the interaction which made me think Josh, their conversation, or perhaps both, had put her into an aroused state. She described the condition and feelings in her body in detail while I told her all the intimate things I wanted to do with it. As the call ended, I had to endure her pleas once more for self-relief, but like the other times, I told her to save it until she got home. Happily, for me, sleep came easily, and my last conscious thought was about the following evening when I could have my wife’s naked body pressed against mine.
 



“Honey, do you mind if I stay over tonight to study? I need the peace and quiet,” she asked during a morning call.
 



“Ummm…I guess,” I responded, although I felt disappointed, I would have to wait another day to get her into bed.
 



“I’ll make it up, I promise,” she said in a soothing voice, sensing my condition.
 



We talked several times the next day, but I didn’t see her until she finished her teaching assignments on Friday afternoon. She arrived home just after the kids, and eager to spend time with them, I didn’t get her to myself until almost ten. She had slipped off before me and I found her in bed, naked beneath the sheets, with the lights out.
 



“What took you?” she giggled.
 



“You snuck away,” I laughed as I quickly stripped.
 



Joining her, I immediately pulled her warm body against mine and let my hands wander. Her wet pussy confirmed her arousal and when I tried to lower my head to taste her, she pulled on my shoulders.
 



“I can’t wait,” she declared as she moved me between her legs.
 



I tried to go slow and stay in control, but her movements and the needy whines that escaped her mouth spurred me on. Soon, I moved rapidly and a wet slapping sound emanated from the meeting of our bodies.
 



“Need to slow…” I grunted.
 



“No…don’t. C’mon…go,” she whined.
 



I did as she demanded and tried to hold back but didn’t make it long. In a series of deep grunts, I fired my semen into her and then collapsed onto her body. Recovering, I realized I had left her wanting, but my climax had left me completely devoid of energy.
 



“Sorry, sweetie,” I moaned.
 



“Shhhh…” she whispered, seemingly content, and then added, “One of these times it’s going to happen.”
 



“An orgasm?” I asked, unable even in our intimate state to pass up the opportunity to tease her.
 



She slapped me on the shoulder, and then said, “A baby, you turd.”
 



Ignoring my laughter, she rolled me from her body and her hand found my deflated dick. She pulled on it, while occasionally fondling my balls, until she had me acceptably hard, and then climbed on top. In the darkness, I could barely make out her form, and content to let her do the work, I rested my hands on her hips and enjoyed the feeling. She rode me for several minutes, but it didn’t seem she was progressing, so I wasn’t surprised when she fell onto my chest.
 



“Finals?” I asked.
 



“Yeah…” she sighed.
 



The next morning when I woke, I could hear Rachel in the bathroom, but needing to relieve myself, I entered anyway. She stood at the vanity dressed in her robe and peered into the mirror as she plucked her eyebrows.
 



“Morning,” I said with a gummy mouth.
 



“Morning, sweetie,” she answered.
 



After finishing, I moved to leave so she could have the space to herself, but turned back to her at the door, and said, “We should do something with the kids today.”
 



“You sure they want to be with us?” she asked.
 



The exchange had made her body turn which opened her robe and I saw a dark spot on the side of her left breast. Rachel caught the direction of my gaze and her hand quickly closed the garment, but it was too late.
 



“Open your robe,” I demanded as I stepped, completely nude, towards her.
 



“Why?” she asked nervously.
 



“So, I can count the damn hickeys,” I replied, fighting to hold back my anger. Several tense seconds passed as we held each other’s state, before I said again, “Open the damn robe, Rachel.”
 



Her hand dropped and the garment parted several inches exposing one of the bites, but guessing there were more, I pulled it from her shoulders revealing her entire chest. There were two fresh hickeys on her left orb and one on her right, and when I looked up, I could see fear in her eyes.
 



“I’m sorry,” she whispered.
 



“You fucked Josh. Without permission…without telling me,” I accused.
 



“I…I don’t know what to say,” she answered, now close to tears.
 



“You lied to me… he was still there,” I challenged her, but suddenly another thought entered my mind, and I said, “It wasn’t Josh. It was Larry.”
 



“I…I’m sorry,” she said for the third time.
 



“Was it Larry?” I demanded, and when she nodded her head, I asked, “Did he fuck you Thursday, too?”
 



She nodded again, and unable to think of anything appropriate to say, I turned and left. While I threw on some clothes, I heard her begin to sob, but I was in no mood to be forgiving. For the entire day, I found things to do around town so I could avoid seeing my wife. With so much to think about, I didn’t want to deal with her emotion or risk it triggering mine. Finally, just an hour before sundown, I returned home and was pleased to see Lizzie’s car gone. If lucky, our son would also be out leaving the house to just Rachel and me.
 



I found my wife sitting on the living room sofa dressed in jeans and a short-sleeved blouse. She looked at me with a hopeful expression as I approached, but I stopped at her side without speaking.
 



“You didn’t call me back,” she said referring to the three messages she left.
 



“No,” I answered without elaborating, and then said, “Is the house empty.”
 



“Yes, everyone’s out with friends,” she responded.
 



“Rachel, why did you lie to me…hide it?” I asked sternly.
 



“I…I don’t know,” she whispered.
 



“You know…Larry. You have a boyfriend,” I stated.
 



“That’s not true!” she declared, but by the look in her eyes, I knew the message startled her.
 



“You stayed over to be with him,” I challenged her.
 



“I needed to study, too,” she replied in a tiny voice.
 



Ignoring her statement, I started with my thoughts, “When you were fucking him Wednesday, you made plans to meet Thursday. I know that’s what happened. You snuck around… lied to me to see your new boyfriend.”
 



“I’m sorry,” she whispered as she stared at the floor.
 



“Did you have something planned for when Josh left, too? How did he just miraculously show up?” I asked, angrily.
 



“I called him…” she admitted nervously.
 



“You called him? After we talked with you in bed…as husband and wife? You have his number?” I pushed, shocked by the message.
 



“I made a mistake…” she responded, making no real effort to mount a defense.
 



“Rachel, I want to know the whole story. What happened…when he left…if he left on Wednesday and when he returned on Thursday,” I demanded.
 



“He left…” she replied as if it made things better.
 



“What happened, Rachel,” I demanded again.
 



She gave me a worried look, took a deep breath, and then explained, “I called him and he came over. He left…just after midnight and then we met the next day.”
 



“When the next day?” I pushed.
 



“He came over during the day when I was studying and then we met that night,” she admitted.
 



“And you fucked him each time…three times,” I stated and when she nodded, I asked, “Did he spend the night?”
 



The look on her face told the story, but I would soon learn there was far more to it than I suspected. Frightened to speak, it took her almost a minute as I stared at her before she began.
 



“We…I went out with him…” she said, after a short pause, added, “We went to his house.”
 



“You went out with him? On a date? And then fucked him in his bed?” I fired off in rapid succession.
 



Her eyes went to the floor as she started to sob, and then forced out in a soft voice, “I don’t know what to say.”
 



More silence ensued, and when her crying ebbed, I asked, “Are you in love with him?”
 



“No! God no!” she fired back instantly.
 



“But you love fucking him,” I countered.
 



“No…” she started.
 



“Yes, Rachel. You do,” I interrupted.
 



“No…I don’t know… It was exciting and you…I thought you were okay. It just…I went too far. I don’t know why,” she responded as the tears returned.
 



“Because you love fucking him,” I replied provocatively again which caused her to look at me. We locked eyes for several seconds, and then I asked, “Did he cum in you?”
 



Her expression provided the answer, and I rose to leave as she called out, “No…wait.”
 



Ten minutes later, I sat in a dingy beer joint nursing a beer. Fortunately, no one in our social circle frequented the place so I could brood in peace. Thinking back, it seemed unfathomable that so much could have occurred in the span of just a few months, but I knew there was no opportunity to go back. My male instincts told me I should be livid at my wife’s behavior and take immediate action. However, my involvement complicated things which meant I would need to proceed in a rational but deliberate manner. In any event, the time had arrived to give up the condo as Rachel clearly couldn’t handle the freedom.
 



“I’m sorry,” she whispered when I climbed into bed several hours later.
 



“You’ve been saying that a lot,” I replied.
 



I had my back turned to her but I didn’t fight her when I felt her arm loop over my shoulders and her body snuggle against mine. The soft feel of fabric informed me she had dressed in her full pajamas which I took as another sign of her guilt.
 



“Say something,” she finally said after several minutes of silence.
 



“Where did he take you?” I asked as for some reason her date seemed even more intimate than the sex.
 



“A Mexican food place,” she whispered.
 



“And then back to his place to fuck,” I stated, and then asked, “How many times did he take you?”
 



Several seconds passed before she replied, “Three.”
 



“You’re probably pregnant,” I said, and when she didn’t answer, I told her, “It’s time to get rid of the condo.”
 



If she ever responded, I didn’t hear it as the long day and liquor took me to a much-needed sleep. The kids picked up on the tension in the house the next day and I noticed Lizzie trying to talk to her mom several times. Later, when we were alone, we had another conversation where I learned further details about her two days of sex. After calling the man over, they had fucked twice, and the following morning when he returned, they did it again. Then, that evening after dinner he had quickly taken her to his bed and enjoyed her three times. She explained that his first ejaculation came without warning and after that time, it seemed pointless to stop him. Also, I found out he had inserted the plug in her the first night and when he returned the next morning and found she had removed it, he made her put it back. She had worn it until the following morning.
 



“I don’t want you to spend the night. You need to drive back and forth,” I told her with regards to her upcoming finals schedule.
 



“Okay,” she answered.
 



“We’ll turn the condo in at the end of the month,” I said.
 



“What about Lizzie? Summer school?” she asked.
 



“I think we have bigger issues to deal with,” I replied.
 



I kept close tabs on Rachel’s movements the following week and convinced myself she had traveled to and from her finals with no side visits. Unfortunately, her indiscretions ruined the excitement about completing the first year, so that weekend, we only had a brief celebration that Lizzie organized. Almost two weeks had elapsed since we made love, but in bed, when my wife reached for me, I turned down her attempt as my mind remained cluttered.
 



Rachel, now free from school and her teaching duties had plenty of free time. She asked about taking our daughter to the city for a shopping spree but I told her firmly the condo remained off-limits.
 



“Do we really have to give up the condo?” she asked one evening and before I could reply, she added, “I made a mistake. I know that, but it won’t happen again.”
 



“Yes, we do. I don’t have any trust in you right now,” I told her, and then said as something of a cheap shot, “You need to take a pregnancy test.”
 



“I’m not pregnant,” she replied.
 



“Has your period arrived?” I probed, and when she shook her head, I demanded, “Then take the test.”
 



Three hours later, as I sat in front of the TV, Rachel made a production of standing in front of me with something in her hand that I deduced was part of the test.
 



“I told you,” she said.
 



Clearly aggravated, she marched off and I realized it was the first time she had shown any annoyance at my behavior since she had admitted her encounter with the maintenance man. I felt a sudden rush of anger, but as it slowly subsided, I realized the time had probably come to move on. We needed to start collecting all the things she had amassed at the condo, so I suggested to her we travel up the following weekend, spend some time alone, and load up the SUV. By her look, I guessed she realized my suggestion meant there might be a light at the end of the tunnel and quickly agreed.
 



Mid-week, as we sat alone in front of the TV, she turned to me and said, “Dr. Kott wants us to meet for dinner this weekend.”
 



“That freak? How did he know we would be in town?” I asked, suddenly suspicious.
 



“He called this morning to see how finals went,” she explained.
 



“He’s the kind of person…thing…we’re trying to get away from,” I countered.
 



Rachel’s attention returned to the program, but a few minutes later she turned back to me and said, “I understand what you’re saying and how you feel, but he has been supportive and I do have another year to go.”
 



“Rachel his support comes from the fact that he wants to fuck you,” I declared.
 



I could tell she was taken aback by my pointed message and it took her several seconds before she could reply, “That’s not true. I’m a good student and we get along well. You see everything through the same biased glasses.”
 



“My bias comes from his own words and your actions,” I responded.
 



She looked at me without speaking for several long seconds, and then rose and left the room. I knew my comments had been inflammatory and made her angry, but I felt I stood on the moral high ground. Unfortunately, with each passing minute the ground seemed to erode a little more, and reluctant to abandon the progress we had made to move past Larry, I went to find her. Resting on our bed and reading a book, she didn’t look up as I approached. I sat and started to massage her feet and only then did she acknowledge my presence.


“What?” she asked in an irritated voice.
 



“I’m sorry about what I said. If you want to meet them, it’s okay,” I told her.
 



“Okay,” she answered and went back to reading.
 



Friday afternoon, we drove together towards the city with plans to meet Dr. Kott and his wife for dinner and then pack up most of my wife’s belongings the following day. We had engaged in some vague discussion about staying over Saturday as well but made no firm decision. There remained a palpable tension between us and so far, we had not made love since her rendezvous with Larry. I think both of us hoped that we might finally connect during the short trip.
 



“Hopefully, everything will fit and we’ll only have to move one load,” I said, returning to a discussion we had held previously.
 



“I think it will,” she answered, although I could tell the thought didn’t please her as it meant she was one step closer to losing the space.
 



“Good,” I replied.
 



We drove in silence for several miles, and then she suddenly blurted out, “Can we talk about this some more. I don’t want to move out.”
 



“No, we can’t. Not with Larry…and Josh. Both coming by regularly,” I said, allowing myself to once again slide down the accusatory slope.
 



“Nothing…I didn’t do anything with Josh,” she answered defensively.
 



“Rachel, you had two men fighting over you. It should have ended then. You should have never gone back,” I said, and then after a pause added, “Josh no doubt knows the truth… or suspects it. You said he asked you about it. What if he blabs all over school? What then?”
 



“He won’t,” she declared.
 



“How do you know?” I pushed.
 



“He won’t,” she said again.
 



“Why? What makes you so sure?” I demanded.
 



“Because he swore, he wouldn’t,” she answered.
 



“That won’t stop him. He has no reason to be honorable,” I challenged her, and then guessing there might be more, I asked, “What happened to make him promise?”
 



“I told him the truth. He said if I wanted his silence, he wanted to know everything,” she answered.
 



“Shit, Rachel. Why?” I said as I shook my head.
 



“I…I guess I had too much wine,” she responded.
 



“Yeah, enough to call Larry as soon as Josh left,” I replied, taking the easy shot.
 



“Fuck you,” she said with clear anger in her voice.
 



Seething from the brief exchange, we drove the rest of the way in silence and when we arrived, I headed for the condo while my wife made her way to the office to finalize the details of her departure. After lowering the A/C, I went to the bathroom to pee and had just finished when I noticed the butt plug sitting on the counter. No doubt, my wife had left it there weeks ago as she hurried to leave, never expecting that it would be so long before she returned. Suddenly, I had a vision of her across the lap of the maintenance man with her butt wiggling as he slowly pushed it inside. Although irritated, I left it undisturbed deciding reluctantly that our relationship didn’t need any more chaos.
 



I was sitting in the living room when my wife arrived ten minutes later but I didn’t mention the device. We began to box a few things, although I could tell it pained her and she acted quite relieved when the time came to prepare for dinner. I gave her a thirty-minute head start and then went to shower and wasn’t at all surprised to find the plug moved.
 



“Let’s keep it quick,” I said as we pulled out of the complex.
 



“Whatever you think is best,” she answered sarcastically.
 



I kept my eyes straight ahead determined to get through the evening, pack the vehicle, and leave the next day without any flare-ups.
 



At the restaurant, Rachel entered a few steps ahead of me and despite my deep annoyance I had to admire her appearance. She had dressed in a fashionable red dress cut several inches about her knees that showed a hint of cleavage and I watched as the men’s heads started to turn. I couldn’t help but wonder if their thoughts of her would change if they knew of her recent sexual escapades.
 



Fortunately, we arrived to find the professor and his wife already seated and after quick hellos, we settled in at the table. The older man, as was his norm, took in my wife with his penetrating stare. Anna, unlike the previous gathering, was in an outgoing mood and acted bubbly. Indeed, her demeanor was so different that I wondered what might be driving the change. Regardless, after ordering wine, we started a lively conversation but it didn’t take long for the subject to move towards the school which left me as an outsider. Since the evening was progressing nicely, we accepted the couple’s suggestion to move to the bar. However, just a few minutes later when the women departed for the bathroom, the Polish man dropped a bomb on me that made me wish we had left.
 



“I understand Rachel has taken a lover,” the foreign man stated boldly.
 



Instantly, I knew that my wife had misjudged her trust in the grad student as somehow, in the span of just a few weeks, the information had made its way to the professor.
 



“Josh told you,” I said, deciding not to play coy.
 



“Yes, he was over a week ago for a small…gathering. His excitement made him quite talkative,” the man explained.
 



“Well, we would appreciate it if you keep it to yourself,” I said.
 



“Of course,” the man replied. An awkward silence set in that was finally broken when he said, “The offer is still available. I understand I might be off base but I want it clear.”
 



His statement made me start to chuckle as I thought about his determination and I replied, “I think I’d rather use your garage. Give her a spanking.”
 



“What a marvelous idea,” he responded eagerly with his heavy accent adding some flair.
 



Quickly, an image of Rachel bound and displayed while I looked through the selection of spanking devices appeared in my mind. Hearing her pleas and whimpers would go a long way towards achieving a sense of balance regarding all her indiscretions.
 



“She’d never do it,” I laughed, coming to my senses.
 



“Perhaps, the key is to tell and not ask,” he responded calmly.
 



Just then, I spotted my wife and Anna headed our way so I dropped the subject. For the next hour, we enjoyed several cocktails and continued our discussions from dinner. However, I could tell our brief conversation had piqued the professor’s interest as several times he shot questioning glances my way. Thus, I wasn’t entirely surprised when he brazenly made a move.
 



“Anna, I believe our friends might want to come to the house for a drink,” he announced.
 



Instantly, a confused expression appeared on my wife’s face while the Polish woman went silent. Like a switch flipping, her vivacious manner turned sullen. The change was so dramatic that for several seconds, I focused on her rather than my wife. However, when I saw Rachel staring at me with a questioning look, I quickly turned her way. In truth, it was a simple decision that shouldn’t have resulted in any angst, yet I found myself nervously considering the reasoning and likely outcome.
 



“Just one,” I finally answered.
 



“Excellent!” the professor declared.
 



Rachel remained mostly silent as we left and I could tell she was very confused. We drove for a few minutes with her giving me strange looks before she finally spoke.
 



“You’re not getting with her… we aren’t swapping,” she stated, and before I could respond, she added, “Look, I made a mistake but let’s not make more. Let’s go home.”
 



“Just a drink, Rachel,” I answered although I had to fight to keep the smugness from my face.
 



We arrived in time to see them entering the house and when we got to the door, we found they had left it open. We made our way to their den and spotted Anna sitting rigidly on the sofa while Dr. Kott worked on opening a bottle. I didn’t think we needed anything more to drink but thought it might help with the segue, so I kept quiet. The professor tried to initiate a conversation, but with the tension in the room, it was difficult and finally, when everyone’s glass was half empty, he changed direction.
 



“Anna, come with me,” he said in a firm voice and moved towards the garage.
 



When they disappeared, I rose and as I stepped towards my wife, she said brusquely, “I’m not going to watch her get whipped again.”
 



“Stand up Rachel,” I demanded.
 



“Why?” she asked sensing something amiss.
 



“I’m going to take you in there and spank you,” I stated causing a shocked look to appear on her face but before she could speak, I added, “You deserve it.”
 



“You’ve lost your mind,” she declared.
 



“Stand up,” I said firmly.
 



“No,” she responded.
 



“Rachel, stand up now. You’re getting spanked,” I replied feeling my temples begin to throb.
 



She slowly rose, but when she was on her feet, she said, “I want to leave.”
 



“Not yet,” I answered and took her arm.
 



At first, she tried to pull away but after several seconds she let loose with a heavy sigh and let me guide her down the hallway into the garage turned dungeon. We arrived in time to see Anna removing her dress and soon we could see she wore only a lacy bra. The thick thatch of dirty blonde hair still covered her mound and when she removed her bra, her nicely proportioned breasts came into view.
 



“Stand straight,” Henry Kott demanded and his wife took a military-like stance.
 



Then, all eyes turned to Rachel who knew the expectation. She fidgeted for a few seconds and then looked defiantly towards me.
 



“I’m not going to do this,” she said.
 



“Rachel…” I started.
 



“Your husband feels that your behavior has been… deserving of punishment. I must say that from what Josh told me, I agree with him,” the professor announced.
 



“Josh… he told you?” she fired back, truly surprised.
 



“Yes. Now, enough talk. Do as you’ve been told,” he demanded sharply.
 



I could tell Rachel was dumbstruck by the revelation and for several seconds her eyes darted between the professor and me. Then, slowly, her hand reached behind her back and found the hook on the dress. She unclasped it and the sound of the descending zipper filled the quiet room. Then, with admirable dexterity, she lifted the dress from her body leaving her standing in just her thong, bra, and low heels.
 



“Everything,” I demanded with a dry mouth.
 



The heels came off first, followed by the bra, but she paused for several seconds before looping her fingers in the strings and pulling the tiny garment down her smooth legs.
 



“Stand straight,” the professor commanded, and surprisingly, she made an attempt to follow Anna’s lead.
 



Without speaking, the older man approached a small table, took something off the top, and then moved in front of my wife. He lifted the object, looped it around her neck, and made some adjustments before stepping back to inspect. I could see that he had fitted her with a collar, about an inch wide with a small metal loop in the front. He inspected the front of her body and then her back before turning to me with a smile.
 



“Your wife is lovely as I knew she would be. I suggest you start by securing her to the bench. It’s my own design which I’m quite proud of,” he said and motioned towards a well-constructed device a few feet away.
 



I looked at it curiously trying to determine how it worked. A padded piece about three feet off the ground dominated the design and at either end, a wide board acted as a floor brace. I could see along the bottom supports there were rings every six inches and on the padded bench were three straps. I suspected a person would lay face down on the padded piece giving access to their butt but certainly didn’t appreciate the details.
 



“Okay, I agree,” I told him.
 



With a smile, he took my wife by the elbow, and now resigned to her fate, she allowed him to direct her to the device. Like I guessed, he had her lay face down on the bench and then stand up as he made some height adjustment. When he finished, he put her back in place, and then from a nearby table he took some objects and I looked on as he connected her ankles and wrists to the crossbars. The simplicity and effectiveness of the design was evident as my wife’s pretty ass now protruded before me on full display.
 



“This is crazy,” Rachel called out.
 



“Let’s open her a bit,” the professor suggested as a look of glee filled his face.
 



Quickly, he adjusted her feet wider, and in doing so he opened her ass cheeks giving us a clear view of her pussy and puckered hole. Likely, only her doctor had ever seen her in such a completely exposed position.
 



“Hurry and get it over,” she demanded and I could hear anger rising in her voice.
 



“Quiet Rachel. You should have thought about it when you were fucking Larry,” I replied, feeling a sudden wave of power surge through me.
 



My words made the older man’s smile grow even wider, and he moved close to me and whispered, “Consider having her feel some pain in her nipples as well as her ass. It usually has amazing results.”
 



Although I wasn’t completely sure what he meant, I still nodded my assent and he quickly moved to a table, picked up some devices, and stepped near her head. He looked up at me and motioned for me to join him and when I arrived, he pulled her right breast from beneath her until he exposed her nipple and quickly attached a spring-loaded clamp with small teeth.
 



“Ayyyeeee…shit. Take it off! Enough! Take it off!” she cried out as her body shook.
 



Despite her pleas, the professor moved to her other side and did the same thing with her left breasts which brought forth renewed protests. Then, he took a small cable, attached it to the ring in her collar, and a loop on the bench. With a quick adjustment, he had her secured in a way that offered almost no movement of her head. She continued to whine and beg from the assault on her nipples as he made his way back to me, and just for a moment, I became sympathetic, but when I recalled her deceit, I committed myself to her punishment.
 



Dr. Kott motioned me to the table and then explained, “I suggest either using the paddle or crop. Perhaps the flogger, but the other things are best used in experienced hands.”
 



I lifted the paddle, that looked made for ping pong, and ceremoniously moved it through the air several times. Then, with a nod to the man, I stepped towards my wife. I moved it over her ass several times and then without warning, I took it back and struck her crisply on one cheek.
 



“Owww, don’t hurt me,” she yelled.
 



I ignored her whine and hit her again on the other cheek which brought forth a similar response. Then, I started rapidly striking alternate sides while enjoying the crisp sound I created and Rachel’s begging. I thought I had barely started when Dr. Kott’s hand landed on my shoulder and motioned for me to step away.
 



“Pain is important but so is anticipation. Make her desire it, not fear it. Take your time…be patient,” he counseled.
 



The message resonated with me and I nodded my head and affirmed, “I understand.”
 



“Good. I’m going to play with Anna,” he replied.
 



Returning to my wife, I gazed at her delicate labia, and realizing the paddle was the wrong instrument, I picked up the crop. I drew it along the inside of her thighs as she continued to whimper and then gently started to tap her pussy. As soon as I made contact, a new wave of pleas shot forth telling me I had done enough. I remained silent and continued to tease her and gently spank her ass when suddenly the professor appeared at my side, again.
 



“Her begging is annoying don’t you think?” he asked in a clear voice.
 



“It’s been enough,” Rachel cried out.
 



“A bit,” I replied, unsure where he was going.
 



He held up his hand and I could see a device with leather straps and a bright red ball. I knew enough about bondage to recognize it as a gag and couldn’t help but smile when I thought about it on Rachel. I nodded to him and without hesitation, he stepped towards her and in her restrained state, she couldn’t fend off his efforts.
 



“No…ummm…” she protested as he began to position the device.
 



Quickly, he had it in place and with a nod, Dr. Kott returned to his wife. As soon as he departed my view, I struck Rachel hard to gauge her sounds. Now, the only things emerging from her mouth were muted grunts and over the next few minutes, I alternated between teasing and striking her. Tomorrow, I knew, there would be total hell to play, but tonight, I wanted to exert my revenge.
 



“May I? I’ve so looked forward to the opportunity,” the professor asked just a few minutes later.
 



He held a thin switch, an instrument he had warned me about, and in his eyes, I sensed a burning need to experience my wife. Reluctantly, I stepped aside, indicating my acceptance and with a smile, he took a position and began to run the thin reed delicately over her ass. Clearly, he had an experienced hand and I watched as he coaxed tiny goosebumps from my wife’s skin. Then, he moved it to her mound and started to tease the sensitive spots between her leg and labia. After a minute or so, he stopped and indicated for me to be quiet. The silence built the tension and soon we could hear Rachel gurgling through the gag as her butt gently swayed.
 



“Whack!” he suddenly hit her forcefully and without warning which made her emit a high-pitched squeal.
 



Again, he let her anticipation reach a peak before he repeated the effort. Several more times he followed this routine before he stopped and pointed towards her slit where I could now see a slight glistened.
 



“Perhaps, you’d like to spend some time with Anna,” he said loud enough for my wife to hear.
 



His words made me turn towards the Polish woman and I saw that he had positioned her on a small padded matt. On her knees, her arms and legs were attached to metal poles which exposed her body like Rachels’ although she hadn’t been gagged. I had to admit that her smooth ass looked inviting but I felt reluctant to leave my wife.
 



“I’m not finished,” I replied.
 



“Don’t you think you deserve some time… with another woman? After all she has done?” he asked, and I knew his words were meant as much for my wife as me. Still, not convinced, I remained in place which made him say, “Not for long. I’ll make sure she is capable of more.”
 



The humiliation I thought Rachel would feel from the professor’s punishment rather than my desire for Anna was the deciding factor, and with a small nod, I stepped away.
 



“Which…uhhh…what whip should I use?” I asked naively.
 



“I suggest you stay with the paddle, but make sure you twist her nipples occasionally. She responds quite well to nipple pain,” he answered with a strange fire in his eyes.
 



As I stepped towards Anna, I had to admire her well-proportioned and taut body. My eyes quickly focused on her fuzzy pussy and I could see that she had become thoroughly wet. Unlike Rachel who showed only slight signs of arousal, the Polish woman’s slit oozed juices which had soaked some of her hair. Suddenly, a swishing sound followed by a crisp slap filled the room and I turned to see the professor smiling down at Rachel’s freshly struck ass. His action elicited my own and I landed a blow on Anna’s right cheek. However, unlike my wife who writhed as best she could while grunting around her gag, the Polish woman didn’t respond. I struck her again, this time more forcefully, but still was unable to force an outward reaction. The next one was even harder, and when it failed, I decided to continue to increase the intensity of each blow to find her limit. After the seventh strike, I started to wonder if I would reach my physical or emotional limit before her, and as I considered the meaning, I remembered the professor’s suggestion regarding her nipples. Without warning, I took one in my fingers and started to twist, increasing the pressure as I went, but I only managed to make her expel soft whimpers. Stopping to contemplate the situation, I saw that her slit had become even wetter and now seemed ready to drip onto the matt. Without really thinking, I took the handle of the paddle and slid it slowly between her lips which brought an instantaneous reaction.


“Mmmm…ohhhh…mmmm…” Anna moaned openly as she tried to force more contact.
 



It dawned on me that to her the spanking and nipple torture was akin to loading a gun with bullets and her clit was the trigger. Perhaps, if I offered just a little more connection, she would explode, and it made me wonder whether all women were this way or if it was a condition specific to her. With the thought, I turned to check on Rachel’s state and was shocked to see that somehow, in the few minutes I had spent with Anna, the older man had managed to remove his pants and now stood behind my wife with his heavy cock in his hand sliding it along her crack.
 



“What the hell?” I yelled at the man.
 



The professor had been in something of a trance, but my words brought him back quickly and he looked my way in surprise.
 



“Anna…” he started as if he thought my attention to the woman provided him implied permission.
 



“No way,” I said as my hand landed on his shoulder.
 



“She’s ready,” he said with a smile as he backed away several steps, and quickly added, “Such a little slut. I knew she would be.”
 



The boldness of his word enflamed me, but guessing my reaction, he nodded towards Rachel’s pussy, and looking down, I could see she had become sodden. So much so that she appeared to be on the verge of dripping. It made me move towards her head to check her state and I saw she had her eyes squeezed shut as drool hung in strings from the gag. Somehow, she sensed my presence and when we made eye contact, I could see a strange look that seemed to communicate lust and abandon. My mind raced as I contemplated the situation. Without question, the professor had made her very excited and for a moment I thought she might relish the man’s cock buried deep in her wet hole. I thought about all the alcohol we consumed and the role it might be playing, but she had seemed in control when things started.
 



“Mmmm…nnnngghhh…“she suddenly whined around the ball.
 



Turning to Dr. Kott, I saw he had stepped closer again and now, with a demonic smile, had his hand guiding the head of his cock over one side of her ass. Josh’s description had proved accurate as the man was indeed quite large. He had a fat uncut penis that looked to be at least nine inches in length and a heavy balls sac that attached to his shaft a few inches up the length. His weeping hole left a faint trail of moisture along its path.
 



My eyes returned to Rachel’s but she had closed them tightly again and suddenly, I wondered if she had become rigid in anticipation of the man’s shaft penetrating her pussy. I knew it made all the sense in the world to free her and leave but something kept me in place and when her eyes opened and she stared up at me with the same needy look, I decided to push.
 



“Do you want him in you?” I asked.
 



“You shouldn’t ask…” the professor started, but I held up my hand and stopped him.
 



“Do you?” I said again.
 



She had been bound tightly which left little ability to respond, and although she tried the message wasn’t clear. Regardless, the professor, thinking he would have his chance, moved into position and rested his cock against the top of her crack. With his shaft lifted, he displayed his dangling balls which were about the size of lemons. In total, his organs looked both impressive and dangerous and I realized that unless I ended things soon, he would attempt to enter my wife.
 



“You’ll find Anna equally entertaining,” he said as he stared at me.
 



“No… I don’t know…” I replied, feeling deep turmoil.
 



Without speaking, he guided the fat head of his cock down until he was teasing her entrance. Like her attempt at speaking, the bindings left little room to move, but we watched as she wiggled her ass in response. Although she only managed to move about half an inch, it appeared she sought to impale herself on his cock. The professor looked at me with a victorious smile and I watched silently as his fat head contacted her folds.
 



Very slowly, it disappeared, and then he stopped, looked up at me, and boasted, “I knew I would be in her. She knew it, too. It has been in her eyes.”
 



Then, he took hold of her hips and pushed several inches into her. I watched as her body spasmed from the intrusion and several high-pitched squeals emerged from around the gag.
 



“Wait… Enough…” I said.
 



“Perhaps, you can give Anna some more attention,” he said undeterred by my message as several more inches disappeared.
 



“No! That’s enough… Get out of her,” I demanded, suddenly coming to my senses.
 



I started to step around the bench to push the man away, but guessing my intent, he removed his cock before I arrived. Now completely hard, it was easy to see the wet coating on half his cock that told the story of my wife’s arousal and the depth he had reached. When we made eye contact, he gave me a strange look that seemed equal parts anger and determination.
 



“Sorry, I can’t… We need to go,” I said.
 



“You will regret missing the opportunity,” he replied, and then quickly added, “She is ready and quite willing.”
 



“No…” I answered without elaborating.
 



Then, with haste, I began to fumble with the bindings that held my wife and fortunately managed to get her freed quickly. Once standing, I went to work on removing the gag, and when it was off, I caught her staring at Kott’s fat tool. A wave of confusion swept through me as I contemplated whether I had saved my wife from unwanted sex or stopped her from getting what she wanted. Regardless, at that moment, I merely wanted to remove us from the situation, get some fresh air, and find some solid footing.
 



I helped Rachel pull on her dress, ignoring the thong and bra, and when it was in place, I offered a hasty goodbye as we left. We drove in silence which made it hard to determine her state, but by her body language, I sensed she held back a lot of emotion.
 



“Did you fuck Anna?” she suddenly asked.
 



“No, my clothes stayed on,” I answered.
 



She became quiet again, which lasted until we were almost at the condo, “You let him put it in me.”
 



“I… I know,” I admitted.
 



Without speaking, we left the car and made our way to the condo. Once there, Rachel quickly disappeared into the bathroom leaving me alone to contemplate the strange direction of the evening. I cringed in anticipation of the accusations she would throw at me later. Even though I had seen her respond to the spanking, she had been at best a reluctant participant and the binding had taken away all her control. Thus, she could easily put all the blame at my feet and I would have no defense.
 



“You let him put it in me… You let him hit me and then you let him fuck me. You just stood there and watched. After all the…stuff… All the things we’ve talked about. All the Larry things… You let him,” she fired at me shortly after emerging, proving my concerns well-founded.
 



I let her words settle for several seconds before offering a reply, “When he told me Josh had told him about Larry…I kind of lost it. It was…I shouldn’t have done it.”
 



“That doesn’t account for letting him fuck me,” she countered angrily.
 



“No… No, it doesn’t,” I responded, feeling very cowed.
 



“Why?” she pushed.
 



“I don’t know,” I answered evasively.
 



“Why?” she demanded.
 



I knew the answer would be inflammatory, but after taking a deep breath, I said, “Because you had become so wet and your face looked like you were excited.”
 



“Fuck you,” she replied loudly.
 



“Look, I’m going to bed,” I said, deciding the time wasn’t right for a rational discussion.
 



“Go sleep on the couch,” she demanded.
 



As you might imagine, I got little sleep that night as my mind swirled through the sequence of events that landed us in this spot, and although my wife wasn’t an innocent victim, I knew the bulk of the blame fell on me. I had pushed her to be provocative with the robe that resulted in her relationship with Larry and I had stood and watched as Professor Kott penetrated her with his heavy cock. It made me feel extremely guilty as if I had failed to protect her virtue, and it frightened me to consider that our marriage might never truly recover.
 



I heard movement in the bedroom a little after nine but it took another hour before the door opened. She allowed me to give her a quick hug and a peck on the cheek before I moved to the kitchen to pour her some coffee. She accepted the mug and sat on the couch while fixing me with a determined stare.
 



“I’m so mad at you,” she finally said.
 



“I know,” I responded, thinking time was my best ally.
 



“After everything…all the accusations… You let another man…do it,” she declared.
 



“Yes, I’m ashamed. I really am… Let’s just go home,” I replied.
 



“I want to drink some coffee before we pack,” she answered.
 



“Honey, I went to the office earlier while you were still sleeping and told them we had a change of plan and wanted to keep the condo. The women said it was fine. Actually, she seemed quite happy about it,” I explained.
 



That morning, my shame at what I had allowed boiled over, and wanting badly to make things right with Rachel I had visited the women while she slept. It was the one thing I could think of to do that I knew would make her happy.
 



“Really?” Rachel responded.
 



The look on her face and her body language made it clear that she was thrilled by the message, and a tiny smile came to my face as I said, “Yes, really. But I have a condition.”
 



“What’s that?” she asked as her brow furrowed.
 



“No using it this summer. I want you home with me until school starts every day. Honey, I think we need to work on some things,” I told her.
 



“What about Lizzie and summer school?” she asked.
 



“Lizzie can use it. That’s fine,” I replied.
 



“So, you don’t trust me,” she stated.
 



“Honey, I don’t trust either of us,” I responded which brought a slow nod of her head.
 



She received the message so well that it momentarily pushed thoughts of Professor Kott and his dungeon from our minds. I knew we would return to the subject but I welcomed the reprieve and soon we headed for home. The quiet on the drive allowed for visions of the evening to return to my brain and I recalled Kott’s cock oozing fluid. Although it was only precum, I knew that there existed a tiny probability of impregnation and wondered if I should discuss it with her before finally deciding to leave well enough alone.
 



It took several more days before Rachel reached an emotional place that allowed intimacy and our first effort was awkward. However, after that, things rapidly advanced and our lovemaking found firm-footing. So much had occurred in her first year of school that would have been unfathomable a mere nine months prior. I had learned much about my wife and myself and while some of it was shocking, if I were honest, I found some of it to be interesting. A concern existed that there was still a year to go and it would be impossible to watch her every moment. Larry had managed to seduce her with relative ease but I hoped she had learned her lesson and would avoid contact with the man. Could I sleep separately from her several times a week and hold my trust? Would it drive me crazy?
 



Now, with an abundance of free time, Rachel devoted herself to being wife and mother, cognizant of the fact she would only have a few more months of her daughter at home. It was a magical time, like a Rockwell painting on how family life was meant to be, so as the time approached for Lizzie’s summer school session, I began to feel a bit depressed.
 



“It’s been so wonderful. Can’t she go to the community college so we get a few more months?” I pestered my wife for the hundredth time as we lay in bed.
 



“Don’t be selfish,” she giggled while pulling my hand to her breast.
 



“More?” I asked.
 



“Yeah…” she answered.
 



We had finished making love just a few minutes ago, but Rachel wanted to start anew. Something had come back with us from the city all those weeks ago as now we were having sex much more frequently. We didn’t talk about it, electing to just enjoy the experience, but the encounters clearly played a role in our sexual psyche. I had elected to give her my complete trust and hadn’t probed about any communication she had with those in the city, although I suspected it occurred. In any event, there had been no visits to the condo or indeed and day trips for shopping.
 



“Saturday is coming fast,” I said to Rachel the following week referring to our daughter’s departure date.
 



“I know! It’s exciting,” she declared.
 



“I’m depressed,” I responded.
 



“That’s because you’re a good father,” she laughed, and then said, “I need to go up there first, though.”
 



“Why?” I asked.
 



“I left the thing in the drawer in the bathroom,” she said.
 



“The plug?” I clarified.
 



“Yes,” she answered looking a bit nervous.
 



“Honey, you know…” I started but realizing how distrustful I sounded, I said, “Okay, but up and back, right?”
 



“Yes, up and back. You can time me,” she answered with a tilted smile.
 



I held her gaze for several seconds without speaking, but when the day arrived, I did time her and was relieved to see she made the round trip quickly.
 



The morning Lizzie left my wife walked her to the car while I stayed with our son in the doorway. The accelerating summer schedule meant she would have classes every day and we likely would see her sparingly until it ended. Then, she would be home for just a brief period before she left for the fall semester at the university. While mother and daughter seemed in good spirits, I felt completely bummed and finally, Rachel, tired of my moping, took me by the hand to the bedroom where she provided some much-needed TLC.
 



Rachel spoke with Lizzie so much on the phone that it became background noise in the house. However, on the following Thursday, the inflection in my wife’s voice and her sudden change in demeanor let me know something was up.
 



“Why? What needed fixing?” she asked, and after a short pause to receive the response, she asked our daughter, “Lizzie, he’s just the maintenance man.”
 



Instantly, I knew the subject of the conversation and when Rachel saw me staring, she retreated to the back of the house. Although nervous and angry, I remained in my seat and waited until she returned almost twenty minutes later.
 



“I talked to him,” she announced before I could speak.
 



“Larry?” I asked.
 



“Yes, he heard sounds from the unit and thought it was me,” she replied, and then added, “I told him it was our daughter and to stay away from the condo.”
 



“Good. What happened?” I probed.
 



“They met and talked for a minute. Lizzie explained things,” she responded.
 



“I see,” I said.
 



The seconds ticked by in silence but I sensed my wife wanted to say something and she finally blurted out, “She thought he was cute.”
 



“Oh Lord, Rachel! Are you kidding me?” I fired back.
 



“I know…I know…” she said to try and calm me.
 



I started to challenge her for more info but she reminded me our son was in the other room, so it wasn’t until I found her in our bathroom later, preparing for bed, that we had a chance to discuss it further. I moved behind her as she stood before the mirror and looked at her reflection in the glass.
 



“Are you sure he won’t bother her?” I asked.
 



“He wasn’t bothering her,” she answered while continuing to remove her makeup.
 



“You know what I mean,” I replied.
 



“Yes, I’m sure,” she said, pausing to stare at me.
 



I stood in silence for a time and then offered, “I’m worried about her. She may not be ready to move away from home. She’s still pretty naïve.”
 



“She’s not naïve,” she countered.
 



“I mean about men and…sex,” I forced out.
 



“Okay,” Rachel said dismissively.
 



“What does that mean?” I asked.
 



“Let’s go to bed,” she replied, setting down the cloth and taking my hand.
 



I let her lead me over and soon we were together beneath the covers. She snuggled against me with her back to my chest and then pulled my arm around her waist.
 



“What do you mean?” I asked.
 



“Honey, our daughter knows about sex,” she answered.
 



“She’s had sex? You’re kidding,” I replied.
 



“No, I’m not kidding,” she said.
 



It took a moment for the message to sink in and then I asked, “Who? How many?”
 



“I’m not going to tell you. It will upset you,” she responded.
 



“How many?” I asked again thinking that was the bad info.
 



“Are you sure?” she replied.
 



“Yes…” I said although I wasn’t.
 



“Five that I know of,” she answered.
 



“What? She’s only eighteen!” I gasped.
 



“Yes, and apparently she likes sex. She has a bit of a reputation,” Rachel said.
 



“My God…” I whispered.
 



Silence followed for several seconds and then Rachel turned in my arms, pushed my shoulders back, and while staring down at me said, “And no… It’s not like mother, like daughter.”
 



“I wasn’t thinking that. I was still in shock,” I responded.
 



A sly grin appeared on my wife’s face and she said, “You need another baby in the house.”
 



With that, she slid down my body, pulled my boxers off my legs, and inhaled my dick into her warm mouth. I let her do all the work but just before I entered the final countdown, she stopped, quickly removed her t-shirt and thong, and then straddled my waist. I slid in easily and we started a slow rocking motion while I teased her nipples.
 



“What did Larry say? What happened?” I asked, unable to leave the subject.
 



“I told you,” she answered, and then seconds later added, “She was wearing your robe.”
 



“What! You can see everything in that thing,” I replied while grabbing her hips to stop her movement.
 



“Yes… And, she flirted with him,” she said while giving me a nervous look.
 



“What do you mean? How?” I pushed.
 



“She asked how to get hold of him if she needed him,” my wife explained, and after almost half a minute as I lay dumfounded, she added, “She’s not naïve.”
 



Rachel began to move again as I slowly recovered from the shock of finding out my daughter was a sexual being. Not only that, but it seemed from the information she had a lusty disposition as well. As an attractive young woman, I couldn’t fathom why she would be interested in a thirty-something man, and the fact he was Rachel’s lover made the whole thing tawdry.
 



“Make sure he stays away,” I finally said and she nodded her agreement.
 



My wife’s wonderful wet pussy slowly brought me back to the moment and when my hands returned to her nipples, she took it as a sign I had reconnected and rolled to her back pulling me on top. She wrapped her arms around my neck while I pushed deep and soon, we had established a nice rhythm.
 



“Knock your wife up, sweetie. Put a baby in me this time,” she whispered into my ear which made my entire body tingle.
 



I lifted my head and kissed her passionately and then said, “You need a baby to keep you home.”
 



It was the closest I had come in months regarding her encounters with Larry and I cringed as the words left my mouth. However, I didn’t receive a rebuke. Instead, she decided to go with it.
 



“Mmmm…yeah. Keep me home…do it,” she moaned.
 



The eroticism of our mating went from zero to sixty in about ten seconds and I could feel my balls begin to tighten. I lasted less than a minute and in a series of deep grunts, I fired my semen into her needy opening. Completely spent, I fell to her side and pulled her warm body against mine as I recovered.
 



“I need to take care of you,” I said a minute or so later when I had regained my breath.
 



“Go to sleep. You can make it up in the morning,” she whispered, and after a short pause, she said, “We’ve been trying for a long time. Maybe…maybe you should see the doctor again.”
 



In truth, I was delinquent in seeing the urologist for an update on my recovery. The first follow-up test had been disappointing and perhaps I just didn’t want to deal with the negativity as the doctor did not seem enthusiastic about the prognosis. I guessed there was a way to redo the procedure but that didn’t appeal to me. Also, my desire to be a father again didn’t match Rachel’s interest in motherhood and I took some comfort in having her think we were going to make a baby while I knew the likelihood was remote. Now, it seemed, the day of reckoning had arrived.


“Okay…” I replied cringing at the thought of having to explain the reality.
 



For the next week, I remained in turmoil thinking about the doctor. Multiple times, I picked up my phone to call for an appointment, but on each occasion, I let it go. I had almost decided to share my knowledge with Rachel, to get her up to speed with me before seeing the urologist again when something occurred that pushed the issue to the background.
 



Sitting on the sofa watching a baseball game, I saw in my peripheral vision Rachel bolting down the hallway with her phone in hand. Almost an hour elapsed before she returned to the kitchen so I rose and when to check on her.
 



“What’s up?” I asked, giving her a questioning look.
 



“Nothing,” she responded, clearly trying to ignore me.
 



“Rachel…tell me,” I demanded.
 



She stopped what she was doing, took a moment to collect herself, and then said, “Larry was at the condo. They were doing extermination work in the whole building.”
 



“Don’t they have outside services to do that?” I asked.
 



“I don’t know,” she responded, annoyed by my question.
 



“How do you know? She told you?” I probed.
 



“She mentioned she saw him and started saying again how cute he was. I called him and asked what was going on. He tried to be clever and got me mad,” she explained.
 



“How did he do that?” I asked, putting my hand on her shoulder to try and calm her.
 



“I told him he promised to stay away. He said he had a job to do and that I should talk to her about being flirty,” she said.
 



“You need to talk to her…I mean how do you do that?” I asked.
 



“I don’t know… I don’t know how to bring up the subject without revealing that Larry told me,” she answered, and before I could speak, she added, “I need to go there and spend some time with her. See if I can get her to open up.”
 



“Okay, I agree. When do you want to go?” I asked.
 



“Now? I mean my heads all in it so I rather address it,” she said.
 



“You won’t get there until around nine,” I reminded her.
 



“I know…it’s okay,” she responded.
 



Rachel quickly packed a bag and left leaving me to contemplate the discussion with our daughter. When I was her age, I would have been aghast to have a conversation with my parents on details of my sexual life, but thought maybe mother and daughters were different. A little past nine she called me to let me know she had arrived and explained she had stopped and bought several bottles of wine along the way. I wished her luck and as soon as the call ended, I poured myself a bourbon on the rocks.
 



The following morning, she called me early while our daughter was still asleep and described the conversation. She managed to surreptitiously steer the discussion to the maintenance man and Lizzie admitted she had flirted some with the man, although she viewed it as benign. Rachel warned her that older men had little time for games and she needed to be wary. She felt the message hit home and she planned to have breakfast with our daughter, when she woke up, perhaps do a little shopping, and then come home.
 



A few hours later, I called to check on her progress and the phone rolled to voicemail. Thirty minutes later it did the same thing, so I called Lizzie to see if they were together.
 



“Honey, are you with your mom?” I asked.
 



“Dad, I’m at school. I left her at the condo this morning,” she replied.
 



“Oh, okay. She said y’all might go shopping. I guess she went alone,” I responded.
 



“Okay, got to go,” she fired back and hung up.
 



When I tried my wife the third time with the same results, I became suspicious, so when she returned my calls an hour later, I had thought through a line of questioning.
 



“What are you doing? Did you go shopping with Lizzie?” I asked, forcing myself to sound upbeat.
 



“Uhhh, no… She couldn’t miss school,” she replied.
 



“I see. Where did you go? What shops?” I probed.
 



“You know…just the mall,” she answered vaguely and I sensed some tension in her voice.
 



“Did you talk to Larry?” I asked, hoping to catch her off guard.
 



“Hey, what’s with the questions?” she replied.
 



“Did you see Larry?” I pushed ignoring her comment.
 



“We talked,” she answered defensively.
 



“Rachel, did you fuck Larry?” I demanded sensing something was amiss.
 



“What? What is this?” she responded, but her shaky voice made me certain I was on the right track.
 



“Rachel,” I said sternly.
 



“No, I didn’t…” she started.
 



“Goodbye Rachel,” I said and hung up.
 



Although my questions had been aggressive, I maintained control, but her weak responses incensed me and I needed to end the call before I lost my cool. Fifteen minutes later she called back, but I was still worried about losing my temper so I didn’t answer. We didn’t speak again until two hours later when she arrived home. As soon as she stepped into the living room, I could tell she had been crying.
 



“Are we alone?” she asked.
 



“Yes,” I replied, thankful that our son had gone to visit a friend.
 



We locked eyes and within a few seconds, I could see her lip quivering. Seconds later, she broke down and began sobbing heavily.
 



“Hold me,” she begged, but I remained in my spot.
 



“Did you fuck him?” I demanded.
 



“Yes… I’m sorry. It won’t ever happen again, I promise,” she whined.
 



“Go to the bedroom, take your clothes off, and lay on the bed,” I told her.
 



With a quick nod of her head, she left and I gave her some time to get ready before I followed. She was on the bed as I instructed and even from across the room, I could see the redness of her pussy and the light bruises on the insides of her thighs. Moving closer, I spotted several hickeys on the underside of her breasts that I knew her lover left there for me to find. I looked her over and quickly concluded she had spent the day getting thoroughly fucked.
 



“Where did you meet him?” I asked.
 



“In an empty condo,” she answered in a tiny voice.
 



“Just like that? He said come with me to fuck?” I probed.
 



“No, he came to the condo to talk. He…I was bad and I don’t know…he wanted to and kept trying and I gave in,” she replied, and then added, “I told him we had to go somewhere else.”
 



“How many times?” I asked.
 



“Twice,” she admitted, and then quickly continued with, “But he pulled out.”
 



“Dr. Kott was right. You are a slut. Larry has turned you into one,” I stated calmly.
 



“That’s not true! You don’t believe that,” she cried out.
 



“Yes, Rachel. I do believe it. Your actions prove it…this time and the last time you were sneaky,” I said.
 



She jumped from the bed, wrapping her arms around my neck as the tears returned and it took her a few seconds before she choked out, “Are you leaving me?”
 



“I don’t know Rachel but I’ve given up on you. You always say you’re sorry and then do it again. I can’t trust you anymore and I don’t have the time or energy to watch you every moment so tell me what I should do. Clearly, you like to fuck the man and I don’t think you will give him up,” I told her.
 



“Please, I’ll be good…no more. I promise!” she forced out.
 



“Did he put the plug in you?” I asked.
 



“Yes,” she answered, too distraught to attempt to evade the question.
 



“So, you took it with you which meant you knew you were going to fuck him before you left,” I responded.
 



A fresh wave of tears suddenly burst forth as she realized she couldn’t argue with my simple logic.
 



Rachel Goes Back to School Ch. 04

Discovering that my wife had intentionally deceived me for the second time about her sex with the maintenance man weighed heavily on my psyche. I tried to rationalize her behavior in the context of the game we started but my focus always returned to her apparent need to sneak. I even considered whether her motivation might be related to a subconscious need to compete with our daughter. Rachel hadn’t experienced many lovers and with the recent revelation that our daughter was a bit promiscuous, I wondered if there might be a connection.

Of course, even if I determined her reasoning, I needed to decide what to do next. Rachel had erased all trust and in my current emotional state, I couldn’t perceive how she might rebuild it. The thought left me anxious, confused in many ways, and for the next several weeks, I went out of my way to avoid any interaction. This put her more on edge and predictably things finally came to a head.

“Look, we need to talk. I can’t live like this,” she said.

“Nothing to talk about. You’re a cheat,” I declared, thankful our son was out.

“What do you want me to say…to do? I said I was sorry a hundred times. Do you want me to quit the program?” she asked in a quivering voice.

I thought about her question for a moment, but deciding I didn’t have the energy to continue the exchange, I told her, “Do what you want. I’ve given up on you.”

“That’s not fair!” she fired back, and when I didn’t respond, she said, “You’re thinking about leaving me, I can tell!”

The thought had briefly crossed my mind but I had quickly dismissed it. We had too much shared history and my early encouragement of her aggressive sexual behavior made me partly culpable. However, most importantly, I still loved her dearly and couldn’t imagine life without her. No, we needed to somehow get through this, but for the moment, I wanted to extract my pound of flesh.

Rather than respond to her declaration, I just walked away. I knew it was a mean move but at that moment I had no sympathy for her and wanted her to feel pain. As I turned the knob to leave, I heard her begin to sob.

For weeks, a cold feeling permeated our home and although our son said nothing, I knew he felt it. Somehow, I managed to stay civil but avoided her attempts to talk and rejected her advances in bed. Slowly, I began to think of a path forward as, like her, I knew the situation couldn’t continue. I was certain things couldn’t get any worse, however, I soon learned differently.

I needed to go into the city for a business meeting and decided to leave early to visit our daughter. I purposefully kept the quick trip from Rachel and planned to call my daughter in advance but as soon as I pulled away my phone rang and the conversation lasted until I was just a few blocks away from the condo. Deciding to arrive unannounced, I parked, walked to the door, and entered, wondering whether she would be there or at school.

“Lizzie?” I called out.

“Dad?” I heard her respond seconds later in a nervous voice.

I made it to the bedroom door in time to see her wrapping a blanket around her naked body but what caught my attention was the other form still in the bed. Realizing I had caught my daughter involved in a sexual tryst, I stepped away feeling embarrassed. However, thoughts of the maintenance man raced through my head and I turned back and was able to glimpse the top of the man’s head. Thankfully, by the hair color, I could tell it wasn’t Larry, so once more, I made to leave.

“Sorry…” I managed to mumble.

“What are you doing here?” she asked as she closed the door behind her, and before I could reply, she added in a rough whisper, “You need to go. I’ll call you later.”

In just a few seconds, Lizzie had managed to make me feel guilty and as I walked to the parking lot, I thought about all the sex that had occurred in the condo with the females in my family. Despite the situation with Rachel, I called her as soon as I was in my car.

“I caught our daughter in bed with some guy,” I said when she answered.

“Where are you?” she asked and after I explained the trip, she said, “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Look, we can discuss that later. What about Lizzie?” I asked.

“Who was it?” she asked in a concerned voice.

“Not Larry if that’s what you’re thinking. I saw enough of him to know that,” I responded.

“I wasn’t thinking that,” she countered although I noted relief in her voice.

“What about our daughter? What are we going to do?” I asked.

“What do you expect? She’s a young woman away from home for the first time. Are you really that naïve?” she replied.

It wasn’t the answer I wanted to hear, so I stewed for a moment before replying, “You weren’t this way.”

“No…” she agreed.

The conversation continued a bit longer but it was clear Rachel didn’t think anything inappropriate had occurred and felt there was no need to confront our daughter. In fact, she seemed supportive of her opportunity to spread her wings a little. Frustrated, I ended the call but intended to discuss it more when I returned home later that evening.

Rachel had some food ready for me when I arrived and I could tell something was on her mind, but with our son close by we weren’t able to talk freely until we were in bed. Several times, I tried to initiate a discussion but each time she offered only vague responses and worked to end the exchange as quickly as possible.

“Look, I want to talk about this and I think you’re holding back on me. Have you talked to Lizzie?” I demanded.

“Of course, I talked to her. She called just minutes after you,” she replied, providing tangible information for the first time.

“And? What are we dealing with? A father isn’t supposed to see his daughter having sex!” I declared.

“You didn’t see them having sex. They had finished,” she answered smugly.

“You know what I mean,” I replied, and then asked, “Who was it?”

“Just a guy from school,” she said, but I could tell she held something back.

“Tell me…you know more,” I demanded.

My words caused her to turn until we were face to face and she said, “Hold me.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Because you haven’t held me in a very long time,” she whispered.

“You know why and we’re talking about our daughter,” I responded.

“I don’t care, I want to be held,” she said.

Her pleas made my mind race through our history together. Suddenly, images of the beautiful, smiling young woman at the altar filled my head that soon joined with the vision of her in the hospital bed exhausted as she held our newborn daughter. I remembered how I would race home to spend every free moment with her as all other things in life seemed secondary. It caused a surge of emotion to sweep through me as I looked into her hurting eyes. However, just as I thought I might reach out, the memory of her deviousness with Larry returned. For a moment, an intense battle raged in my brain, but when it ended, I reluctantly looped my arm around my wife’s shoulder. Instantly, she scooted closer until her breasts pressed into my chest. Moments later, I felt an unwanted erection start to form.

“You fucked him behind my back…multiple times. He snapped his fingers and you went running,” I said.

“I know…” she said in a tiny voice.

“Why?” I pushed.

I had asked the question many times. However, on each occasion, our emotions would quickly drown out any meaningful talk. Thus, her motivation was still unclear to me and the only thing I could fathom was she held some feelings for the man.

“It felt exciting…” she whispered.

“You need to explain that,” I replied.

She looked at me for a moment, and then buried her head into my neck and spoke, “After it all started. After you gave permission… It was just so exciting. Suddenly, I wasn’t a small-town housewife. I was in the city being naughty…and I really liked the feeling,” she responded.

“Why didn’t you tell me… Confide it me?” I asked.

“It wouldn’t have been as naughty,” she answered, and then quickly added, “It was a mistake. I’m sorry.”

“I think you’re just sorry for getting caught. I think you’d still be fucking him otherwise,” I challenged her.

“No…” she replied.

“Yes,” I stated.

“I don’t know…maybe. I don’t know…” she responded while pushing back to look into my eyes.

“I know,” I said, and after a short pause to let the words sink in, I continued, “You left here on the pretense of talking to Lizzie fully intending to fuck him. Took your plug…his plug…so he could put it in your ass. That was after getting caught before and begging for forgiveness. There’s no question you’d still be fucking him. You must truly like being bad.”

I half-expected my provocative words to result in an equally aggressive reaction or that she might merely leave. Instead, she remained quietly in my embrace as the seconds ticked by before with a deep breath, she finally spoke.

“Do you love me?” she asked.

“Yes,” I answered honestly, then added, “But I don’t trust you.”

“I’ll be good…I promise,” she replied.

As the words left her lips, I felt her hand snake between our bodies until she found my dick which was now fully erect. She started pulling on it gently which stopped the discussion and for the next few minutes, I let her have her way. Then, she started to roll to her back and tried to pull me over her. I guessed she thought if we connected intimately, we might cross a bridge towards her redemption. Our conversation had softened me, as I felt she had been honest, but I still didn’t think it was the right time.

“Rachel…” I said trying to warn her off.

“Please,” she begged.

Strangely, my body started to move, and quickly I was between her legs. She pulled her thong to one side, brought my dick to her soft entrance, and started sliding it through her warm folds. Reluctantly, I let her continue, and when she managed to work my head into her wet opening, I gave up.

“Mmmm…” she purred into my ear as we connected for the first time in weeks.

“Damn you. How could you make me not want this?” I grunted.

Her response was to pull my head down and plant her lips against mine, and when our kiss finally ended, she whispered seductively, “It’s all yours…”

I knew she was using her beautiful body and feminine wiles to lure me into a place of forgiveness, but despite this knowledge, I found myself succumbing.

“You are bad,” I told her.

“For you,” she tried.

“And Larry…” I answered, wanting her to know she wasn’t entirely winning.

“Don’t…it’s just us,” she whined as her hips started to roll into mine.

I wanted to fuck her powerfully to one or more orgasms before I erupted but it wasn’t long before I felt the tingling in my groin. It built quickly and soon I rationalized that her efforts were for me and her head too messed up to achieve a climax. Thus, when my balls started to contract, I didn’t fight it.

“Uhhh…uhhh…uhhh…” I grunted in rhythm to the jets of semen firing out.

“Go, baby…knock me up,” she moaned.

Quickly, I lost control and after a final deep push, I fell to her side panting for air. Rachel stroked the side of my head as she planted soft kisses on my cheek, neck, and shoulders. She had somehow managed to work her spell on me and as I slowly drifted away, I wondered how I would deal with her in the morning.

As it turned out, I didn’t have to wait until morning as just a few hours later, I woke from the feeling of her mouth slowly sucking my dick. Her wet caressing tongue already had it half-hard and I realized my wife was going all-in to get back in my good graces. I couldn’t deny that I enjoyed her attention but felt a little insulted that she thought she could achieve her goal through one night of sex. A minute or so later, after she had made me mostly hard, she stopped and started to straddle my waist.

“I was enjoying that,” I said.

“Okay,” she replied and returned her mouth to my shaft.

Her easy acquiescence provided another glimpse at her plan as in normal times she would have dismissed my statement. I let her continue until I was completely erect and then pulled on her arms.

“Come up here,” I instructed.

As she rose, she flashed me a little smile that reminded me of how things used to be. She quickly settled on my dick and stretched seductively with her arms behind her head.

“Mmmm…it feels so good,” she sighed.

I let her start a slow movement, and then said, “You’re trying to use sex to get my forgiveness.”

My words halted her for a moment but she soon resumed and after a few seconds she replied, “I’ve tried everything else.”

“Sex is what got you in trouble,” I reminded her.

This time she ignored my words and continued to roll her hips. Silently, we remained connected as the minutes ticked by, but when I heard her warm pussy start to emit wet sounds my excitement built rapidly. Rachel, sensing my state, became more deliberate with her movements and when I was almost there, she found my hands and brought them to her breasts.

“Oh, yeah…go baby. Let it out,” she moaned as I experienced my second climax of the evening.

When my body relaxed, she fell onto my chest. She had pulled so much energy from me that I didn’t last long before giving in to sleep.

When I woke, sunlight filtered into the room around the closed curtains, and Rachel’s body lay draped over mine. I let her sleep as I considered for the thousandth time what to do with our relationship. Despite her attempts to win me over, I still felt betrayed and I couldn’t land on a way to fix things. The realization made me feel incredibly sad as I considered how life would be if the cloud remained over our heads. As my mind churned with these thoughts, I recalled how the prior evening had started. Before I had succumbed to Rachel’s seduction, we had been discussing our daughter. By her voice, I felt certain that there was more to tell so I nudged her softly.

“Rachel, are you awake?” I asked.

She slowly stirred then looked up at me through sleepy eyes and said, “No.”

Despite her message, she moved over me until she straddled my waist with her head resting on my chest.

“Look, we didn’t finish discussing Lizzie,” I started.

“She’s just doing what every girl her age is doing these days. You’re just upset because it’s your daughter and you don’t want her to grow up. You want her eleven forever,” she replied.

“That’s not true…not entirely,” I answered defensively, and then said, “Last night…I think there was more to tell about Lizzie…about them.”

“What do you mean?” she asked as her body noticeably stiffened.

“I’m not sure. I just think you know more,” I pressed.

She didn’t respond immediately and the longer it took the more certain I became that I was on the right track.

Finally, with a deep sigh, she said, “I think it might have been Josh.”

“Why? What makes you think that?” I fired back, and before she could answer, I said, “Shit, it better not be. Are you serious?”

“I borrowed some books from him last semester that he needed back and I arranged with Lizzie for him to go by and get them. When I tried to call him, he didn’t answer and he’s not responding,” she explained.

I let her words sink in for a moment, and then replied, “That’s not much. Seems like a…tenuous connection.”

“Maybe…he just usually calls back quickly,” she answered.

“I mean why did you think of him?” I asked.

“Just wanted to make sure,” she said.

“I see,” I responded, and after a moment of thought, I said, “Probably a good idea to make sure. He’s too close to…all the stuff. You should phone him again.”

Rachel nodded against my chest and when I started to stir, she lifted to let me stand. I could tell by her expression that she hoped we could spend more time together, but I felt uncomfortable about our sex and the idea of Josh fucking Lizzie added to my angst. I had my first cup of coffee in hand when she joined me in the kitchen.

“No answer,” she said as she reached for the pot.

I gave her a chance to pour a cup and then said, “Maybe he’s just tied up. Maybe he’s in jail. Could be anything.”

“Yes, you’re…” she started, and just then her phone rang.

“Josh,” she said checking the screen, and quickly retreated to the bedroom.

I waited impatiently for her to return and although it only took ten minutes, it seemed like an hour until I heard her bare feet padding on the floor.

She nodded as she approached and confirmed, “It was him. He tried to deny it but finally gave up.”

“Rachel! Our daughter’s a baby. How old is he?” I demanded.

“You need to lower your voice. Remember, you have another child,” she countered, and then continued with, “He’s twenty-five or twenty-six and she’s not a baby. She’s a woman doing womanly things.”

“I don’t know…it doesn’t seem right. He’s too close and knows all the things. Did he tell her?” I asked, worried about the ramifications.

“No…no, he said not,” she replied.

“Good…I guess. I mean…how did they…how did it happen?” I probed.

“He went by to get the books, she flirted and he asked her out,” my wife explained.

“How long have they…you know…” I asked, for some strange reason wanting to know.

“Three weeks,” she replied.

“Every day?” I asked.

“Yes, I suppose so,” she confirmed.

“Shit, she’s going to get pregnant,” I responded, terrified at the thought.

“She’s on the pill,” Rachel replied.

I locked eyes with my wife and we stared at each other for a long time before I said, “Summer school can’t end soon enough. First, Larry and now Josh… It’s all too close and very dangerous.”

“I know…it’s only a few more weeks,” she agreed.

The experience put me in a funk and I couldn’t help but think through everything that had occurred over the past year. The condo acted almost like a magnet for sex that had sucked in both Rachel and Lizzie. My wife had declared me naïve to think a young, attractive girl away from home for the first time wouldn’t stretch her boundaries, and I had to admit her message made sense, however, the husband-and-wife escapades were far different. We had stepped way over the line and in retrospect, it seemed outrageous that a small-town couple like us would go so far.

Rachel and I now had sex every few days but it lacked depth and as far as I was aware, she hadn’t achieved an orgasm. Lizzie returned home after completing the session for a three-week break before she left for university, and at first, she gave me defiant glares as if to warn me off from any attempt at judgment but after a few days she settled in. Then, mother and daughter left to set her up at school and since she planned to join a sorority, there was drama involved. When Rachel returned, she busied herself preparing for her fall teaching at the local college, so it wasn’t until the night before she was due to leave for her graduate classes that we addressed her return to the condo.

“Should I just go up and back?” she asked.

She lay in bed, reading a book in her robe, wearing her heavy glasses, and looking surprisingly alluring. I knew her question was a show of submission meant to appease me and I wondered how she would react if I told her not to go at all.

“Up to you. I told you before I’m not involving myself in any of this anymore. You do what you want,” I replied, deciding to maintain my stance.

She returned to the book but less than a minute later, she looked up again, “It’s not the same if you aren’t supporting me.”

I thought about revisiting her past actions, but instead, I merely answered, “You know why.”

With that, the conversation ended but when I arrived home that evening, she was in the kitchen cooking having evidently decided to get up early the next morning rather than spend the night. I avoided any discussion fully expecting that the little show would end after one or two days. Thus, the call from Professor Kott the following afternoon came as a surprise.


“Rachel informed me she was thinking about quitting the program,” he announced after we completed the pleasantries.

“Did she?” I responded, caught off guard but not completely surprised.

“Yes, she told me just an hour ago. You know I have her in a class again and I was looking forward to the semester. She didn’t elaborate but I felt I knew her reason and wanted to make this call,” he explained.

“Okay,” I responded, unsure if I wanted to delve into the matter.

“She is one of our top students. It would be such a shame to lose her,” he said and when I didn’t reply, he continued, “Could we meet? I think face to face would be far better than over the phone.”

I declined several times but the man was persistent, continually delivering the message about Rachel’s academic competence, and he finally wore me down. We arranged to meet at his home the following afternoon, agreeing that it would be best to keep it just between us.

“Welcome,” the professor said in his deep, accented voice when he opened the door. I followed him to the living area where he already had two glasses of wine poured and as he handed me the drink, he offered, “Anna, unfortunately, is still at the school so she won’t be joining us.”

“I see,” I replied suddenly feeling foolish for agreeing to meet the man.

“Let me show you something,” he replied, undeterred by my vague response.

He led me down the hallway that I knew ended at his garage dungeon and I became more confused with each step about what he had in mind. As we stepped through the opening, I prepared for a shock from some display, half-expecting to find his wife strung up naked. Instead, the space was empty and without pause, he stepped to the bench we had used with Rachel.

“I’ve made some modifications since the last time you were here…” he started.

“Look, what’s this about? I thought we were meeting to discuss my wife’s situation at school?” I interrupted, annoyed by his manner.

“Of course, of course…” he answered, seemingly unperturbed by my brusqueness, and then continued, “Rachel is an outstanding part of our program. Everyone agrees and I think you would agree, too. However, her participation rests with you which means there must be a way you benefit.”

“I’m lost,” I declared, confused by his message.

“Let me explain then,” he answered and when I nodded, he said, “Of course, I surmise that her situation has something to do with her sexual behavior. I don’t know the details but when you were here last it seemed due to Rachel’s…unsanctioned actions and not the fact, she had taken a lover. She indeed needed punishment for that and I’m certain I witnessed you enjoying it. So, I think there is an opportunity to continue…expanding her training and I’m offering this space.”

“It’s more complicated. She did it again…with the man after promising not to,” I responded, and as soon as the words left my lips, I wondered what had possessed me to confide in him.

A wicked smile appeared on his face and after staring at me for several seconds, he said, “She really is a dirty little slut.”

A flash of anger hit me that I managed to hold back and I replied, “Okay, we’re done.”

“Yes, you are correct. I went too far. My apologies. I just don’t think you appreciate what it means to have such a beautiful, intelligent, and charming wife who is also…playful. Such an amazing opportunity!” he answered enthusiastically.

Suddenly, it all seemed comedic and I started to shake my head as a wry smile came to my face. Dr. Kott took it as interest and his attention returned to the bench.

“Here…look what I’ve done. The table is now adjustable. Imagine Rachel’s lovely ass lifted before you as you select the device for her punishment,” he said, practically giggling with excitement.

For a moment, my thoughts did return to the evening when we strapped her in the device. Helpless and immobile before me, I had exacted some revenge for her deceit with Larry. Then, my vision morphed to the professor’s heavy cock sliding out of her drooling pussy with the shimmering wetness providing clear evidence as to how far he had plumbed.

“I’ve lost all trust in her. I told her to do what she wanted but I wasn’t going to involve myself,” I told him, once again feeling odd for doing so.

“Come, let’s sit and talk,” he suggested as he stepped towards the door.

I followed the man and for the next hour, I let him make the case for encouraging my wife’s sexual behavior. Repeatedly, he explained that I shouldn’t view anything that had occurred as a threat to our relationship. Further, he considered her indiscretions with Larry as a positive thing as they illustrated the depths of her naughty nature. His counsel was to support and guide her while providing punishment when needed.

“It’s not normal behavior to have a…a wife like that,” I said.

“Normal? No, certainly not but normal is dull. Normal leads to sex once a month and a dowdy woman. This will lead to so much more,” he countered.

“She wants to get pregnant,” I said, offering even more personal information.

He thought for a moment and then replied, “More likely she wants to be made pregnant. There’s a difference.”

I nodded my head, deciding not to share my vasectomy and the suspect results of the attempt at reversal. He launched off again but it was essentially a return to the same proposal so after a few minutes I stopped him.

“Look, if she hadn’t lied to me…maybe I could see it your way but that mountain is too high. She betrayed my trust and I would always fear she would do it again,” I said.

“Yes, understandable and the distance makes it a compelling issue,” he conceded and I watched as he went into thought for a few seconds before adding, “I have nothing more to offer but I urge you to think about what I said.”

“I will,” I replied perfunctorily and stood to leave.

“Perhaps, you could put some cameras in the apartment to watch her. The technology is good and quite cheap,” he suggested.

“My personal caged bad girl?” I asked, sensing his direction.

“Yes! Exactly!” he responded loudly and then quickly added, “I can send you some information on the cameras. I have several in the dungeon.”

“You have cameras in there? Did you film Rachel?” I asked nervously.

“Of course! Would you like a copy?” he asked shamelessly.

“I want you to destroy the video. Today…as soon as I leave,” I stated firmly.

“I see. If you like, I will do that,” he agreed, and then asked, “Would you like a copy first?”

“Yes,” I said unable to hold back my smile.

The professor efficiently found and copied the video of Rachel onto a flash drive. Once finished, we walked together towards the front door, and just as I prepared to leave, he dropped a bombshell.

“I understand your daughter and Josh became acquainted,” he said cavalierly.

My entire body flushed and it felt like my temperature spiked twenty degrees, however, I managed to regain control, and needing to determine what he knew, I asked, “What did he tell you?”

It didn’t seem to faze the man at all that he was discussing the sex life of my daughter and with a smile, he replied, “Quite intense…and frequent. He described her as extremely sexual.”

“I see,” I answered, now just wanting to leave.

“The experience piqued his interest about Rachel. To see if it’s the bloodline,” he smiled broadly.

“Okay…I think that’s enough,” I countered which brought a quick nod.

“You might also want to know that she was quite suspicious of the handyman and her mother,” he informed me.

“Why? What did she say?” I probed, openly showing my concern.

“I’m not certain. It’s just what Josh mentioned. Anything more would need to come from him,” he explained.

I think he finally realized his awkward mention of Lizzie’s sex life had put a damper on our interaction as his demeanor suddenly became sullen. Minutes later, I was on the highway with my mind bouncing between his guidance on Rachel and the message about my daughter. With regards to Lizzie, it wasn’t her time with Josh that bothered me as, like her mother said, she hadn’t done anything different than most girls her age. Rather, my concern focused on the discovery that she held suspicions about Larry. Fortunately, she had exited the cobweb of connections and I hoped the sensory overload from the start of university would consume her thoughts.

Then, there was the message from Dr. Kott about my wife. Boiling it down, his guidance was to encourage but control Rachel’s sexual escapades. Let her be a bad girl, a slut while stepping in when necessary and in doing so I would experience a more fulfilling sex life. Now, away from the man, it seemed insane and the fact that I had patiently listened to him for over an hour only compounded the craziness.

Although late for dinner, Rachel had kept some food warm and I could tell by her behavior she was troubled. Of course, I knew from Professor Kott the subject of her distress but I played dumb and it took until we were preparing for bed for her to bring it up.

“I’m thinking about quitting school,” she spat out.

“The graduate program?” I clarified.

“Yes,” she answered.

“Why?” I asked, wanting to hear how she would explain it.

“Because we can’t go on like this. It’s best for our marriage,” she replied.

The sacrifice she was prepared to make was by no means trivial and for a moment I felt sympathy for her situation. Then, I remembered that she had created it on her own after receiving a lot of freedom.

“I see,” I answered vaguely wanting to hear the rest.

“Do you agree?” she asked.

Knowing the conversation might occur, I had given it some thought and offered my prepared answer, “If you can do it without being bitter, then maybe it’s a good idea. If not, it’s just trading one issue for another.”

Rarely, had I been able to communicate so succinctly with Rachel and the message made her pause before she gathered her thoughts and replied, “Let’s think about it then.”

Both of us slept fitfully, her from the idea of ending her graduate studies and me because of the conversation I had with the professor. Her offer, even though I knew it might be coming, had felt profound as she stood stoically before me and for some strange reason now made the professor’s message feel more compelling. We barely spoke the next morning and as soon as she left to teach her classes, I raced to the computer and shoved in the flash drive.

Dr. Kott had cut it well and there were only a few seconds of dead air before we entered the garage. Enthralled, I relived my wife’s disrobing, securing her to the bench, the spanking, the switch we made with me moving to Anna, my increasing aggressiveness with the Polish woman, and the moment Dr. Kott began to lower his pants. Since I had only caught him when they were off, I watched intently as he removed them while taking rapid looks over his shoulder towards me. The quality of the video was decent but the audio poor and the camera distance meant it lacked subtle details. Still, I had my memory and each second of recording prompted a high-fidelity flashback. When he placed his cock on Rachel’s ass, I vividly recalled seeing her contorted face and the drool that coated the rubber ball, and when he slowly fed the thick shaft into her wet hole, I realized I now had a raging erection.

“Have you thought about it?” Rachel asked that evening when we were alone, and before I could reply, she said, “The deadline is this week to get our money back.”

“I have thought about it,” I said and paused for a moment before adding, “I think if you stop, you’ll resent me. We’ll just create another problem.”

“So, you want me to continue?” she asked and I could tell she was a bit surprised.

“I’m saying there is no good solution so you might as well continue,” I answered.

She gave me a confused look for several seconds as she absorbed my words, then nodded and left for the bedroom. The following Monday, she stayed at the condo for the first time and I couldn’t help but wonder what might be occurring. I felt certain she wouldn’t connect with Larry but it still weighed on me which made me realize that my declarations of indifference were flawed. Plus, the words of the professor kept repeating in my head which made me antsy.

I didn’t speak with Rachel that evening and when she arrived home the next day, she said it had been a routine trip. However, when she returned to the city on Wednesday, I got a call from her just before nine.

“Larry knocked on the door. I wanted to tell you…I want you to know,” she announced almost immediately.

“Did you let him in?” I asked.

“No, we talked at the door…just at the door,” she answered nervously.

“What did you discuss?” I probed.

“He…he wanted to know how I was doing. I told him things were over and to leave me alone,” she explained.

“I see. Well, it’s your deal. Do what you want,” I replied wanting to maintain the indifferent illusion.

“That’s bullshit. You don’t mean that,” she fired back.

The force of her response caught me off guard and I was silent for a moment before I asked, “What were you wearing?”

“Jeans and a blouse,” she responded, and then added, “The robe is in the closet. I don’t wear it anymore.”

“Do what you want…” I started to reiterate.

“No! We’re going to talk,” she demanded.

“Okay, we’ll talk but not now. Tomorrow,” I replied.

Placated by my agreement, her voice relaxed and after discussing the kids for a few minutes, the call ended. However, after thinking some more about the upcoming talk, I decided it would be better to hold it away from the house where there would be no distractions, as it would likely set the direction of our relationship for some time.

Rachel showed purpose from the moment she entered the house and it made me suspect she had managed to get herself worked up in the car on the drive home. As soon as we finished dinner and our son disappeared, she motioned towards the bedroom and I dutifully followed.

“We need to talk…to get things sorted,” she began with a determined expression.

“Rachel, I talked with your mom and she agreed to stay here tomorrow so we can go to the city. I think it would be best if we were away from distractions,” I replied.

“Really?” she asked, truly surprised.

“Yes, we’ll leave tomorrow afternoon after you finish your teaching,” I said.

The idea put a spring in my wife’s step as she guessed that I had something romantic in mind. It was still there the following morning and later, on the drive, she was almost giddy. I didn’t try to dissuade her mood but wondered how she would react when I delivered my message. We made a brief stop at the condo and then went to dinner at her favorite bistro. Afterward, I drove to a bar as I didn’t want to run the risk of her distracting me with a sensual come on.

“Are you ready to talk?” I asked after we found a quiet table.

“You remember last time we were here?” she asked.

It took me a moment and then I recalled that it was the same place we had landed after I called Larry to the condo unannounced.

“That was a long time ago,” I said and then added, “You were the one mad then.”

“Yes, I was livid,” she agreed, and then as a smile appeared on her face, she noted, “And I forgave you.”

I thought about her words and tried to determine whether they hurt or helped the message I planned to deliver, but as the silence grew awkward, I decided to just march forward.

“Rachel, you’ve been really bad and you damaged our trust. You told me it made you excited and since it happened twice, I can only conclude it’s a powerful force within you. Something you can’t or don’t want to control,” I started.

“You make me sound possessed,” she replied as she looked at me in confusion, and then countered, “You’re not perfect in this…you gave permission and…pushed. Then let Professor Kott…put it in.”

“We’ve talked about this multiple times. You know it’s about the deceit…the sneaking,” I clarified and then added, “Oh, and since you brought up Dr. Kott, you want to know what he thinks?”

“What do you mean? Have you talked to him?” she asked in surprise.

“Yes, the afternoon you told him you might be dropping out,” I explained, leaving out the trip to the city.

“What? What did he say?” she asked.

“He said you were a dirty little slut,” I replied in a low voice.

“No…he wouldn’t say that,” she said in shock.

“That’s exactly what he said but he meant it as a compliment…a positive. He said it was very rare to have such a beautiful, charming, and sophisticated woman that’s so naughty. His suggestion to me was to nurture your…sluttiness,” I said purposefully pushing for a reaction.

“I don’t like that word,” she said after several seconds, and then said, “Where are you going with all this?”

Deciding the time had come, I looked her squared in the eye and answered, “Rachel, you’re going to be my slut. Since I can’t seem to hold you back, I’m going to take Dr. Kott’s advice and let you be what you want…what’s inside you.”

“You’re not funny,” she responded.

“I’m not trying to be. I’m completely serious,” I said, trying to hold a stern expression.

“I’m not going to…” she began before I interrupted.

“Then no condo. If you want the condo that’s the deal,” I said.

Fire appeared in her eyes and she stared intently at me for what seemed an eternity before she answered, “That’s not fair.”

“Not up for debate,” I replied.

Again, her eyes bore into mine and I could tell the wheels were turning in her head before she asked, “And if the condo goes? What about at home?”

“At home, you are wife and mother only,” I replied.

“You’ll be nice and make love to me? Forgive me?” she probed.

“Yes,” I confirmed.

More silence ensued before she asked, “What does it mean exactly? I don’t understand.”

“It means that you will exist to please me sexually. You’ll put all your efforts into looking, dressing, and acting in a manner I find pleasing. No excessive sun, no gardening, and only light housework. We’ll get Sophie to come more often to clean. You’ll go to the salon weekly for your hair and nails, get massages often, and find a personal trainer,” I said and then paused for her reaction.

A smile appeared on her face and she replied, “That’s all? Sign me up!”

“There’s more…” I said, and as her expression changed, I explained, “You’ll get new clothes that are in keeping with your changed status. No clothes in the condo…ever! You’ll never wear a bra or panties without my permission. When you displease me, I intend to punish you appropriately.”

Her eyebrows furrowed as she looked at me and she whined, “Why are you being so mean?”

A sad look appeared on her face that I immediately recognized as her standard approach to make me feel guilty. The scheme had served her well in the past, as usually, she managed to put me on the defensive. Fortunately, I had prepared myself, anticipating the move.

“Because you fucked Larry behind my back,” I responded, purposefully being inflammatory.

My voice was loud enough for others to hear and Rachel quickly glanced around to see if anyone had noticed.

“What else?” she asked with a defeated sigh.

“I plan on marking you,” I informed her.

I had toyed with the idea of a tattoo as a symbol of her status but the permanence made it unappealing. However, I wanted something so I finally landed on a piercing and after debating where to put it for several days, I finally decided I would just get two — one in her nipple and the other in her clit. It meant there would be some sexual downtime while she healed but I convinced myself the wait might build tension.

“What?” she asked, openly worried.

“Piercings. Your nipple and your clit,” I explained.

“No…that will hurt. No…it might damage me,” she protested.

“That’s the deal. You can choose not to and drive back and forth for school,” I replied with a tone of finality.


“Okay, that’s fine. I’ll do that,” she stated, and after a short pause she added, “I’m not going to play your nutty game.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

Her reaction wasn’t entirely unexpected as agreeing to my plan required her to give up a lot of freedom. Still, some aspects were favorable, and knowing how much she loved her place in the city, I thought there was a reasonable chance she would agree. We sipped our drinks in silence for several minutes before she spoke again.

“This isn’t the right way to move forward. You just want revenge,” she said.

“No, Rachel. I just want you to admit…and be…what you really are,” I answered.

“I’m not that,” she protested.

“Then let’s drop the condo,” I replied.

We entered another strained silence that lingered. I ordered another round and it wasn’t until the waitress had delivered the drinks that she reengaged.

“Just us, right?” she asked in a low voice.

I leaned forward and I saw some hope appear on her face that quickly disappeared when I said, “No. You are mine to do with as I want. If I tell you to grab the busboy and give him a blowjob in the bathroom you, do it. No arguing…no whining.”

“You’ve lost your mind. Completely!” she exclaimed.

“Your decision,” I replied.

“Yes, let’s go. I’ve had enough,” she responded.

Together, we walked to the car and made the short drive back to the condo. I didn’t push, knowing that a move forward required her freely given acceptance. While I stepped towards the kitchen to get some wine, she headed towards the bedroom, closing the door behind her. After a few minutes, I could tell she was on the phone with someone and soon I realized it was our daughter. The call lasted over thirty minutes and when it ended, Rachel emerged completely naked.

“Is this what you want?” she asked.

“Is it what you want?” I challenged, ignoring her sarcastic tone.

“No, but I don’t have a choice,” she said.

“Of course, you do,” I replied.

“I like this place,” she responded.

“So, you’re willing to be my slut and live by the rules just to keep the condo? I think you’re using it as an excuse,” I countered.

“No, I’m not, and quit calling me that,” she answered as she accepted the glass in my hand.

“Rachel, it’s all up to you. It’s all in your hands,” I said.

We sat together on the sofa and for the next few minutes sipped our wine in silence. I could tell her mind was in turmoil and several times I saw her glance towards her naked breast as if she was contemplating the piercing.

“Why do you want to give me away?” she suddenly asked.

“Maybe I do and maybe I don’t. Maybe I will and maybe I won’t. It’s my decision,” I answered.

With my words, I watched as her body flushed deeply and her small nipples stiffened noticeably. Despite her protests, it appeared the concept held some appeal for her.

“I guess…I guess I don’t have a choice,” she sighed.

“Yes, you do,” I replied.

Several seconds of silence ensued, and then she said, “I guess…okay, I guess.”

“No, Rachel. I want you to look me in the eyes and tell me you want to be my slut,” I responded, wanting to establish a clear line of demarcation.

At first, her furrowed eyebrows seemed to indicate annoyance but she took my glass and along with hers set them on the coffee table. Then, without speaking, she lifted her body, straddled my waist, looped her arm around my head, and pulled it into her breasts.

“I want to be your slut,” she said in a rough whisper as she pushed my head back and looked down into my eyes.

We went straight to bed and fucked like animals until we succumbed to exhaustion but in the middle of the night, she woke me for more. In the morning, I opened my eyes to find us snuggled close together and a smile came to my face as I realized it was the first time since uncovering her deceit that we had connected so intimately. Also, she achieved an orgasm during our second connection which was her first since we had resumed making love, which seemed to signal a new start. Later, Rachel impressed me when she entered the kitchen for coffee completely naked as I had expected the new rules would require some break-in time.

“Take me shopping for my new things,” she said with an impish smile a few minutes later as her hand reached towards my crotch.

Her new role certainly had some advantages and she seemed ready to exploit them. However, I made sure to remind her that the purchases needed to be sexy and would not include any lingerie.

“Oh, and we need to be done before two,” I said.

“Why?” she asked.

“You have an appointment to get your piercings,” I explained.

“I’m scared…” she answered with a distressed expression.

“You’ll be fine,” I replied being intentionally dismissive.

I had researched piercing establishments and learned that the highest-rated one in the city was only a short drive from the condo. Although I wasn’t certain about her decision, I had made the appointment intending to cancel if she declined.

A short time later we headed out with her wearing a simple dress, sandals, and nothing else. The material was heavy enough to hide her small nipples but there was a distinct jiggle when she moved. I let her direct me towards the upscale stores and followed her with a broad smile as she browsed the aisles, a bit surprised that she managed to ignore her unfettered breasts. With each selection, I made her describe how it would make her look sexier and soon she focused on items that brought attention to her chest or legs. We broke for lunch and then started again but as two o’clock approached I reminded her of the appointment.

“They’ll see me naked,” she said to me in a low voice as we walked towards the car.

“Yes,” I answered.

“Who does it? A man or a woman?” she asked.

“A man,” I replied.

“Shit…” she responded.

As soon as we were in the car, she started to fidget and changed the radio station multiple times. Her anxiousness made me concerned she might back out but we made it to the studio and entered the one-story structure. Inside, several customers were browsing through tattoo designs and I stayed quietly behind them until a man stepped from the back and got my attention.

“We have an appointment at two,” I told him.

“Here for the piercings?” he asked.

When I nodded, he motioned us towards a curtain-covered doorway to the side and we entered a space where a young man was receiving a tattoo on his shoulder. The artist remained focused on his effort as we passed and we stepped through another curtain where an older man sat reading a comic book. He looked to be in his forties and had graying hair pulled into a ponytail, a nose ring, multiple piercings around his eyes, and a half-inch-sized insert in his earlobe. Wearing ratty jeans and a tight black t-shirt with the shop logo, he had tattoos on both arms and one on his neck that disappeared beneath the collar. Suddenly, the idea of this man touching my wife seemed insane and for a moment, I thought about making a hasty retreat.

“Y’all my two?” he asked in a voice feeling the effects of long-term smoking.

“Yeah,” I answered.

“Nipple and clit, right?” he asked and when I nodded, he said, “I’m Fred. Going to be $185 all in with the temp jewelry.”

I nervously pulled out my billfold and handed him my credit card which he accepted and then disappeared towards the front.

“I’m scared,” my wife declared.

“Relax, it won’t take long,” I answered even though I only had limited knowledge of the procedure.

We were still standing in the same place when he returned with a portable card reader. I fumbled through the approvals and then once more, he disappeared.

“First piercing?” he asked Rachel when he stepped back through the curtain.

“Yes,” she acknowledged.

He nodded, motioned towards a padded table, and said, “Look you can strip or we can just uncover the areas we need when we get to them. Up to you.”

Rachel, having evidently decided on the second option stepped towards the table but I blurted out, “Better to just to take the dress off.”

My words stopped her cold and she turned towards me with a surprised look. However, she knew it was a command rather than a suggestion and to her credit, she only paused for a moment before she reached back for the clasp. While she did that, I lowered the zipper and helped her pull the dress off her body. For just a moment, Fred’s eyes roamed her body but no doubt having seen it all, he quickly returned to his preparation. I held Rachel’s hand as she lowered onto her back and scooted to the center of the table.

“We’ll do the clit first. Pull your feet up until your knees are raised and spread them a little,” the piercer directed.

Rachel shot me a terrified look but slowly did as instructed and when her pussy came fully into view, it was clear that she was wet. Undisturbed, Fred took a tissue and dabbed at her opening until he had her clean which made her cover her face with her hands.

“Oh my god,” Rachel whimpered.

“It’s normal,” the man responded.

For the next few minutes, I watched as Fred’s latex-covered fingers inspected her sensitive folds and made marks with a felt pen. Next, he used forceps to extend the area and after disinfecting her entire mound, he gave a warning that he was ready to start, and then pushed a needle through her soft skin.

“Uggghhh…oh… Damn,” she whined.

The pain seemed to fade quickly and Fred wasted no time in pushing the loop through her flesh. He made a final inspection of the area, probing her a little with his fingertips, and then turned away.

“All done,” he announced.

“That wasn’t so bad,” I offered.

“Are you kidding?” my wife fired back with an annoyed look, and then said, “Give me the dress.”

“You don’t need it,” I answered thinking she planned to cover her lower body.

“Left, or right?” the man asked as he turned back towards Rachel.

“Left,” I answered.

Immediately, he began to prod and inspect with his fingertips and like before took a pen and made some marks.

“You have little nipples so I’m going to use a small gauge,” he announced.

Rachel nodded, although I could tell she wasn’t entirely certain what he meant and he proceeded to cleanse the area with disinfectant before fixing the forceps. Like before, he gave her a heads up he was ready and then pushed the needle through.

“Shit! Oh, shit!” she cried out clearly feeling more pain than the previous procedure.

“That’s why we did this last,” he chuckled.

With that, he pushed a bar through and capped it off. Then, for the next few minutes, he went through the healing upkeep process before handing us a paper with written instructions.

As I helped my wife rise, he added, “The procedure went smooth so I don’t think you’ll have problems. The most important thing is to start off well. Daily cleaning and you should avoid vaginal sex for a few weeks. Be careful not to get them snagged on anything and you should be in good shape in a month or so, but know that the nipple can take a few months to fully heal.”

Her dress went on quickly and as soon as we were in the car, she begged, “Please, I need a drink.”

“It’s not even three,” I teased.

“I don’t care! And stop for aspirin, too,” she replied.

It only took a few minutes to make the stop and find a bar which at that hour was empty except for two men sitting on stools talking to the bartender. A young woman took our orders and as soon as she returned Rachel popped three pills and took a big pull from her glass.

“Happy?” she asked trying hard to appear put out.

“Very much so. I loved how wet you were,” I replied, ignoring her act.

“My god! That was so embarrassing. He cleaned me,” she whined.

“Yes, it was amazing,” I responded.

My message made her gasp but we soon moved onto other subjects. Fred had counseled to expect some throbbing for a day, so I thought the alcohol along with the painkiller might ease her discomfort and kept the drinks coming. We had just finished our third and I could tell Rachel was feeling the alcohol when an impish look appeared on her face.

“No sex for two whole weeks,” she whispered.

“Well, not for you,” I replied.

“That’s not fair!” she declared when the meaning registered.

“Of course, it is, baby. You’re here for my pleasure. Remember?” I pushed.

Her playful look quickly returned and she asked, “So, you mean if you told me to go with you to the men’s room and give you a blowjob, I would have to do it?”

“Yes, exactly,” I responded, and pulled her head to me. Then, after giving her a soft kiss, I whispered, “You really are a naughty slut.”

“Like you want me,” she moaned and kissed me again.

“Come on,” I said as soon as it ended.

Giggling, she held onto my hand as we walked towards the back where I guessed the toilets were located. Anyone watching would merely assume I was going to the men’s while she visited the ladies’ but when we located the door, I quickly pulled her inside. The room had four urinals and two stalls and I guided her into the first and latched the door behind us. Without prodding, she sat on the toilet seat and her hands began fumbling with my belt.

“You’re already hard,” she declared as soon as I was free.

The anticipation of what we planned made me fully erect in the short walk from our seats. With no further words, Rachel’s soft mouth inhaled my dick and started to work me over, enthusiastically. I placed my hands on the top of the partition for balance and let my head loll back as I enjoyed her attention. Soon, she generated enough saliva that a wet slurping sound started in rhythm with the bobbing of her head and when she began to tickle beneath my balls with her fingernails, she put me in erotic heaven.

Suddenly, my brief reverie was interrupted as the squeaking of the door announced someone had entered the restroom. Although my body stiffened, Rachel’s never faltered which made me wonder if she was aware of the presence or just didn’t care. The man whistled softly to himself as he stepped up to the urinal closest to us and the sound of his stream started. However, in an instant, he became quiet which I guessed meant he had become aware of our presence. My wife’s sandaled feet and the sight of my hand on the frame provided easy clues and Rachel didn’t try to mask her sounds. The unseen man continued silently and when he finished pissing, he stepped to the sink. The water ran for a while, too long really, but finally, it stopped.

“Lucky bastard,” he declared as he exited the room.

For a moment, I thought that I had become too distracted and should stop my wife. However, as if sensing my state, she moved one hand to the lower part of my shaft and stroked me firmly while her mouth focused on the head and her other hand teased my balls. With this combination, it didn’t take long before she had me back.

“Ugghhhh…Rachel… Baby, I’m getting close,” I groaned.

“Let it out,” she whispered.

She worked me feverishly and soon she had me grunting loudly, “Oh, baby… Ugghhh…ugghhh…”

My beautiful wife maintained her connection as the juices exited my shaft and landed in her mouth, and evidently wanting to taste every drop, she milked me dry. The feeling of her swallowing the load was magical, but finally, I had to push her warm mouth off my sensitive head.

“Did I do good?” she panted while looking up at me.

“Yes, baby… You were wonderful,” I replied.

A huge smile filled her face like she had received the perfect complement and she helped me slide my pants into place.

As soon as we returned to our table, I knew the entire place had learned of our shenanigans. The two men seated at the bar were in a whispered discussion with the bartender and on several occasions glanced our way. I guessed that one of them had been our visitor but had no way of knowing which. Even our waitress had a smirk on her face as we closed our tab.

“Shit!” my wife exclaimed as we stepped outside, and for a moment she gave me a distressed look but it slowly morphed into a mischievous smile, and she said, “They all knew!”

“Yes, they did,” I acknowledged, and then told her, “You should be proud to have pleased me.”

She gave me an odd look for a few seconds before responding, “Be nice.”

Rachel undressed as soon as we arrived at the condo, exhibiting her new piercings as she moved about. I could tell she was horny and no doubt frustrated about the ban on sex, but rather than console her, I decided to tease. I joined her in the kitchen and moved behind her as she worked.

“We need to get you some nice jewelry for when you heal,” I said in a soft voice as my hand stroked her ass.

Instantly, she recognized my intent, swatted my hand away, and said, “Don’t. It’s not fair.”

The two weeks passed slowly but we managed to accomplish a lot during the timeframe. Rachel easily settled into the routine of school while embracing her new identity. Typically, she phoned me the moment she stepped in the door of the condo to announce her arrival and disrobing. Plus, I received numerous photos each day showing what she selected to wear and got a kick out of seeing how her attire had quickly become a little tighter, a little shorter, and more revealing. None of it was over the top as I wasn’t seeking to titillate others. Rather, I wanted her attire to be a constant reminder of her sexuality and hopefully, create ongoing nervous energy. The sanctuary she had at home in our small town helped immeasurably as she got to experience her new role in small doses.

She searched for a personal trainer following the specification I had provided and identified a young Hispanic man that worked out of a small gym less than a mile from the condo. They established a twice-weekly schedule that synched with her school demands. Rachel explained the arrangement during a late evening call and I could tell she was excited.

“I should have started this last year,” she stated after we finished discussing family.

“Tell me about the trainer,” I said.

“I don’t know… I guess mid-20s, tall and Latin,” she responded.

“Buff?” I asked.

“Very,” she replied, unable to keep in a giggle.

I gave her a moment to calm and then said, “Remember, no bra or panties.”

“Whoa…wait. I can’t do that,” she answered, and before I could speak, she added, “I’ll be flopping everywhere…uh-uh.”

I had to agree she had a point, and despite my desire to push, I partially acquiesced, “You can wear one of those sports bras but no panties.”

“It’ll show…a cameltoe,” she whined in defense.

“Wear loose shorts,” I countered.

For a moment, she didn’t reply, and then with a heavy sigh, she said, “Shit!”

Fortunately, her healing progressed nicely and by the end of her ban, I was just as anxious as her. We managed to hold off until we could retire to the bedroom without alerting our son but as soon as we closed the door we tore at each other’s close. With no preliminaries, I entered her dripping pussy and took her purposefully before exploding, lasting little more than a minute. Although I had left Rachel unfulfilled, with my blood still boiling, I soon recovered and now in better control, I started again and established a solid rhythm that took her to a complete orgasm.

After resting for a minute, I told her, “Suck me, baby.”

Before her cheating, I would never have been so bold but I wanted to reinforce her role, and she only hesitated for a second before she scooted down, inhaled my dick, and began working it with gusto.

When she had me rock hard, she looked up and said, “I need you in me.”

I put my hand on her shoulder to keep her from moving and replied, “No, Rachel. You’re here for my pleasure, remember?”

“Honey?” she whined as she gave me a desperate look.

“No,” I said firmly.

Her mouth returned to my shaft as a frustrated squeal escaped and I had to fight hard not to laugh.


Later, I woke to find her trying to climb on top of me and I had to wrestle her off. Although it seemed counterintuitive to deny her, I knew that my demands would prove meaningless unless I maintained a certain discipline.

Although she occasionally whined about her treatment, Rachel dutifully fulfilled her obligations. Unless she left directly from her teaching duties, she always changed into sexier attire before driving to the city. Her time with the trainer paid quick dividends and within just a few weeks she had lost several pounds and even managed to further tighten her ass and thighs. Her frequent massages and trips to the nail salon kept her in good spirits, and several times, I even caught her admiring her piercings in the mirror so, all in all, I was quite pleased.

Larry continued to try and bed her but she always called to tell me about the approach and I felt she was being truthful. Surprisingly, I heard little about Professor Kott or Josh even though they had overlapping schedules.

“Baby, come up tonight and stay with me,” she whined.

She had just started her drive into the city and evidently felt horny. I chuckled softly at her neediness but at the same time, a sudden surge of arousal swept through me as I considered the play we could enjoy.

“You have been a good little slut,” I replied.

“I have! I deserve some attention,” she answered which made me laugh again as I recalled that we had made love just two days ago.

“If your mom can check in on…” I started before she cut me off.

“I’ll call her,” she said and quickly hung up.

Just a few minutes later, she called back to say she had arranged things and that put me in motion to finish up some tasks I needed to accomplish before leaving. Fortunately, things went smoothly and three hours later I started on my way. I thought about the wild sex we might enjoy but I had no idea just how crazy things would get.

Rachel stood in the middle of the room dressed in her workout attire holding a glass of wine as I stepped into the condo and I got the sense she had just returned. She had a “come hither” look that expressed her arousal, and I went straight to her and pulled her into my arms. I kissed her hard and several times re-started the kiss before finally allowing it to end.

“Larry was here earlier,” she announced.

“Here? Inside?” I asked.

“No, at the door,” she explained.

“Why didn’t you tell me before?” I pushed.

“You didn’t give me a chance!” she declared as she broke into a giggle.

I joined her laughter, realizing I had practically attacked her, before asking, “What happened?”

“He said he just wanted to check on me,” she responded which made me roll my eyes.

“You were naked…at the door?” I probed.

“Yes, just like you told me to be and no he didn’t see me. I peeked out from behind the door,” she explained, guessing my direction.

“Then you went to your stud Latin guy?” I asked.

“Yeah…Elisandro,” she smiled.

I stepped back to inspect her gear for the first time and saw that the sports bra offered no meaningful view of her breasts but did leave her tummy exposed. The shorts she wore looked very light, made from a thin material, and seemed meant for jogging. I pulled her to me again and as our lips met, I let my fingers explore up her leg and soon contacted her very wet pussy.

“Me or Elisandro?” I teased when the kiss ended.

“Mmmmm…I wonder,” she purred shamelessly.

“Such a little tramp,” I whispered.

“And you get me,” she giggled.

“No baby…it’s not like that. I command you,” I clarified.

“Really? I haven’t heard any,” she replied in a husky voice.

I pushed her away so I could look at her face and when I saw the fire, I told her, “On your knees.”

Instantly, she dropped onto the floor and positioned herself on her hands and knees. I walked around her several times, letting her anticipation build, and then I moved behind her, pushed my pants down, pulled the crotch of her shorts aside, and shoved my hard dick into her dripping hole.

“Ughhh…ohhhh…” she cried out.

I gave her a dozen hard strokes and then stopped and pushed her top up exposing her breasts and started to maul them with my hands.

“Easy on the piercing. It’s still a little sore,” she whimpered.

“Maybe, I’ll twist it.” I threatened although I lightened my touch.

Soon, she began to emit exciting gasps, and unable to remain still, she started pushing against my cock. I wrapped one hand in her hair, gripped her his with the other, and then turned her head so I could see her face.

“You’re a good fuck,” I said crudely when we made eye contact.

“For you,” she whimpered.

A thought struck me and I asked, “Has your trainer tried to fuck you?”

“No,” she answered, but seconds later she added, “He saw my pussy.”

“How baby?” I asked as I felt my dick get harder.

Between grunts, she explained that he had been holding her feet together during an exercise that allowed him to look up the leg hole. She knew the moment he spotted it when a big smile appeared on his face.

“Did I do good?” she whimpered.

“Yes, baby,” I told her.

Her admission excited me further and I knew I wouldn’t last much longer. Fortunately, it must have done the same to Rachel because her groans became more pronounced and her movements more deliberate. I started first but was still thrusting into her when her orgasm arrived.

“Oh, baby…oh, baby…oh, baby…oh do it…do it to me…” she cried out.

We collapsed in a heap and stayed that way for several minutes while we recovered. However, the floor lacked comfort and when I stood and looked down at my beautiful, freshly fucked wife, I knew I didn’t want to retire to the bed.

“Get up sweetie. Let’s go do something,” I said.

“Mmmm…uhhhh…I can’t move,” she whined.

I took her hand, pulled her to her feet, gave her a quick kiss, a slap on the ass, and instructed, “Go change.”

“Can I shower?” she asked.

The fact she asked impressed me but I wanted her edgy, sweaty from the workout, and dripping from the sex, so I replied, “No.”

“Shit,” she gasped and then asked, “Where are we going?”

“I don’t know,” I told her truthfully.

Deciding not to change, I stood in the kitchen drinking a beer when my wife appeared twenty minutes later wearing a stylish skirt that extended mid-thigh and a pullover top. Her nipples didn’t scream through the fabric but if one looked closely, they could tell she was braless. She had put on some perfume that masked the smells, which I found disappointing, but all in all, I had no complaint.

“Dinner?” she asked.

“I’m too antsy,” I responded.

We pulled from the parking lot with no destination but after driving several blocks a thought struck me and I made for the studio where she had received her piercings. We had been idly chatting as we drove but when I pulled into the parking lot just after sundown, she gave me a questioning look.

“What are we doing?” she asked nervously.

“I want to look at their jewelry selection. Maybe get you some different…things,” I replied.

The tension left her body as I guessed she feared a new piercing, and she nodded her head. Together, we entered the building and after explaining to the clerk what we were after, he directed us to a display case. We had only been looking for a minute when Fred stepped through the curtain.

“Weren’t you in here a few weeks ago?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I answered but with others milling about, I didn’t offer details.

“Better not to make changes yet. Give it some more time,” he said.

“Oh, okay,” I replied and as I spoke, he made a sign for me to step towards the door.

With Rachel next to me, we closed the gap and when were close, he said in a softer voice, “I got some time if you want me to check the healing.”

“Really? Makes sense,” I answered without looking at my wife.

She let out a tiny squeak but when the man turned through the curtain and I stepped aside, she fell in behind him without protest. We followed him to the room we had used before and I immediately started to pull on the skirt zipper.

Perhaps it was the bias I had through my knowledge of our recent activities but when she moved to the table, I thought her pussy looked freshly fucked. Plus, real or imagined, the aroma of sex wafted to my nostrils. Fred pulled on a latex glove and started an examination and like before, he had to reach for a Kleenex to dab on her wet opening. I tried to make eye contact with my wife but her eyes remained fixed on the ceiling.

“Looks good here,” the man informed us, and when he lifted his head, he asked Rachel, “Can you lift that top over your breasts?”

I thought about telling her to take it off, but since it was long-sleeved, I knew it would be an effort, so I helped her shimmy it up until she could pull it over her mounds. Fred quickly started his inspection and after prodding her gently a few times, he pushed back in his rolling chair and looked up.

“Well?” I asked.

“Still sore?” he asked my wife, ignoring me.

“A little…not much,” she answered nervously.

He nodded his head and then said, “Everything looks fine but I’d still wait to make any changes. Better to wait than risk roughing things up.”

With that, Rachel lowered her top, and I helped her sit up on the table then handed her the skirt. Her back was to Fred as she fumbled with it and when I made eye contact with him, he gave me a wink. Although uncertain about what exactly caused the reaction, I couldn’t help but smile back at him. A few minutes later, we were in our car leaving the parking lot.

“Baby, were you wet again?” I teased.

“I’m wet all the time!” she declared as if she had been anticipating the question, and then added, “That damn thing keeps me wet.”

“Is it that or do you just like getting naked,” I laughed.

At first, I could tell my message annoyed her, but soon an impish look appeared on her face, and she said, “Isn’t that what you want?”

“Yes, it is,” I answered, trying hard to look serious.

Still, with no plan, we started driving and before long arrived at a highway that marked the transition between the better neighborhoods and the rougher section of town. I looked for a place to turn and in doing so spotted a two-story motel across the way that was older and run down. The rooms opened onto an outside walkway with parking spaces in front of the first-floor doors. By the number of cars, it looked half full and I could see several people mulling about. Suddenly, a thought struck me and I maneuvered across the highway to the motel’s small office.

“Got an idea,” I said when Rachel gave me a questioning look.

Jumping from the car I stepped towards the office door but quickly realized that getting a room meant conducting an exchange at a small window. Undeterred, I asked for a second-story room located at the top of the stairs, and after paying the money, I was handed a card key.

“What are we doing?” my wife asked when I returned.

“Just having fun,” I answered and then drove across the lot and parked.

Rachel exited the car with me and as we approached the stairs, we had to detour around an older man smoking a cigarette. Unkempt and skinny, I watched as he eyed my wife no doubt wondering what we were doing. When we arrived at the second floor, two more similar men were ten yards past our room smoking and talking animatedly. When they spotted us, they turned and watched as we fumbled with the door.

“Nice place,” my wife said when we stepped inside.

Besides a king-sized bed with a ratty covering, the room had a small round table with two chairs, a worn loveseat, and a TV on a credenza. Also, there was a window-mounted A/C unit that was currently off and a small bathroom that contained a toilet and a shower. Rachel excused herself to use the bathroom and when she closed the door, I turned off the lights and opened the curtains on the large window that opened onto the walkway.

Long ago, I had learned that if a room was completely dark and there were lights outside the window reflection kept anyone from being able to see inside. That knowledge had always intrigued me although I never had a reason to use it until this moment.

“Turn off the light and take your clothes off,” I told Rachel when she emerged from the bathroom.

“Why? What are you thinking?” she asked suspiciously.

“Don’t argue with me,” I said.

I intended my look to be a reminder of the agreement and after just a few seconds she reached in and switched off the bathroom light. Then, with just the outside light filtering into the dingy room, she started on her clothes.

“What are we doing?” she asked as she pulled the top off.

“I’m going to fuck you,” I said provocatively.

“With the window open?” she asked nervously.

“Yes,” I answered.

When she had undressed, I made her come to me and I held her in a tight embrace and gave her a soulful kiss. Then, I just sat on the bed as she stood before me, enjoying the discomfort she felt thinking she was on display. I had just decided to move her to the table when I spotted the seedy man, we had stepped past, climbing the stairs. As he turned onto the walkway, he said something to the others and they moved towards him until all three were visible through the window. We could hear their voices but not make out what they said and Rachel’s eyes began to dart between me and them.

“This is crazy,” she whispered.

Rather than respond, I positioned the table and the chairs, and then told her, “Lay here.”

Unfortunately, the small table wasn’t large enough for her body and if her butt rested on it, her head had no support. So, I took one of the chairs and placed it as a headrest, and then had her try again. Although not perfect, it served the purpose and my hands went for my clothes as I watched Rachel look over her head towards the men.

With no preliminaries, I stepped towards her, pushed her legs back, and slid my dick into her already wet hole. At first, I went slow but when I felt certain we could maintain our position on the small table, I began to go faster. Then, just to see the effect, I slammed into her hard half a dozen times. A startled cry escaped her mouth but she recovered quickly and managed to limit her sounds to just tiny squeals. I waited a bit and repeated the process with the same outcome and then started to take her in a deep, steady rhythm that made her breasts dance in circles.

“Sluts like to be watched,” I said to her when I saw her glance towards the window.

“No,” she gasped, but then seconds later, she asked, “Do you want them to?”

“Yeah, maybe fuck you,” I responded through my grunts.

Rachel’s expression instantly turned from worry to shock and for a moment, I felt guilty. She had no way of knowing she was quite safe from their eyes, and I figured the walls and their talking would easily mask our sounds. Most likely they would remain oblivious that a sexual act was taking place just a few feet away.

My relentless thrusts into my wife slowly wore down her defenses and she started to let excited moans slip out. Still, they weren’t loud enough to attract attention but when the initial two men walked away and the talking stopped, the sounds of our mating suddenly seemed more pronounced. The remaining man showed no signs of leaving as he happily sucked on a cigarette, and his presence kept my wife’s tension high.

Rachel feeling the sudden quiet looked at me and asked, “Can he hear?”

Excited by the sex and the strange dynamic, I replied to her, “Tell him how good it feels.”

“What?” she gasped.

“Tell him,” I demanded and pinched a nipple.

“It feels good,” she said reluctantly.

She used her standard voice which I knew wouldn’t make it through the wall, so I pushed, “Louder, baby.”

“It feels good,” she said in a fuller voice, and this time I saw the man’s head turn.

“Say, fuck me,” I told her.

“Honey…” she protested.

The brief interaction put me into a frenzied state and my dick now pistoned into my wife rapidly. That on its own caused her to emit rhythmic grunts which fueled my condition and despite knowing I was playing with fire, I couldn’t stop.

“Say it,” I fired back.

“Fuck me,” she said, and when I nodded for more, she said it again, but this time, much louder.

The older man had taken note of us when we went up the stairs and I felt it likely he had watched as we entered the room. Thus, it would be easy for him to conclude that the pretty woman he saw was now the voice he heard.

“Again,” I demanded.

This time Rachel didn’t hesitate as she called out, “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me.”

“Now, I could see a fire in her eyes that I thought was also present in mine. I leaned forward and we locked into a sloppy kiss and when it ended, I realized the skinny man had moved and now stood peering through the window with his hands cupped around his head. He stared directly at the table and although I wasn’t certain, I felt it highly likely he could see us. Of course, Rachel didn’t know my game so she had no idea that he had breached the wall.

Still, the man’s gaze wasn’t enough to make me stop, and seconds later I instructed her, “Play with your nipples, baby. Play with them and tell him how good it feels.”

“Are you sure?” she asked, but I could see the fire inside her was becoming hotter. I nodded and slapped her ass, and instantly, she called out, “Fuck me…do it! It’s good…so good!”

Just seconds later, I felt her legs working along my side as they raised in the air and I realized her orgasm was rapidly approaching. In the brief timeframe, she had somehow discarded her reluctance and joined me as an eager and excited player. Having come so far, I wanted the man to see her explode, so I started to move even faster. Her repetitive whines mapped her building tension, but before she let go, I decided to push some more.

“You want him? Want his cock in you?” I forced out.

“Do you want him to?” she asked without hesitation.

The speed of her response startled me but before I knew it, I was telling her, “Yeah, I want him to. Fuck my slut…cum in her.”

My dirty declaration set her off and she filled the room with a high-pitched squeal as she thrashed beneath me. I lasted only a few seconds longer and it felt like my balls were being sucked through my opening along with my semen. Then, I collapsed onto her sweaty body and for the next few minutes, we recovered. The intensity of my climax made me forget about our voyeur but when I finally raised my head he still stood at the window.

“What now?” Rachel asked and it stunned me to realize she thought I might still have plans for the man.

“Close the blinds,” I said to her.

I pulled away and watched with keen interest as she slowly left her spot on the table and then stood at the window, mere inches away from the man’s eager eyes, as she pulled the curtains closed. Seconds later, the man knocked on the door and my wife’s eyes shot to mine.

I pretended to think about it for a moment, and then said, “Ignore it.”

“Okay,” she responded with a relieved sigh.

“I thought you wanted him?” I said as I motioned her to the bed.

“That was out of control,” she declared, and after sitting next to me, she asked, “Are we staying here?”

Her question made me chuckle and I replied, “No, sweetie. I just got the room to get you hot.”

“Me? What about you?” she countered, and then as a tiny smile came to her face, she asked, “Was I a good slut?”

“The best,” I confirmed as I pulled her close.

I left Rachel early the next morning and returned to the country and when she arrived that evening, she was in a great mood. I let her spend an hour with our son going through his school work and then cornered her in the kitchen with a glass of wine.

“Mmmm…thanks,” she said.

“You seem happy,” I smiled.

“I am! The kids are doing well, work is going well, I like my courses, I’ve lost another pound, and…you seem happy,” she answered, dropping into a whisper as she delivered the message about me.


“Am I?” I teased.

“You should be. I’ve been good,” she said.

In truth, I couldn’t argue with her statement. She had been quite good since we reached our understanding. She had accepted the piercings, the trainer, her change in clothing style for the city, and her sexual requirements without any real protest. Indeed, her attitude had been so good that I felt she truly enjoyed her role.

“I have to agree,” I laughed and pulled her into my arms but when I felt her bra strap, I said, “I wish we could get rid of this out here, too.”

“No, not here. Not with kids and family around,” she replied.

“I thought you would be proud to be my…bad girl,” I said, pulling her tighter.

“Lower your voice. Your son’s out there,” she warned but let my lips find hers. When the kiss ended, she whispered, “I’ve been bad for you.”

“True, but you were already bad for yourself,” I countered.

I meant it playfully but by her expression, I could tell I had annoyed her so I wasn’t surprised when she shooed me out of the kitchen. However, later, in our bedroom, she returned to the subject.

“What you said earlier…I thought I was forgiven,” she said.

“Forgiven…not forgotten,” I replied.

“I don’t like that. I don’t think it’s fair,” she answered and picked up her book to signal she was finished talking.

I decided to let her stew but it wasn’t long before I began thinking I had been too flippant. Returning to something we had moved on from seemed pointless and I had about decided to apologize when she lowered her book.

“I talked to Lizzie today. She has a boyfriend,” she informed me.

“Who?” I asked.

“A boy from Dallas. They met at a mixer. He’s a junior,” she explained.

“How long has it been going on and why haven’t you told me about him?” I asked.

“About a month and she wasn’t sure it was serious until recently,” she said.

“Well, I guess it’s better than Josh,” I replied.

She glared at me for several seconds and then said, “Josh is nice.”

Her defense of the man reminded me of the conversation with Dr. Kott and without thinking, I responded, “He told Professor Kott that Lizzie had big suspicions about you and Larry.”

Once more, she stared at me for a time before she said, “I know.”

“You know? What’s that mean?” I asked.

“Lizzie asked me about it and Josh warned me over the summer that she…still had suspicions,” she explained.

“Not good,” I said.

Rachel glared at me for a moment and then returned to her book but less than a minute later, she dropped it and said, “Look, I came home in such a good mood and you ruined it. Quit beating me…”

She didn’t get to finish her message because I turned, pressed against her shoulders, and found her lips. I purposefully held our connection as I pushed my boxers down and then looped a finger under her thong, pulled it aside, and brought my dick to her opening. Already moist, it took little effort to snake inside.

“Mmmm…already wet,” I sighed.

“I told you it’s the thing… I’m always wet now,” she replied defensively.

I pushed all the pillows from beneath her until she lay flat on the mattress, held her head to force her to make eye contact, and whispered, “You have been good. Very good.”

“I have!” she declared as a smile came to her face.

“Do you want a reward?” I asked sarcastically.

“Yes, a baby,” she responded.

Lots of time had passed since we discussed a pregnancy, and my thoughts of the failed procedure came rushing back. I still hadn’t shared the information with her and like previous times, I rationalized it wasn’t the right moment.

“It’ll happen when the time’s right,” I replied.

“It’s been a long time,” she countered and I began to get nervous.

“Just let it happen. Besides, you have other duties to handle,” I said and started to move.

“Like doing it with a man at the window?” she said as she rolled her eyes.

“Yes…just like that. We’ll do it again next week,” I told her.

At first, I couldn’t get Rachel to progress but she finally connected with me and after that, things happened quickly. Whimpering, she let go in a nice orgasm, and like countless times before, watching her release sent me over the top. Afterward, we softly caressed each other’s bodies as we slowly drifted. Then, from the blue, she started snickering.

“What?” I asked, turning her so I could see her face.

“Dr. Kott told me he could tell you followed his advice,” she announced.

“Really? He said that? And how did he come to that conclusion?” I asked.

“My hard butt and jiggling tits,” she laughed.

“What did you say?” I probed.

“I told him I didn’t know what he was talking about,” she replied.

“Did he believe you?” I asked.

“No,” she answered.

I just shook my head as I visualized the inappropriate conversation, and then a thought struck me, and I asked, “Is Josh still around?”

Once more, she started to giggle and then said, “He was standing next to Professor Kott.”

“Jesus, Rachel,” I said.

“I know…maybe we should go back to normal,” she replied with playful eyes already knowing the answer.

“I’ve changed my mind…you’re not good,” I stated and pulled her tightly against me.

“Oh, and when are you coming next week?” she asked, ignoring my words.

“Am I?” I replied.

“You said you were earlier,” she reminded me.

“I was being a smart ass! Damn, can’t you get enough sex here, or do you like slut sex better?” I teased.

“Baby, haven’t you figured that out?” she answered and turned her back to me.

I tried to pretend I was too busy to make the trip but Rachel saw through my attempt intuitively understanding that I liked the situation we had created. Soon, I had agreed to follow her like I had the prior week although this time, with some advance notice, I managed to leave several hours earlier. I found my wife studying on the couch, completely naked, and after she explained she needed an hour or so to finish, I left to run some errands. Returning some forty-five minutes later, I had just turned into the hallway when up ahead I saw Larry at our partially opened door. I couldn’t see Rachel, and as she had described, the small gap indicated she was hiding her naked body but there didn’t seem to be any urgency to end the conversation. At least a minute ticked by as I watched and when it got closer to two, I stepped forward.

“Why don’t you come inside,” I said, startling the maintenance man.

The sound of my voice must have shocked Rachel because she quickly closed the door but seconds later eased it open several inches. I could see the concern in her eyes but I left them to turn towards Larry. Although he was nervous, no doubt fearing the wrath of a jealous husband, he didn’t try to leave.

“I told him to go,” Rachel said from her hiding place.

The fact that my wife could have simply shut the door made her claim suspect, and annoyed by the thought she had been flirting with the man, or worse, I decided to push.

“C’mon in for a beer,” I said sarcastically.

“Nah, I need to go,” he replied and then slowly turned and left.

As I stepped inside, Rachel made for the bedroom but just as she started to close the door, I yelled at her, “No, you don’t…get out here.”

Her attempt to flee only made her more guilty in my eyes and I fixed her with a hard stare as she stepped towards me.

“I told him to go,” she declared once more.

“Rachel, I stood and watched you talk to him for several minutes. If you wanted him gone you could have just shut the door,” I replied.

“I tried…” she started but growing angry at her evasion, I interrupted.

“No, you didn’t,” I said, and then quickly added, “What were you talking about?”

“Just stuff…I don’t know,” she responded.

“Rachel you’re standing there naked because you were sneaky and hid things now quit being evasive and tell me why you talked to him for so long and what you said,” I demanded with a raised voice.

The seconds ticked by as her gaze alternated between me and the floor, but finally, after taking a deep breath, she started, “You don’t understand. It’s hard for a woman and…I…I…there hasn’t been many…”

“Go on,” I replied, guessing where she was going.

“I tried to be mean but it’s hard,” she explained.

“What were you discussing?” I asked.

“Family…kids. His work and the school,” she answered.

“And you always have these chats?” I probed.

“Not always,” she replied.

“Did he ask to fuck you? Now…and the other times?” I pushed.

Her eyes provided the answer before she spoke but with a nod of her head, she said, “Yes.”

I stared at her in silence for almost a minute and I could see she was growing very nervous. Different thoughts raced through my head including calling the man back and giving my wife to him. Finally, I just opened my arms, motioned for her to step to me, and then embraced her tightly.

“Oh, Rachel. You really are a little slut…you just can’t help yourself,” I whispered.

For a moment, her body stiffened and then, without speaking, she lowered to her knees and started to work my zipper. Fishing my dick out, she brought it to her mouth and traced her tongue along the sides before sucking it in. I watched her for a bit and then pulled my phone out and dialed a number.

“Hello there,” Professor Kott said when he answered.

“Hello, I hope you are well,” I said and after receiving his acknowledgment, I told him, “I need your dungeon.”

“Has she been bad?” he replied, guessing the circumstances.

“Yes, I caught her talking to the handyman,” I explained.

“Well, of course, that was predictable,” the Polish man said, and then added, “Everything is at your disposal. Do you know when?”

“Tonight, if possible,” I answered as I looked down at my wife’s bobbing head.
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A part of me admired my wife’s attempt at atonement but once I had set the plan in motion with the professor, my thoughts swirled too much to enjoy her efforts, so I pulled her to her feet. Oddly, she didn’t mention the discussion as I led her to the bedroom to get ready and with barely a glimpse towards me, she started looking through her closet.

Since we had time to kill before going to the professor’s house, and already feeling antsy, I decided we should go for drinks. I waited impatiently for Rachel but when she appeared fifteen minutes later in a wrap dress, I was pleased to see she had made an effort to look hot despite the circumstances. A sleeveless crimson color with a low neckline, it showed her breasts nicely, and with the hem cut six inches above her knee, her lovely legs were on display as well.

“I approve,” I said.

She gave me a nervous smile, took my offered hand, and let me guide her to the car. A few minutes later, we pulled into the parking lot of the same bar where she had recently given me a blowjob in the bathroom.

“Here?” she asked with a worried expression.

“I thought you liked the place,” I replied holding back a snicker.

As soon as we entered, I saw her eyes rapidly scan the room. Mine did the same but the only familiar face belonged to the bartender. He glanced our way, then returned to his duties but just a second later I saw him suddenly look back when his memory caught up. A little smile appeared on his face but he showed discretion and diverted his eyes. I purposefully led us to the same table and soon a young waitress came by and took our order.

“The bartender…he spotted us,” my wife said when she departed.

“I know,” I said and stroked her arm slowly.

Rachel looked at my hand for a moment and then said, “Don’t hurt me.”

“Do you think you deserve punishment?” I asked.

“No…maybe a little. I don’t know. Not hard,” she stumbled.

“Are you nervous?” I followed even though her mannerisms gave it away.

“Yes!” she answered, then took a deep breath and said, “You’re being too nice. It scares me.”

I hadn’t intended to play a mind game with her, but I could see her view, so I thought about it a bit and then replied, “No need to get emotional. We just need to address your behavior.”

“I tried…I did. I told you it’s hard for a woman to be intimate and not have feelings. It makes it hard to be rude…be mean,” she responded, using the same explanation she had offered earlier.

“Are you sure you want your defense to be that you care for the man?” I challenged her.

“Well…it’s not like that…not exactly. You’re twisting it,” she whined.

Just then, our waitress returned and we watched silently as she unloaded the tray. As soon as she stepped away, my wife took a long pull on her martini and I realized I needed to monitor her drinking so she didn’t overdo it.

“I understand what you’re trying to say but you’ve had multiple discussions with him since you started fall classes which gave you many opportunities to politely stop him,” I told her, and when she didn’t reply, I added, “Perhaps those feelings you have mean you still want to fuck him.”

“No…that’s not true,” she protested.

“Do you?” I pushed ignoring her statement.

“No! Quit beating me up,” she whined.

“Okay, but I think we can agree that punishment is called for,” I said.

“I don’t…” she responded with a pleading expression, and then said, “Just don’t be mean.”

Over the next ninety minutes, I let her have two more drinks but had to slow her down multiple times. The conversation drifted between her punishment and other subjects with some quiet time interspersed. Along the way, I thought about her anxiety, and I tried to remember how she reacted to the spanking she received the last time we used the dungeon. I couldn’t recall this level of angst and of course, afterward, all the discussion had been about Kott’s cock entering her pussy. I guessed the additional time she had to think about it played a role but I didn’t think it accounted for everything. or maybe she was worried about the formality of our understanding. Perhaps, she felt that violating our formal agreement would make me feel I had more leeway.

During the final thirty minutes in the bar, my nervous energy rose steadily and by the time it came to go, I was, like my wife, in an agitated state. We made the drive to the professor’s house, barely speaking, and he threw open the door on the first knock.

“Welcome!” he called out loudly.

The excitement in his voice startled Rachel and she took a half-step back. Dr. Kott turned and led us towards his living room and as we followed, I noticed my wife’s downcast eyes.

“Hello Anna,” I said when I spotted her on the sofa and received a simple nod.

Fully dressed, for just a moment my mind returned to the brief intimacy we had shared. Rachel leaned forward and gave her a quick hug and we joined her on the sofa while our host settled in a nearby chair. I had hoped to proceed with minimal interaction with the couple but it appeared we would not be so lucky.

I could tell Kott wanted to say something but he still surprised me when he blurted out, “Did the man get in her bed, again?”

He said it in a hopeful tone and it struck me that he existed for all things sexual. I noticed Rachel’s body stiffen from the question and I let her calm before responding.

“No, not that. She has been engaging in conversations with him when she shouldn’t,” I answered.

“Ahhh…much less serious but still something that should be addressed,” he replied looking a little crestfallen.

“Oh, excuse my rudeness. Would anyone like a drink? Some wine perhaps?” Anna asked, jumping to her feet.

“No, thank you. We had several drinks before coming over, so I think we’ve had enough,” I explained and she responded with a nod but remained standing.

“How are you progressing with things? With her training?” the Polish man asked.

“Quite well…until this issue,” I replied.

“Excellent!” he fired back and then said, “I’ve noticed the change in her appearance at school.”

I recalled the conversation she shared where the professor and Josh questioned her and commented on her jiggling tits. It caused me to smile and then a daring thought hit me.

“Yes, would you like to see her?” I asked.

“Of course!” the man answered.

I turned to Rachel and met her pleading eyes but when I didn’t offer a reprieve, they slowly became defiant. I nodded to her signaling my expectation and we had a brief stare down before she stood. Then, she quickly released the dress and shrugged it off her shoulders. When it dropped to her feet, she stood before us deliciously naked.

I noticed both Anna and Henry’s eyes located her piercings, alternating their gaze between her breasts and pussy, which prompted me to say, “I decided to mark her.”

“I see and does she wear them with pride?” he asked maintaining his gaze.

“She’s learning to,” I replied.

“Wonderful!” he responded and then boldly asked, “May I look closer?”

He had already started to move when I nodded my assent and he deftly stepped forward, dropped to one knee, and leaned towards her pussy until his face was just inches away. Slowly, he lifted his arm, turned his hand, extended his index finger, and separated her folds with his fingertip. Rachel inhaled deeply but stayed in place and the man very gently let his finger rise until the small metal loop rested on it. He maintained his touch as the seconds ticked by until her leg began to involuntarily twitch. It broke his concentration but rather than pull his finger away, he moved it slowly through her lips before ending the contact. My eyes, which had followed his actions, rose and I could that my wife’s nipples now stood erect. Also, her eyes darted about as if they had too much energy to fix on one thing.

“I like them,” I said, feeling I needed to break the awkward silence.

“Yes, yes…a marvelous addition. So symbolic which I’m sure was your intent,” he acknowledged, and then asked, “And the plug? Is she still training?”

“No, the plug she used with the maintenance guy,” I replied.

“Ahhh…I see,” he responded with a curious expression, and then suddenly he stood straight and said, “I think it must be time to begin.”

We fell in behind him as he moved down the corridor and I only noticed Anna had stayed behind when we reached the garage. Everything appeared as I remembered and with no formalities, he led us to the center of the room. With a nod, he turned towards the bench we had used before, but I had other ideas, so I stopped him.

“Look, professor, I think I want to keep this simple. No restraints, no gags…I’m thinking just on her hands and knees on the mat over there,” I explained.

His face showed some disappointment, but he replied, “As you wish.”

“Not too much,” my wife said as she stepped towards the spot.

As we watched, she lowered onto her hands and knees but kept her legs tightly closed. I turned towards the rack that held the selection of devices and my eyes landed on a slender cane. About three feet long with a small leather handle, I thought it might prove visually daunting while allowing me to poke and tease.

“Be careful. It seems benign but it can be damaging if used too aggressively,” Kott warned.

When I saw Rachel’s head turn, I knew she had heard the message, too, but with a simple nod, I noted the comment and then stepped towards my wife. I hadn’t thought about the professor being present, but after a few seconds of consideration, I rationalized it might add to my wife’s anxiousness, so I let it go. I ran the cane along the inside of her thighs, tapping several times to make her open her legs, and slowly, her lovely mound appeared. Smooth from a recent shaving, it looked enticing and I tease the outside of her labia until she started to wiggle her butt. Then, I moved into a good position and with a half swing struck her pretty cheeks.

“EEEYAAAAA! Shit!” she cried out when it landed.

Instantly, a thin red mark formed across her rear and I realized the purpose of the professor’s warning, as with little effort, I had landed a painful blow. I looked at our host and saw that he had a very excited expression and when we made eye contact, he motioned for me to continue.

The thin instrument made a swishing noise in the air and I could see Rachel’s body stiffen in anticipation before it struck, “AAIEEEEE! Owwww…it hurts.”

Another line appeared on her ass that crossed the previous one and for a moment, I felt sympathy. However, I knew punishment sat at the core of our agreement and provided a deeply erotic element. I needed to establish the rule, the consequences for her failures, so I steeled myself to her agony and prepared to strike her again. My arm started back but before I could start the downswing, I felt Dr. Kott’s grip. Without speaking, he lowered my arm and then stepped forward and addressed Rachel.

“Dear, do you understand why you’re receiving pain?” he asked.

Still writhing and breathing hard, it took her a moment to reply, “I talked to Larry.”

“No, Rachel. That’s not the reason. All of us know the reason,” he started, but paused for effect before adding, “You know, your husband knows, and I know that you engaged with him because you want to fuck him, again.”

“No, that’s not true,” she declared,

“Another, but not as hard,” the professor whispered into my ear.

Taking the man’s advice, I swung and while not as heavy as before, she still squealed loudly, while twisting in pain. Suddenly, it seemed almost like torture, but I felt enticed by the moment and had no desire to stop.

“Are you ready to tell the truth?” I asked, now joining Kott in her interrogation.

“I didn’t…” she started but before she could finish, I hit her again.

“Tell us, Rachel,” the professor demanded as she whimpered.

“It was just a thought…I can’t help it,” she replied and then said, “I wasn’t going to do it…”

“Such dirty thoughts,” the man snickered as he turned to me and smiled.

Taken a bit aback by her admission, I stood motionless for several seconds but she pulled me back when she asked, “How many more?”

“Ten,” I answered loudly, and then clarified, “Five for talking to him and five for lying.”

“No! That’s too many,” she protested and turned to look at me.

Perhaps, I shouldn’t have been surprised about her secret desires for the man but the knowledge coupled with the professor’s comment about her nature made my head spin, and as I looked at her pleading eyes, a thought struck me.

“Do you want the ten strikes or Dr. Kott’s cock?” I asked.

“A fair trade!” the man called out eagerly.

Rachel looked at me with a stunned expression, and then turned back and said in a resigned voice, “Just get it over with.”

Before I could start, the professor got my attention and provided more whispered advice, “Give her a moment to think.”

I did as he suggested but when almost a minute had passed, I took aim and landed a solid blow. Like the previous times, she cried out and then writhed and whined. Again, I allowed her some time to calm before I continued. The red marks were profound and welts were already starting to appear making me wonder if I could do eight more.

“Wait!” she suddenly called out and after turning her head, she asked me, “Are you sure?”

“Rachel, I’m allowing you to choose your punishment. The decision is yours,” I said, quite pleased with my answer.

Time seemed to stand still as her eyes went between me and her teacher, but finally, in a soft voice, she replied, “Okay.”

“Wise…quite wise,” he said in a loud voice and immediately started working on his clothes.

My wife, still on her hands and knees, turned away and stared at the mat. As soon as the professor was naked, he started to pull on his heavy cock, and soon the shiny pink head emerged. He stepped closer to Rachel but remained standing until he had his shaft mostly erect, then, he dropped to his knees and scooted forward. He nudged my wife to spread her legs, which she did without protest, then he started to slide his fat head along the length of her slit. Although silent and motionless, her body seemed to radiate anxiety.

“I wasn’t that bad,” she suddenly let out.

“You want the cane?” I asked, showing no sympathy.

She didn’t reply and as I watched, the professor started to move his cockhead rapidly over her opening. Then, he made a small thrust starting her penetration. No one spoke as he continued with slow movements and when his body joined hers, I knew he was completely inside.

“Such a nice feeling,” he declared as he exhaled deeply.

“Hurry and get it over,” my wife said showing no signs of arousal.

With her words, the professor turned towards me and gave a small nod. I didn’t know what he meant to signal but it did seem to indicate he had a plan.

Very slowly, Kott extracted his cock, and then with equal pace, he pushed back inside. He continued this way through more than twenty cycles before he increased the speed slightly. He stayed with this rhythm even longer and still was unable to draw a response. However, when he upped the tempo yet again, it wasn’t long before I heard wet smacking sounds coming from her pussy. Evidently, my wife heard it too, because she lowered her head in what I took to be a sign of embarrassment. A minute later, she reached her limit and could no longer hide her state.

“Ohhh…” she sighed as her head lifted, and then as if sensing she had shown herself, she dropped it back to the mat, but unable to stay silent, she groaned, “Mmmmm…ohhh…”

“I knew she’d be on her knees,” the Polish man forced out between grunts.

“Oh God,” my wife whimpered as her fingernails dug into the plastic.

Without question, the professor’s cock had defeated her defenses and for the next few minutes, I watched as her excitement grew ever higher. Soon, he had her openly panting like a wanton vixen.

“You like being a slut?” I asked, inspired by the scene and when at first, she didn’t respond, I pushed, “Do you?”

“Yes…” she whined shamelessly.

To get a better look at her face, I moved to her side which also provided me a good view of her hanging breasts that jiggled in time to the professor’s thrusts. She had her eyes closed tightly and her mouth hung open, decadently. It appeared she might be getting close but each time I thought her release was imminent, she somehow carried on. Then, as if sensing my stare, she opened her eyes slightly and looked towards me.

“You want to cum? Do you deserve it?” I asked.

“Uh…uh…I do,” she managed to force out.

Perhaps, the verbal acknowledgment set her off, but after that, things happened very fast. Her sounds became needier, almost desperate, and her head started to loll back and forth. Right before her orgasm hit, she tried to look at me but her eyes lacked focus.

“Ohhhh…oh, yes…oh, yes…please…now…don’t stop…” she let out rapidly.

The message made Kott start to hammer into her animalistically which only seemed to heighten and extend her release. Halfway through, she started rubbing her face against the mat as if it added to the sensations.

“Is it good?” I asked.

“Yes…good. Don’t stop…so good,” she whimpered.

“As I imagined,” the professor said which reminded me of her unprotected condition.

“Don’t cum in her,” I told the man, and although I could tell he was disappointed, he nodded his acceptance.

Seconds later, my wife, completely spent, fell forward until she was flat on the mat. Dr. Kott managed to stay with her and for the next few minutes, I watched as he continued to pummel her deeply. Even after her orgasm, she continued to emit excited cries, and just as it seemed she might be building again, signs of his impending climax appeared. I thought about reminding him again about pulling out but before I could speak, he suddenly wrenched his cock free, flipped my wife onto her back, and moved until his fat head was against her lips. Shockingly, after only a moment of hesitation, she opened her mouth and let him slide it in several inches. Rapidly stroking the base of his shaft, in a series of heavy groans, he expended his semen into my wife’s waiting mouth. Several times, I saw her swallow, and then his shaft pulled free when he collapsed onto his ass. Only then did I spot Anna, still fully clothed, sitting in a nearby chair.

“A good start for the new Rachel,” the man forced out between breaths.

I looked down at my wife who appeared exhausted with her eyes closed and then turned to her pussy which was swollen and very wet. For a moment, I thought about fucking her, too, but decided it would be best to return to the sanctity of the condo. So, I grabbed her dress, motioned the professor aside, and took her elbow.

“C’mon…time to go,” I said in a soft voice.

Her eyes fluttered and then darted around the room but she allowed me to help her stand and then quickly pulled on the dress. Minutes later, with her still sweaty and reeking of sex we made our way to the car and started the drive. We made the short distance in silence which gave me some time to think through what I would say if she became angry. However, it turned out to be unnecessary because as soon as we stepped through the door, she pulled her dress off in a clear sign of submission.

“Can I shower? I need something for my butt, too,” she said when I steered her towards the bed.

“Later,” I replied.

With no preliminaries, I put her on her back, climbed between her legs, and sank my dick into her hole. She felt open and juicy but it didn’t deter me from taking her with deep strokes as she gripped my biceps. Although, I wanted to get her excited again, when her fingernails moved to my balls, I knew she would get me off quickly. For a time, I tried to hold back, but the visions of her on the mat, coupled with her teasing fingers, put me over the top, and in a series of heavy groans, I emptied inside her.


“Did I do good?” she asked a minute later after I had collapsed at her side.

I knew she was referring to more than our sex, and I replied, “You should have told me about wanting to fuck Larry.”

“It was just thoughts,” she responded nervously.

“Doesn’t matter,” I said.

“Okay,” she whispered.

We lay in silence for several minutes and then I asked, “Did you enjoy the professor’s cock?”

My question made her fidget for a few seconds before she responded, “The spanking hurt.”

“And you chose sex. Did you enjoy it?” I pushed.

“Yeah…” she whispered, and then asked, “Did I do good?”

“Yes, baby,” I said as she snuggled closer.

The short exchange made me realize that we had crossed a boundary. In the brief time since we made our agreement, other than some exhibition, all the things we experienced had occurred between us. I had threatened more and told her she was mine to do as I pleased although I had nothing in mind. However, in Kott’s dungeon, caught up in the heat of the moment, I had initiated the idea that led to her fucking, and interestingly, Rachel didn’t seem upset. Rather, she merely sought reassurance that she had fulfilled my desires.

“I need to shower,” she said a few minutes later and tried to rise.

“No, baby. I like you like this,” I replied and pulled her back.

“Dirty and smelly? she asked.

“Yes, and full of my cum,” I answered.

With a contented sigh, she moved tightly against me and although we fondled a little, we fell asleep before things progressed.

The next morning, I let her clean up and then applied ointment to her ass. I thought about getting her back in bed but she declared she needed to prepare for school, so I packed up and left. On the drive home, I thought about the sex with Dr. Kott and oddly, I only felt a little disturbed by what I had initiated. I knew it should bother me more but somehow in the context of our new relationship it seemed acceptable. I couldn’t deny that watching my wife succumb to the relentless onslaught from the professor had been incredibly arousing and that, coupled with her acceptance, made me realize I needed to always be sure I maintained an element of control.

Since the step we had taken had been a huge one, I wanted to make sure she understood that her home was indeed a sanctuary so when she stepped into the house that evening, I made sure to meet her with a large glass of wine.

“Here ya go,” I said and kissed her on the cheek.

“Thanks!” she replied as her face broke into a wide smile, and then added, “Now, I’m on my turf.”

“I know…I’ll follow the rules,” I acknowledged.

“Good…” she answered and after a pause, asked, “Can we talk later?”

“Of course,” I responded, guessing the subject.

Rachel felt she needed to spend some time with our son so it wasn’t until almost ten that we managed to move to the bedroom. Along the way, we split a bottle and a half of wine so I wondered whether she would be in the mood for a serious discussion but as soon as the door closed, I could tell by her expression she hadn’t changed her mind.

Together, we sat on the bed and she gave me a vulnerable look before saying, “I have concerns about what happened.”

“Why?” I asked knowing she was referring to Professor Kott.

“Doesn’t it bother you?” she asked.

“It bothered me when you were sneaking off to fuck Larry which is why you are where you are,” I replied, knowing I was being harsh.

“That’s not…” she started before I interrupted.

“What are you when you’re in the city?” I asked.

She looked at me and for a moment there was a fire in her eyes but it slowly ebbed and then with a heavy sigh, she responded, “A slut…your slut.”

“Exactly, which means I decide,” I said.

“It doesn’t bother you?” she whined.

“If it bothered me, we wouldn’t do it. I thought we were past this. I thought you understood and accepted the arrangement,” I countered, knowing I couldn’t show any reluctance.

“I’m afraid,” she whispered.

“About what?” I asked, confused for the first time.

Seconds ticked by before she finally said in a low voice, “I’m afraid you’ll throw me away. I’m afraid after it’s all over you won’t want me anymore.”

I truly hadn’t seen that message coming and I had to stop for a moment and collect my thoughts before answering, “First, that’s not going to happen. Second, whether you understand this or not, we are doing this together. Third, who says it’s going to stop? Why would I want for it to stop?”

A hint of a smile appeared on her face and she said, “When I finish school.”

“Hmmm…maybe we’ll keep the condo,” I replied.

“When I get pregnant?” she asked.

“No need to stop for that,” I replied with a laugh.

“That’s crazy!” she said but started laughing, too.

Worried she would want to discuss a visit to the doctor, I moved to end the conversation by pulling her close to me and finding her lips. At first, she connected reluctantly but after a few seconds, she returned the kiss passionately. We cuddled for a few minutes and several times I thought about progressing to sex, but the mood didn’t seem right.

“Dr. Kott told Josh. He told him what happened?” she whispered as I stroked her hair.

“Really? Already? How do you know?” I asked.

“Just the way he looked at me,” she answered.

“So, he didn’t say anything? Maybe you’re just paranoid,” I countered.

“No…I could tell. He knows,” she replied.

As I considered her message, I realized I shouldn’t be surprised, as the professor seemed to thrive on lust. Now, I had the vision of him racing to talk to the grad student to explain how he had buried his heavy cock into Rachel. The situation was quite concerning because, in addition to rushing to break what should have been a matter held in confidence, he had shared it with an individual who had been intimate with our daughter.

“Well, that’s not good,” I said feeling I needed to reply.

“No…no, it’s not,” she responded, no doubt worried about the same issues.

We became silent and began to drift to sleep but before it arrived, I whispered softly to her, “Rachel, I’ll never throw you away.”

“Mmmm…you better not,” she whispered.

“I mean…as long as you behave,” I replied, unable to hold back my giggle.

“Ass!” she declared but she took my arm and pulled it tightly over her body.

That weekend, I thought a lot about her message and accepted that her participation in our arrangement put her in a very vulnerable position regardless of how it came about. Professor Kott’s indiscretion provided a vivid example of the risks but even though I felt some guilt, it wasn’t enough to stop things. However, it did make me want to offer comfort, so I continued to dote on her, and although I could tell she understood my intent, it still pleased her. When she left for the city the following Monday she was in good spirits and when I talked to her that evening, she was in a playful mood.

“I’m so horny,” she whined almost as soon as the call started.

“What? We made love yesterday,” I laughed.

“I can’t help it! Come see me,” she begged.

“I can’t come up every time you get worked up,” I laughed, and then a thought struck me and I asked, “Did you work out today?”

“Yes, I just got back,” she replied with a giggle.

“Ahhh…I see. You got exciting showing Elizar your pussy,” I said.

“Elisandro, and he didn’t see anything,” she countered.

“Why not? How could he not?” I laughed.

“Because I stay covered!” she declared. I sensed there was more so I went quiet and let the tension build. Seconds ticked by before she offered, “He tried…he asked to.”

“I don’t understand. Explain what happened,” I demanded.

At first, she didn’t respond but after several seconds passed with a heavy sigh, she answered, “He kept putting me into positions so he could look but I made sure to adjust the shorts to stay covered. He didn’t like that and finally he just asked if he could look,” she explained.

“Just like that? I mean…how did he ask,” I pushed.

“I guess he didn’t really ask. He just said he wanted to see my pussy some more,” she replied.

“He said pussy… he used the word?” I asked.

“Yes…” she responded.

I let some silence ensue before I told her, “Let him look, Rachel. Let him look all he wants but no touching.”

“Shit… It’s embarrassing!” she declared.

“He made you horny,” I teased.

“Yes, and you’re not here to take care of me. If we are going to do this, you need to come up more and take care of me,” she protested.

“Baby, I want you horny all the time and I can’t come up that often so you’re just going to have to bottle it up until you get home. Besides, if I come up who knows what thoughts I might have,” I told her.

“I don’t care…it’s not fair this way,” she whined.

We talked for another ten minutes with her repeatedly returning to the subject of me driving up to spend the night. Finally, the call ended but I made sure to remind her that masturbation remained forbidden.

For the next couple of weeks, the same conversation occurred each time she spent the night at the condo and I knew much of it derived from her interactions with the young Latin trainer. However, no longer did she whine about the embarrassment she felt. Instead, she would eagerly provide a detailed description about his leers, smiles, and the sodden state of her pussy. Occasionally, the man would make an effort to reach out but, according to her, she was able to thwart his efforts. The excitement it created translated nicely to our bedroom and although when she first returned home, she often tried to act indifferent, later we always enjoyed great sex.

It was during one of these sessions, as I slowly pushed into her from behind, that I recalled her recent interaction with Dr. Kott’s cock. Suddenly, I remembered his hidden camera system and I mentally kicked myself for not checking before to see if he had captured the encounter. I didn’t say anything to Rachel but early the following Monday, I dialed his number.

“Hello there! I was hoping to hear from you. Has sweet Rachel been bad again?” the man asked as soon as the line connected.

“No…no that’s not why I’m calling,” I replied, and before he could speak, I asked, “Professor, did you make a film again…when we were there last?”

“Yes, indeed! I quite like watching it. Anna enjoys it, too,” he answered showing no guilt.

“Look, I want to come up like before, get a copy, and make sure the original is erased,” I told him.

“I see. Well, later today after five would work best,” he suggested and then added, “There’s something else you might like to see, too.”

“What’s that?” I asked wondering if my wife had done something without telling me.

“Josh came by here to use the garage with a lovely young woman that I learned was your daughter,” he replied.

“Dear Lord,” I gasped.

“Equally interesting but quite different than her mother,” he said with a soft chuckle.

Although incensed by his attitude, I knew there was nothing I could gain by calling him out. So, I ended the call with the understanding that we would meet later that afternoon. I thought about calling Rachel and informing her but decided to wait until I knew what we were dealing with. The rest of the morning and early afternoon seemed to go by at a snail’s pace but finally, the time came to depart for the city.

Arriving a few minutes early, I was just approaching the front door when Dr. Kott’s car pulled into the driveway. He bounded from his vehicle and met me showing no sign of discomfort about the situation.

“So good to see you. Come in…come in,” he said, guiding me forward and once inside, he asked, “It’s a bit early but would you care for a drink?”

“No, thanks. I’d just like this done,” I replied.

With a quick nod, he led me to his computer and as we waited for it to boot, he said, “A copy of Rachel I would think. How about your daughter?”

On the drive, I had thought about the question and decided I needed to have something to show my wife. However, it was still difficult to force the answer and I stood awkwardly for several seconds before I managed to speak.

“Both,” I told the man.

A decadent smile appeared on his face which made my anger flare and for a moment I considered hitting him but I held back and for the next few minutes I watched as he transferred the files to multiple flash drives. When he finished, he purposefully walked through the steps of deleting the files and removing them from his Recycle Bin. Of course, I had no way of knowing whether he had made surreptitious copies but I did take comfort in his openness about their existence.

“All finished!” he declared as he stood and after handing me the three drives, he smiled and said, “Your daughter’s file is quite large.”

For a moment, I remained silent as I gauged the meaning of his message but hoping to get some context about Lizzie’s visit, I asked, “How did they end up here?”

“Nothing that had been planned. At least not from our side if that’s what you’re asking. I received a phone call from Josh who asked if he could borrow the play area and an hour later, he arrived with an attractive young woman. Only later did we learn…the connection,” he explained.

“Were…did you…and Anna…were you there?” I stammered.

“No, he preferred to be alone,” the man answered.

I thought it was the first bit of good news I had heard since I learned of the situation as I had been in agony thinking about the older man fondling Lizzie, or worse. So, with a sense of relief, I turned towards the entrance knowing I needed to go to the condo and discuss the matter with my wife.

Just before I stepped outside, I turned to the man and said, “Professor, I’m counting on your discretion.”

“Yes, of course. In these things trust is paramount,” he acknowledged.

I made it to the condo before Rachel arrived and was waiting impatiently on the couch when I heard the key in the lock. As soon as she spotted me, an eager smile filled her face, but it quickly disappeared when she noticed my somber expression.

“What’s wrong?” she asked nervously.

“I saw the professor. I called him to discuss something and he dropped a bomb on me,” I said.

“What do you mean? What kind of bomb?” she asked.

I looked at her for several seconds and then with a deep sigh, I told her, “Josh and Lizzie used his…dungeon.”

“Lizzie? When was she here?” she asked and by her demeanor, I could tell she had also been kept in the dark.

“I don’t know…last weekend or the one before, I’m not sure,” I answered, realizing I had forgotten to ask and after pausing a moment for the message to sink in, I said, “There’s a tape of it.”

“A tape? Why is there a tape?” she asked.

I had never told her about his hidden cameras so she had no idea she too had appeared on video. I thought about contriving some story but decided to go with the truth which meant I would likely face her wrath.

“He has cameras…hidden ones…in the garage. He records everything,” I explained.

I could tell the moment reality set in as a fury filled her eyes and seconds later, she asked, “He filmed the other times? With us?”

“Yes,” I said wanting it over so we could get back to Lizzie.

“You didn’t tell me,” she stated.

“No,” I answered.

“Have you seen them…the videos?” she pushed.

“Yes,” I admitted.

“That’s dirty. Just wrong and dirty. You have no right to keep that from me. All the shit I’m dealing with from you and you play it this way? What’s wrong with you?” she fired back with the anger in her voice growing with each word.

“Look, we can discuss it later. I want to get back to our daughter,” I replied.

“That’s bullshit. All the crap you give me and I’ve dealt with. This is no better…it’s worse,” she declared.

“No…no, it’s not… I didn’t fuck another woman behind your back and lie about it,” I responded as my temper flared, and deciding I’d had enough, I demanded, “Now, get your clothes off. You know the rule.”

A strange look that I couldn’t decipher filled her face as her body stiffened and she looked at me for several seconds without speaking before she moved to the bedroom and closed the door. I had no idea what to expect next but decided to let her stew, so I sat on the couch and piddled with my phone. It took almost thirty minutes but eventually, the door opened and my lovely wife stepped out naked. I could tell she was still angry as she moved towards me.

“Okay, let’s see it,” she said as she sat on the couch.

“Need your laptop,” I replied and with a sigh, she rose, collected her computer, and returned to her spot.

I handed her one of the storage devices and she quickly found the port. Seconds later, she had the directory opened and I cringed when I saw that the professor had named the file “mother”, quickly guessing the names of the others.

“Well, isn’t that nice,” she said sarcastically.

As expected, the next one we inserted held a file named “daughter1” which made Rachel turn and hit me with a withering stare.

“Just…just go,” I replied.

With that, she clicked the file and the professor’s garage dungeon appeared. Seconds later, we watched as Josh and Lizzie walked in and I could hear her giggling as they made their way to the center of the room. Without question, Dr. Kott had created an edited file from the raw stream and like the previous video, the picture was low res with poor audio. Still, I could easily tell I was looking at my daughter and for the next few minutes, we watched as the young man gave her a tour of the space while providing descriptions of the numerous devices. When they finished, they moved back to the center next to the table where the professor kept his paddles and whips. They were still laughing and cutting up when Josh pulled something from the table and seconds later, we watched as he tried to fit a ball gag on Lizzie.

“You ready to play?” he asked when he had it in place.

We could tell she gave a gargled response, then their hands suddenly went at each other’s clothes, and soon both were naked. I hadn’t seen my daughter undressed since she was a pre-pubescent child and it made me very uncomfortable. Still, I couldn’t look away and noted that she had a beautifully toned body with breasts a tad smaller than her mom’s. Just above her smoothly shaved pussy, too small to make out, I spotted what could only be a tattoo. For just a moment, I thought about my decision to go with piercings instead of ink for Rachel but I quickly pushed the thoughts from my mind as they were too disturbing.

Although Josh was just a few years older, his looks weren’t nearly as refined. A large man, he also looked a bit out of shape, and along with an unkempt head of red hair, he had a thick matting that covered his chest. His circumcised cock looked about average and there were no markings on his body that I spotted. Certainly, I thought, our daughter could do much better which forced me to briefly consider the reason for their relationship.

He led her to the cross fixed to the far wall and she allowed him to put her arms into the restraints with her back to the device. He left her feet free and returned to the table and selected a long riding crop. He stepped towards her making sure to keep the whip in her eyesight and when he got into range, he began to run it over her thighs while occasionally giving her quick taps. Next, he moved to her breasts and ran the leather end of the crop under and over her breasts for about a minute before descending her torso until he arrived at her parted legs. He started on the inner thighs but soon moved to her vagina where he ran the shaft of the device through her slit. It appeared that he wanted to tease rather than inflict pain, although I felt certain it would come, but when I saw my daughter start to hump against the crop, I couldn’t contain myself any longer.

“Dammit! Dammit Rachel,” I spat out.


“Why don’t you go in the other room?” she counseled.

I considered her words but something wouldn’t let me move and after taking a deep breath, I replied, “I’m fine.”

Josh continued to toy with her pussy as she wiggled and although we could tell he was speaking, his voice was too low to make out. He also had a raging erection that jutted upward from his body and from my own experience, I thought it probably hurt. When he lowered the device, I felt certain he was about to get more aggressive but rather than strike her, he returned the whip to the table and then untied the restraints. Next, he removed the gag and when it was off, we watched as they both started to laugh.

“They’re just messing around,” I said.

“Yes…I think so,” my wife agreed.

“Good,” I replied, relieved I wouldn’t have to watch my daughter receive punishment.

Still naked, they began to move to an area at the very edge of the camera’s field of view and stayed there for several minutes. We couldn’t make out what was transpiring but it seemed their efforts had purpose and despite the surroundings, I was shocked when they finally appeared with my daughter dressed in a black corset and knee-high black boots. She showed no difficulty in moving with the stiletto heels and while the dark garment covered her nipples, it left her ass and pussy exposed.

“Oh my…” my wife gasped.

“Rachel…” I whined but this time she just glanced my way for a moment before returning to the screen.

They moved to the center of the room, held a brief conversation, and then moved towards the mats. Without prodding, Josh got on his back and let Lizzie restrain his hands and feet. When she collected the ball gag from the table, it appeared he protested but she ignored him and fumbled with it for a bit before figuring it out and working it on. She returned to the table and selected the same long reed the professor had warned me about and then stepped to the edge of the mat. She had a huge smile on her face as she said something to her lover and then she brought the end of the device to his chest where she used the tip to tease his nipples. Back and forth she went and soon she had him writhing just like he had managed with her. Next, she moved lower and started to toy with his cock and balls but instead of contenting herself with just teasing, it wasn’t long before she began to flick the reed against his sensitive organs.

“What happened?” my wife asked when the screen suddenly went dark.

Knowing we needed to change drives, I found the correct one, handed it to her, and asked, “Are we sure?”

“Yes, go into the other room,” my wife answered, reiterating her prior message.

The video picked up exactly where it had ended and we watched as Lizzie became more aggressive in her play. With a particular focus on the young man’s still rock-hard cock, she used the device to pull it away from his body until it sprang free and slapped against his abdomen. Multiple times she repeated the effort but finally becoming bored, she moved to his balls and lifted and dropped them several times. Then, she started to lightly tap the bottom of his cock right where his sac connected which made him squirm within the limits of the restraint. When she dropped the whip, it looked like she had finished and she started to remove the gag. However, when it came free, rather than move to the restraints, we watched as they held a brief but intense conversation. It looked like she had made Josh angry but seconds later when she straddled him and lowered her pussy onto his face, it became clear she wasn’t ready to stop.

I thought about leaving but some strange force held me in place and I watched as my sweet daughter worked her wet opening over the man’s face. At first, her mannerism made it appear like they couldn’t find the right connection but when she reached back and took hold of his cock, her head suddenly fell back indicating Josh had located the right spot. With her body mostly still, my gauge of her arousal came from the grip she maintained on her lover’s shaft. Light at first, it became firmer as they went until she began to tug on it every few seconds. I thought it might signal an approaching orgasm but she surprised me once more when she wrenched free in a quick movement slid down and pulled his shaft into her pussy. With her hands on his shoulders, she rode him rapidly and it took only a minute or so before her movements became spastic as she climaxed. When she finished, it looked like she might collapse onto his body but she managed to hold herself up as she regained her breath and then slowly pulled free. She spoke to him for a few seconds and then with a silly grin she gripped his still rigid cock and began to pump it firmly. Just like with her, it didn’t take long for the telltale signs of his impending release to show, and just before he got there, Lizzie took his cock into her mouth and let him explode down her throat. After that, I guessed the encounter was over and sure enough, after a few minutes of rest, they started to move, and then after changing, they departed.

“Okay,” Rachel said, and then asked, “Why didn’t you tell me about the cameras?”

I knew she meant to use her question to deflect a conversation about our daughter, but I was too keyed up to let it go.

“Rachel…I mean…what should we do?” I asked, realizing I had no idea how to handle the situation.

“With Lizzie? Nothing,” she answered and then added, “She didn’t do anything wrong.”

“You don’t think there’s an issue with a girl barely out of high school getting…freaky?” I pushed.

“Careful,” she warned, reminding me with her stare of our situation.

“Parents…a father especially are not supposed to see their kids do…that,” I said.

“No…no, they’re not but I wanted to make sure she didn’t get forced into anything,” my wife replied.

“Forced? She was doing the forcing from what I saw,” I countered.

“Yeah, I’m not sure Josh was ready for it,” she responded as a tiny smile appeared.

“It’s not funny,” I said shaking my head.

“Oh, stop it…don’t make it a big deal. She probably got it from you…your freaky genes,” she replied.

I stewed on her words for a bit as she smiled at me and then I said, “Well, she didn’t get it from you. You like submission.”

“You bastard!” she declared with a mock look of outrage.

We talked about the event some more and Rachel agreed that we did have an issue with the overlap that existed with Josh and now Professor Kott. She agreed to talk to the grad student to learn more and see if anything further was necessary and with that, we moved on. I thought about making love to my wife but my head was still in turmoil so I dropped the idea but did let her talk me into staying the night. Since it was still early, I pushed her to go to her workout hoping that her time with her trainer would get her worked up and I could reap the benefits later. Also, I had another idea in mind so as soon as she left, I jumped in my car and headed to the tattoo parlor.

Thinking her breast had fully healed, I wanted to get some different jewelry and although the selection wasn’t huge, I managed to find several pieces that I thought were sexy. On the way back, my thoughts returned to Lizzie and by the time I arrived, I knew I had too much nervous energy to remain in the condo for the evening. I thought about taking Rachel to a nice dinner but although I was ashamed, I had to admit that watching my daughter have sex had put a bug in my head. Adding to it was the knowledge that during Rachel’s time in the garage she had played the role of submissive while Lizzie had seemed to revel in the role of a dominatrix.

When Rachel returned, I could tell that my plan to make her aroused had worked. She tried to hide it but there was a fire in her eyes and I followed her into the bedroom as she prepared to shower. Just as she prepared to undress, I stopped her by looping my arm around her waist.

“Tell me,” I whispered knowing she would understand.

She squirmed for a second by I held firm and then, with a giggle, she replied, “He saw me.”

“A good look?” I asked, and then added, “How long?”

“Mmmm…yeah… A long time,” she answered seductively, evidently wanting to get me worked up as well.

I let my hand move to her breasts encased in the sports bra but after giving each a soft squeeze, I told her, “Show me.”

“What?” she asked in confusion.

“Show me how he saw…how you were positioned,” I clarified.

“Oh, Lord,” she responded and then asked, “Are you serious?”

I merely nodded which made her roll her eyes and with a deep sigh that I knew was meant for show, she left my embrace and moved to the bedroom. I watched as she dropped to the carpeted floor, turned to her back, and then brought her knees up which stretched the thin fabric of her shorts against her mound providing a nice camel toe. However, rather than remain still she wiggled a little putting slack in the material, and with the connection now loose, I found myself searching the edges to see if I could get a view of her prize. I guessed her trainer had done the same and just as I was thinking about his reaction, she used her fingers to move the crotch aside and reveal her wet folds.

“You did that?” I forced out as I felt my dick stiffen.

“Yeah…” she replied huskily.

“Shit, Rachel… Did he touch you?” I gasped.

“No… You said no. He wanted to. I wouldn’t let him,” she replied still showing me her pussy.

“Did you want him to?” I pushed.

“That’s your decision, baby,” she answered, and in her eyes, I saw deep excitement.

“That’s right… Don’t forget it,” I whispered as I crawled close and found her lips with mine.

The kiss was intense and when she started to whimper into my mouth, I thought about taking her right there but something told me to hold back as more might be possible. Without question, my wife was as excited as I had ever seen and had allowed herself to be fully engaged in our play. The sex would unquestionably be awesome but I knew we were too excited for it to last long, so I decided on an alternate path.

I pulled away and looked down at her beautiful face for a moment before asking, “Were you wet? Did he see you wet?”

“Yeah…” she offered in a sultry voice, and before I could respond she added, “I’m always wet these days.”

She gave me an impish grin and I kissed her quickly and then said, “Good.”

“C’mon…” she whined as she reached for the buttons on my shirt.

“No, baby…we’re going out,” I told her.

“Later…let’s do it first,” she whined, clearly in need of relief.

It was hard to turn down the invitation but at that moment, I wanted to put my wife on display. Maybe it was her exposure at the gym or perhaps I was more of a pervert than I realized but my brain now held visions of Rachel parading in public dressed as a tramp.

I pulled her to her feet while listening to her protest and fended off her attempts to fondle my dick. Then, after giving her a mild rebuke for still wearing clothes in the condo, I had her strip and stand in the center of the bedroom while I rummaged through her things to create an outfit. The skirt was the easy item as I knew she had one made from denim that was a little shorter than the norm. It offered a lovely view of her smooth, long legs but she wore it rarely for the same reason I liked it. I placed it on the bed and then went looking for a top. This proved much more difficult and I had looked through the closet twice and was on the third drawer of the chest when something caught my eye. Pulling it out, I realized it was the red top to a cami and shorts pajama set that had been one of her favorites before she received her ban from wearing anything to bed. The material was light, although opaque, and had spaghetti straps with lace trim at the neckline. Certainly, it wasn’t made for wearing outside the home but, to me, that added to the appeal.

“That’s a negligee,” Rachel protested as I dropped the garment next to the skirt.

“Yes,” I agreed as I turned back to the closet to find some shoes.

Ready to move on, I didn’t dwell on the selection and quickly grabbed a pair of white sandals that I knew she liked. I dropped them at the foot of the bed and then turned to her and nodded, indicating she should dress.

“Let’s make love,” she whined as she embraced me and brought her hand to my crotch.

“Later if you’re good,” I responded as I swatted her bare ass, and then told her, “Get dressed.”

“Really…I can’t…I can’t wear that outside,” she said, referring to the negligee.

“Really, you can,” I countered making sure I had irritation in my voice.

“Honey!” she whined but when I didn’t budge, she sighed and said, “I need to shower.”

“No, just like you are,” I demanded.

“I’m sweaty,” she replied.

“Yes,” I said and exited the bedroom.

I had barely stepped into the small living room when I spotted my recent purchase on the coffee table, and when Rachel appeared a few minutes later, I motioned her towards me. I held up the tassel jewelry I had selected to replace her simple bar and a smile came to her face as she took it in her hand and did an inspection. A u-shaped bar hung from the horizontal one and at the bottom was a stone. In addition, about a dozen strands of very small dangling ornaments hung from the curve making the overall length about two inches.

“When did you get it?” she asked.

“When you were with Elisandro,” I replied.

“Let me put it on,” she said showing an eagerness I hadn’t expected.

“No…no, I want to,” I responded and took the jewelry from her hand.

With that, my attention shifted to her breasts and I could see her erect nipples were already screaming through the thin material of the camisole. Also, I could see the outline of the bar and knew that the new device would create an even larger disturbance. However, in my current state, that acted as an inducement rather than a deterrent and as my wife lifted her top, I quickly made the exchange.

“Are you sure?” she asked as we stepped towards the door.

“What are you?” I asked wanting to return to the basics.

She let out a deep sigh and then answered, “A slut.”

And what do you look like now?” I pushed.

“A slut times ten!” she declared.

“Perfect!” I responded enthusiastically.

We stepped into the hallway and started towards the lot and had made it halfway when rounding a corner, we suddenly came face to face with Larry. Rachel gasped openly and without speaking, everyone stopped and stared at each other.

“Hello,” I offered, deciding to take the initiative.

“Uh, hi…” he responded as he looked over my wife.

Rachel broke eye contact and stared straight ahead but in doing so it managed to bring even more attention to her attire and her straining nipples. His line of sight led straight to her piercing and I knew he was trying to determine what the odd bulge meant.

“We’re going out for a drink. Do you know a good quiet place nearby?” I asked, surprising myself with my calm boldness.

“Uhhh…maybe the Golden Eagle on 18th street,” he replied, reluctantly removing his gaze from Rachel.

“Okay, well thanks,” I said and took my wife by the elbow as we moved past her former lover.

I suspected his eyes returned to my wife’s ass as we walked away but I didn’t bother to check. Instead, all my attention went to Rachel, who already keyed up, now seemed close to losing control. When we arrived at my SUV, rather than immediately jumping in, I backed her against the vehicle, took her nervous body in my arms, and kissed her hard.

As we connected, I felt her body relax, and when we broke, she sighed heavily and said, “That was so… awkward.”

“Let’s go,” I said and helped her inside.

After scouring the neighborhood for fifteen minutes and finding nothing that met my goals, I drifted towards 18th street and soon spotted the bar the maintenance man recommended. It sat at the end of a long strip center that had seen better days and had only two windows that were both curtained. Thinking the interior would be nice and dark, I pulled next to one of the three cars parked close to the entrance.

“Afraid to show me at a better place?” my wife teased.

“I’m game…let’s go,” I countered and made to re-start the SUV.

“No! Here’s fine,” she said as her hand grabbed my arm.

I met her at the front of the vehicle, took her in my arms, and kissed her again. After a few seconds, my hand moved to her thigh and I slowly let it rise until it started to lift her skirt. I continued up until I landed on her drenched slit and amazingly, she offered no protest as I plunged first one and then two fingers inside. I pumped fluid from her pussy, completely covering her mound while teasing her ring until she was a sodden mess, and then pulled away.

“Now, you’re ready,” I declared.

We entered the bar, which as I hoped, was quite dark. Most of the illumination came from the beer signs behind the long bar to our left and the only other patron was an older man who sat at a table to our right intently staring at his drink. As we walked along the row of barstools, we passed the bartender watching TV but when he spotted Rachel, he instantly shifted his attention. Looking 60ish, he wore jeans, a white fishing t-shirt, and had gray hair along with a heavy gray beard. Deciding on a more private spot, I directed my wife towards the back and we landed at a table with four metal chairs.

“Nice place,” Rachel said sarcastically.

“Don’t hide under the table,” I said, ignoring her comment.

When the bartender arrived, at first, he tried hard to avert his gaze from my wife but soon he gave up and stared openly as we gave our orders. The same thing repeated when he returned and as soon as he left, Rachel took a long drink of her martini.

“How is it?” I asked.

“Actually, not bad,” she responded.

“Well, go easy,” I counseled.

“Oh, so you want me wet and practically naked but not drunk,” she countered.

“You know, that’s a really good point. Get hammered sweetie it will be an awesome combination,” I laughed which brought her raised middle finger.

We went through the first round quickly and started fast on the second but halfway through we slowed. I made sure to compliment her multiple times about how hot she looked and each time she tried to verbalize her distress, I reminded her of her safe, predictable life at home she could retreat to tomorrow. Between the alcohol and my words, I soon noticed her relaxing and she quit pulling on the skirt and constantly worrying about the position of her top.

“I feel so dirty,” she giggled.

“Mmmm…hot and dirty,” I laughed.

She gave me a fake look of disgust that lasted a few seconds before replying, “You like this. Even if I hadn’t… you’d want all this. I think it’s really all your fantasy.”

Her claim meant she had put more thought into our arrangement and I couldn’t deny she had a point, but I didn’t want to get into a debate, so I just shook my head quickly. Rachel, not satisfied by my response, opened her mouth to speak again but at that moment, the door opened which captured our attention. The remaining outside light created a glare so it wasn’t until the door closed that we saw Larry surveilling the room. When he spotted us, he stared our way for several seconds and then moved to the bar and selected a stool in the middle. I glanced at my wife who had big eyes and then my thoughts went back to the brief interaction we had with the man earlier. Did he think that somehow the question about a nearby place to get a drink had been a coded invitation or did his lust for Rachel trump everything? I recalled the time when I caught her speaking to him at the door and invited him into the condo. Then, my intent was to punish my wife by creating a stressful situation. Had he rationalized it indicated something else?

The man’s presence put Rachel on edge and even though she had taken his cock multiple times and allowed him to push the plug into her ass, she returned to fidgeting with her clothing. For a moment, I thought it was due to embarrassment, but as I contemplated things, I began to wonder whether her actions were a subconscious effort to show herself in the best possible way.


“Very bold of him,” I said and when she didn’t answer, I continued with, “He thinks he can fuck you. He knows how bad you are.”

My provocative words made her sit up straight in her chair but her attempt at defiance forced her breasts to thrust forward which created an even greater sexual appearance. Larry, now with a beer in front of him, repeatedly looked our way which added to the tension.

“Do you want him?” I asked.

“No!” she declared instantly.

“How many times did you fuck him?” I pushed, wondering if her pussy was seeping even more.

“I don’t know…stop,” she whined.

“You do know. You remember every time. You remember giving yourself to him and letting him put the plug in your ass. He fucked you any time he wanted,” I countered, brazenly.

The pained expression on her face made me feel that I had gone too far but after a few moments, she let loose with a heavy sigh and said, “All…everything today… My whole body is shaking. It’s too much. Too much… Let’s go to the condo.”

I couldn’t deny that her message resonated with me as the combination of our daughter’s sordid tape, her exhibition with Elisandro, her naughty attire in public, and Larry’s involvement had created surreal sexual energy. Without question, it had affected me, with my demands and aggressive messages as proof, so, I knew Rachel had to be teetering at the very edge of control. Still, the unique nature of it all made it hard to give up. Deciding to offer her some reassurance, I leaned her way intending to give her a quick kiss but when my nose got close to her body, I inhaled the aroma of gym sweat. Instantly, the vision of her slowly pulling the crotch of her shorts aside so her trainer could feast on her drenched slit filled my brain and it took me back to my controlling state.

“I want to take you into the storeroom,” I said.

Given her condition, I expected her to protest, but she surprised me by replying, “Can we?”

Emboldened, I probed, “You want Larry to watch?”

“No… I mean that your decision, not mine,” she answered.

Smiling, I turned towards the bartender who headed our way thinking we wanted to place a drink order but when he arrived, I immediately asked, “We were wondering if we could borrow your storeroom?”

The man stood just to the side of Rachel so I got to see her face turn red before he replied, “Nahhh… Nope.”

The denial surprised me as I thought any male would find the idea compelling. Perhaps, he had dealt with issues in the past or just didn’t want to risk any trouble but after a few more awkward moments he turned and left.

“God, that was embarrassing,” Rachel declared.

“Probably religious,” I laughed wanting to just move on.

The rejection dampened the sexual tension and just a few minutes later, we prepared to leave. Deciding to close out at the bar so I could display my wife one last time, we stepped over and I made sure to position myself in a way that put Rachel close to Larry. The bartender gave us an odd look as he took the card and as we waited for him to run the charges, Larry took the opportunity to speak to Rachel.

“How ya been?” he asked.

“Fine,” she answered curtly, no doubt worried about my response.

“You look good,” he told her boldly.

She didn’t reply to his compliment and seconds later we were out the door. I backed her against the passenger side door of the SUV, pulled her close with my hands cupping her ass, and kissed her hard. She looped her arms around my neck and returned the kiss passionately letting me know that she was still on fire.

“You know your man Larry is in there telling the bartender what a good fuck you are,” I whispered to her.

“C’mon…let’s go…” she whined, ignoring my comment.

“Let’s go back inside. I bet he lets us use the room now that he knows the story,” I said, still teasing.

“No! C’mon, baby…I can’t wait anymore,” she protested.

I kissed her deeply once more and then loaded her into the car for the short drive. She practically dragged me from the lot to the condo and when we arrived, she immediately started to strip. When she was naked, she turned to me, and with shaking hands, she helped me undress, too. Jumping onto the bed, I started to tease her nipples but she was too excited for foreplay and demanded I enter her immediately.

“I’ve waited, enough,” she whined as she tugged on my body.

The sympathy I felt for her plight along with my own excitement got me moving and just seconds later we both released deep sighs of joy as we connected. I tried to move slow and savor the amazing feeling but Rachel was on fire and used her hands to encourage me to go faster. As the pace increased, so did her needy whimpers and soon it became apparent she wasn’t going to last long. I thought about slowing but she had been at a high state of arousal for so long that I decided the time had arrived. I pushed harder against her sloppy mound, listening to the wet squishing of our connection, and less than a minute later, when her body suddenly became tense, I knew she was on the precipice.

“Ohhhh…oh, baby…oh please… Mmmm…uggghhh…nnnnugghh…” she cried out when it hit.

Like a plucked guitar string, her body vibrated beneath me as she achieved a very intense orgasm, and I had the pleasure of watching her face as the sensations wafted through her. For a time, I thought I might let go too, but I managed to work through it and continued to move within my wife’s opening as her body slowly relaxed. The contented look on her face was the only sign that she remained conscious and it took several minutes before her eyes fluttered open. A huge smile filled her face as she looked up at me and her legs wrapped around my waist.

“That was big,” I whispered.

“Huge…” she forced out.

“Worth the wait?” I teased.

“No!” she giggled.

A short period of silence ensued but as I recalled her naughty outfit, I could help but tell her, “You looked so hot.”

“It was nasty,” she countered playfully.

“Mmmm…I like you that way,” I replied.

My words made her give me faux pout but just seconds later, as her fingernail found my balls, she whispered in a seductive voice, “Baby, put your cum in me. Please, baby…cum in me…”

Instantly, it felt like my dick grew another inch and my movements took on a new urgency. I had to give her credit as after all our time together, she could still push my buttons with ease.

“Damn…” I grunted as a tingling sensation emanating from my groin started to spread.

“Go, baby…put in deep. Cum in me deep,” she purred.

Just seconds later, I exploded and as the jets of semen fired into her womb, my body became spastic. Unable to maintain a rhythm, I collapsed onto her and struggled for air as I continued to make small movements into her pussy.

“Mmmm…maybe that did it,” she sighed and although I knew her meaning, I remained silent.

I drifted as she slowly stroked my hair and at some point, I must have fallen to her side because I woke to find her slowly licking my shaft, and soon she had me fully erect. However, I feigned sleep and it wasn’t until she tried to push me onto my back that I let her know I was awake.

“What are you after?” I laughed.

“Shut up,” she giggled as she climbed on top.

Still quite wet, she quickly had me inside, and then she started a languid movement. After stretching several times, she fell forward with her hands on my shoulders. The impish look in her eyes informed me that something was coming.

“Your damn robe,” she sighed.

“No, baby…your condo,” I responded.

My words made her body tense and I felt an involuntary spasm around my shaft but she continued to slowly roll her hips. For a time, we remained silent and I let my fingertips toy with the tassels that dangled from her piercing.

“You’ve made me bad,” she whined, although I sensed she meant it playfully.

“You haven’t done anything you really didn’t want to,” I countered.

“Professor Kott…” she started.

“Uh no…you made a choice,” I said, cutting her off.

“How about today? The cami?” she asked.

“You loved it,” I replied, purposefully deflecting her effort.

“That’s not fair,” she whined.

Once more, we drifted to silence but the brief exchange had made me recall the evening and suddenly my thoughts went to Larry. The dynamic around seeing the man twice had created strange energy and watching Rachel’s strained interactions only boosted things. Now, I couldn’t help but contemplate how much of her excitement derived from his presence.

“Did you enjoy seeing him? Larry?” I blurted out.

She gave me an annoyed look and then replied, “No, it was weird.”

I let her message settle for a moment, and then countered, “So, not like fucking him?”

“Stop! Quit beating me up,” she demanded as her movements waned.

Knowing I might be ruining what had been a strange, but uniquely erotic day, I responded, “Tell me if you liked fucking him.”

In the past, Rachel had reluctantly admitted that the experiences had been pleasurable. Of course, based on her repeated encounters, she really couldn’t argue otherwise, but for some reason, at that moment, I wanted her to admit it again as I looked into her eyes.

“Stop…don’t…” she tried, again, as her body slowed

“Tell me, Rachel,” I said as I used my hands to move her hips.

“Why?” she asked but started moving on her own.

“Tell me,” I repeated.

She stared down at me as she rolled into my dick and for a time, I thought she would ignore my demand. Then, she lowered her mouth and I let her soft lips connect with mine.

The kiss lingered which made me certain she planned to let the question go but when it ended, she looked at me nervously and whispered, “Yes, I liked it.”

“Liked what?” I pushed.

“Fucking him…fucking Larry,” she answered in a clear voice.

The tone of her response surprised me a little and helped fuel my response, “Do you want to fuck him, again?”

“You’re in charge. Are you telling me to?” she asked as a tiny smile appeared on her face.

Clearly, my loving wife felt quite pleased by her answer and I let her enjoy her little victory for a few seconds before I said, “No, baby. You have to decide if it’s worth your punishment.”

“It’s not,” she replied quickly.

“Think I’ll leave marks?” I laughed deciding to ease the mood.

My words made her stop again and several times she tried to speak before forcing out, “You already did and I’m not talking about those from the whip.”

Intuitively, I knew she was referring to our strained marriage after the discovery of her affair but feeling I had the high ground, I replied, “You know why you got them.”

“I don’t want to go through it again,” she answered.

“To be clear…again…you got them for being deceitful. Are you saying you plan on being deceitful?” I pushed.

“God, talk about a mood killer,” she declared and fell to my side.

I didn’t want to end the conversation quite yet, so I pulled her close and then turned until I could look down at her face. Her vulnerable expression silenced me for a time and I contented myself by slowly running a finger through her slit and teasing her clit ring. I thought about how to get her to engage but guessed she had cocooned her thoughts so I finally decided to just play with her a bit.

“I guess when you think about it…it wasn’t really all bad. I mean…you wouldn’t be here now being the bad girl otherwise,” I said.

“Asshole,” she responded, and when I tried to kiss her, she turned her head while declaring, “No way!”

“Don’t act like that…we both know you love being one,” I laughed.

“I’m getting up,” she answered.

She tried to rise but I held her down and then let my hands move to her ribs. Rachel, a very ticklish individual, feels terrified every time I threaten her with my fingers and she immediately tensed and tried to twist away. However, I held firm and in seconds I had her writhing on the bed uncontrollably as she begged for mercy.

“Have you masturbated thinking of Larry?” I demanded.

“No! No! Stop!” she cried out loudly.

“Don’t lie,” I replied as I continued the tickling.

“No! Don’t!” she squealed.

Suddenly, I stopped the manipulation and as she gasped for air, I asked, “Tell the truth, baby.”

“I didn’t…” she whimpered but still not sure I started again.

It took another round before she finally admitted she had pleasured herself with fantasies of her ex-lover and the nervous look in her eyes made me feel she was telling the truth. She went on to explain that it had occurred the prior week after a session with her trainer which had left her very aroused.

“Did you cum?” I asked and when she nodded her head, I followed with, “Did he cum in you?”

“No…” she tried but the guilt was all over her face and finally, she nodded her head.

“I need to call the professor,” I said.

“It’s not that bad…I don’t deserve much,” she whined.

“For doing it? No, you’re right but for being deceitful? Yeah…that’s bad,” I explained.

She stewed in the message for a bit and then replied in a whisper, “I’m scared.”

“I know,” I said as I kissed her cheek.

Dr. Kott had shown that one should give punishment without emotion and that anticipation could be very powerful. Thus, I felt pleased with my response and thought an intense feeling of foreboding might develop if I merely moved on, so I rolled over my wife and spread her legs so we could make love, again.

“I think only five,” she whined once we had started.

Ignoring her claim, I moved my mouth close to her ear and whispered, “You really are a beautiful slut.”

“For you…it’s what you want,” she replied.

“What else?” I demanded.

“I like it…sometimes,” she giggled.

I waited until Rachel called Josh the following morning to discuss our daughter. The call lasted close to thirty minutes but she finally appeared from the bedroom lusciously naked and settled next to me on the couch. She explained that the grad student had told her that Lizzie had snuck into town to see him and that in a playful conversation they had discussed tying each other up. Somehow, that led to him describing Kott’s play room and our daughter demanding a visit. He admitted they played some but didn’t go into details, but since we had the video, it wasn’t necessary. Rachel left the conversation with a promise from the man that he would be discrete but based on his prior failed declarations, it didn’t provide much relief.

“I thought Lizzie had a boyfriend,” I said.

“She does,” my wife replied as she stood and moved towards the kitchen.

“Then why is she here seeing Josh?” I asked.

“Let it go,” she counseled, but for just a moment I couldn’t help but compare mother and daughter.

“Okay, I’m leaving,” I said as I stood.

“Wait, there’s something else,” she said with a little nervousness in her voice.

“What?” I asked, cringing about what it might be.

“Josh said she is still very suspicious of Larry. She brought it up multiple times,” Rachel explained.

Without speaking, I joined her in the small kitchen, guiding her backward until I had her pressed against the oven, and then said, “Well, based on what I learned last night, maybe she’s right. Is she right, Rachel?”

“I know I was bad but I think five is plenty,” she answered, and then before I could respond, she added, “It was just thoughts.”

Dr. Kott answered on the third ring and immediately jumped to Rachel’s behavior accurately guessing my call meant I needed to use the dungeon. However, when we started to discuss dates, he suddenly cut me off and began to describe an upcoming gathering that I might find entertaining.

“There will be two other couples, so much more taking place. You might find it very interesting and of course, the lovely Rachel can be the center of attention. I’m sure everyone would be thrilled to witness her punishment,” he explained.

“Would it be possible to drop by just for a bit and then leave? I mean, I don’t think we’d want to stay for the entire evening,” I replied.

“Of course! Perfectly acceptable!” he responded enthusiastically, and before I could say anything, he asked, “May I ask the nature of her current indiscretion?”

“She masturbated while fantasizing about the maintenance man,” I answered.

“I see…well not a serious offense,” he chuckled.

“No, I agree but she lied about it which annoys me,” I replied.

“Ahhh…quite right. A much bigger offense. Did you explain that most of her punishment will be due to her dishonesty?” he probed.

“Yes, that exactly the message I delivered,” I confirmed.

“Excellent!” he said.

We discussed the gathering for a few more minutes and I left the call with the understanding that I would think over our attendance and get back to him in a day or so. Indeed, that’s exactly what I did and several times I considered telling Rachel to gauge her reaction. However, the more I considered the larger group the more appealing it became, and knowing it would be difficult to demand we attend, I kept it to myself. Friday evening, I informed my wife that Dr. Kott had said the best time to use the space was on the following Saturday and when I suggested we spend the weekend in the city she agreed. Of course, she made a point to tell me that the time would be more pleasant if I assured her the punishment would be light but I remained non-committal. The next morning, I put in a call to the professor and confirmed our attendance.

“Did you explain the situation?” he asked.

“No, I decided to make it a surprise,” I replied.

“I see…well up to you,” he answered.

I looked forward to seeing her tension build as the date approached and on Monday, when she was in bed, we had our normal play talk but I could tell she wasn’t fully into it. The following evening at home she seemed a bit distant as well and I quickly assumed it was due to her scheduled punishment. I had prepared myself for more of the same on our Wednesday call but after a few minutes, she dropped a bomb I hadn’t expected.

“How much worse is my punishment if I…uhhhh…meet Larry?” she asked.

“Meet Larry? What for?” I replied, initially confused.

“To…uhhh…do it,” she clarified.

“To fuck him?” I asked in complete surprise.

“Yes…” she responded in a tiny voice.

“Rachel, what’s going on?” I probed.

There were several seconds of silence before she replied, “He knocked on the door a little while ago.”

“And you talked to him?” I challenged her.

“Yes,” she admitted, then summoning her courage she continued with, “You said the problem was hiding things…I’m telling you.”

“But you don’t have permission and if I understand you correctly you want to know how many spankings you’ll get if you fuck him,” I replied.

“Yes…” she concurred.

“If I give you permission then none. If I don’t give permission then it will be severe,” I explained.

“Okay…” she whispered.

“Rachel, did you see Larry on Monday?” I asked recalling her demeanor over the past few days.

“I saw him…but we didn’t talk,” she replied.

“Did you work out with Elisandro earlier?” I probed.

“Yeah…” she answered.

“So, you got wet and horny showing him your pussy, and then Larry comes by wanting some and it’s driving you crazy. Is that pretty much it?” I pushed.

Time seemed to stand still as I waited for her reply and finally, she croaked out, “Maybe…”

“No, Rachel you don’t have permission,” I told her, and before she could speak, I added, “I want you wet and horny and anxious so I can enjoy you when I want.”

“Okay…” she answered with resignation in her voice.

The conversation lasted only a few minutes more but as soon as I hung up my mind raced as I thought about the state she must be in to make the call. She had always been the kind of woman that showed determination when she was horny and with the condo, it had gone to a whole new level but her request stunned me. The more it simmered in my brain the more I thought there might be more to it. Perhaps, she had already made her decision and was just tossing it out to me due to guilt. Regardless, I was now much too wound up to sit still, so after discussing it with my son, I left for the city.


Electing to arrive unannounced, I didn’t tell Rachel and along the way, I thought about all the times I had made special trips. I knew they were a sign of something being off which forced me to consider for the umpteenth time whether our situation made sense. In many ways, it had been breathtakingly exciting, but Larry worried me, especially after all this time.

Unsure what I’d find, I opened the door and stepped inside only to discover that the condo was empty. The neatly made bed implied there had been no sex but if she had met up with Larry, I couldn’t fathom where they had gone. Perhaps to his place, I thought, as she had visited before or maybe I was off base and she was off running an errand or meeting friends. Still, her state and the fact that she was already in for the night when we talked made me dismiss these possibilities. I poured some wine and settled on the couch to wait and just as I was finishing my second glass, I heard a key in the lock.

“Hurry,” I heard my wife giggle as the door opened.

“You’re on fire, baby,” Larry replied joining her laughter.

“Yes! Quit making me wait,” she demanded.

In my spot, I wasn’t visible from the door so when they stepped into the living room and spotted me, both jumped in surprise. My lovely wife had decided to resurrect her ensemble from our evening at the dingy bar and had dressed in the same skirt and camisole. The only difference I noticed was her shoes. Rather than the simple sandals I had selected, she now wore black heels.

Guessing that Larry had taken her to the same place, I asked, “How was the bar? Did the old bartender like seeing you again?”

The looks on their faces provided the answer and then Rachel said, “I…we haven’t done anything.”

“Yes, you have, Rachel, and since you’re already going to pay the price, you might as well get your money’s worth,” I said in an amazingly calm voice.

Larry didn’t look comfortable nor did he seem frightened. Rather, he seemed intrigued by the situation and made no move to retreat.

“Look…uhhh…” my wife started as she turned towards the maintenance man.

However, before she could finish her thought, I interrupted by telling her, “You know you’re not supposed to be dressed in the condo.”

“Honey…” she tried.

“Get them off,” I demanded.

For a moment, she remained motionless, and then her hand went to the zipper of the skirt. Soon, it fell to her feet and she lifted the camisole over her head revealing the same tassel piercing. She managed to kick off her heels and now naked her eyes bore into mine. Her pussy looked swollen and wet and I wondered whether it was the result of his fondling or anticipation.

“Let me explain,” I said looking past my wife to her date, and when he lifted his eyebrows, I continued with, “Rachel has admitted to me and herself that she’s a slut. She can’t help it but when she’s bad she gets punished. Her punishment is a spanking or something she might trade for to avoid it. She’s already earned her punishment. Whether you fuck her or not she’s going to get spanked.”

His expression showed interest and together we looked towards Rachel whose eyes now stared at the floor. I watched as the man’s hand landed on her hip and he whispered something to her which made her look towards me.

“No trouble, right?” he asked.

“None,” I confirmed.

As soon as I spoke, she turned to the maintenance man and said, “You better go.”

However, he ignored her message and tried to use his hand to guide her towards the bedroom. At first, she rejected his efforts but he was persistent and when she made the first step, the next one came much quicker. Then, they were almost to the door when a thought struck me.

“Stop,” I fired out and when the couple looked back, I said, “Bend over Rachel and show me your butt.”

“It’s there.” she offered, hoping to avoid the humiliation.

“Show me,” I demanded, and reluctantly, she bent slowly until the colored disc appeared confirming that she had the plug inserted.

She looked back to confirm I was satisfied and after standing, her lover directed her into the room and then closed the door behind them.

I thought it might take some time before the sounds of sex emerged from the room as I knew Larry would need to calm her but after twenty minutes had elapsed with no sounds emerging, I wondered if all the sexual excitement had fled her body. I thought about driving home as sleeping on the couch wasn’t appealing, but I struggled to move with my thoughts vacillating between voyeuristic interest and the desire to act as her protector. Finally, unable to deal with the unknown any longer, I quietly opened the door. My wife, kneeling between the man’s legs, slowly sucked on his cock as he guided her with one hand. The other he used to prop his head up and when he spotted me a smile spread across his face.

I returned to the couch but despite my earlier counsel to Rachel, I couldn’t accept her actions, and after a few minutes, I decided to leave. Returning from the fridge to grab a bottle of water, I heard the bedsprings begin to squeal, which told me their sex had progressed. Something drove me to look again, and when I opened the door, I saw my wife was now beneath the maintenance man who was rutting into her forcefully as they kissed. When their kiss ended, Rachel spotted me and we stared at each other until I pushed the door closed.

“Honey, wait…please,” she called down the hall as I walked towards my SUV. The sound of her voice made me stop and turn, and she said, “Come back…please.”

I took the few steps back, wondering what she intended, and as soon as I stepped inside, I asked, “What do you need?”

“Don’t leave. He’s dressing…I told him he needed to go,” she explained.

“Why?” I asked.

“I…look…I mean…” she stammered but just then Larry appeared and with an annoyed look he stepped past us and left.

“Rachel…” I started, intending to give her a harsh rebuke.

“I messed up…I’m sorry…” she interrupted with her voice cracking. Rather than respond, I just stared at her until her discomfort forced her to speak, “I’m sorry. Please stay with me.”

I left her standing in the small living room and returned to the kitchen where I traded my bottle of water for two large glasses of wine. When I returned, I motioned for her to sit then handed her the drink.

“Where in the hell did all this come from?” I said angrily.

“I don’t know…” she whined but when I didn’t respond, she took a sip from her glass, sighed, and continued with, “Everything is so about sex. I mean up here it’s all about sex and I get so horny and lonely by myself. He came to the door…”

“He sweet-talked you…seduced you,” I stated.

“Maybe…I guess…” she whimpered as she scooted closer.

“Why did you stop?” I probed.

“It wasn’t right,” she whispered.

We sat in silence for the next few minutes although Rachel glanced at me often trying to gauge my state. I let her stew and sipped my wine as I thought through things, and realizing there were some holes in my understanding, I decided to interrogate her some more.

“Did you agree to meet him before or after you called?” I asked.

Her eyes gave her away before she opened her mouth and guessing I knew the truth, she replied, “Before…”

“Where did he take you?” I asked.

“The place we went…the same bar,” she answered confirming my suspicions.

“And the bartender sees you twice in just a few days, dressed the same, and with two different men,” I stated and after she gave me a guilty nod, I said, “Tell me what happened.”

Her nervousness informed me there was a story to tell before she opened her mouth and it took her several attempts before she replied, “We sat at the bar and had drinks….and…look something bad happened.”

“What?” I demanded.

“Please don’t get mad,” she whined and when I gave her a look to continue, she admitted, “We did it in the storeroom.”

“He fucked you in the storeroom?” I responded wanting absolute clarity.

“Yes…” she whimpered.

“You told him about it…what I asked the bartender,” I stated.

“No…no, the bartender told him. They’re friends and he told him you tried after…they talked about things,” she explained.

“After Larry told him you’re married and he’s your lover?” I challenged her.

“Yes…” she admitted.

“And he just took you in the back and fucked your brains out,” I said, and before she could answer, I asked, “Did the bartender watch?”

Rather than speak, she just nodded her head but a few seconds later, she offered, “He touched my breasts but that’s all.”

“Well, I guess that’s something,” I said sarcastically, and then pushed, “Did you cum?”

Again, she offered a quick nod, and then said, “I’m sorry.”

“Then, you bring him here to fuck him some more. Did he cum in you?” I demanded.

“No,” she replied, unconvincingly.

Tired, feeling the wine, and out of emotional energy, I stood and told her, “I’m going to bed.”

“Okay,” she whispered.

I left her sitting on the sofa with the wine glass in her hand but a few minutes later, after I was beneath the covers, I saw her enter the room and turn towards the bathroom.

“Don’t take it out,” I called to her which made her stop for a moment before continuing.

When she joined me, I let her snuggle close but offered no embrace and when had settled she whispered, “I’m sorry.”

“You have feelings for him. That’s obvious,” I replied.

“No…maybe a little but not that much,” she countered.

“Then why does he spend so much time in your bed?” I pushed.

At first, I didn’t think she’d answer but her fidgeting body signaled something was going on and she finally replied, “Because I…I can be free with him. No judgment from anyone…people we know…”

“So, I was right about you,” I answered, taking the cheap shot.

“Well, you pushed it hard enough,” she responded and then switched gears and said, “Don’t make it hurt too much.”

“I’m not going to promise anything. After what you did? You deserve to be spanked hard…very hard…” I replied.

My message made her go silent but after over a minute had passed, she offered, “I didn’t hide it. You said that’s what matters.”

I ignored her effort to bend my message and told her, “You were worse. I told you no and you did it anyway. You knew you’d get spanked and you didn’t care because you were so horny to fuck him.”

“I was bad…” she whispered as she started to sob and when I didn’t respond, she continued with, “You’re going to make it hurt.”

The next morning on the drive home I called the professor and asked to change the date for Rachel’s punishment. As expected, he pushed back and finally managed to get me to explain the circumstances. We went back and forth with him suggesting I seriously consider the impact the larger group’s presence would play in delivering the message. I never got completely comfortable with the idea but finally agreed because of the timing. My wife’s encounter had created a cocktail of emotions within me running the gamut from deep anger to an odd excitement I didn’t fully understand and I knew each passing day would only add to my angst.

Rachel sat stoically next to me as we made the drive towards the professor’s home. Unaware of the group setting, I knew I needed to be ready to deal with her reluctance or perhaps anger when we arrived but given her behavior, I felt like I was on solid ground. Indeed, my visions of the evening had her in the center of the room receiving her punishment crying out in pain and shame as everyone watched. Then, I would step forward as the caring master and soothe her burning flesh and bruised psyche. The cars parked in front of the house indicated an event but if she noticed, she didn’t say anything and soon we were at the door.

“Come in…please,” Dr. Kott cried out in his booming voice, and then turning to my wife he said, “Ah, sweet Rachel. As lovely as ever.”

Since no one was present, I assumed they must have already congregated in the garage. The professor offered us a drink but with my excitement racing, I declined and with a simple nod, he turned towards the hallway. I made sure Rachel was in front of me and when we emerged into the dungeon and spotted the others, she immediately halted.

“What’s this?” she demanded nervously.

Before I could speak, Dr. Kott explained, “We were having a get-together of our little group and I suggested that your punishment might fit in nicely.”

Then, deciding to take a firm approach, I added, “No complaining. You got here on your own.”

“I’m…nothing like last time,” she forced out.

“It was your choice,” I reminded her.

The look she gave me transitioned from confusion to anger and then to resignation in just a few seconds and when the professor started towards the others, she let me guide her forward without protest. Besides Anna, two fully dressed Caucasian couples that looked to be in their early forties were present, and I sensed they had been waiting for our arrival.

“May I introduce Martin and Louise,” he began and after a pause continued with, “And here we have Hank and Beth.”

Martin was a short, stout man and his olive skin tone and dark curly hair gave him a swarthy appearance. His wife, of similar height, had a few extra pounds that she held nicely, and beneath her blouse, it appeared like she had large breasts. Her juicy lips, dark brown eyes, and jet-black hair accentuated an inviting face with more than a hint of playfulness. I guessed they both had Italian heritage and while Martin seemed eager, almost antsy, Louise looked on calmly.

Hank was a slender man of average height with light brown receding hair. While he seemed altogether nondescript, his wife was very attractive. Like him, she was slender but she had a natural beauty and the stylish cut of her blonde hair accented her face perfectly. While her breasts appeared small, the shape of her ass looked inviting.

As my eyes roamed the assembled group, I could tell the others were doing the same with us, particularly, Martin, who seemed fixated on my wife.

“Turning to me, our host said, “Based upon our previous discussions, I think you understand the purpose of this group and our appetites. I thought Rachel’s…situation…might be a pleasant appetizer.”

Suddenly, everything felt very sordid and my thoughts went to how much the professor had shared. Did they know the circumstances and were they aware that my wife was a student of the man and that he had fucked her to orgasm? I thought about making a retreat but the recollection of my wife’s reckless interaction with Larry, while fully aware of the ramifications, pushed the idea away.

“Lift your arms,” I instructed my wife.

She hesitated for a moment before raising them and I quickly unclasped and then pulled the simple dress off revealing her naked body. She wore the simple bar in her nipple but when I looked up, I saw that both Martin and Hank had their eyes focused on her pussy.

“Anna,” Dr. Kott said which made his pretty wife begin to undress.

At that moment, the tension in the room was extreme, so it surprised me when Louise, the woman I thought reserved, asked with a giggle, “Can we get naked, too?”

To his credit, Dr. Kott glanced towards me and when I shrugged, he announced, “Of course!”

In less than a minute, only the professor and I remained clothed, although Martin did still have on his white tank undershirt. Even with that, it was evident the man was quite hairy, and emerging from his thick nest of pubic hair was an impressive cock. Although not as large as Kott’s, the circumcised instrument hung in a slow arc over a set of balls that dangled noticeably.

Louise’s body proved quite voluptuous, almost like a Rubenesque painting, with large breasts capped with wide areolas, a round tummy, and thick thighs. She looked at me with a playful smile when she caught me staring a little too long at her neatly trimmed bush. Conversely, Beth’s body was athletic with pert B-cup breasts, a trim tummy, and a toned ass, and it would not have surprised me at all to learn that she spent time at the gym or on the jogging track every day. Hank looked even less impressive naked and it made me wonder how he had landed such a lovely wife. He had an undeveloped and mostly hairless body with an average dick and he stood slightly stooped.

“Rachel, let’s go to the mat,” I said, taking her by the elbow.

“Yes, of course, it’s your choice but can I draw your attention to the cross. It’s made for this type of…play…and you haven’t let her experience it yet,” the professor suggested.

Instantly, I realized he was referring to the same device Josh had used to restrain our daughter and I could only surmise that the professor was intentionally trying to play a game. He had to know I would recognize it from the video, as would Rachel, which meant he was seeking a reaction. In his mind, did he think it symbolized something or was he just trying to be provocative? I guessed the latter but regardless, I nodded to him as I redirected my wife. Rachel didn’t protest and when we arrived, our host helped me fit her into the cuffs, although, unlike her daughter, she was bound with her ass to the room. Dr. Kott met me at the table with the paddles while the others formed a semi-circle around my wife.

“Crop?” I asked.

A smile came to his face and I knew he recalled it was the instrument Josh had used to tease Lizzie. He nodded his concurrence but as I turned away, I felt his hand on my arm.

“How many blows?” he asked.

“Forty,” I replied having determined it was an appropriate number given her previous punishment and the severity of the current indiscretion.

“A large number and one that could easily cause damage,” he whispered, and when I gave him a questioning look, he continued with, “If that’s the number then I suggest you only give five that are harsh and five that are slightly less. The other should be lighter and meant to build tension but cause no real pain. If you do all harshly, the results will be poor.”

“I see,” I responded.

Once again, the man had delivered a message that the true value of the experience was what I could make happen in my wife’s head. It made perfect sense and I felt naïve for allowing my annoyance and eagerness to override wisdom.

I nodded to the man indicating his message resonated but before I could move towards Rachel, he asked, “What’s your goal?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, cringing that I would once more appear green.

“Are you after retribution? Do you want her punished so she learns from her mistake or do you want her to admit her desires?” he asked.

“I think she’s shown her desires,” I said, although I thought I knew his direction.

“Perhaps…” he answered and then paused for effect before continuing with, “Last time your actions proved…impressive. She felt the sting and then made a difficult decision. Perhaps, it’s something to consider.”

With that, he turned away leaving me to ponder his words, and I felt certain that part of his interest revolved around his desire to put his fat cock into my wife, again. However, that alone seemed too simple, and recalling the prior visit, I remembered how her choice of sex over punishment had felt both surprising and exciting. Still, with no real plan, I stepped towards her and took a moment to look at her beautiful body with her feet spread widely and arms bound high over her head.

“Forty, Rachel…” I told her realizing we had never discussed the number of blows.

“No! No way…that’s too many,” she protested.

“Whack!” I landed an unannounced strike.

“Ayyyeeee… Stop!” she cried out as her body writhed in pain.

Purposefully, I hit hard on the first to set the threshold in her head about what to expect.

“Thirty-nine to go,” I announced and then struck her again before she could reply.




“Ayyyyeee…it hurts,” she cried out equally as loud although I had eased off slightly.

“Tell them why you’re here,” I demanded with growing excitement.

“I was bad,” she whimpered.

I landed a much softer blow, but as the professor had counseled, it still did the job and I pushed, “Tell them what you did.”

“I…I had sex with a man,” she forced out.

“You fucked a man after he paraded you around like a whore. After I told you that you’d get punished for it?” I taunted her.

“Yes…” she whimpered.

I struck her lightly once more and then asked, “Who did you fuck? Who is your lover?”

“Larry…the…the maintenance man,” she replied.

“Whack!” I landed another solid shot that made her body twist as she squealed loudly.

Glancing around, I saw that Martin now sported an erect cock and Louise was tugging on Hank’s shaft while he mauled one of her heavy breasts. Beth, standing by herself, appeared fidgety and when I locked eyes with the professor, he gave me a broad smile and nodded as if to signal his support. I turned back towards my wife and was about to raise my arm when an idea hit me.

“I’m going to give the others a turn. The professor can go next and each will get to spank you five times until we finish,” I told her.

“No…that’s not fair,” she protested.

“Why?” I asked, curious about her reasoning.

“They’ll hit me harder,” she answered.

Perhaps, she felt that as her husband I would always maintain a limit or maybe she didn’t want to trade the unknown for the known but before I could think of a clever answer, Dr. Kott stepped forward holding a slender cane he had grabbed from the table. Without hesitating, he took a position and landed a stinging blow using his practiced skills. I marveled at how effortless he looked in his motion but how perfect he was with his aim. Rachel squealed and tried to turn her head our way as she begged for it to end. The professor provided time for the tension to build but rather than swinging again, he decided to toy with her head.

“Rachel, my sweet Rachel…how I love to spank your lovely ass,” he said in a soothing voice.

“Professor, please stop…it hurts,” she begged.

“Your husband makes the rules on your punishment and he was quite clear, I’m afraid,” the man answered then struck her less severely.

“Stop…” she cried out.

The Polish man swept the reed through the air causing a whistle that made her tense. She had just started to relax when he hit her with a solid blow which brought forth a fresh wave of pleadings.

“So enjoyable and still thirty-three to go,” the man laughed.

“Stop…wait! I want to…” she started before suddenly stopping.

“Want to what?” I asked although I suspected her intent.

Dr. Kott looked at me with a raised eyebrow and he moved the cane indicating he wanted to strike her again which he did just seconds later.

Rachel whimpered for a few seconds and then said, “No…no more. Can I…can I trade?”

The professor turned towards me with a victorious smile and even though I wasn’t certain I wanted to witness the decadence of his fat cock invading her pussy again, I asked, “Trade? You mean fuck instead of getting spanked?”

“Yes…” she said in a tiny voice.

Before I could speak, Dr. Kott took the thin cane and moved it between her spread legs. He managed to get it between her folds and when he pulled it back, there was noticeable moisture for several inches along its length.

“Rachel, you appear to be quite wet. Is it from the spanking or anticipation of your trade?” he asked.

Seconds went by as we waited for her response but when it was clear none would be forthcoming, I told her, “I guess one minute per spanking makes sense.”

Although I maintained a focus on my wife, I could hear snickers breaking out from the others who no doubt felt thrilled to participate in the scenario. I was just about to step forward and free her when Martin fired off a question.

“Can we at least get to spank her once?” he asked.

“Me too!” his wife followed.

“Hey, that’ll take one of my minutes,” her husband protested.

Looking around the room, I could tell everyone liked the idea. Even Anna, who normally stayed quiet and reserved in the background had stepped forward and now appeared eager.

Turning back to Rachel, I said, “It seems everyone wants a turn with your butt. So, each will get one hit and then we move to the mat. Is that what you want?”

Silence ensued as she considered the proposal and all around me, I could feel the palpable building of sexual excitement.

“I guess…” she whispered.

“Yes or no, Rachel,” I demanded.

“Yes,” she answered in a clear voice.

Louise was the first to step forward and using the cane, she swung at my wife but lacking coordination she landed a soft blow on her hip. Beth went next and wisely grabbed a paddle from the table but she barely tapped her rear before turning towards us with a smile. Hank followed her and he too used the paddle but with enough force to make her cry out. Martin’s turn arrived and I was worried about his intense manner but thankfully the professor had a short, muted conversation with him before he took the paddle and he gave a similar blow. Now, only Anna remained and after selecting the cane, she swung with a fluid motion and hit my wife’s red butt with a searing strike that forced a loud squeal. It was easily the most purposeful strike my wife received and it seemed incongruent with our previous interactions. As she stepped away, just for a moment, a little smile appeared on her face which made me wonder if, for some reason, she harbored a grudge.

“A fitting ending. Something she can remember,” Dr. Kott declared.

As the others laughed at his statement, I stepped forward and started to release my wife’s arms and soon the professor joined me and worked on the lower restraints. I had just released the first when the man nudged me and nodded towards my wife’s pussy. Kneeling, while pretending to work on her other foot, I got an up-close look at her slit that had a clear coating of thick fluid. It left no doubt that the man’s earlier accusations were entirely true.

We led her to the mat and placed her on her knees then stepped back, joining the others that stood along the edge. She had her eyes directed towards the ground in resignation but based on the condition of her pussy, I wondered if it was just a façade to try and show indifference.

“Who would you like first?” our host asked.

“The blonde guy,” she responded in a manner that informed us she had already been thinking about it.

Instantly, a big smile filled Hank’s face and he was about to step forward when the professor said, “Wait a moment.”

He turned towards the table that held the paddles, pulled open and drawer, and then returned. In his hand, he held a shiny object about eighteen inches long, and on closer inspection, I could see it was a heavy string that ran through the center of dozens of small nuts. At the top, the string attached to a small clip, and with an eager expression, the man moved to my wife, had her raise off her hands, and then attached the clip to the round bar through her nipple.

“Owwww!” she cried out as the weight of the metal fasteners distended her tender flesh.

Falling forward, most of the string landed on the mat which removed the pain and we watched as she wiggled her body until she found a comfortable position. Whether intended or not, it resulted in her chest being very close to the floor which lifted her ass into an inviting position.

“God, you are so evil,” Louise giggled when the professor moved back.

Hank stepped onto the mat and took a position between Rachel’s open legs. He used his hand to guide his cock along the length of her slit several times and then apparently satisfied, he pushed forward until he was balls deep.

“Eight minutes,” Dr. Kott said reminding him of the arrangement.

The message clearly motivated him because he started a rapid thrusting as he held her hips with his hands. At first, Rachel seemed almost oblivious to his presence, but slowly small signs began to appear that he was getting her attention, and when we saw her hips rolling in rhythm to his movements, we knew she had engaged.

“Is it good?” Martin asked after Hank let loose with a deep grunt.

“Yeah…damn…” he replied.

Whether it came from the spanking, the magical feeling of Rachel’s pussy, or both, it wasn’t long before it became clear that he was in an advanced state of excitement and wouldn’t last long.

“Don’t cum in her…pull out,” I said, feeling stupid I had forgotten to give the warning before things started.

Rather than reply, he merely nodded his head several times as he focused on their connection. Then, just as his body started to tremble, he wrenched free and fired a stream of semen across my wife’s back. Completely spent, the man barely had enough energy to move away and as soon as space was available, Martin, still wearing the white undershirt, jumped forward and immediately shoved his cock inside.

“Ohhh….” Rachel gasped from the sudden intrusion.

“You only used five minutes,” Dr. Kott announced to Hank with a chuckle.

“I’ll use them,” the swarthy man announced as he watched his cock slide in and out of my wife’s dilated opening.

“No, I want them,” Beth declared which made me look her way.

She looked back at me with an expression that showed she was dead serious. As far as I knew, Rachel had never engaged with another woman in any way, and I wondered how she would react to the touch of the pretty blonde.

“I’ll keep track of the minutes,” I said to take the matter off the table.

Martin used a hand to push Hank’s semen further up her back and when it returned to her hip, he started to increase the pace. It took him a bit to get a head of steam but when his pounding had reached full intensity, two things happened. First, Rachel’s occasional sounds turned to rhythmic groans, and second, the swarthy man started to spank her ass hard with his open hand. Lightly at first, he soon had her already welted ass turning even redder but nothing in her behavior indicated she felt pain. Rather, as he increased the intensity of his blows, her sexual cries became more pronounced.

“Marvelous,” I heard the professor say softly.

Martin, evidently wanting more leverage, lifted his right leg until he had his foot on the mat, and then started anew. Quickly, he had her squealing again but now his exertions caused him to expel heavy grunts as well. When he returned to spanking, her whines moved to a higher pitch and we could tell something big was building. It took another minute but then Rachel began to egg him on as she turned her head to look at the hairy man.

“Go…ohhhh…go…” she whimpered.

Martin reached forward and grabbed a handful of hair pulling her backward which lifted the weights connected to her nipple. Her breast noticeably extended and her cries now took on an odd mixture of lust and pain.

“Do it,” Beth cheered, energized by the scene.

Suddenly, it no longer looked like two people having sex. Instead, I felt I was witnessing two wild animals engaged in an intense mating ritual. Soon, the couple’s passionate cries, the wet sounds coming from Rachel’s pussy and the rapid movement of their sweat-covered bodies became so pronounced, I knew it couldn’t last much longer.

“Uggghhh…uggghhh…close…” Rachel wailed and then just seconds later, she let loose, “Ohhhh…go…ohhh…ohhh…don’t stop…oh, don’t stop…go…”

From the strength of her orgasm, I could only surmise that the pain in her breast no longer registered or if it did, it somehow added to the experience. Martin continued to ram his cock into her sloppy hole as she crested and then in a swift move, he let go of her hair, wrenched himself free, and moved to her head where he started to rapidly flail his cock. I guessed what was coming but Rachel had no idea and was watching him as the first blast flew from his shaft and landed on her brow. Before she realized what had occurred, two more streams hit her face, one on her cheek and the other square on the bridge of her nose. His final shot landed in her hair as she turned away and with a final grunt, he fell back onto his ass and started to suck in air.

“Such a beautiful slut,” Dr. Kott said in a strained voice.

“That was so hot,” Louise said excitedly.

I knew I should feel angry about the man’s sordid action but like the others, I felt consumed by the eroticism. Rachel fell to her side and half-heartedly worked to remove the semen but it seemed the orgasm had taken all her energy. I was just about to go to her side when I felt a hand probing for my dick and looking over, I saw it was Louise who had moved closer. She looked at me with a knowing smile and after fumbling for a moment, she squeezed the erect shaft through my pants.

“You need relief,” she whispered and from the corner of my eye, I saw Beth kneel next to my wife.

Despite the voluptuous woman’s efforts, my attention returned to Rachel and I felt a pang of guilt for not being the one to come to her assistance. The slender blonde started by removing the clasp from her nipple ring and then used her hands to turn her onto her back. However, what happened next totally blew me away. As we watched, Beth bent forward until she was close to my wife’s face and then slowly extended her tongue and licked a little of the cum.

“My God,” I whispered.

Louise, still fondling my dick, giggled a little and then whispered, “She’s bi…and nasty.”

“Clean her up, honey,” her husband chuckled.

At first, I didn’t think Rachel was aware of what was happening but after the woman’s third lick, she opened her eyes, reached out with her arm, and tried to push her away. However, it was clear she lacked strength and after several failed attempts, she let out a small whimper and stopped.

“Anna,” the professor called out to his wife and nodded towards the duo.

Without speaking, the pretty Polish woman approached the mat and positioned herself between my wife’s legs. Then, she leaned forward and used her tongue to clean up the fluids coating Rachel’s pussy. As soon as she made contact, my wife reacted and tried to wiggle away, now with more conviction. Hank moved quickly and after dropping to his knees, he used his hands to hold her shoulders down. We watched as Rachel made several attempts to break free but when she realized it wasn’t possible, she tried pleading.

“Stop…please…” she called out and then added, “No…honey?”

At the same time, she tried to kick at Anna but the professor’s wife proved quite strong and managed to force her thighs open. Mesmerized by the scene, I remained in my spot but my thoughts went to the original intent of our visit and how far we had departed from that plan. Still, I couldn’t deny it was all extremely arousing, so I decided to let it run its course.

Be still Rachel,” I commanded.

“This wasn’t part of the deal,” she countered.

Although she had a valid point, I still felt I had the final say, so I told her, “Quiet.”

She let go with a frustrated whine but her body relaxed and the women immediately returned to licking her clean. They finished quickly but rather than backing away, Beth began to plant soft kisses on her lips while Anna’s attention turned to her clit, and not long after, Hank lowered his head and found a nipple. Although she made no effort to return the blonde’s kisses, the slow undulations of her body indicated that something was plucking her sexual strings.

As the others continued their play, Beth took a break from her kissing and started whispering into my wife’s ear. I strained to hear but it proved impossible and just as I thought about moving closer, I felt Louise’s hands working on my belt.

“You need these off,” she laughed.

My dick ached from being in the tight confines so I didn’t fight her and soon she had me naked from the waist down. Then, breaking only to tug on my shaft a few times, she went to work on my shirt. Once off, I glanced towards the professor and saw that sometime during the events, he had disrobed, too. Focused on the mat, he slowly stroked his large organ and I sensed his mind danced with thoughts of burying it inside my wife.

Less than a minute had passed since Louise captured my attention but when I looked back at the mat, I noticed Beth was once more planting soft kisses on Rachel’s lips but now she was getting a bit of a response. Although not overt, their connection was real and when Hank moved his hands off Rachel’s shoulders, her hands rose and gripped the woman’s upper arms.

“She ever fuck a girl?” Louise asked.

“No…” I answered still staring at the scene and then turning towards the woman, I reiterated, “No.”

“Better hang on…” she giggled.

As I contemplated her message, Dr. Kott appeared in my peripheral vision and I watched as he stepped close to Anna and then announced to the room, “I believe I have some minutes in the bank.”

His wife quickly moved away as did Hank but it took Beth a moment and she gave him an annoyed look as she pulled back. In her state of reverie, it took Rachel a few seconds to realize the meaning but she offered no resistance as the well-endowed man positioned himself between her legs.

“Such a treat,” he declared as he moved closer.

Rachel’s eyes landed on his heavy cock that he held in one hand and she followed its movement as the man traced it along both thighs and then over her sodden mound. He seemed in no rush but as he continued his play, we watched her hips begin to gently roll.

“Guess we’ll see if she’s got anything left,” Martin chuckled.

Still, in the same spot he landed in after giving her a facial, he slowly stroked his cock that had mostly revived.

“Widen your legs, Rachel,” her teacher commanded.

Without hesitation, she opened and the professor began to probe her juicy slit with the tip of his cock. Soon, her legs began to bob in anticipation, and then without warning, he pushed several inches inside.

“Uhhhhh…ohhhhh…” she cried out.

The professor paused for a moment and then thrust again forcing more inside and on the thirds try he made it all the way and fell forward onto his elbows. Already, the intrusion had Rachel emitting a low mewing sound and her hands gripped his biceps in a way that let us know she fully felt his thick shaft. He started a slow but deliberate movement, and just as she wrapped her legs around his waist, Louise dropped to her knees and inhaled my dick. Seconds later, I felt a presence behind me and I looked over my shoulder just as Beth’s hands slipped beneath my arms and found my nipples.

For a few seconds, I continued to watch the Polish man excite my wife but the women’s efforts were compelling and soon captured my full attention. The voluptuous woman had a talented mouth and knew how to use her fingers behind my balls which put me in a very excited state. I let my hands wander each woman’s body, and only my standing position kept me from progressing faster but given the circumstances, I thought it probably a good thing.

“After they finish, I want to be with your wife. Let me be with her,” Beth whispered, and when I didn’t reply, she added, “You can fuck me after…all you want.”

Not sure whether she expected my help or just my acceptance, I didn’t respond but her voice did lift me from my trance and I turned my attention back to the mat. Dr. Kott still moved with the same rhythm but now he had Rachel’s legs pushed back so that her knees were in her armpits. There was no romance in their connection but her constant groans indicated she was being thoroughly pleasured.

“She… I don’t think she…” I started before Beth interrupted.

“Just leave us alone…for a little bit,” she begged.

“Oh yeah…” I heard a voice to my side and looking over, I spotted Anna on her knees with Martin’s cock in her mouth.


Only Hank remained by himself but he seemed content to tug on his erection as he watched the mating couple.

Several times, the women tried to pull me onto the floor and I knew that if I allowed it, they would soon have me cumming. However, I didn’t want to lose the connection with Rachel so I deflected their efforts. Then, the sounds on the mat suddenly changed and looking down I saw that the professor was now lifting his body until his cock was almost out of her pussy then dropping heavily onto my wife. The movement created a slapping sound as their bodies met and brought forth new, louder cries.

“Glad I got her first,” Martin laughed.

His comment made me recall that the professor had a time limit, which had certainly been exceeded, but no one, not even Rachel, seemed interested in calling it out. Slowly, as the passion of the couple increased, everyone’s attention returned to the mat. Louise’s mouth left my dick but she continued to stroke me slowly as she watched while Beth and I had our hands on each other’s ass. Martin had turned Anna so she could watch and his cock hung alongside her cheek while Hank had stepped back several paces to blend in.

Rachel and Dr. Kott didn’t talk but their sexual sounds, particularly my wife’s, provided guidance on their state. Occasionally, she could enjoy multiple orgasms but despite what I was witnessing, the size of the one she already experienced made me think it was unlikely. It made me consider whether the professor had decided to let go when the time came or if he felt determined to get my wife off as a sign of power. The first sign of where things would finish occurred when the professor started to emit his own soft grunts. It took a minute or so but they grew in intensity until they matched Rachel’s, making me think he was getting close. However, things happened much faster than I anticipated as he suddenly made several awkward thrusts and then pulled free and as my wife continued to move, he fired his cum across her abdomen.

“Ahhhhh…” he let loose with a satisfied sigh as he rose to his knees.

The disappointed look on my wife’s face made me think she might have been closer than it appeared and several times she took glances at the man’s cock as if to convince herself that it was indeed spent. The room remained quiet for a time and everyone held their positions but when the professor stood, Rachel suddenly became aware of the eyes on her and tried to shield her body.

“Let me help,” Beth said as she stepped forward but her presence caused my wife to turn to her side and when her abused ass came into view, the slender woman said, “Anna can you bring some lotion, please?”

The professor took a deep breath, scanned the room, and then said, “Perhaps a break is in order.”

With that, he started towards the house with Anna right behind and one by one the others fell in until it was just Louise, Beth, Rachel, and me. After a few seconds, Louise stood, tugged my shaft gently, licked my earlobe, and departed, too. I watched as my wife continued to thwart Beth’s attention and prepared myself to intervene when Anna returned with a large bottle of aloe vera. She handed it to the blonde woman then left, and Beth immediately poured a large amount in her hand and began to rub it into my wife’s welts. Over the next few minutes, with a slow hand and many words of encouragement, she managed to get Rachel prone while covering her ass with the healing liquid. Several times, she made head nods indicating I should leave but the interaction excited me, so I stayed. Finally, after a particularly forceful motion and a pleading look, I stepped slowly towards the door.

“That was an incredible start, is the house open?” I heard Martin ask just as I joined the group.

“Yes, of course…you know the rooms,” Dr. Kott replied.

Although all the men had just fucked my wife, no one showed any awkwardness at my presence and I accepted the beer Hank offered. Amazingly, despite the nudity, I didn’t feel uncomfortable and for several minutes we held a back-and-forth conversation on several subjects, none of which had anything to do with sex. Then, in less than a minute, with no verbal signal, Martin and Anna headed off together in one direction and Louise and Hank in another.

“An outstanding beginning to the evening. Rachel is so special. I do hope you stay. I think you’re deserving of some attention,” the professor said.

“It always seems different…in my head versus the reality,” I replied.

“I see, but you shouldn’t think one must be good and the other bad. Just accept the difference,” he counseled, and when I shrugged in response, he reiterated his message, “I think you would enjoy some…entertainment of your own.”

Although I had considered the idea, I replied, “That would just create complications.”

“I understand but I must say that Anna does like to be in the middle and of course, there’s the lovely Beth. She is quite fun. Perhaps, we can check on them and I can keep Rachel busy while you experience her,” he responded.

“I believe we’re done for the night,” I told him, hoping he would drop the subject.

He nodded to me but when I turned towards the hall, he fell in close behind. When we emerged into the garage, I spotted my wife, covered in a blanket, with Beth kneeling at her side, slowly rubbing her body. When she saw us, she put a finger to her lips indicating we should be silent, and then slowly rose and moved our way.

“She’s sleeping,” the woman said and then quickly added, “Let her rest.”

With her arms, she shooed us back and the professor, realizing the situation offered no sexual potential, moved ahead with his long strides and disappeared. Halfway down the hall, Beth took my hand and I let her lead us to the living room where she sat on a sofa and motioned me next to her. My mind was still on Rachel and naively I thought the attractive woman wanted to share something about my wife’s state but as soon as I settled, she fell to her knees, grabbed my dick, and pulled it into her soft mouth.

“Beth…” I started in protest as my ass lifted.

She used her hand to push me back, never losing the connection but after a few seconds, she stopped, looked up at me, and said, “I’m going to suck you, and then we’re going to fuck.”

“Shit…” I let out when she returned to the task and although my mind screamed at me to stop, it felt so good I let it continue.

It didn’t take long for her to get me to the brink but before pushing me over, she stopped, pulled me up, and led us to a small room that I realized was the professor’s home office. A leather sofa sat along one wall and without speaking, she fell to her knees, draped her body over it with her ass to me, and then looked back with a wicked smile.

“Fuck me…I like it hard…” she commanded.

With my body buzzing and my mind screaming, I fell to my knees, moved into place, and then thrust easily into the woman. I started a solid rhythm but recalling her message, I began to pound her harder which brought forth a litany of soft moans and whines. Still, it didn’t seem enough, so I took her hips in my hands and used them to pull her forcefully against me.

“Like that,” I taunted as the sounds of our bodies slapping together filled the small space.

“Like your wife got fucked…like Martin fucked her. Made her squeal…” she grunted, and after a pause, she continued with, “She loves cock…loved the cum on her face.”

I knew she wanted to provoke me and it worked because instantly, I started to take her with even greater intensity. A strange feeling of euphoric power swept through me but I knew I couldn’t maintain the pace for long, and fortunately, I didn’t have to. Less than a minute later her sexual sounds took on a needy tone and I knew she was getting close to a climax. When it arrived, I had to use one hand between her shoulders to keep her thrashing body in place.

“Ohhh…oh fuck…fuck me baby…yeah…oh fuck yeah…keep going…harder…” she cried out.

I made it another dozen strokes and then wailed like a wounded animal and fired my seed deep inside as my body lost coordination. Draped over her back, I sucked in air as I listened to her continue to mew. Several times, she pushed against my dick but with a final whimper, she fell onto her arms. At that moment, looking down at her ass and recalling her dirty talk, I swatted her hard.

“You like that?” I asked, quite proud of my performance.

“Mmmm…yeah… Let me rest,” she sighed.

We stayed connected for several minutes, slowly recovering, and then suddenly she broke free. However, rather than calling it done, she looked at me with a seductive smile and patted the couch. I rose from my knees and sat on the leather fabric and Beth immediately straddled my waist and brought my partially erect dick back to her slit. It took only a few rolls of her hips to bring me to full mast and with a knowing smile, she brought her lips to mine for a sloppy kiss.

“Shit…” I declared when we broke.

“You need to join the group,” she grunted as she rode me.

“No…” I started but she interrupted.

“Yeah, your wife loved it and you’re loving it, too,” she said.

Not wanting to start a debate, I decided to go quiet and just enjoy the feeling. The minutes ticked by as we continued to fuck and I reveled in the sensation, so I felt disappointed when she started to slow.

“Tired?” I asked.

“I need to pee…wait here,” she announced as she lifted off.

I thought about checking on Rachel but expecting her back quickly, I remained on the couch. However, when ten minutes had elapsed, I started to get antsy and when it reached twenty, I rose. I went straight to the garage expecting to see my wife on the mat covered in the blanket but the room was empty. For a moment, I felt panic, wondering if she had discovered my tryst with Beth and left, but knowing I needed to find her, I returned to the house. The first floor was empty but as soon as I climbed the stairs, I saw Martin in the doorway of a room so I headed that way. Getting closer, I heard the unmistakable sounds of sex coming from the room and when I arrived, I got a huge shock when I saw Rachel on her back in the middle of a queen-size bed with a man between her widely spread legs. Besides Martin, Dr. Kott, Anna, Martin, and Beth were present standing within a few feet of the connected couple. It took a few seconds for my mind to overcome the surprise and when it did, I realized I was watching Josh, the young graduate student, and my daughter’s occasional lover, fucking my wife.

Rachel had one hand on the man’s hairy ass and the other looped around his neck as he moved into her with a steady pace. Looking up, I saw the professor had his normal lust-filled expression while Beth looked my way with a conspiratorial smile. Martin and Anna seemed completely indifferent and after a glance my way returned their attention to the bed. I’m not sure whether it was my decadent mind or the fact that Beth had fucked all the energy out of me but I just took a few steps further into the room and watched.

By their state, I guessed they had been going at it for a while, and despite my wife’s previous orgasm, she appeared to be building. Save for the couple’s groans, whimpers, and grunts, the room was thankfully silent, and hoping to avoid any demeaning looks from the others, I locked my eyes on Rachel. From experience, I could tell when she was getting close and when her hand left his neck and moved to his arm, I knew she was at the brink.

With her voice in a higher-than-normal pitch, she started to whine, and seconds later, the climax arrived, “Ohhh…oh yes…yes…ohhh…ohhh…go…go…”

She was still whining when his movements started to get jerky and seconds later, as he started to grunt, he broke free and fired his semen just above her pussy as he called out, “Oh yeah…yeah…damn…”

“It was Beth that broke the silence when she said, “Finally!”

Her voice caused Josh to turn and when he spotted me, he quickly moved off the bed. With his body out of the way, Rachel and I made eye contact and she closed her legs as a look of fear swept over her face. The others, picking up on the dynamic, left the room and when they were gone, I just stood and stared, wondering how to proceed.

“Where did you go?” she asked in a lame attempt to deflect blame.

“I thought your punishment was over but I think it’s just starting,” I said.

“No, honey…please…just please, no…” she begged.

I stared at her for a bit longer and then suddenly I just wanted to be away from the house, the dungeon, and the others. I extended my hand and helped her up, then together we headed towards the garage to retrieve our clothes.

“Mother and daughter, amigo! Which one was better?” I heard Martin say loudly as we neared the kitchen.

“C’mon,” Josh laughed.

“You owe me. You’re mine for the rest of the night,” Beth laughed.

When we appeared, the group went silent and I didn’t bother to comment on their conversation as we turned down the hallway. It took just a few minutes to dress and then we left, not bothering to offer any goodbyes as we headed towards the front door.

“Tell me what happened…with Josh,” I demanded once we were in the safety of the SUV.

She looked straight ahead without answering for several seconds before replying, “He just showed up. I asked…he didn’t say why.”

“C’mon Rachel tell me what happened. How did you get upstairs?” I demanded.

“I…I was asleep…on the mat and then he’s just there and…he started… I guess we started doing it… Dr. Kott comes in and tells him to move upstairs,” she explained.

“You let him? The guy who’s been with Lizzie?” I responded, walking a fine edge with my temper.

“Yes…” she answered in a whisper.

“Why?” I probed.

“I don’t know…” she said.

“Well, obviously you loved it. He gave you a nice orgasm,” I said being intentionally mean, and then added, “You know they were talking about it…you…and Lizzie.”

“I know…” she replied meekly.

We drove the rest of the way in silence and when we arrived at the condo, she tried to make for the bathroom but I stopped her and made her disrobe. Then, I made us a drink and we sat on the couch. The pungent aroma of sex filled my nose and I wavered between anger and sympathy as I thought about the evening and each of our actions.

“Rachel, let’s talk about it,” I whispered.

“Well, I guess you got what you wanted. I’m truly a slut…no question about it,” she replied with a sad smile.

“I know it went a little…I mean…you saw Larry…you knew what that meant…and the…Josh,” I responded.

“A little? Let’s see…I was passed around, touched by a woman, and fucked our daughter’s boyfriend. Yes, I think that might be called a little,” she fired back.

She sounded more irritated than angry so I replied, “And loved the hell out of it.”

“No, I didn’t!” she replied, surprised by my tack.

“Sorry, honey…your orgasms gave you away,” I replied smugly.

“God, you’re a bastard! I didn’t have a choice. Either…fuck…or get beaten,” she fired back.

“You chose pretty fast,” I teased.

“Let me hit you! You wouldn’t even make it to the second,” she replied.

“Why did you let Josh?” I asked changing subjects hoping to catch her off guard.

“I…I was vulnerable,” she said in a tiny voice.

“What does that mean?” I pushed.

“I…look…okay, look…I get really excited and yes I came really hard. I was floating and the woman put the lotion on and covered me in the blanket and I felt so good. Josh was just there, under the blanket, and he started touching me and I just…I couldn’t make myself say no,” she responded.

“You sure it isn’t a competition with Lizzie? She sniffs around Larry so you go for Josh?” I pushed.

It was an ugly comment and I could see it had greatly annoyed her so I wasn’t surprised when she responded, “Asshole.”

“You sure?” I asked, not ready to dismiss the thought.

“Yes, I’m sure and I’m sorry about Josh but…” she started and then paused for a moment before continuing with, “Don’t beat me up. It’s been a rough night.”

“Well, I guess…we’re just back to the same place. Sweet Rachel is just a dirty girl at heart,” I said.

“Don’t…” she begged and after moving closer to me, she said, “Be nice to me.”

Her vulnerable voice made my remaining irritation wane, and after taking a deep breath, I said, “Okay…I’m frazzled and don’t want to be mad.”

With a relieved smile, she pulled my head to hers and kissed me hard. I let my hands roam her body and when I arrived at her slit, I was disappointed to find it barely damp. However, after separating her fold a little, I found she was still nicely slick further in.

“You want me to be bad…you make me,” she offered when the kiss ended.

“No, Rachel. I punish you when you reach the point you can’t control yourself anymore,” I countered, surprised she wanted to reignite the conversation.

“That’s because you make everything about sex! All the time…non-stop,” she fired back.

“Well, anyway, you have one more man to take care of,” I smiled at her.

“You think so?” she asked sarcastically.

“Yeah…you know your duty,” I replied.

For a moment, she gave me a defiant look, and then her hands went to my clothes and soon she had me naked. She moved between my knees and took my mostly hard dick into her mouth and for several seconds, I watched as her head bobbed. Then, she stopped, looked at my shaft quizzically, and then brought her eyes to mine.

“You’ve been with someone. I can taste it. You fucked Anna,” she said with true anger in her voice.

“No…” I started but she cut me off.

“Yes, you were with Anna. Was it her? Admit it,” she demanded as her grip tightened.

“Beth,” I replied.

Although she tried to show anger and refused to accept that her sex with multiple men more than offset my one time, I felt most of it was an act to gain leverage. Still, she let me take her to bed and although I had a nice climax, I couldn’t manage to get her over the top.

Things were awkward at home on Sunday as the light of day forced us both to face what had occurred. Most of my issues pertained to Josh while hers were all about my sex with Beth. Also, I had a nagging feeling that something surreptitious had occurred that led to the grad student showing up unannounced, and the longer I thought about it, the more convinced I became. Finally, knowing I needed an answer, I put in a call to the professor. For the first time since I’d known him, I noted nervousness in his voice and it took me some time before he finally admitted my concerns were correct. He explained that Beth and Josh were close in their little group and he had shared with her his relationship with our daughter and his interest in Rachel. When Beth found about the agenda for the evening, she had placed a call to him and they had set up a loose arrangement to get him with my wife. That turned out to be the reason Beth had shown Rachel so much attention and directed us out of the garage. Josh, waiting in his car outside, approached her after getting the green light and as she described, he found her in a vulnerable state. I debated whether to share the information with Rachel and finally decided not to as I couldn’t see that it gained anything. However, it did steel me to the decision to be done with the professor and his dungeon.

Four weeks later, we were alone in our home in the country when Rachel suddenly burst into the living room and announced excitedly, “I’m pregnant! Finally!”

Instantly, I felt a wave of nausea roll through me as I realized she now carried another man’s child. I knew the truth would devastate her as she had wanted a baby for so long. Indeed, her desire was so strong, I wondered if she would take any action.

“Okay,” I finally forced out as my mind continued to churn.


She assumed my troubled expression related to being a daddy once again, and offered, “You loved having kids around.”

I let her continue to show her enthusiasm but that night, when we were in bed, I returned to the issue and explained the reality.

“Rachel…the reversal didn’t work. The tests were bad…almost nothing. I didn’t want to upset you so I didn’t say anything,” I explained, and when a confused look appeared on her face, I clarified, “It’s not my baby.”

She took several rapid breaths and for a moment I thought she might cry but she collected herself and replied, “Yes, it is.”

“Rachel…” I started.

“You said nothing…told me nothing!” she interrupted, angry that I hadn’t shared the information.

“Rachel,” I said again, but she turned her back to me and went quiet.

Multiple times over the next few days we revisited the issue but each time she declared that the baby she carried was mine. I even showed her a copy of the urologist report but she remained undeterred. Finally, I managed to get her to engage in a practical discussion about the sex that had occurred during the past month.

“Rachel, I know it’s not a good subject and I realize I bear huge responsibility but we have to be realistic. The other men…Kott, Josh, Martin, the other guy…didn’t use protection and they might have leaked,” I challenged her, and then as a thought struck me, I asked, “And Larry? Was he careful?”

“So has yours,” she countered, ignoring my question.

“Rachel, did Larry cum in you?” I pushed.

“I don’t know,” she replied and then, after a moment, added, “Maybe…”

Silence ensued but finally, hoping she would see the truth, I said in a soft voice, “You saw the report.”

She turned and stared at me in silence as the seconds turned to minutes before she finally replied, “It’s your fault.”

“Yes…” I responded thinking it was the best way to proceed.

“I’m…I’m not…” she started but stood and left before she completed the thought.

Somehow, we started discussing testing and after some internet work learned that in vitro paternity determination was possible. It took several weeks to locate a lab as we didn’t want to share the situation with our normal providers and on the first visit, they drew her blood and swabbed my cheek. The testing took ten days so there was nothing we could do but go home and wait. We tried to get solace through our normal routine but almost all my thoughts remained focused on the pregnancy and I felt certain Rachel was in a similar place. So far, we hadn’t discussed options based on the forthcoming test results and I cringed at the thought knowing it would be devastating.

Exactly ten days later as I sat on the sofa watching TV, Rachel walked by, dropped a sheet of paper in my lap, and said, “Congratulations, you’re going to be a father.”

On the top, I could see the logo of the lab, and scanning down the page I landed on a sentence that stated the paternity probability at 99.998% Suddenly, it felt like the weight of the world left my shoulders and a huge smile came to my face.

“Okay, well…okay…” I babbled and when I looked up and saw Rachel looking at me smugly, I said, “I’m sorry. You were right.”

She maintained her expression for a little longer and then replied, “Did you really think I wouldn’t know?”

“I should have listened,” I answered knowing it was a debate I didn’t want to win.

“Oh, and I’m retiring…as a…your slut,” she declared as a smile turned the corners of her mouth.

I stood and took her in my arms feeling my body hum from the combination of excitement and relief. After squeezing her hard, I found her lips and kissed her tenderly but when we broke, I decided to tease her a little.

“It’s not your decision, sweetie. Unless you want to give up the condo,” I whispered.

“I’m retiring and we’re keeping the condo,” she replied, and then informed me of her rationalization when she added, “I’m pregnant now.”

Later that day, I listened close by as Rachel called and explained the situation to our daughter. Unsurprisingly, it took several attempts to convince Lizzie that it wasn’t a joke, but when my wife started giggling excitedly, I knew our daughter had accepted the message. They carried on for a few minutes in a rapid exchange that suddenly stopped. The change caught my attention after Rachel took several nervous glances my way, I knew something was up.

“No, of course not,” she said and after a moment, in response to something our daughter said, she replied, “Lizzie, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

At that moment, I knew my loving daughter was asking about Larry.
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