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"You're due any day," the gynecologist said with a smile. "How are you feeling?"  

"Really good," Anita answered honestly.  

"And how about you, Ted?" Dr. Steinmetz asked, her eyes softening as she turned to Anita's husband.  

"I'm so excited to be a father," he said, and Anita's heart filled with joy at the pride in his voice.  

"And you're aware of the duties that come with it?" the doctor asked. It was all Anita could do not to sigh – it felt like they went through this in every visit.  

"Well..." Ted said reluctantly, glancing at his wife.  

"Go on," she sighed, unable to keep the amusement out of her voice.  

Without another word, Dr. Steinmetz moved to Ted's lap. It was all Anita could do not to roll her eyes as their mouths met, and Ted's hands began roaming the doctor's body.  

Anit and Ted were having a baby girl, and for some reason Dr. Steinmetz was extremely concerned that Ted wouldn't be able to take care of his daughter – cleaning, feeding, changing...all that stuff. They already had a nanny lined up (Ted, god bless him, had taken care of the entire interview process by himself. Some candidates he'd had to interview four or five times, for up to an hour each time – her husband was so thorough! The group interviews, he'd told her, had been particularly exhausting, but at the end of it he was confident that they'd picked the right girl for the job) but obviously he still needed to know how to parent.  

The doctor was particularly concerned that he wouldn't be able to cope with the, well...biological differences.  

As Anita watched, the doctor removed her lab coat, and Ted's nimble hands began unbuttoning her shirt.  

During one of their first appointments, Anita had returned to from the bathroom (the joys of pregnancy, she felt like she needed to pee every few minutes) to find her doctor and husband naked. Her eyes had widened, but as soon as Ted had explained what was happening, she'd calmed down.  

Dr. Steinmetz had been giving him an impromptu exam, which was when she'd learned that he was (understandably) more familiar with the male anatomy than female. And so she'd stripped, to give him a thorough demonstration of the female form.  

To help him be a better parent, of course.  

Anita had suggested that her own body could be used for demonstration purposes – not that she was jealous, or anything like that. She knew that her husband wasn't looking at their doctor sexually, it was purely educational. She trusted him.  

But Ted had reminded her that since she was pregnant, she was no longer representative of the average woman's form. Forced to agree, Anita had reluctantly sat back and watched as her husband learned how the female body worked.  

Then, as now, Dr. Steinmetz had moved Ted’s fingers between her legs. "Washing is very different for girls," she'd pantingly explained. "It's not like a penis where you simply need to wipe it clean – you need to be very careful not to make sure anything enters the vaginal canal."  

In Anita's opinion, that would have been explanation enough, but she wasn't a medical professional. And so she'd watched as Ted's fingers had (to fully understand the depth) begun moving in and out of Dr. Steinmetz's vagina.  

"Oh god," she moaned, as Anita's leg bounced impatiently. Something always felt off about how much of their appointments was spent educating her husband. She was the pregnant one, after all...but she slapped the thought back as selfish.  

She wanted Ted to be the best father he could possibly be. They were in this together, after all.  

"You're so good at this," Dr. Steinmetz groaned, before her entire body tensed. "Oh, fuck, *Ted*."  

Anita didn't love the language her doctor used during these demonstrations, but she tried to take them as a good omen. If Ted was getting so much better at understanding the female form, perhaps future demonstrations wouldn't be necessary.  

The doctor took a few minutes to recover, then turned to Anita's husband, fire in her eyes. "Time for your examination," she growled, and Anita sighed. Again: despite it being *her* appointment, Dr. Steinmetz had what felt like an inordinate concern for Ted's health. Every session ended in her insisting that he strip naked so the doctor could give him a thorough physical.  

Anita pulled out her phone and began scrolling down her Facebook wall as her husband undressed. It wasn't that she didn't enjoy the sight of her husband naked – even after almost six years of marriage, she found him incredibly attractive, and they’d been making love regularly throughout her entire pregnancy.  

Anita just didn't think that an OB/GYN appointment was the time to feast her eyes on her husband's form. It didn’t feel appropriate.  

Dr. Steinmetz apparently had no such compunctions; she stared at Ted with admiration in her eyes. For good reason, Anita was forced to admit – their time with Marlene had really paid off (especially since he'd doubled the number of private sessions he had with her each week) and her husband was in the best shape of his life.  

The doctor's examination went the way it always did. She was a very hands-on practitioner, running her fingers across every inch of his sculpted form. "Wonderful," she purred, as her fingers slid down Ted's torso, tracing the contours of his muscles, before her lips landed on his once more.  

Anita had been confused about why his doctor's examination required their mouths to meet, but as soon as Ted had explained it, the logic had been irrefutable. The human mouth served as a sort of barometer for the body's fluids and bacteria, and Dr. Steinmetz was so sensitive to the way her patients' mouths tasted, she could use them to diagnose diseases. A quick kiss would tell her more than a full set of labs would.  

It must have been a skill shared by her staff, as well, because on more than one occasion Anita had caught her husband locking lips with an attractive nurse or receptionist.  

*Funny,* she thought to herself. *She's never diagnosed me like that.*  

As the doctor continued to check for changes in Ted's taste, her hand snaked past his abs and grabbed his erection. Before visiting Dr. Steinmetz, Anita hadn't realized how vital the male organ was to overall health. It felt like most of Ted's examinations consisted of their doctor inspecting it for one problem or another – her incredibly perceptive mouth even analyzed the 'unique sweat generated by the groinal region'.  

Anita watched dispassionately as Dr. Steinmetz sunk to her knees and took Ted's entire erection in her mouth. With a sigh, the pregnant woman returned to her phone as the doctor began "inspecting" it in great detail, repeatedly lifting her head up and down, her eyes staring at Ted all the while.  

The sound was a little distracting, but Anita amused herself by liking all the "congratulations!" posts they'd gotten from their pregnancy announcement. They'd gone all out, hiring a photographer for the occasion – she'd had some pretty wild ideas for the shoot, most of them involving Anita and Ted in the nude. Ted had insisted that Anita see exactly what the final photos would look like, asking the photographer to strip off and posing in the pregnant woman’s stead so she could watch.  

In the end, they'd gone for a classy, fully-clothed reveal, but Anita would never forget the hour she'd watched Ted and the photographer pose, their bodies pressed against each other, their mouths rarely leaving the other's, Ted's hands on her breasts and her ass and touching her between her legs. And when she'd returned from the bathroom, Anita had found the door to their bedroom (where the shoot was taking place) locked, and had to wait outside for over an hour. Ted and the young photographer must have gotten so lost in pretending that she was Anita, they hadn’t even realized she wasn't with them.  

She had no idea what they were doing inside the bedroom, but whatever it was, the photographer had sounded like she was having a very good time.  

After ten minutes of the doctor’s inspection, Ted's body tensed up, and Anita looked up from her phone. She'd never known her husband to be nervous about...well, *anything*, but after a lengthy examination of his groinal region, it was like he had a little panic attack. He got sweaty, tense...truth be told, it looked almost the same as when he had an orgasm.  

But Anita knew her husband. He'd never do anything like that in a doctor's office, for one.  

And more importantly, she knew he’d never cheat on her.  

“Your turn,” Dr. Steinmetz said, standing up and wiping her mouth. Anita sometimes felt a little uncomfortable when her doctor was anything less than professional. In this case, her attitude felt almost…flirtatious? Saucy?  

“With pleasure,” Ted growled. Great, now he was doing it too. At least from her husband’s end, Anita knew it was completely unconscious. He wasn’t flirting – he’d never hit on another woman – but he was so empathetic, he must have been inadvertently imitating the doctor’s tone.  

Ted sank to his knees in front of the doctor, and Anita sighed. He looked up at her, disappointed.  

“We don’t have to do this,” he said, and the pregnant woman blushed.  

“No,” she said. “Please. I’m sorry.”  

“I mean it,” he said earnestly. “I don’t want to do anything that makes you uncomfortable.”  

Anita’s face split into a wide smile. She just felt so heard, so respected. She loved her husband so much. “I mean it too,” she said warmly. “I want you to do it.”  

“You hear that?” Dr. Steinmetz broke in, slightly (in Anita’s opinion) spoiling the moment. “She *wants* you to do it. Now, if we can proceed.”  

After giving his wife another quick look of reassurance, Ted leaned forward. To most people, what followed would have looked like he was performing oral sex on the doctor, but of course Anita knew it was nothing like that.  

Her eyebrows furrowed. What *was* he doing? When Dr. Steinmetz was inspecting Ted’s member with his mouth, she was doing it as part of a checkup. She was just applying her medical expertise.  

So why was Ted’s tongue skillfully (and Anita knew exactly *how* skillfully) licking the doctor’s lower lips, her clit, occasionally burying deep inside her and tasting her wetness from the source?  

Anita genuinely didn’t know. Perhaps it was a tongue exercise, or to better develop his knowledge of the female form.  

Well, whatever it was, Dr. Steinmetz was giving him enthusiastic and unfiltered feedback. “Yessss,” she moaned. “Oh god, yes! Oh, yes! Yes, yes, yes, yes!”  

*I guess it doesn’t really matter,* Anita told herself. *They wouldn’t be doing it if it wasn’t important.*  

The pregnant woman tried to bury her head back in her phone, but it was impossible to ignore the loud feedback that her doctor gave her husband, while she was sitting right next to them. “You’re so good at this,” she moaned. “I’ve never had anyone be so…fucking…good at this…”  

It was nice to know that her husband was doing well. It felt like it boded well for what he’d be like as a parent.  

Ted’s education continued, the doctor continuing to give effusive feedback until her cries of “Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuck” were followed by her entire body tensing, her eyes rolling back into her head, and a long loud sigh of what sounded like pleasure (but Anita knew was just pride) emerging from her mouth.  

When she was done, she pulled Ted up and inspected his mouth once more – presumably just to check that no bacteria had been transferred from her privates to his mouth. The inspection went on for several minutes before she was satisfied, releasing Ted from her grip and standing up in front of the married couple.  

"Now," she said brightly, completely unselfconscious about her naked state. "Anita, is there anything you'd like to discuss with me privately?"  

As she always did, Anita considered the question before shaking her head. She was feeling confident about the baby, about her marriage – and of course, she trusted Ted. There was nothing she wouldn't say in front of him.  

"And Ted," Dr. Steinmetz said, a sudden fire in her eyes. Part of Anita wondered if her doctor had a teeny crush on her husband. It would make sense; she was almost as familiar with his spectacular body as Anita was, and the man had a certain charm. Women loved him.  

If she'd been a jealous person, or had anything but complete faith in her husband, this attention from the attractive naked professional in front of her would've worried Anita. But she knew there was absolutely nothing to worry about. Her husband would never cheat on her. He probably didn't even notice how large Dr. Steinmetz's breasts were, even when he'd spent an entire session sucking on her nipples (as part of his education on breastfeeding.)  

"I think we should continue discussing what we talked about last week, don't you?"  

"Yes, Dr. Steinmetz," Ted said, throwing his wife an apologetic look. She returned it with a smile, unsteadily getting to her feet and returning to the waiting room.  

Ted hadn't told her what he discussed with the doctor during their long, loud private sessions, and she hadn't asked. Their relationship was built on a bond of complete confidence in the other – if it was something she needed to know, Anita knew that he'd tell her. Since he hadn't, it obviously wasn't.  

She trusted him.[image: female doctor, sexy, busty, naked, nsfw, labcoat s-1989145974][image: female doctor, sexy, busty, naked, nsfw, labcoat, kneeling, s-2612360108]
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Anita would never forget the day she gave birth to her daughter.  

The contractions started late in the afternoon, and although they were far from painful, they persisted throughout the night. By midnight, Ted had been so nervous that Anita had insisted they call in their support team: her sister, her mother, and their doula, Maria – a Hispanic woman with a calming presence and a reassuring voice.  

Maria was the first to arrive; when she'd seen Ted pacing back and forth she'd taken his hands in hers and gently guided him to sit down.  

Anita almost laughed; Ted was freaking out far more than she was (men!) but as Maria leaned forward and pressed her forehead against his, he seemed to calm down.  

Maria's hand reached up to comfortingly rub Ted's temple; in turn, he reached forward and cupped her large breasts. Anita's brow furrowed for a moment, before reminding herself that it wasn't sexual. He was stressed, and everyone knew that nothing calmed a man down as quickly as getting his hands on a pair of big, soft breasts.  

Looking down at her own chest, Anita couldn't help but sigh. Even now, at the end of her third trimester (her due date had almost been a week earlier) her breasts had never grown past a C-cup.  

Her husband had never expressed a desire for her to be anything other than who she was, however. Even through nine months of pregnancy, they'd continued making love almost once a day. Anita was completely secure in how attracted her husband was to her; she felt utterly adored.  

And she trusted him.  

So Anita didn't bat an eye as Maria moved her hand down and unzipped her husband's trousers. Rubbing his temple had been so effective at calming him down, she'd clearly decided to apply the same technique to another sensitive part of the man's anatomy.  

Ted let out a soft moan as the young woman's fingers snaked around his cock, and he let out a low moan.  

"Relax," Maria said quietly. "It'll be alright."  

Ted nodded, smiling at her. Anita sighed with happiness at the sight of them, her husband and her doula, both so focused. Everything was going to be alright, she was sure of it.  

The young woman must have decided that the lower rubbing was more effective than focusing on the temple, because she dropped to her knees and moved her other hand to Ted's cock.  

The door opened, and for a moment Anita's heart quickened – her sister's eyes widened at the scene she'd walked into: Maria, on her knees in front of Anita's husband, her slim hands moving up and down his erection.  

It would have been *so* easy for her to get the wrong idea...but, not for the first time, Anita was impressed by how open-minded her sister was.  

A few months earlier, Bianca had walked in while Ted was explaining to Anita how he'd ended up in another unfortunate predicament. Their busty neighbor had been having trouble with her sink (which was why she was naked, she'd had to strip off her wet clothes) and no matter how many times he'd tried to explain the plunging process, she just wasn't getting it.  

Eventually, Ted had told Anita, he'd been so frustrated that he'd been left with no choice than to demonstrate how it worked. Using their sink wouldn't make it clear enough, so he'd used his cock to represent a plunger, and the neighbor's privates to stand in for the sink.  

Anita had completely understood, of course (she secretly thought her neighbor had fewer brains than a field of carrots) and had sat at the kitchen table to patiently wait as the demonstration finished.  

When Bianca had entered, Anita had worried that she might not be as accepting of Ted's explanation...but her sister had immediately accepted what was going on. In fact, she'd confessed that she didn't understand how a sink worked either.  

It had taken almost two hours for Ted to properly explain the process to the two women, his wife watching all the while.  

Anita's entire body felt like it was clenching as she was hit by another contraction. By the time she was able to relax again, Bianca's top was already off, her large breasts available for Ted's empty hands. Like Maria, she must have had an instinctive knowledge of what would calm Ted down...in fact, she took it even further, bringing Ted's mouth to suckle at her nipple.  

"That's it, baby," Maria said, looking up at Anita's husband with a smile. "Suck on those tits. That's right."  

She'd used similar language during one of her many breast-feeding explanations. Anita was so glad to have such a supportive team around her as she gave birth.  

By the time Anita's mother arrived, Bianca was totally naked, grinding her privates against Ted's face (a logical extension of the comfort of sucking on big breasts, Anita told herself) and Maria was moaning with pleasure as her hands travelled up and down Ted's erection. Anita's contractions were strong but steady, still twenty minutes apart.  

Again, the pregnant woman had a moment of panic at what her mother would think at the sight of the two women helping Ted relax...but she didn't miss a beat either, throwing her daughter a smile before going to join in.  

*Of course,* Anita thought to herself. *She's given birth three times, she's very used to this.*  

Anita's mother must have been overcome with gratitude for what the doula was doing for her family, because she knelt beside Maria and gave her a kiss of thanks.  

Maria kissed her back with gusto, and soon the two women were...well, if it hadn't come from such a wholesome place, Anita would've been forced to call it making out. Her mother hadn't even batted an eyelid at the sight of Bianca, nude and riding Ted's face...perhaps to make her daughter feel more comfortable, the older woman quickly stripped off as well, and soon both the members of the pregnant woman’s family were nude as the (still fully-clothed) doula rubbed the erection of Anita’s husband.  

What happened next was inevitable, really: Ted's body couldn't tell the difference between help relaxing and...well, a hand-job! He moaned against Bianca's crotch as his cock throbbed and began shooting a huge load over the two women kneeling in front of him.  

Anita blushed, but her family surprised her again. They weren’t nearly as prudish – in fact, to make sure Ted didn't feel self-conscious about having an orgasm, Bianca began faking a long, loud orgasm of her own, crying Ted's name and arching her back. She even managed to simulate squirting, her faux girl-cum spraying across Ted's face and dripping down to his chest.  

Anita had no idea how she’d managed that; she was just happy to have such a loving, supportive sister.  

The two women at his feet continued to milk him for several minutes after he came, until he finally slumped back onto the couch, panting heavily.  

"You doing okay, honey?" he asked as Bianca climbed off him, and Anita's heart swelled. Even with how stressed he was, she was still his first thought.  

"Doing great," she replied through gritted teeth; he'd asked just as another contraction was approaching, and she knew in a few moments that was all she'd be able to think about.  

"We're right here with you," Maria said from across the room, before lowering her mouth to clean Ted's seed off the naked body of Anita's mother. *She's so considerate,* Anita thought, as the new contraction began to hit. *Making sure that Ted doesn’t feel guilty about the mess.*  

An hour later, the contractions were starting to get stronger, and Anita began to moan in pain through them. She tried to keep it as quiet as she could – Maria had needed to strip off her cum-coated clothing, and the three women were making sure that Ted was as comfortable and well-taken care of as possible. Occasionally one of them would glance over at Anita, but she always waved them off.  

She didn't want to be an inconvenience.  

After Ted had shot his third load over the three naked women (rubbing his erection seemed to be the most effective way of calming him down) Maria suggested that this was the last chance Anita would have to get some sleep. Anita and Ted made their way to the bedroom while the three women cleaned up the living room (and each other).  

She slept fitfully, worried that she was keeping Ted up with her moans of pain. Once, when she woke, she found her mother holding her hand, comforting her through a particularly painful contraction. She must have still been dreaming, because Anita could have sworn that she was sitting on Ted as she did, rocking back and forth, still naked.  

Another time, Anita opened her eyes to see what looked like Bianca on all fours, Ted fucking her from behind, while she performed cunnilingus on a spreadeagled Maria. This one she *knew* was a dream, of course – her husband would never, ever cheat on her. The idea of him doing so while she was in the process of giving birth – with her sister, at that! – was completely removed from reality.  

The strangest dream of all was one where her mother and sister were making out, making love – naked bodies intertwined on the bed beside her, moaning with pleasure – as Ted and Maria fucked. The four of them cried out in simultaneous orgasm, loud enough to wake Anita up.  

It was so real, Anita could smell the women's arousal, her husband's sweat. It felt like she could reach out and touch them...but just as she was about to say something, to confirm to herself that it was real, Ted shot her a soft, comforting smile, and she fell back asleep.  

By morning, she was already three centimeters dilated, and by lunchtime she was five. Ted slept for most of the morning; Anita guiltily realized that her cries of pain must have kept him awake. Bianca and Anita's mother slept late too, but Maria was awake (but bleary-eyed).  

"Don't worry about it," the younger woman smiled, making herself a coffee. "Barely sleeping is part of the job."  

Anita wanted to ask why Maria hadn't slept – the guest room they'd put her in was far enough away that she should've been insulated from the sound…but she answered her own question. *Because she was a professional*. This was her job, and she was going to prioritize Anita's comfort above all else.  

And the comfort of Anita’s husband, of course.

The contractions were coming thick and fast, but the doula was amazing; as each contraction hit, she would kneel in front of Anita, pressing her palms against the woman's belly and humming softly. She was so good at this; no wonder she'd been so effective in calming Ted down the previous night.  

When her contractions were four minutes apart, Maria made the call to drive into the hospital. Ted and the two other women were awakened, and after a quick shower (together, to save time and water), they got into the car.  

Maria insisted on driving, with Anita in the passenger seat. Even through the pain, she couldn’t help but smile as the streets and trees flew by, until her joy overcame her and she couldn’t resist voicing it.  

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she sighed with happiness. “Ted; Mom; Bianca…I’m having a baby! I’m having a baby girl.”  

The moans of pleasure from the back seat told her that she wasn’t the only one who was excited.[image: 1girl, 1boy, naked couple, kitchen, sex, piv, intercourse, making love, fucking s-2367857406]




Trust    

by Pan    

    

Labor    

    

"Don't you worry about a thing,"the nurse said, grasping Anita's hand tightly. "You have a whole team here to take care of you."  

Anita was laying in bed in the labor ward, hooked her up to several monitors to monitor her vitals. Another nurse had helped her undress and change into a hospital gown, while a third was reading over her chart.  

In fact, looking around, the room was awash with nurses. Anita didn't know why there were so many (they surely couldn't all be here to take care of her) – fortunately, her husband had taken charge, hugging each new nurse as they came in and introducing himself.  

For a moment, Anita wondered if her husband's family were donors to the hospital...they'd been given one of the largest private rooms (definitely not something they could afford). As well as her hospital bed, it had a privacy screen with Ted's cot (if you could call it that, it looked large enough to fit three!) behind it.  

"It's so that I can get some sleep," Ted had explained. "We don't know how long this is going to take, and I’ll need my…rest."  

As he spoke to Anita, all the nurse’s eyes were on him.  

"But why do we need the screen?" Anita asked. In response, one of the nurses bit her lip and gave a moan. Another stepped forward to check Ted's saliva, drawing him to her and thoroughly exploring his mouth with her tongue.  

"Sorry?" he said, when he finally pulled away.  

"The screen," Anita repeated patiently.  

"Childbirth can get messy," he said. “You know that. If I’m trying to rest – remember, this might be the last good night's sleep I get in a long while! – and I sit up and sees the 'miracle of birth'...well, that'll ruin my chances of getting back to sleep, won't it?"  

Anita was forced to admit that the explanation made sense. And when one of the nurses grabbed Ted and took him behind the screen – and two other young nurses followed – she couldn't see a thing, so she knew he couldn't either.  

"What are you doing behind there?" Anita asked, when they didn't reemerge. All she could hear was panting and moaning, almost like...  

No. No, that wouldn't make any sense. She was literally *in labor*, there was no way her husband was...  

"Honey?"  

After another moment, Ted's voice rang out firmly.  

"The nurses are talking me through what's going to happen. What the birthing process is like."  

Anita nodded. Of course; with how nervous her husband was about the whole thing, it made sense that they'd be giving him a quick refresher. Although...  

"Isn't that what Dr. Steinmetz ran you through last week? It made the appointment run over by an hour, remember?"  

She remembered it well. She'd been sitting in the waiting room, fatigued and heavily pregnant. When Ted had finally emerged, sweaty and mussy, he'd told her that the explanation had been *extremely* thorough.  

There was another long pause before Ted replied. "Yes, but...you know what a scatterbrain I am!"  

His wife couldn't help but smile at that. True. Almost every year, he forgot their wedding anniversary – Anita would come home to find not the flowers and surprise dinner that she secretly hoped for each year, but her husband with a guest. Earlier that year, while Anita was in her second trimester, it had been their accountant, an attractive woman named Cathy.  

Ted explained to Anita that Cathy had come over to run the couple through some numbers (not realizing the significance of the date). When she'd found Ted alone, she'd been about to leave, but Ted had insist that she stay and have a glass of wine.  

"Of course," Anita had nodded. She didn't want her husband to be rude to their accountant.  

Apparently the two of them had gotten into a bit of a friendly debate – Ted, for whatever reason, was convinced that lingerie was tax-deductible. To prove his point, he'd shown Cathy how much lingerie he'd bought Anita over the years.  

Anita loved him so much. He was so kind and loving. She couldn't believe how lucky she was to have such a generous man all to herself.  

"Apparently I was wrong," Ted had explained. "Lingerie isn't automatically tax-deductible. But I still think it was a great investment, and I was determined to prove it to Cathy."  

That's why, on the night of their anniversary, Anita had come home to find their accountant in her bed, wearing her lingerie. She'd been shocked – and furious – until Ted had explained it to her, and Cathy had confirmed his story.  

"But why was he on top of you?"  

Ted and Cathy had exchanged a glance, but the explanation had been as simple as it was logical. As a bustier woman, Cathy had been stretching out Anita's favorite bra – Ted had hoped that by stripping down and getting on top of the accountant, he'd be able to force it back into shape with his body.  

It hadn't worked, but Anita couldn't fault her husband for trying.  

"Well," she reassured him from the hospital bed. "I'm glad you're getting a refresher course. Just make sure to come out in time for the birth itself!"  

Anita laughed, expected her husband to join in. Instead, he let out a low moan – a strange response, but everyone reacts to the stress of childbirth differently.  

It was immediately joined by the soft moans of the three women behind the screen with him.  

Before she could wonder too hard about what was happening, Dr. Steinmetz entered. Anita was thrilled to see her OB-GYN; the doctor said something, although Anita couldn't make it out over the increasingly-loud moans coming from behind the screen.  

"What was that?"  

"I said that you're almost done," the doctor said, smiling. "You're at nine centimeters now, and it shouldn't be more than an hour or two until we can start pushing."  

Anita could barely contain her excitement. Her contractions were becoming more intense, but after checking her vitals and saying hi to one of the nurses still in the room, Dr. Steinmetz joined Anita's husband behind the screen.  

The next few hours were the most intense of Anita's life. Her husband (eventually) emerged, sweaty and red-faced, to hug his wife and hold her hand as she began to push. She felt so loved and cared for, especially when her family returned and joined Ted by her side.  

The birth was fast and easy, and it wasn't long before the two of them were holding their daughter in their arms. The nurse handed the infant to Ted; she was perfectly healthy, and already crying.  

"Hi baby," Ted whispered, his voice cracking as he gazed down at the tiny bundle. His first words to her. "My little princess."  

Anita just watched, grinning, as Ted kissed the top of their daughter's head.  

"You should get some rest," Maria told her – the doula had taken the birth itself as an opportunity to get a few hours of sleep in – and the nurse removed the newborn from Ted's arms  

Anita wasn't tired, though. She'd never felt so proud in her life. She felt like she could do anything. But as Anita watched, smiling, as Maria leaned forward to give Ted a long congratulatory kiss on the mouth, she felt the weariness overtake her, and she fell into a restless sleep.  

When she awoke, it was to a room full of smiling faces. Apparently word had gotten out that the baby had arrived, because it felt like her entire extended family was gathered in the room with her.  

There was a broad smile on her face as she looked around, freezing when she saw them.  

Antia felt bad for her reaction upon seeing the twins. They were about a decade younger than her, and she'd spent a lot of her high-school years babysitting them: she'd thought of them as the Terror Twins.  

Not particularly original, but completely accurate.  

Anita didn't hate anyone. She was generous, kind, thoughtful – she loved her husband, she loved her family, she loved her friends...  

But her cousins?  

They'd been a pair of blonde devils. No amount of money had been enough to justify spending her evenings watching them as they derided her looks, talked back, and generally caused chaos wherever they went.  

She'd been paid fifteen dollars an hour – far more than any of her school friends made from their part-time jobs – but as soon as she'd started college, she'd happily given up both the responsibility and the income.  

Even at the age of eight, the two girls were...precocious. That was a polite way to put it.  

And now here they were, all grown up. Anita hadn't seen them in several years, but it was clear that the pair had blossomed when they'd turned eighteen. They could've passed for twenty-somethings: they were both tall and pretty, with long blonde hair, bright smiles...and two sets of the largest tits that Anita had ever seen on teenage girls.  

She hadn't *wanted* to notice, but the two of them were dressed to show them off, wearing low-cut tops that left little to the imagination.  

Anita shot a glance at her husband – sure enough, he'd noticed as well. She tried to get his attention, but he was staring straight at the Terror Twins' chests, practically drooling.  

"Ted!" she said, more firmly than she intended. She knew that her husband had a wandering eye, and she didn't mind. She knew that he'd never cheat on her.  

She trusted him.  

But something about the way he was staring at her cousins bothered him. The twins weren't even old enough to drink!  

"Hi girls," he said, a huge smile on his face. "Great to see you again."  

"Uncle Ted!" the two girls exclaimed, running over to hug him from both sides at once. Anita had never been able to tell the two of them apart – they were not only identical twins, but their personalities were identical too.  

In the new mother’s arms, her baby stirred, drawing her attention. When she looked up again, she noticed that Ted's hands had moved down to the two girl's pert, perfect asses.  

"Ted!" she exclaimed. He looked over at her, an innocent expression on his face.  

"Are you okay, honey?"  

She gestured at his hands with her eyes, not wanting to embarrass him in front of her whole family…but no one but her seemed even remotely perturbed as the new father practically groped the two young women.  

In response, Ted just laughed. “It’s okay, darling. The girls were just telling me about their new dresses. You should feel this material, it’s amazing.”  

Anita blushed. She knew she was sleep-deprived from childbirth, but still…to jump to such an unreasonable conclusion was embarrassing. Obviously Ted wasn’t going to do anything untoward with the pair of eighteen-year olds. In the room with his newborn daughter. And her entire family.  

And *her*.  

“Sorry, honey,” she smiled. “Your dresses look lovely, girls.”  

“We know,” they chorused in unison, and Anita bit her tongue to prevent another unjustified remark from passing her lips.  

Another relative asked a question about the child, and Anita’s attention was drawn back to the reason they were all there. She really was a perfect little baby.  

When she looked up again, her eyes practically bugged out of her head. At a glance, it looked like Ted’s pants were down, his dick was out, and the twins were competing to see who could get the most of it down their throats.  

But she didn’t want to jump to conclusions *again*.  

“T-Ted?” she asked, and her husband looked up, a goofy smile on his face.  

“Oh, hi honey,” he said, as though he’d forgotten she was there.  

He hadn’t. She knew that. He loved her and she loved him. They were so happy together.  

Especially today, the first day of their new perfect little family.  

“What’re you doing?” she asked, unable to stop a note of nervousness entering her voice.  

Ted thought for a moment before responding.  

“Well,” he began, breathing more heavily than he had been a moment ago. “You know how susceptible babies are to illness? Your cousins are worried they might…have something.”  

“Okay…” Anita said cautiously. If they *were* sick, that would be potentially disastrous for the newborn babe.  

“So I’m checking for, uh, phlegm. Or...polyps."  

Anita's eyes dropped. As he'd been giving her the completely reasonable explanation, Ted had lowered the right-hand twin's top, allowing her plump breasts to fall into view.  

"Or discoloration," he added, and Anita nodded, grateful that she hadn't blundered into embarrassing her husband again.  

With a smile, she let him continue his examination – it proceeded to get more and more thorough over the next half-hour. Soon enough, both twins were naked, the three of them covered in sweat. But whenever Anita tore her attention away from whichever relative was asking to hold the baby, Ted immediately caught her eye.  

He was so focused on her, and so attentive to her needs. She loved him so much.  

"Oh god oh god oh GOD," one teen cried out.  

"Can you keep it down?" Anita asked, her eyes widening at the sight of her husband's cock sliding in and out of the teenager's wetness. “Ted!!”  

"Just...checking...for discharge..."  

*Oh!*, Anita thought to herself in relief. *Gross.*  

Her curiosity sated, she turned back to her family.  

It wasn't long before, with a loud bellow, the examination was done. Ted sounded *very* happy that the girls were cleared, removing his softening cock. It looked like there *was* discharge leaking out of the twin he’d just finished examining – a creamy substance, dripping out of her and coating Ted’s cock.  

But Anita didn’t say anything. She trusted Ted to do a thorough job.  

The three of them got dressed, and Anita’s husband approached the bed. Anita didn’t love the way the girls were hanging off him…but she knew that teenage girls got crushes, and she didn’t want to say anything.  

At the sight of the cooing baby, the twin on Ted's left asked the question that everyone in the room had been avoiding.  

"What's her name, Aunty Neat-Freak?”  

Anita bristled at the nickname – she hadn’t thought about it in almost a decade – but answered proudly.  

"We're going to call her Katherine. Katy, for short."  

"You should call her 'Kitty'," the twin on Ted's right chirped. "Because she's so cute and cuddly!"  

Anita opened her mouth to object, but before she could, her husband and the rest of the room burst into laughter, voicing their approval – and from that moment on, their daughter was 'Kitty'.[image: 1girl, 1boy, couple, hospital room, sex, piv, intercourse, making love, fucking, s-713400488][image: blonde twins, teenagers, busty, evil smiles, hospital s-3887500886][image: blonde twins, teenagers, busty, evil smiles, hospital, nsfw, topless, sweaty s-126356386][image: blonde twins, teenagers, busty, evil smiles, hospital, nsfw, topless, sweaty s-3708257630]
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Anita returned home from the store to find that Ted had unexpectedly come home during lunch.  

Their daughter was three years old, and Ted adored her almost as much as he adored his wife. He spent every moment he could with Kitty (despite Anita’s best efforts, the nickname for their daughter had stuck).  

Not that he had that many spare moments to spend, of course. His job still kept him busy – late nights alone with his team, sometimes even needing to pull an all-nighter to get everything done. But she knew he was doing it all for her, and for Kitty; all the time he spent at work was to set up for their future, to make sure that their beautiful daughter got everything she wanted in life.  

Anita was hardly overflowing with spare time of her own, of course. ’Sleep when the baby sleeps, is, it turns out, borderline useless advice: when the baby slept was the only time the new mother was able to feel vaguely human, accomplishing vital tasks like ‘the dishes’ and ‘having a shower’.  

Having a nanny helped, but not as much as she’d expected; she’d left Kitty with Ryleigh, the eighteen-year old they’d hired, and used the opportunity to get some shopping done.  

Ryleigh was sweet, and Kitty loved her (sometimes it felt like she loved her more than her own mother…though Ms Rachel would always be number one in Kitty’s heart) but she seemed to get overwhelmed easily, so Anita tried to only leave her alone when the toddler was asleep.  

When she arrived home, she was surprised to hear a loud noise coming from the living room. She put down the groceries and crept forward, not sure what to expect.  

Had Anita been asked to list all the possibilities, what she saw wouldn’t have made the top hundred. Even the top thousand!  

In front of her was Ted, sitting on their couch. That wasn’t the surprising part. Ryleigh was bent over his lap as he repeatedly spanked her, the “SMACK, SMACK, SMACK” sound being what had caught Anita’s attention.  

Strangest of all, Ryleigh was completely naked, her bare bottom growing increasingly red as Ted spanked her.  

“Uh, honey?”  

Once upon a time, Anita would’ve thrown a fit at the sight, leapt to the obvious conclusion. And when she noticed that Ted’s pants were around his ankles, his hard cock nestled between Ryleigh’s bare body and his own shirt, that would’ve been enough for Anita to huffishly declare that she was not only leaving, but she was taking Kitty with her.  

But over the years, Anita had become aware that she had a horrible tendency of jumping to the wrong conclusions. For example, when Kitty had been just six months old, Anita had woken up from a nap to find Ted on the phone. That would’ve been fine…except he was standing buck naked, his cock erect, his hand languidly pumping up and down it.  

“And what color panties?” he growled, and Anita was shocked. He was clearly, clearly having phone sex – while his wife and infant daughter slept in the next room!  

“Ted!” she shouted, and her husband turned around immediately.  

He moved the phone to his chest and looked at her inquiringly.  

“What the fuck are you *doing*?” she asked, blushing slightly at the look her husband gave her.  

“Sorry about this, it’s my wife,” he said to the other caller, before returning the phone to its muffled position. “Anita, I’m on a call with your aunt."  

Anita's mouth fell open. She had no idea how to respond to that – her aunt, Lily (the mother of the Terror Twins) had only met her husband briefly at the hospital. What's more, she was happily married, and had been for decades.  

Why was Ted cheating on her with *Aunt Lily*, of all people?  

Ted continued to stare at her, and Anita began to blush. She'd clearly gotten something wrong. But the sleep deprivation of new parenthood had messed with her executive function, and she pushed on stubbornly.  

"Why are you..."  

She gestured to Ted's cock. She knew he masturbated, of course – all men did. But she'd never actually *seen* it.  

Anita's husband leaned in conspiratorially. "You know how little spare time we get, honey. I have to use the time when Kitty's asleep as efficiently as I can."  

The new mother's blush deepened. Of course. That made total sense. She'd found herself doing similar things, saving time however she could. Ted needed to masturbate, so of course he was going to line that up with something else if he could.  

"And...her panties?"  

Ted rolled his eyes. "Not *her* panties. *Your* panties. I was asking her for advice on what I should get you, because you've been such a great co-parent. It was *meant* to be a surprise."  

Anita wanted to crawl into a hole and die. Ted had been planning a surprise, and her paranoia had ruined it.  

"I'm so sorry," she mouthed, slumping onto the corner. To make matters worse, Ted's face was full of the most sympathetic look she'd ever seen.  

"Do you want me to call her back later?" he asked, and she shook her head. With a nod, he resumed the conversation, while Anita sat in the corner, feeling smaller than a single atom in a speck of dust.  

She didn't question anything else Ted asked on that call. "What color bra?" "What are you doing now?" "What would you do with me if I were there?" – clearly they'd connected more at the hospital than she'd realized, and were missing each other. He continued pumping his cock all the while, until finally, with a bellow, it erupted, shooting his seed across the living room.  

Anita wondered how he was going to explain that to her aunt, but from the other end of the phone, Aunt Lily was making an equally loud noise for some reason. They said their goodbyes (again, more affectionately than she expected from their brief, single meeting) and as Ted went to clean up his mess, Anita stopped him.  

"Please," she said humbly. "It's the least I can do."  

From that day, no matter how tired she got, she made sure not to jump to conclusions.  

***  

And so, when Anita walked in to find Ted spanking their eighteen-year old nanny's hide raw, she didn't throw a fit. She didn't object. She just sat and waited for them to be done, for her husband to explain herself.  

It would have made sense to be jealous, of course. The way that Ryleigh was wiggling and moaning with pleasure, her firm ass more than a decade younger than Anita's...most women would've feared that their husband was comparing them as well, and that the middle-aged woman (who'd given birth just a few years earlier) would fall short.  

But not Anita. She trusted her husband. Even now, they made love several times a week. She knew he desired her as much as she desired him; he'dd always been insatiably attracted to her, and no teenager could ever compete with the love they had for each other, the life they'd shared.  

No matter how pert Ryleigh's glowing red ass was.  

"Honey?" she finally asked, when the spanking had ended with what sounded like a long, loud orgasm from the teenaged nanny. If Anita had been a less trusting woman, she would've connected the orgasm with Ted's non-spanking hand, which seemed to be buried in Ryleigh's clean-shaven pussy.  

But she knew her husband would be able to explain what was happening.  

"Hello, honey," he said, his face red with the exertion of what he'd just done. "I'm sorry, I didn't see you come in."  

"I was just shopping," Anita replied with a smile. As a younger woman, she would've been bewildered by how calm they were both being. Hell, when she and Ted had first started dating, she probably would have shouted...  

But now, after everything they'd been through, she felt no such jealousy or anger. Instead, she simply nodded, and asked with a smile.  

"Is everything okay?"  

Ted nodded, then glanced down at the teenager over his lap.  

"Oh, yes. I was just demonstrating to Ryleigh what a firm, hard spanking looked like."  

Anita pursed her lips. "But darling, we agreed not to spank our daughter."  

"Exactly," Ted smiled. "I was showing her what *not* to do."  

Anita felt a small wave of relief pass over her body. Of course; she'd known there would be a logical reason for what she'd walked in on. Although...  

"And why was she naked?"  

Ryleigh and Ted glanced at each other for a second, and Anita momentarily thought that a shared look of understanding passed between them. But it passed just as quickly as it arrived, and Ted turned his attention back to his wife.  

"I've been spanking her with her clothes on for several weeks now," Ted explained. Something about that seemed off to Anita, but she let him finish -- she knew how much her husband hated to be interrupted. "But it hasn't really been working. It's softened by the fabric, you know?"  

"It's true," Ryleigh nodded supportively. "It doesn't even leave a bruise."  

"But...why do you need to spank her that hard?"  

"To show her what *not* to do," Ted repeated, looking at his wife as though she were stupid. "If I only demonstrated gentle spanking, she might get confused."  

Anita blushed. It had been quite a stupid question, she realized.  

"And your pants?"  

"All this exertion," Ted said, stifling a yawn. "It made both of us work up quite a sweat -- I have to get back to work soon, and I didn't want to do so with pants soaked in perspiration. Someone might get the wrong idea entirely!"  

Anita had to admit that was an excellent point. Not everyone was as open-minded as she was. She was starting to feel bad, grilling her husband over such obviously-innocent actions, especially while he was tired. But there was still one thing bothering her...  

"But why are you..."  

She gestured at Ted's hand, which was still between Ryleigh's legs. In fact, as she looked at it, it was almost as though his fingers were moving, slowly stroking the teenager's most intimate area.  

Ted followed her gaze, and laughed. "Like I said, honey -- the sweat. Ryleigh kept almost slipping off my lap! Didn't you, darling?"  

The nanny nodded, and Anita tried to hide her reaction at Ted's chosen word. She really hated it when he was overly familiar with people they hired. They'd had a maid for a time, and for the entire duration of her employment, he'd called her "his perfect little slut".  

Far too intimate, in Anita's mind. If someone had overheard it, they would've gotten the completely wrong idea.  

"I did," Ryleigh giggled. "I just get so slippery..."  

Again the two laughed, and Anita tried to force a smile. She and Ted were just different in some regards, and that was okay. If everyone was exactly the same, what a boring world it would've been.  

"Well," she said brightly, standing up. "Ryleigh, Kitty will be waking up soon. And Ted, you should get back to work."  

Ryleigh's face fell, and Ted instinctively moved his other hand to her face to comfort her. A perfect example, Anita thought, of where their differences were strengths. Anita's instinct would have been frustration at their nanny shirking her duties, but Ted was always thinking of other people.  

Although Anita certainly wouldn't have moved one finger to her mouth. Or if she had, she would've said something when Ryleigh took it between her lips and started gently sucking on it.  

"I was thinking," Ted said, turning his attention back to his wife, "that I might have a quick nap before returning to work."  

"You're the boss," Anita laughed.  

"And...well, Ryleigh is so good at putting our daughter down. You know I sometimes have trouble sleeping -- would you mind taking care of Kitty while Riley goes down on me?"  

Anita didn't even bother correcting her husband's verbal slip; after all, he'd just said how tired she was. Part of her instinctively rankled at the idea of using her few precious hours off to take care of Kitty while their naked nanny stayed with Ted...but she knew how hard he worked, and if he said he needed this, she trusted him.  

Besides, what kind of a woman reacts with anything but joy at the idea of spending time with her daughter?  

"Of course not," Anita replied, hoping her guilt wasn't obvious to everyone in the room. "You know I'd love to."  

"Thanks, honey," Ted replied, but he wasn't looking at her. Ryleigh had stood up, and his eyes were traveling up and down her naked body as Anita made her way upstairs, where she stayed for the next forty-five minutes, doing all she could to stop Kitty from throwing a tantrum.  

She wished that she'd thought to ask Ted to sleep somewhere else, so she had access to the rest of the house. When her husband finally came to relieve her, he was completely naked (not unusual; he loved to sleep in the nude) and dripping with sweat (which was a little strange; the room he'd taken his nap in was fully air-conditioned).  

"Thanks, Anita," he said, shooting his wife a grin. "That was fantastic, I feel fully refreshed. In exchange for a job well given, I gave Ryleigh the rest of the day off -- I'm going to take her out for dinner. I hope that's okay!"  

"Of course," Anita lied, her heart sinking. She'd been so desperately looking forward to a few hours of peace before returning to taking care of their daughter. "We wouldn't want to lose her!"  

"Oh, I think Ryleigh is extremely satisfied here," Ted replied with a wink. As he left, Anita tried to match his jovial tone, reminding him to put some clothes on before taking their nanny out on a date.  

Sometimes she didn't know what he'd do without her.
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"Kitty is so lucky to have you," the beaming woman said.  

Anita agreed, though not necessarily for the reason the teacher meant.  

Kitty was almost six, and while Anita loved her daughter, she didn't always *like* her. In fact, it was difficult to remember the last time she'd truly enjoyed spending any time with her daughter.  

She often felt guilty about it...especially when she compared herself to her husband. Ted worshipped Kitty, and he took every opportunity to spend time with her. He read books to her, played with her, cuddled with her...he did everything with her that she wanted.  

Anita wasn't jealous – Ted had the exact relationship with their daughter that she wanted him to have. Hell, he had the relationship that *she* wanted to have; Anita had always imagined herself being as close with her daughter as she was with her own mother. Someone she could be girly with, someone who would see her as her world, and vice-versa.  

Instead, whenever Anita and Kitty were together, there was a strange, undefinable distance. Like Kitty was just killing time with her mother until her father, the true center of her universe, returned home.  

Anita wanted to sigh, but instead forced a smile. The teacher was right; Kitty was lucky to have a mother who loved her, who always put her first, who was there for her no matter what. She just didn't know that Kitty was also lucky to have a mother who was as good at hiding her true feelings as well as Anita was.  

"Thanks," she said. "I try my best."  

She didn't like having secrets, but...well, she didn't see any alternative.  

The door opened, and Anita's face lit up as Ted entered. She still got a thrill whenever she saw her husband; there was just something about him that made women swoon, and Anita was no exception. After years of marriage, he still looked gorgeous, the hints of grey in his hair only serving to make him look more distinguished.  

He stopped in front of her, and bent down to kiss her hello. His lips had a strange taste on them, and for a moment Anita thought it seemed familiar...before dismissing the thought. He'd just come straight from work, after all. Must have had fish for lunch.  

"Hey, baby," he smiled down at her, before turning to the teacher. "And you are...?  

"Mrs. Carras," the teacher tittered, and Anita hid a smile. Sure enough, no woman was immune to Ted's charm.  

The smile disappeared as Ted leaned forward and kissed their daughter's teacher squarely on the lips.  

"Ted!" she gasped, before she could stop to consider what reasonable explanation her husband might have for kissing a stranger.  

He turned to her, an innocent look in his eyes. "Carras," he said gently. "That's a French name, right?"  

Anita cocked her head to the side.  

"French," Ted repeated, and when his wife's confused look persisted, added another word. "French *kissing*."  

Anita felt her face go red. Of course. He wasn't being inappropriate; quite the opposite. He was respecting the culture of their daughter's teacher.  

Should *she* have kissed the teacher on the mouth?  

"Of course," Ted pondered, "French kissing normally involves more tongue..."  

Mrs. Carras didn't resist as Ted reached out, gently pulled her towards him, and spent the next few minutes exploring her tongue with his mouth. Anita just smiled as she watched, rolling her eyes slightly as Ted's hands roamed the teacher's body.  

She wasn't about to object, but Anita secretly felt like respecting culture only went so far.  

When Ted's lips finally left Mrs. Carras's mouth, they were both panting, and the teacher had a slightly dazed look on her face. Anita checked her watch; they'd been warned that there was a strict time limit for each session, but that concern seemed to have completely left the teacher's mind.  

When she finally got her wits together, she gasped something that neither Anita or Ted could understand.  

"What's that?" Anita asked politely, hoping that it wouldn't distract them from fulfilling the main purpose of their visit – learning how Kitty was doing in school.  

"It's Greek, actually," Mrs. Carras repeated, and Ted's eyes lit up, and he reached into his pocket and pulled out a small bottle of lubricant.  

Anita wasn't sure whether it was more polite to watch or look away. She ended up pulling out her phone, scrolling through social media as Ted bent their daughter's teacher over her desk, pulling down her pants and panties, and gently lubricating her asshole before slowly sliding inside it.  

The two of them were quite loud as they completed the traditional Greek greeting; this time, Anita accepted that she hadn't been expected to partake upon meeting Mrs. Carras. She didn't have the equipment, after all.  

It was almost an hour before her husband grunted, and Anita looked up to see Mrs. Carras's entire body shaking as Ted let out a bellow, before slowly removing himself, having completed the culturally appropriate act.  

"Good to meet you," Ted said, pulling his pants up and sitting beside his wife.  

"G-good to meet y-you too," Mrs. Carras said, wincing slightly as she shakily lowered herself onto her chair.  

"So," Anita said, trying to hide the frustration in her voice. "*Kitty*?"  

Mrs. Carras opened her notes, before looking at the clock. "I'm sorry," she said, shaking her head. "We're out of time."  

Anita took a deep breath, but before she could reply, Ted interrupted her. "Perhaps we could do this again at a later date."  

Mrs. Carras blushed and nodded. "My husband is out of town on Thursday night," she replied immediately. Ted grinned.  

"Perfect."  

Anita wanted to remind Ted that they didn't have Ryleigh on Thursday night...but it only took one of them to do a parent-teacher interview, after all. Ted could handle it, and fill her in later.  

  

***  

  

At the age of seven, Kitty joined Scouts. Ted was excited – he'd been a Boy Scout throughout his entire childhood (Anita still thought of him as a big boy scout, in so many ways) and had insisted that both of them volunteer.  

"We only really need one parent per group," the Den Mother explained. "But don't worry – it'll be fun teaching your daughter about nature."  

Anita opened her mouth to object; she'd assumed that Ted would be the one accompanying Kitty, while she'd be taking care of some other children. But she quickly shut it again. Ted hadn't objected, and she trusted he had a reason.  

"How old do Girl Guides get?" Ted asked, and Anita was amused to see the Den Mother blush at the question. She must have been in her sixties, at least, but Anita's husband seemed to have that effect on all women.  

"Our oldest troupe are eighteen," she explained, and Ted nodded. "I'll take them."  

Driving home a few hours later, Anita was cranky, and had questions.  

"You know how Kitty gets," Ted smiled, glancing in the rear view mirror to make sure their daughter was asleep. "If I was taking her, she would never have left my side. I wanted her to get to know the other kids."  

Anita had to admit her husband had a point. Her daughter had immediately bonded with the rest of the Scouts, and not once had her little girl hit Anita with the standard barrage of questions about where Daddy was.  

"And the eighteen year-olds?"  

Ted smiled, resting his hand on his wife's leg as he drove. "I wanted to be a resource. The questions a ten-year old asks – anyone can answer those. I figured if I was working with older kids, my knowledge would be more valuable."  

Anita knew that she was sounding like a stereotypical 'nagging wife', but she couldn't help herself. Like her father, Kitty was a natural leader, and she'd whipped the other kids into a rebellious mood. Anita’s last few hours had been spent trying to keep them in line, and she was tired.  

"But why did you want to mentor Girl Guides? You were always a Scout."  

Ted laughed at the question. "Honestly?"  

In response, Anita just nodded. The only explanation she could come up with wasn't a fair one, and she wanted to hear her husband out.  

She trusted him.  

"The cookies," Ted said with a laugh. "Boy Scouts are great, but the Guides have Thin Mints."  

Anita couldn't help but join in with her husband's laugh. Even now, his charm worked even on her. But when she remembered what she'd seen, she quickly sobered up.  

"I came to find you," she said quietly, trying not to jump to conclusions, trying not to sound suspicious. "When the kids were getting ready to leave, I popped over to your cabin to make sure you were ready to go."  

"Oh?"  

Ted didn't sound worried, and so Anita pushed on.  

"You were...they were..."  

With a gulp, she forced the words out.  

"Everyone in the cabin was...was naked."  

Even though she knew there must have been a reasonable explanation, Anita had been quite shocked at the sight of her husband, stark naked, surrounded by a dozen teenage girls – and the other parent, a woman who looked to be Anita's age – all similarly undressed.  

"Of course we were," Ted nodded. "We were running hypothetical camping scenarios. That one's a classic – what do you do if all your clothing gets wet and rots away while you're in the middle of nowhere?"  

Anita nodded. She'd known there would be a reasonable justification for what she'd seen.  

"But why were they all kneeling in front of you? With their mouths on your..."  

Ted's brow furrowed for a moment, and then he laughed. "First of all, they weren't *all* kneeling in front of me."  

"Oh?"  

"One of them was lying on her back; she'd been caught in a bear trap. Her clothes had been ripped off by the bear, and she had a wound between her legs. I had just finished demonstrating the best way to stop the bleeding."  

"Which was?"  

"Block it with whatever you have handy," Ted said, smiling at the memory. He didn't go into detail, and Anita didn't ask. "That took up a lot of the session; the rest of the girls wanted me to demonstrate that with them as well, but we didn't have time."  

Anita remembered that there had been one girl laying naked on the ground, a blissed-out look on her face.  

"So instead," Ted continued, "I explained what you do in case of a snake bite."  

Anita nodded, extremely glad she hadn't accused her husband of anything untoward. He'd just been educating the Girl Guides, exactly as he said. "Suck out the poison," she said, and Ted squeezed her leg affectionately.  

"Exactly," he said with a smile. "After they demonstrated on me, I had them split into pairs and demonstrate on each other. Both at the same time, to be efficient."  

"Of course," Anita nodded.  

"That was fun to watch," Ted said with a happy sigh. "And the troop leader – Belinda, her name is, I think you'd really like her – had a great idea."  

Anita wasn't as confident as her husband that she'd get along with Anita; Ted seemed to get along with *everyone*. Especially women.  

"Yeah?"  

"Hypothermia is the other big danger when you're out camping. She said that we should show the girls the most efficient way to preserve heat in a sleeping bag."  

Anita wrinkled her nose as she remembered what she'd learned from her own camping days. "Isn't that just sharing body heat?"  

"Exactly," Ted nodded. "Naked, of course. So she's going to come around later tonight and practice with me in our bed. It should only take an hour or two."  

For a moment, Anita wanted to object to the idea of a random woman coming over to lie naked in their matrimonial bed with her husband...but she couldn't think of a single reason why it didn't make sense, so she remained silent.  

"And if it goes well, we'll do it with the whole troupe."  

"All at once?"  

Ted thought about this for a second. "That doesn't really make sense, does it?"  

Anita glanced at her husband. He was so smart, but sometimes he could get carried away with an idea.  

"No," she said with a smile. "It doesn't."  

"You're right," Ted nodded. "We'll have to do them one by one."  

Anita blinked. "That's at least two weeks of nightly visits," Ted continued, clicking his tongue. "Do you mind scheduling them out for me? I'll get you the girls' contact detail, you can see what works best for everyone."  

"Of course not," Anita said automatically. "I'll take care of that for you; don't worry about a thing."  

"Thanks, honey," Ted replied, shooting his wife a warm smile. "You're the best."
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by Pan  

  

Reunion  

  

Anita couldn’t believe it had already been twenty years since she’d graduated high school. As she stood in the school hall – the same hall she'd had her prom – Anita reflected on what the past two decades had brought her.  

A family, first and foremost. A husband, standing by her side, who she adored beyond all else. And a beautiful daughter, who...well, even if they didn't always get along, was objectively a wonderful child. Everyone loved her, even if Anita sometimes struggled to understand why.  

It wasn’t like her family was her entire life, either. Anita and her husband had a wide group of female friends (all of whom adored Ted as much as she did). They were in the best shape of their lives, and Ted’s business was booming: the pair increasingly hosted dinners for potential clients. They split the duties fairly: after the meal was done, she’d do the dishes, and he would give them a tour of the house.  

He must have gone into a lot of detail, especially about their bedroom, because the tour would last almost an hour. More, if there were multiple clients.  

Funnily, Ted never seemed to bring any male clients over for dinner. Or if he did, Anita’s job was to make small-talk with the men while he gave their wives the tour.  

Yes, Anita felt like she was doing better than almost all of her old classmates. She’d seen many of them shooting her jealous looks, before turning lustful gazes to her husband, something she was very used to.  

Ted, as always, was charming the pants off everyone. He’d smile back at them, give them hugs, sometimes even whispering in their ears and making them blush. Anita had made a comment about the intimacy of his greetings, but he’d reminded her that he was just being friendly…that this was her night, and he wanted to do anything he could to make her look impressive.  

She nodded, and felt much more relaxed as his greetings got even more intimate. Upon meeting her old best friend (who she hadn’t spoken to almost two decades! How time flies…) he’d even leaned in and kissed her directly on the mouth.  

Anita had bristled, but then remembered what he’d said. Just making friends. After all, didn’t she sometimes kiss her friends on the mouth?  

Well, no…but she knew that some people did. Including, it seemed, her husband.  

The kiss continued for several minutes, Anita smiling as she stood behind them, hoping that no one watching got the wrong idea. The sight of her handsome husband all but making out with Samantha Myers while Anita just stood there beside them and sipped a soda…it would be easy to assume the worst, that her husband was flagrantly cheating on her with a woman he’d just met. With a woman who had been her closest confidante, all through her teenage years.  

He wasn’t, of course. Ted was just being friendly.  

She trusted him.  

Finally, Ted pulled back, and Anita couldn’t help but laugh at the slightly dazed look on Sam’s face. She shot Anita a guilty look, but Anita just drew her into a hug, and told her it was fine.  

“Really?” Sam asked, and Anita nodded.  

She’d been prepared for her dynamic with her best friend to be like nothing had changed, as was often the case when running into someone she’d been so close with for so many years…but Sam kept on glancing at Ted, even as he greeted some of Anita’s other school friends with the same open-mouthed kiss that he’d given Sam.  

“You’re sure it’s okay?” Sam asked, and Anita assured her once more that it was fine. In a moment, Samantha was gone – she marched to Ted’s side, whispered something in his ear, and before Anita knew what was happening, the two of them were making their way outside.  

She briefly wondered what exactly her friend had been asking, or if she should follow them…but before she could, she was distracted by the sound of a familiar voice.  

“Miss Banks!” Anita exclaimed, her face lighting up.  

Anita’s final year of high school had been Miss Banks’ first year teaching; they were fewer than five years apart in age, and Anita had treated her more like a peer than a teacher. They’d even kept in touch for a few years after Anita had graduated.  

“Please,” the teacher beamed, “I’m Mrs. Forrest now…but do call me Maggie.”  

“Of course,” Anita chuckled. Maggie had asked her that a thousand times before, but she knew she’d be Miss Banks in her mind.  

The next hour flew by as the two filled each other in on what the last twenty years had brought.  

Miss Banks–…Mrs. Forrest–…*Maggie* had aged almost as well as Anita had. She was still beautiful, and every time her dress rose as she shifted in her seat, Anita couldn't help notice how good her legs looked .  

They were so engrossed that Anita barely noticed Ted returning, his hair messy and a sheen of sweat upon his face. "Ted!" she said excitedly, "This was my favorite teacher, Miss Banks!"  

"Please," Maggie said, her voice practically a purr. "Call me...*Maggie*."  

The slightly older woman’s face was a mask of lust, and Anita was unsurprised to see it mirrored on Ted's face as the two of them locked eyes. Anita had seen him have that look with countless women over the course of her marriage, and she knew it didn’t mean anything.  

She trusted him.  

"Ted," her husband replied, lifting her hand to his mouth and kissing it. Maggie giggled, but her giggle made way for a gasp when Ted pulled her close and kissed her on the mouth.  

Like a teenager, she moaned into Anita's husband's mouth. Maggie's enthusiasm was understandable; Ted was a *very* good kisser, and Anita giggled at the stunned look on her face as he pulled back.  

"Maggie taught me everything I know," Anita said proudly – though she hadn't done any writing since her early twenties, a small part of her still thought of herself as a writer. "You should see her work."  

Ted's eyebrows rose, and he turned to his wife. "Really?" he asked, and Anita nodded, a fond smile on her face. "Well, that would be interesting. I mean, if you insist...I wonder if I could identify how much influence she had on you."  

Anita's forehead furrowed, but as he turned back to the teacher and began unbuttoning her shirt, she realized what the misunderstanding had been. Ted knew that she'd lost her virginity in high school, and had assumed...he'd thought that her teacher had...  

Oh dear.  

"Her novel," she clarified, but the pair weren't listening. Instead, Ted was unclasping her bra, revealing the teacher’s small but still perky tits. His lips latched onto one nipple as his hands moved down, grasping her teacher's ass, pulling her dress up and exposing her panties. "She was actually published, back in...Ted, I didn't mean..."  

Neither of them were listening as they made their way to a corner, where Maggie dropped to her knees. A blush spread over Anita’s face – she hoped Miss Banks wouldn’t think she’d deliberately put Ted up to this. She’d have to explain her mistake…or would that just embarrass the teacher further?  

Anita wasn’t sure what to do as she watched Maggie, a woman she respected greatly, eagerly sucked the cock of her husband, right there in the middle of their high-school reunion. It was clear that Maggie was skilled, and Ted had her stop before she could bring him to orgasm. He lifted her up and kissed her once more, his skilled hand finding her crotch and rubbing her through her underwear.  

A small crowd was forming, watching the attractive pair. Anita wanted to go up to everyone individually and explain the confusion. It would have been so embarrassing to come to a school reunion and have everything think they were...well, swingers.  

Ted moved the teacher's underwear out of the way and slipped a finger inside of her. She moaned again, louder, and Anita saw Ted shoot her a look.  

She tried to shake her head and mouth "not what I meant!" but before the message could get through, her teacher was shuddering in orgasm, and Ted's attention was back onto her, his mouth on hers once more, his cock moving into position between her legs.  

Anita sighed and poured herself another soda as her husband fucked her mentor, in a room filled with her old friends and classmates.  

*This is what happens when I don't speak clearly,* she thought to herself. Twice tonight, she’d been unclear – first Sam, now Maggie. She smiled, knowing that Ted would laugh when she explained the confusion. He always did.  

Ted got mixed up so often.  

It wasn't long before he was done, his grunts of pleasure echoing through the hall as he came. Maggie seemed to match his orgasm with her own, longer and louder than the first Anita’s husband had given her. He pulled out when she was done, his cum dripping onto the floor between his legs.  

Anita looked around for a paper napkin. Her mistake had caused the mess, after all – it was the least she could do to clean it up.  

A few moments later the floor was spotless and the two of them were standing side-by-side by the drinks table, Ted’s increased sheen the only sign of what had just happened. “I have to say, I didn’t really recognize her influence at all,” he began, and Anita bit back a joke that would have only confused things further.  

“Anita Dickinme? Oh my god, Dickie, is that *you*?”  

For the first time that evening, Anita was displeased to hear the voice of someone she’d gone to school with. Violet had been a bully, plain and simple. Her and her friends had tortured Anita for half of her high school years…and sure enough, when Anita turned around, Violet was surrounded by her clique of cronies. Even in their late thirties, they all still looked…mean.  

“Anita Dickinme?” Ted mouthed, and Anita shook her head, tears springing to her mind at the memory.  

Ted could charm the pants off anyone, which Anita normally loved…but when he turned to greet the four girls who'd tortured her for half her high school years, Anita wished that he hadn't been *quite* so charming.  

She stood there feeling like a fifth wheel as he joked and flirted – as he always did, and the girls giggled and hung off his every word. Every now and then she’d try to interject, but they were always onto the next joke, and she got nothing but a dirty look from Violet for her troubles.  

Finally, Anita didn’t think she could handle any more. She tugged at his sleeve, their pre-arranged signal for “I’m ready to get out of here”. He glanced down at her and nodded…but rather than escorting her straight to the door, made a huge mistake.  

He asked where the restrooms were.  

All four of Anita’s former bullies had immediately insisted on showing him personally. "I can show you, darling," she'd offered, but one of the women – Stephanie, who Anita remembered being particularly cruel to her during gym classes – had shot her a withering look, and Anita had felt like she was a freshman all over again.  

"He doesn't need *five* women to show him where the bathrooms were," she'd sneered, and Ted had shot her an apologetic look as he was ushered away by the four beautiful women.  

*He doesn't need their hands on his ass, either,* Anita thought to herself a few minutes later, her cutting retort – as it always did – coming far too late to be useful.  

Suddenly alone, Anita wasn’t sure what to do. Maggie and Sam were nowhere to be seen, and there was no one else at the reunion that she’d been as close with. She briefly considered going and waiting in the car…but Ted had the keys, so she couldn’t even do that. She briefly considered trying the punch, but knew Ted didn't like her drinking.  

So instead she just stood on the side, watching everyone else, unable to get into a conversation.  

Almost an hour had passed before she thought to go and find her husband. To her surprise, the men's bathroom was empty.  

Where was Ted?  

Wandering around her old school halls, it took Anita almost fifteen minutes to find her husband and his group of – Anita smiled at the pun – escorts. They were in the biology classroom, and...well, she supposed what they were doing was a form of biology.  

Ted was naked, as were the four women who'd dragged him away. They were all over him – two of them had their hands on his cock, another one giving his balls a squeeze, and the last was rubbing her boobs against his face.  

As she approached the door, Anita wanted to roll her eyes. She knew her husband would have a completely reasonable explanation – he always did – but it would've been nice not to be left alone at her reunion.  

"Ted?" she asked gently, and he smiled over to her.  

"Hi, honey," he replied warmly, while her four ex-tormentors shot her dirty looks. "These ladies all forgot their chapstick, you see, and I happen to know that semen..."  

"It's fine," Anita replied, waving away her husband's words. She didn't need to hear them; she trusted him. "How long do you think you'll be?"  

Ted looked down at the women, who burst out in giggles once more. "Maybe an hour?" he suggested.  

"Or two," one of them said, a wicked tone on her face. "We're having such fun."  

"Of course, honey," Anita said. "I'll be in the hall."  

"Mm-hmm," he said, his attention returning to the large set of tits that had never left his face. "I'll see you later."  

Anita stood and watched for a moment, as the women continued pumping her husband's cock. After a few moments, Ted glanced back at her, and she threw him a watery smile, tapped her watch, and made her way back to the main hall.
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