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Foreword

 

Readers, I wanted to personally thank you for picking up Sean and my first book together. When Sean approached me to write with him, as excited as I was to write with someone of his caliber, I was also terrified. The Cuckold/Hotwife genre is something that has always intimidated me. The idea of diving into it was both exciting and scary for obvious reasons.

 

I am so glad that I took the chance with Sean and let him teach me about this wonderful niche.

 

What I have learned is that the readers of this are very passionate and loyal. I hope that all of you enjoy what I have added to this story and my unique flavor of Niki. I loved writing her, and I look forward to more projects with Sean.

 

I thought we made a great team and worked well with one another.

 

Enjoy Wicked Lessons, I know that I certainly learned a few things through this process.

 

~Skylar




Chapter One

 

NIKI

 

“Niki, I need you to come with me to my office for a minute.”

Dr. Blackburn never singles graduate students out like this; I had no idea why he needed me to meet him. I had been working on my dissertation project for months, and we were almost done. He told me he had been pleased with my findings. I felt the anxiety build inside me when I approached his desk.

“Yes, Dr. Blackburn?” I always tried to stay confident, but he intimidated me. His teeth were as white as paper; he had the perfect smile. The glasses he wore made him seem sophisticated, and I wanted nothing more than to see him naked.

Which couldn’t happen; I was married. John and I married two years ago, right after I graduated with my bachelor's degree. I loved him, and he loved me. But our relationship was missing something. Being so early in the marriage, that scared me because I think what it was missing was Mr. Blackburn.

“Niki, I think we need to work more on this paper. It’s just lacking something.”

I felt utterly defeated. I had spent 20 hours a week working with Dr. Blackburn and other professors in the department, trying to finish my research. I thought we were on the last leg.

“But I don’t understand. I thought you said we were almost done last week.”

“I did, but as Department Head, it is my job to ensure all doctoral students give their best work, and I think this paper needs a little more.”

My eyes closed, and I opened my mouth to take a deep breath. Mentally, I counted to ten. “Is there anything I can do to make this work?” My hand went into my hair, and I ran my fingers through my strands and looked down, feeling anxious about controlling my emotions. When I looked back up, I noticed something on Mr. Blackburn; he was sporting an erection.

His eyes caught mine, and I knew he knew that he was getting turned on. Could I use this to my advantage? “Sir?”

“Niki, I have a proposition for you…” He walked to the front of the desk and leaned against it. His smirk told me that he thought I would do whatever he was going to say. And he was probably right.

“Okay?” I used my coyest voice and felt my heart rate speeding up.

“How do you feel about quid pro quo for your doctoral paper?”

I took a deep breath; John was getting frustrated. I was spending so much time at school, and I had to finish this paper and move on with my life. I was going to do this for him. “I think it is an excellent system of trade.” I grinned at him in a sly, come and take me way. The smile he had told me that we had struck a deal.

“Come here and kneel.” He was stern and confident in how he directed me.

I had no choice. I walked over to him and kneeled on the ground. The carpet bit into the skin on my knees that my skirt didn’t cover. It reminded me of kneeling in church.

“Unzip me.” His voice was more commanding than in the classroom. I loved it, but I was also anxious and scared.

Looking up at him, I smiled; my hands found his zipper, and I pulled it down — sound echoing in the empty room. This was for John.

 

JOHN

 

The lunch crowd was starting to dissipate at the little cafe off campus Niki and I liked to frequent. It was our favorite because it’s where we first met. She was working on some term paper she needed to finish before she could graduate. I was studying for the bar exam.

The place was packed, I was sitting at a four top all by myself, taking a practice test online. Niki tapped my shoulder and asked if she could sit at the table with me.

“N — ” The word caught in my throat when I looked up at her. She was a beauty, hidden in a frumpy sweatshirt three sizes too big and a pair of jeans. Her blonde hair was tied up in a loose ponytail.

“Of course, you can sit here,” I said.

“You were about to say no, weren’t you?” she said with a sly grin.

I was about to say deny it, but the moment my eyes locked on hers, I knew I’d never lie to her.

Neither of us got much studying done that day. We chatted all evening, about our classes, work, friends. Before we knew it three hours had passed.

We made plans to meet again the next evening.

I still remember the first night we made love. It was after our third date. She invited me up to her room. She offered me a drink. We sat on the couch in silence for what felt like an eternity. I think she was waiting for me to make the first move, but I had always been a shy one.

She ended up making the first move. She took the drink from my hand and set it aside. Then she grabbed my head and gave me the most savage kiss I’d ever been given. Her lips devoured mine, her tongue invade my mouth. I took it all.

We wrestled to rip our clothes off. I lost a few buttons. Her panties tore. When I finally sank my cock into her warm inviting pussy, I was in heaven. I felt a comfort in her embrace I had never felt before.

When I came inside her I literally saw stars.

That was two years ago.

Now here I was, an associate at a small Austin law firm, she was about to get her graduate degree. Tonight we would be going out to celebrate Niki getting her final thesis approval.

She told me her professor, Dr. Blackman — Blackburn, something like that, had said she was pretty much done. She just needed to do some polishing and it would be ready to publish.

I was so excited for her. And so glad it was finally finished. We hadn’t spent much time together over the last six months. We slept in the same bed but had almost become strangers. I couldn’t remember the last time we had sex. 

She was spending every free hour between classes at the library or in front of a computer screen tapping away.

I looked at my watch, she was a half-hour late. The waitress was giving me a dirty look. Luckily, the lunch rush was over or she would have told me to order something or leave.

I was just about ready to head back to the office when I saw her walk in. Her eyes lit up when they met mine, but I could tell she had been fretting over something before she saw me.

I stood up and kissed her. She tasted sweet and salty and I felt like I wanted to take her right there. 

Maybe tonight, I thought to myself.

We sat down and the waitress came over to finally take our order.

“Sorry, I’m late,” Niki said. “Something came up after class.”

“So, your dissertation is done. Right?” I asked.

My wife paused before answering. “About that.”




Chapter Two

 

NIKI

 

I kept having to tell myself that I loved him. That I did this for him. Because if I stopped to think about it, I would have to admit that I had done it for myself. I saw this guy, my hot professor, and I wanted to fuck him. So, when the opportunity presented itself, I jumped on it, and now, I am sitting across from the man I love, lying. It all happened so quickly that I still hadn’t processed what had happened in his office earlier that day.

As I looked up at him, his eyes needful with desire, I couldn’t help noticing how large his cock was. His long, girthy cock standing at attention, ready for me to take him.

“Open that pretty mouth of yours, Niki. Your dissertation needs work.”

I licked my lips and parted them; the tip of his head was so close. My tongue darted out, encircling his head. The taste and smell of his precum permeated my mind. Making my pussy wet. My hand reached up and grasped his shaft, his thick, pulsating length. I started to move my hand up and down in rhythm with my mouth.

Time passed by slowly; all I could focus on was his cock. My hand was covered in slobber as my moist mouth coated his dick. The sounds of my mouth sucking on him and the smell of his arousal all had me wet. I took my free hand and slipped it down into my skirt. I felt my pussy lips hot and wet. They needed a release.

As I focused on his hardened cock, I felt my knees going weak while I played with myself. My clit was sensitive, she was about to burst.

“Niki, what are you doing,” he asked me.

I looked up to see him grinning at me.

“Take off your skirt and panties.”

I had to comply; he held the fate of my doctorate in his hands. This is for John, played over and over in my head.

I stood and complied with his request, ensuring he had a good show as I stripped.

“Lay down on your back.” He pointed to the floor. I followed his command and watched him kneel at my head. His dick dangled over my face. He slid his cock inside my mouth and laid his body across mine.

When his tongue slipped into my quivering lips, my hips bucked. His hand was rubbing along the inside of my thighs. My legs parted to give him the most access. I focused everything I could to please him. We lay on the floor together, our mouths attached to different body parts.

“Niki, oh Niki,” I heard him say before I took his seed deep down my throat. When he was finished, I felt his fingers teasing my clit. It wasn’t but a few seconds later that I came all over him.

As I remembered that moment with Dr. Blackburn, my heart hurt. I wanted John to know the truth; I wanted him to know I was sorry. But I knew in my gut that if I told him, I would not say anything that he would forgive me for.

Instead, I ordered my food, held his hand, and tried to remember that, in the end, his happiness was what mattered. And this short interlude would help me get home to him faster.

 

JOHN

 

“So, let me get this straight,” I said. I was still trying to get my head wrapped around what Niki had just told me. “Professor Blackburn says your dissertation is complete, but you still have a few kinks to work out.”

Niki brushed a stray strand of her blonde hair out of her face. “Yeah. He says everything is fine and he just wants to show me a couple of spots that need fine-tuning.”

“Can’t he put it in a memo?”

“He says it will be better if he shows me.”

I wasn’t understanding why she had to go back to his office this evening.

“Tell him you had plans. Tell him your husband is taking you out for dinner.” Something we hadn’t done in six months. Now that I was thinking about it, I don’t think we’d actually had any meal together in the last six months. I was lucky to see her once a day, right before bed or as I was heading out to work.

“I would, John,” Niki said. Her eyes were misty blue pools of disappointment. “But Professor Blackburn insisted I show up this evening and if I don’t…”

She didn’t have to finish the sentence. I knew Blackburn had the key to my wife’s future. At a whim, he could toss out her entire project and make her start over. The prospect of another year or more of this was enough to stifle any of my objections.

“So what time do you think you’ll be home tonight?” I asked.

Niki reached for my hand. “I really don’t know,” she said. And every word rang true.

“How many more nights?” Today was supposed to be the day she published.

“Again. I don’t know.” I thought I might have noticed a tear in the corner of my wife’s eye but I couldn’t be sure. “Soon. I promise. Soon, we’ll be able to take that vacation, to celebrate my doctorate.”

I pulled her hand in for a kiss. “I can’t wait.”

“Neither can I,” she said and I had no reason to doubt her.

The doubt kicked in around six o’clock that evening. I was sitting at home staring at some baseball game on the television and wondering why my wife wasn’t with me. I didn’t even like baseball.

For the past month or more she said her project was near completion and last Friday she said her final draft had been accepted. So why was she spending more time with the fucker. I looked at the rocks glass on the end table. It was my second of the evening, but still half full. I had enough liquid courage in my bloodstream to convince myself I needed to confront the man who was keeping my wife and me apart, but not so much I couldn’t drive to his office.

I got behind the wheel and buckled in. I pulled up my map app and pulled up the directions to Professor Blackburn’s office on campus. That was where Niki said they would be.

Finding a parking spot was easy; it was spring break and most of the campus was empty. Most of the lights in the building were out, save for the ones in the corner office, the one with Prof. Blackburn etched in the glass. Behind the opaque glass, I could make out the vague shapes of two people, close together. It could only be my wife and her advisor.

I raised my knuckles to knock on the door. I should have knocked. I thought about knocking. I didn’t knock.

Instead, I turned the knob. The door was unlocked. I pushed it open. When I saw the scene before me my world was shattered.

There, on the desk, was Niki, my wife. Her blouse was open, her bare breasts hung free. Her bra and skirt were on the floor at her feet. A tall older man, Professor Blackburn, I presumed, was standing between her outstretched legs. His pants were around his ankles and he was fucking my wife.

I stood stunned and tongue-tied while another man thrust his hips and drove his cock into my wife’s pussy. My heart raced. Sweat dripped down my face. And to my utter surprise, my cock was rock hard.

I wanted to turn and run. I should have turned and run. But I didn’t.




Chapter Three

 

NIKI

 

I knew that John wasn’t happy I had to return to the school, but what choice did I have? Dr. Blackburn had me over a barrel, and I liked it. I loved feeling desired by an older man. I had never done anything like this, which made me feel alive.

“Niki, do you know what you did wrong earlier?”

“Earlier?” I wasn’t sure what he had meant by wrong. We had finished our encounter, cleaned up, and then I left.

“You came to work with underwear on. Never again. You’ll wear a skirt for the rest of the semester with nothing underneath. That way,” he walked around the desk and stood in front of the chair I was sitting in, “I can fuck you whenever I want with nothing to stop me.”

My pussy got wet; John would never have talked to me like this.

“Do you understand?”

I nodded my head at him.

“You will say yes, sir, when spoken to.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl,” he ran a finger down my cheek and smiled at me. “Slip out of those panties so we can practice you obeying; your dissertation needs those last points sharpened.”

The grin he had made my pussy crave him even more. I stood up, slipped my panties off, and kicked them to the back of the office.

“You’re such a good girl. Lift that skirt for me; let me examine you closer.”

I did as instructed, and I felt his eyes drop to my pussy. I have always been shy about how I looked naked. John said he loved my pussy, but I still doubted how it compared to others.

“Oh my, your precious paper did need this extra credit.”

His fingers started at the top of my mound; it almost tickled how he traveled down my skin.

“My beautiful bald pussy,” he said out loud as he slipped two fingers inside.

“Yours?” I asked, gulping.

“If you want your doctorate this semester, Niki, is your pussy mine?”

Hearing him say the words made my body ache, John; I kept thinking of John. “Yes, sir,” I said.

“Good.” He switched places with me and moved me to the edge of his desk. He pulled the chair up and made my ass sit on the edge. “It’s time for your mid-semester examination; open up for me.”

John, I kept thinking of John, my legs parted, and when his tongue licked my pussy, I mewled. “Oh…”

I moved my hands to brace myself on the desk as he started using his mouth to lap up all my juices. His fingers rubbed my clit; his tongue roamed around my walls. I came harder than I ever had in my life. I’d never experienced squirting, and when the urge hit, my body was released.

“Yes, Niki, yes!”

Dr. Blackburn stood up, face coated with my cum, my nipples hard, and my pussy aching for more.

“I’m going to fuck you now. You’re a good little girl, aren’t you?”

I looked into his eyes, my heart racing, “Yes, sir.”

He pulled his cock out and pushed his pants down. He was more significant than John, so he hurt when he slid inside me.

“Ahh, owe, oh!” I spoke.

“Does your man not know how to fill you up?” He said while thirsting and pumping into me.

“Ahh,” I said repeatedly as his cock head plowed away at my cervix.

I wasn’t sure how much time had passed, but when I felt the hot liquid cum blast against my walls, I came. I had never felt anything more exciting and didn’t know how to let it end. When his cock dropped out of my cunt it was covered in our creams.

“Be a good girl and clean me up.”

I knelt on the floor before him, taking his cock entirely in my mouth. His salty mixed with my sweet was a pure mixture of delight. I sucked and cleaned until I felt his cock hardening again.

“Yes, Niki, good girl, it’s time for your extra credit.”

 

JOHN

 

I could not believe I was watching another man, an older man, fucking my wife. I felt my heart ache as the blood rushed to my cock.

The older man kept thrusting his hips, driving his shaft deep into Niki’s pussy. She would give a sharp yelp with each push. And when Professor Blackburn drew back she almost moaned with disappointment. Like she was thriving on having her pussy filled with his enormous shaft.

I don’t know how long I stood there watching this painfully erotic pornographic scene but eventually, the man gave a final thrust, pushing himself as far into my wife as he could and grunted. He was cumming in my wife and she was shivering with pleasure. Her knees squeezed tight against her lover’s waist, her eyes were rolling into the back of her head and her hands were slapping against the desk.

After he’d emptied his balls into my wife’s womb, he stepped back and his flaccid cock fell from my wife’s labia, momentarily connected to her dew lips by a thin, white string of fluids. A glob of pearly cum leaked from Niki’s pussy. I watched, dazed, as it rolled off her ass and down the front of the wooden desk.

“Now, be a good girl and clean me up.”

I was shocked at the words. I would never say that to her. I was sure Niki would slap the man. Instead, she knelt before him and hungrily took his slimy tacky flaccid cock into her mouth. She sucked all the combined semen and juices from his shaft, licking down around his balls. She even gave his taint a few light passes with her tongue, causing her professor to almost yelp with delight.

“You are a nasty girl, Niki,” he said. “I like that. Now, it’s time for your extra credit.”

My wife’s eyes grew wide. She had no clue what was coming next.

“Extra Credit?”

“Yes. I need to discipline you. So you know the importance of heeding my words. It will be good for you. Stand up.”

Niki got off her knees and stood before her professor. The man’s cock was hard again, and when he turned her around and bent her over the desk, I thought he was going to fuck her right away. Instead, he took the belt from his slacks. He folded it over on itself and cracked the two halves together. Niki jumped at the snap and moved to face him, but the professor was too quick. He grasped the back of her neck and pressed her down against the hard wooden desk.

“Is this too much for you, slut? Just say the word and we’ll end this.”

Niki kept silent.

“Good.”

Smack.

The professor brought the belt down hard on my wife’s ass. She yelped. A red stripe appeared on her peachy skin.

My cock was steely hard watching this man master my wife.

Smack… Smack… Smack…

Niki’s yelps turned to moans and I knew she was close to cumming again.

“Should I stop?” he asked. He tenderly ran his fingers over the welts forming on my wife’s beautiful ass cheeks.

My wife said something.

“What? Louder. I can’t hear you.”

“No,” my wife almost screamed. “More. I want more. Harder. Harder.”

The man smiled.

This professor was teaching me so much about my wife. How she loved to be dominated, how she found pleasure in pain.

He gave her five more smacks before pulling her up into his arms.

Niki found comfort in his embrace. She put her head against his chest. And I couldn’t watch it anymore. I had to go home and process what I had seen. Decide how I could reconcile what I had learned with what I thought I knew about my wife.

Deep down I knew I loved her, but I was doubting her feelings for me. And why the fuck was I so turned on watching her get used by this man? My cock stayed hard on the drive home and I had to jack off before I could get it to go down. And I thought of her and him while I did.




Chapter Four

 

 

NIKI

 

I sat in the driveway, not wanting to go in the house and lie to John. The whole thing with Dr. Blackburn happened so quickly that before I knew it, he was fucking me and treating me like his whore. The crazy part about it all, I liked it. I had never had sex like that before. John and I made love; he was a good lover. Not great, but not bad either. I was pleased with what our marriage had developed into.

Until tonight.

How would I tell him that I wanted that? That I wanted him to take his belt off and spank me. I can still feel the burning sting on my cheeks from where his belt landed on my cream-colored skin. No amount of padding could protect someone from the kiss that belt gave me.

The insane part, my pussy was now wet again just thinking of it.

I do love John. I have to go inside. He was waiting on me. Our lunch today had been great, and it was so good to reconnect with him like that. This dissertation had consumed my life for so long, and I was ready for it to be done. 

That's why I was doing this. I turned the engine off and took the keys out of the ignition. After a few deep breaths, I steeled myself to face my husband, whom I devoted myself to. I open the car door and step out. The hot Texas heat blasted my senses. I felt like I could still smell his sex inside me, all around me. Would John notice it?

I heard the front door open and saw John step onto our porch. He looked angry, probably because I was late. I smiled and waved at him before going to the front steps.

"Hey, John," I smiled and walked to him, wrapping my arms around him. He always smelled so good. I held him longer than usual; I wanted him to know I appreciated him.

"Niki, did you get all your work done?" He slipped out of the hug and turned around, opening our front door. We walked into the house, and when he shut it, the air felt cold.

"A lot, but he is a real prick about all this. He's getting mad at me for not redoing things I disagree with."

"Can you tell him to fuck off?" John moved into the living room and sat on our couch. He didn't seem like himself.

"No, I can't. I've explained this. He is my advisor and can fail me. This is the last thing I need. I can't argue about him. It is what it is, John." I felt so guilty for saying that. It wasn't the case at all. I had cheated on him, broken our covenant, and now I was arguing with him. I had to make it up.

I was looking at him brooding on our couch, and I knew what always brought a smile to his lips. I knelt in front of him and placed my hands on his legs. I let my palms run up his thighs; I smiled up at him, batting my lashes, trying to read him. 

"Baby, you're stressed," I put my hands on the waist of his pants and opened his jeans, "let me ease your suffering." When I opened his zipper and put my hand inside his pants, my mouth turned up in a grin when I felt his cock hard. "John…" I said with coy delight, "I had no idea."

He pushed up on the couch, and I pulled his pants off. His cock was beaming up at me. Precum was already starting to leak at the tip. I thought my mind was playing tricks on me; he looked slightly more prominent. He wasn't as large as my professor, but he certainly would do.

"Niki, I," I put my mouth on his, shutting him up. I kissed him with passion and love but also lust. 

"John, let me take care of this."

I bent my head down, my tongue circling his cock head. He tasted good. I ran my tongue along the slit, alternating kissing and licking. I closed my eyes, my lips secured on his cock, and started sucking. 

Slowly, at first, lightly. My lips were just over his head. My tongue lapped at his tip, my hand wrapping around his shaft. My mouth worked down, my tongue licking the underside, massaging his hard penis. As my spit provided lubrication, I started moving my hand along with my head.

I undulated his hardened cock over and over. I felt him jump in my mouth. His hands were on my head, and he shoved me hard down to the base of his groin. His dick filled my mouth, not quite shoving down my throat. Dr. Blackburn gagged me, and John filled me. I noticed the stark difference.

My hand went to his balls, where I cupped him, squeezed them, and teased them lightly with my fingers. One of my fingers drifted to his taint, which I massaged, threatening to go further down.

"Fuck, Niki," I heard him say. 

This was my cue to suck harder. My mouth was sealed airtight. I milked him until I felt that warm, wet, sticky fluid spraying against the back of my throat. 

"Oh, fuck, Niki …" his body collapsed into the couch, my tongue lapped up the cum on his cock.

When his flaccid dick slipped out of my mouth with a pop, I grinned and looked up at him and said, "I love you, John."

 

JOHN

 

I heard her car pull up into the drive. I waited on the couch, watching something pointless on the television. When she didn't come in I was afraid she'd seen me watching her fuck her professor. Was she working out a way to ask me for a divorce?

I got up and went to the door. She was sitting in the car, had she been crying? I couldn't tell. Was she having second thoughts about this whole affair?

I stepped outside to confront her on the porch. I wasn't going to let her into the house. I was going to ask for her key and tell her to go stay with her parents. We'd deal with the division of assets later.

The moment she approached me I could smell him on her. The odor of his cologne assaulted my senses, as did the smell of her sex. I wanted to be mad; I had every right to be mad. But for some reason, I couldn't.

Inside, Niki amazed me by giving me one of the best blow jobs I'd ever received, from her or any of the handful of girlfriends I had before we met. Was this her way of ridding herself of the guilt of cheating? Or maybe her professor told her she had to, so she could compare my cock to his.

Whatever the reason for her insatiable ardor I wasn't going to complain. And even after I'd ejaculated down her throat, I still wanted more.

"I love you, John," she said. The love in her eyes was undeniable and that glint of desire aroused me even more.

My cock was still flaccid so I couldn't fuck her like I wanted, so I did the next best thing. I grabbed her wrist and dragged her to the bedroom. She didn't resist. I told her to remove her clothes. She did. I noticed her panties were missing, no doubt kept by her professor as a souvenir.

Niki yelped when I pushed her back onto the bed. Her legs flew open and I could see her sweet pink pussy. Her labia was gapping and there was a hint of white cum around the edge of her lips. Even though the evidence of her cheating stared me in the face, I ignored it. I wanted my wife and I was going to have her.

I dove head first between her thighs and began lapping at her pussy. I drove my tongue deep into her sleek smooth slit, tasting her sweet tangy juices with a hint of saltiness I knew was her professor's semen. I didn't care, she tasted delicious. I devoured her sex, flicking her clit occasionally with my tongue.

Niki moaned and thrashed as I ate her out. When she came she screamed my name and it was music to my ears.

When I had my fill I stood up and looked down at my handiwork. Niki lay on the bed, a spent mess. Her eyes were closed and she was smiling. She could have been thinking of him, or me. I didn't care. I loved her.

I opened my mouth to tell her I knew about her cheating and that I forgave her, but a devilish thought held my tongue. She could have confessed before blowing me, but she didn't. She wanted to keep that a secret. So, I was going to keep a secret of my own.

I was aroused by watching her with Blackburn. I loved the way she looked when he dominated her. I wished I could do the same, but I couldn't. So, instead, I was going to pretend I didn't know that she was cheating. I'd let her keep on seeing her professor and I'd find a way to follow her and watch.

The thought got me hard again and I was able to make love to my wife, adding my cum to his.




Chapter Five

 

NIKI

 

Saturday morning usually meant I was in the library working on my thesis, but I wasn't going in today. Too much had happened over the course of the last couple of days that I needed time alone to process. I didn't expect this when I thought about finishing my doctoral program.

John had left to run errands for the house. Guilt had been eating away at me for what was happening at school. I was sure John knew something was wrong because I had been overdoing it with the affection. He didn't seem to mind, in any case.

The reality was that I was undoubtedly attracted to Dr. Blackburn. The way he commanded me in the classroom, naked and clothed, turned me on. John never spoke to me like that. He was a sweet, tender lover. It was something I adored about him. But Dr. Blackburn, he made my pussy wet just by looking at me.

It was as if he could see my deep inner core desires through my clothing and skin. When the belt came down on my ass the first time, it reverberated in my soul. My pussy dripped with the passion and desire for more pain, pleasure, and control. 

When I had to kneel before him, I felt powerless. Thinking about giving myself over to him made my nipples hard as diamonds. I moved my hand between my legs and could feel the juices starting. The heat was radiating through the panties from my slit. 

John wasn't supposed to be home for another hour, and I needed a release now. I couldn't wait.

I unbuttoned my pants, pushed my ass off the bed, pushed my pants and panties down, and kicked them off my feet. I pulled my shirt up to my neck and moved my breasts out from my bra. My left hand played with my nipple as my right one traveled to my hot, moist slit. I let my fingernails run over my smooth skin, teasing, taunting. 

My eyes were shut, and I was thinking of him, Dr. Blackburn. He had me bent over the desk, and his belt was kissing my skin. I needed more. I smacked my pussy with my hand, mimicking the spankings he gave me.

Smack, smack, smack.

I had juices on my digits; I brought my fingers to my mouth and licked the sweetness from my skin.

My fantasy shifted, and I saw John there. His belt in hand. I wanted him to use my body. My fingers dipped into my slit and found my hardened nub. I rubbed clockwise circles as I thought of John. 

I had the craziest thought: What if I had them both together? Dr. Blackburn was a teacher; why couldn't he teach John?

My pussy was starting to quiver at the idea of Dr. Blackburn helping my husband. The two of them together, looking at me naked, both using their belts on me. What if one fucked me while the other watched?

What if John was the one watching? 

My fingers vigorously pumped in and out of my sweet heat as I thought about John in Dr. Blackburn's office, watching him use me. How he would spread my ass, finger my darkest hole. When he would make me clean his cock after he came inside me. Would John care that his cock wasn't the same size?

"Ohhh, yeah…." 

My moans were no longer silent as my body shivered. My nipples ached; I needed release. I used my fingers to pinch at my lips, stroke my Gspot, and rub my clit. My back was arching, my body shivering, and the idea of John and Dr. Blackburn both cumming on me, no in me, at the same time sent me over the top.

My pussy erupted, and I came, shooting hot liquid onto our bed. I could feel it on my thighs, running down my slit, pooling at my ass. My eyes were still shut, dreaming of these two men using me together.

I thought I heard something and opened my eyes to see John grinning at me. How much had he seen? Did I moan his name or Dr. Blackburn's name? My body was still shaking, and I couldn't take my eyes off him.

"Need a hand," He grinned down at me. 

"Oh, John…"

 

JOHN

 

Niki’s legs were spread and she was rubbing her clit like a pro. Obviously, she didn’t need my help pleasuring herself, but I offered it anyway.

“I don’t need a hand,” my wife said to me, her breath coming in short rapid bursts. “But your tongue would do, nicely.”

She smiled at me, a sexy wicked smile, and I rushed to taste her juices trickling down her thighs.

She cooed for a bit, then started grinding her pussy into my face, like she was urgently trying to bring on another orgasm. I was in heaven as she used my tongue and nose to get off.

I lapped at her weeping lips, tasting her tangy essence along with what I took to be a faint hint of her lover’s salty load. I imagined I should feel disgusted with myself, eating another man’s cum from my wife’s pussy, but I wasn’t. This taboo feasting made me harder and increased my desire for my wife.

Niki thrashed and pulled my hair as I delved into her moist treasure, probing as deep as I could, fucking her with my tongue. While my mouth was busy with her labia, I used my nose to grind her clit.

I could tell my wife was close to climaxing when her legs wrapped tight around my neck, holding me in place. Her hips started quivering and she kept calling my name.

“God, fuck John. So — fuck. So good, John.” Then she started babbling for a few minutes.

When she was done, she pushed me away. I stood up.

“Aren’t you supposed to be in the library?” I asked.

“I decided to be a bad girl, today.” Niki lay back and closed her eyes. “I love being a bad girl sometimes.”

I hoped to catch my wife being bad with her professor today.

“And this bad girl could use a really good fucking,” my wife said as she spread her legs and started running her fingers through her labia, parting the moist petals and revealing her pink slit.

My cock was hard from thinking about her and the professor. I absentmindedly started rubbing it and wanted to take it out to fuck my wife. But then, I got a wicked idea. Instead of fucking her, I’d hold back and maybe she would decide to return to the professor and his enormous cock.

“I’m good,” I said. “I have a lunch date with Steve.” I saw a pout form on Niki’s face and I knew my plan would work. She had become a wanton cheating slut who couldn’t get enough cock. I loved it.

“But wouldn’t you rather stay home and fuck your wife?”

God, the way she said it. Almost made me change my mind — almost.

“We made the plans before I knew you were taking the day off. He said he’s got something important to discuss.”

I went into the en suite to wash Niki’s juices off of my face. It was difficult ignoring my wife, but I powered through it, knowing my final goal was to see her under the thrall of Blackburn.

“I probably won’t be back until after five,” I said. “So you can spend the rest of the afternoon relaxing,” I snickered. “Or you can get a few hours of work done. Remember, the sooner that project is finished, the sooner you get your degree.”

I didn’t need to tell her that, but I hoped it might make my wife more likely to give herself to her professor again.

“Whatever,” Niki said as I was leaving. She hadn’t gotten off the bed. She was acting like a spoiled brat, not getting what she wanted.

My plan was working perfectly.

Of course, I had no plans with Steve, but I knew I’d have to call him so he could cover for me in case my wife checked up on my story. Not that she would. She was the cheater, not me.

So, I sat in my car, parked down the block, waiting for my wife to leave to meet her lover. I thought it might take her half an hour or more to decide she needed his cock. I was shocked when I saw her car pull out five minutes later and head off toward campus.

Blood rushed to my penis as I wondered what desires were running through my slutty wife’s head at the moment.




Chapter Six

 

NIKI

 

I lay in bed for a few minutes before pulling my phone out and texting Dr. Blackburn, "You still in the office?"

He didn't take long to get back to me, maybe sixty seconds. "Yes, why? You coming in?"

"Yes, I'm ready to finish the work."

"Pick me up a coffee on your way in; I've been here a while."

"Yes, sir." I clicked send, jumped out of bed, got cleaned up and dressed, and then rushed out the door.

I thought about what happened with John as I drove to the college. I also thought about what had developed with Dr. Blackburn over the many months as his teaching assistant in addition to him being my advisor, which meant spending all this time with him made it hard after he added sex to our relationship. 

I parked my car in the parking lot and went to the coffee shop. Today, John had left me hanging when we finally had a few moments at home together, but I understood his reasoning. He had plans with his friends, and I usually wasn't free. I had guilt eating away at me for what was going on. I loved John and wanted all of this to be over so we could move on with our lives.

But part of me craved what Dr. Blackburn did to me. The way he touched me, used me, saw me. I don't remember ever feeling that from another man. It made me hornier than I could imagine just thinking about how he was spanking me. I paid for his coffee and got a smoothie for myself. I hadn't been eating a lot lately and was starting to feel hungry. 

As I meandered through the academic building, I let my mind wander to what had transpired with him last time. I could still feel the sting on my cheeks from the spanking. But why did the idea of that turn me on? I pushed the idea to the back of my mind as I walked into his office and set the coffee on the desk.

"Thank you." His tone seemed annoyed, but he was grading papers.

"Are you okay?" I watched him take a drink.

"Ugh, Niki, this is decaf; you know I hate that." He pushed his coffee aside and looked at me with a stern look. "Do you know what this means now?"

"I'm sorry I ordered your usual; I didn't watch the lady pour it."

He stood up and walked around the desk. He moved papers around and then sat on the empty spot. "Niki, you must be punished for failing to bring me my coffee."

"Dr. Blackburn, I have to finish and get home; my husband is expecting me. Can we stick to work?" I could see the bulge in his pants. Seeing his response to me made my nipples hard.

"Are you getting smart with me, Niki?" He started to undo his tie.

He was so hot that I couldn't peel my eyes away as he loosened his tie, removed it from his shirt, and unbuttoned his baby blue Polo shirt. I gulped, "No."

"Stand up, Niki, let me see your sweet ass. Come and lay across my lap." He patted his leg and grinned.

I didn't have a second thought; I stood, walked to him, and leaned over his lap. My skirt pulled over my ass as I rested my stomach on his legs.

"Look at this sweet thing," his hand ran over my cheeks lightly before spanking it.

Smack

Smack

Smack

"Do you like that," he asked before giving me another.

Smack

"Yes," I felt my pussy getting wet. My lips were quivering, and I wanted more.

"Oh, what's this," his fingers traced my lips and teased me. "Does your pussy want to cum?" He was teasing me relentlessly. 

"Yes," I begged.

He pushed two fingers inside and rubbed them on my clit; I moaned out, begging for release. Then he stopped. "You better not cum yet." 

Smack

Smack

"Yes sir," he went back to working my clit, I tried to bite my lip so I wouldn't want to moan, but it didn't work. His other hand started to run over my back; I couldn't help purring as he showed me attention.

"Good girl, your pussy is so wet. You like it when I tease you, don't you? When I tell you what to do?"

"Yes, I love it." I couldn't stop wanting to moan, "Dr. Blackburn, can I please cum?"

Smack

Smack

Smack

"Niki, be a good girl, stop trying to cum until I tell you to." He stood up and forced me to stand up. "Bend over the desk." 

I did as instructed, and I shivered when he pulled my skirt up. I heard him removing his belt, and my pussy immediately came from the anticipated excitement. 

"Oh, Niki, you shouldn't have done that; now I must punish you again."

I heard his belt snap in the air before feeling the sting on my ass.

There was an audible gasp that captured both of our attention. I turned my head at the same time as Dr. Blackburn and looked at the doorway. There was John, standing there, with his cock in his hand.

"John," I scrambled to stand up, my face showing the horror of what he had just witnessed.

 

JOHN

 

I didn’t follow Niki because I knew right where she was going, or so I thought. I arrived at Blackburn’s office before she did and had to duck into an empty classroom to avoid her seeing me. Watching her pass by down the hall I thought she might not even have seen me, she was so lost in her thoughts.

Watching her submit to her professor’s demands aroused me. I adjusted my cock to relieve the pain and without thinking pulled it out and started stroking it.

I wished I’d been able to make Niki behave like Blackburn, make her pussy drip with anticipation, and make her climax by just imagining what I was going to do to her.

The snap of the professor’s belt startled me and I almost came. I must have made a sound because they both looked at me in shock.

“John!” My wife tried to get up but Professor Blackburn was too quick and he pushed her back down.

“Stay,” he demanded. And to my amazement, she did. “I don’t know who you are, but I’m assuming you’re not a student of mine. If you leave now I will not have campus police arrest you for trespassing.”

“I’m Niki’s husband,” I said, my mind numb.

The man waited before saying, “And?”

I didn’t know what to reply. I just stood there like a deer in the headlights of an onrushing truck.

“Well if you’re not going to say or do anything, other than pull on that poor excuse of a cock you have, I’d like to get on with what I was doing. So, either leave now, like I said. Or come in and close the door and lock it.”

Blackburn hadn’t finished answering me when he smacked Niki’s ass with the belt.

“Ouch,” she yelled. She flinched but didn’t get up from the desk, even though her professor was no longer holding her down.

“That!” Professor Blackburn brought the belt down a second time on Niki’s ass and I swear she sighed in pleasure. “Is for leaving the door unlocked.”

Then the man turned his attention fully on me and I was frozen in place.

“Put your cock away and sit over there.” He pointed at a chair in the far corner. “You will watch me punish your wife. And you will not touch yourself, no matter how aroused you are. Yes, don’t try to deny it. You enjoy seeing your wife submit to another man, a better man, a stronger man.”

I did as Blackburn commanded, just like my wife did. There was something about his demeanor that would brook no disobedience. I tucked myself back into my pants and took a seat.

Blackburn lightly tapped my wife’s ruby-red ass with the belt again. She flinched a bit and I could smell her arousal from all the way across the room. Niki’s body loved what the man did to her, even as her spirit fought it.

I felt my own body betray my better instincts. Why was I so aroused at the knowledge my wife was having an affair with another man?

“Now watch, as I take my pleasure from your wife, and how she enjoys every second of it.”

Blackburn took out his cock. It was long and thick, pale with a dark red head. He was circumcised. Pre-cum oozed from the tip. He parted her legs with his foot and stepped between her thighs.

Niki squirmed as he teased her fleshy opening with his cock.

“Please,” she sighed. “Please fuck meeeeeeeeee.” She squealed when he pushed his nine-inch erection past her labia in one stroke.

“Oh, I will Niki, my girl. I will.”

His cock remained embedded inside my wife as he secured her arms together with his belt. He then grabbed hold of the leather and used it to pull her body toward him as he vigorously fucked her.

Sounds of flesh slapping against flesh filled my ears. My wife’s moans of ecstasy soon joined with Blackburn’s savage grunts to form a sensual serenade.

My heart ached as my cock throbbed. I loved my wife, but I was deriving pleasure from seeing her taken by her professor. It made no sense, and I hoped when all was said and done, she’d still be mine.

“You are such a good fuck, Niki,” Blackburn said as he continued thrusting. “Your cunt is so tight and slick, and it takes my cock so well.”

With his free hand, Blackburn slapped my wife’s ass.

“Oh, shit, I’m close. Niki, where should I come?”

I was surprised he’d ask. I was sure the professor was a man who took what he wanted. Perhaps it was a test.

“Tell me, Niki,” he demanded. “Tell me!”

I didn’t know what she was waiting for. Tell him to pull out, I thought. Tell him to pull out.

“Oh god, Sir, inside me. Please come inside me.”

Blackburn smiled. My heart broke in two.

“Good girl,” he said, thrusting his cock deep inside her pussy and holding it there. His ass clenched and his balls pulled tight against his body as he ejaculated inside my wife.

My wife threw her head back as she came. Her body shuddered. She was also coming as her professor claimed her womb.

After he’d emptied his balls, he pulled out his cock and wiped it on Niki’s skirt before tucking it back into his pants.

“You pleased me, Niki. So I grant you a boon. Anything you ask, I’ll give you.”

I wanted to scream out, ask him to approve your dissertation, to end this spectacle. I was not expecting her reply.

“Professor Blackburn, Sir,” she said timidly. “Please teach my husband to dominate me.”




Chapter Seven

 

NIKI

 

Professor Blackburn looked at my husband with a glint in his eyes that terrified me in a good way. "Oh, you want me to become his professor too?" His voice sounded giddy even.

I looked into John's eyes, and something told me he wanted this as much as I did, but I didn't know how that was possible. I went with my gut, "Yes." My body felt queasy and excited all together. The sensations were overwhelming and exhilarating.

"Niki," John started to speak, but Dr. Blackburn silenced him with a look. John would learn that no one talked out of turn to this professor. He could be a hard ass. This could help me when I explained what happened with him once John and I were home.

"The first lesson is there is no talking during class unless instructed. You follow all my rules or leave, and your wife will be punished without you." Dr. Blackburn ran his finger down my cheek. He was teasing me, flaunting his control towards John. I had yet to consider this when I asked for this particular boon.

I watched John carefully; he and I locked eyes, a silent approval passed between us, and he nodded his head. "Understood."

Professor Blackburn stood me up and walked over to John. I could see that John looked intimidated, and that broke my heart. But, now that I had the taste of this domination, I wanted it at home from him.

"To be in charge, you must be an Alpha, like me. It's not easily taught; you either have it or you don't," John nodded, and Dr. Blackburn continued. "You want her to fear you a little, not too much. You're not going to abuse her. But she needs to know you're in charge. Respect you. Keep a firm hand, but a loving one."

"Niki, lean over the desk, lift your skirt, show us your pussy." His instructions were clear and concise. He was never one to add unnecessary words.

I did what I was told to do, and suddenly, it was different being on display for both of them.

"You see her supple cheeks, my marks along her precious white skin, that says she is mine." His words were powerful.

I turned and looked at John's eyes when I heard him say that. I felt guilt and pleasure; I thought I saw pain in John's eyes and hoped I was wrong.

"Sit in that chair and watch." Dr. Blackburn pointed to the chair behind me; I lost sight of John as he took his place. The professor came over and had his belt in hand. My pussy started to quiver at the anticipation. 

He started with, "When punishing, you must be consistent."

swat

"Never let her see that this hurts you more than it hurts her; we always display authority." There was no joking tone in his words, this was his lecture voice. I knew it far too well.

swat

"Ultimately, it's about her needs, not your own. She needs you to control her."

swat

"Are you okay, Niki?" Dr. Blackburn ran his fingers over the welts on my skin.

"Yes," I moaned out. His touch sent my nerves into overdrive.

"Do you want more?" His question sounded teasing. I didn't want John to think less of me, but I wanted more.

"Yes, sir." I let the words come out strong, no hesitation, no doubt.

"Good girl." He handed John the belt and said, "Your turn, one only."

I turned my head around and watched John take the belt. He looked at my eyes and then at my backside. When he stepped out of view, my heart sped up in anticipation. 

swat

My pussy dripped with my juices. That was what I needed.

"Oh my, do you see her reaction?" Dr. Blackburn ran his fingers between my slit, teasing my cunt. "She responded well to this."

His fingers teased my clit, "Don't you cum yet, Niki. I haven't given you permission." He worked his digits inside, pressing against my walls, running along my G-spot, and tormenting my sensitive, hardened nub. "You tell her when to cum; it's a reward for good behavior. Remember that."

Dr. Blackburn removed his fingers, and I whimpered when they left, "Ahh," I wanted my release badly.  

"Let's see what you can do here." Dr. Blackburn addressed John, "Start with two fingers."

I felt my husband's hand touch my cheek first, and then his other hand lined up at my pussy. Two fingers slipped inside. My body reacted to his touch like it has for the past few years.

"Oh," I let slip off my lips.

"Don't cum." John said sternly.

"Good job, show her who is in control." Dr. Blackburn's praise of John made my pussy even wetter. I wasn't going to be able to hold it in much longer.

"She's drenched," John said.

"Our Niki is a submissive little thing, isn't she? She wants to be told what to do." Dr Blackburn took his hand and ran it over the other cheek, teasing his handiwork on my ass.

I couldn't contain it anymore when John slipped a third finger inside; the pressure I felt against my clit sent me overboard. My body spasmed, and my pussy gushed warm juices down my thighs.

I heard the smile in Dr. Blackburn's voice as he said, "Oh no, Niki, you broke the rules."

 

JOHN

 

I felt Niki’s pussy walls squeezing my hand. The music of her moans made me hard and I forgot she wasn’t supposed to cum. The professor hadn’t given her permission.

I wanted to fuck her so badly, but I was in the presence of an alpha, no doubt, and it would take more than one lesson for me to learn to give my wife what she wanted — what she needed.

“Oh, Niki, you broke the rules,” Professor Blackburn said with a smile. If I didn’t know better, I’d have thought the man was happy with her disobedience. “And that means more punishment.”

My wife was still climaxing when he spoke. I moved my hand away and let him massage her pussy, teasing the pleasure from her core.

“Such a bad girl,” he said as he worked another finger into her pussy. “You only think of instant gratification. You have no control. That’s what I’m trying to teach you. Control.”

By now the professor was vigorously fucking my wife with four fingers with his thumb tucked between. Her juices were running freely down her leg. The aroma of her sex filled the room.

“Control over your body.” Niki’s ass and thighs quivered.

“Control over your emotions. Control over your pleasure.” My wife cried out his name as she came again.

“David,” she said. My wife tossed her head back and forth. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.”

Professor Blackburn was almost laughing. “My girl, you have so much to learn. I’m not sure I can teach you and your husband. That may be too much for even a man with my skill.”

Fuck. I couldn’t let it end this way. My wife wanted it. Hell, I wanted it. I had to step up. I had to dig deep and find the strength to give my wife what she needed.

Niki was still bent over the desk. Her ass still glowed pink from the belt.

“Twice you came without permission. You’ll need twice the punishment.”

Professor Blackburn took up his belt again. He brought his hand up high and prepared to strike again.

This was the moment to show what I had learned. To demonstrate that I had listened and wasn’t just here for my own pleasure.

I grabbed Blackburn’s wrist just as he was about bring it down. He looked at me, stunned, like he thought I was going to stop the punishment.

“Let me,” I said.

A wicked smile formed on the professor’s stunned face. My wife stifled a moan.

I took the belt from Blackburn’s grip and cracked it against itself. Niki’s ass twitched

“You understand, this is for your own good, right?” I tried my best to sound stern.

“Yes,” my wife said softly.

Smack! I brought the belt down hard on Niki’s ass.

“What?”

“Yes, Sir.”

I heard a snicker come from behind me. I think the professor was amused with how quickly I picked up his lesson.

Smack!

“Yes, Sir, what?”

Smack!

“Yes, Sir. I understand.”

“Good.” I brought my bare hand down lightly on her skin. She flinched but didn’t cry out. I felt the welts forming and I realized it did hurt me to have caused her pain, even if it was pain she wanted — pain she enjoyed.

“Are you ready for your reward?”

“I was shocked at my wife’s answer.”

“Only if the Professor thinks I’m ready.”

I turned Blackburn. He smiled and nodded. “Yes, my little slut. I think you’re ready.”

“And what should her reward be?” I asked.

“If you don’t know,” the man said, “you need to ask her. Communication, son, is the key to a happy relationship.”

I turned to my wife. I pulled her up off the desk and held her close. She was shaking.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Better than you can imagine,” she said. The truth was in her eyes.

“What would you like for your reward?”

My wife paused before answering. Like she was afraid her answer would hurt me.

“We’re still in his class, so that’s up to the professor.”

Of course, it was. I looked back at Blackburn. He had a proud look on his face, like my wife was finally getting everything he was trying to teach her.

“Niki, you have been my favorite student. And I’ll be sad to see you leave my department, but I don’t think there is anything else I can teach you. So I’m giving you two rewards. One, my signature on your dissertation. The other is for your husband. By the looks of the tent in his trousers, he really wants to fuck you.”

My wife looked at me and winked. I think she wanted to put on a good show for Blackburn. I hated to disappoint her. I had come here for one thing, and fuck if I wasn’t going to get it.

“Sweetheart, if this boon is for me,” I said, “then I’d rather it was Blackburn who fucked you.”

A look of amazement washed across my wife’s face like she’d won the lottery. I knew she was worried about my feelings, but it felt nice to see her honest reaction. I knew Blackburn could fuck her better than I could. I might be able to make love to her better, but when it came to fucking, I had much more to learn.

“You two are amazing,” Blackburn said and he led my wife over to the couch. “Normally it would take some foreplay and lube for me to be able to penetrate such a tight cunt as your wife’s, but looking at how wet she is, I don’t think that will be a problem.”

The professor tossed my wife onto the couch. She landed on her back with a giggle, her legs wide open, her pretty pussy lips splayed revealing her gaping entrance.

Blackburn took out his cock and started rubbing it along her slit. My wife moaned as he tapped her clit.

“Stop teasing, Blackburn, fuck me.”

“Where’s the sir?” the man said, but no longer with a professorial air. Now he was just a man who wanted to fuck my wife. And I was going to allow it.

“Shut up and fuck me,” Niki said. And he did.

“Oh shit.” Niki moaned as Blackburn pushed his nine-inch erection inside her with one smooth motion. He was right, she didn’t need any foreplay.

After he was fully seated he began to slowly fuck her.

“God, your pussy is so tight.”

“Your dick is so big,” my wife answered. “God it’s so big.”

I pulled out my cock again and started stroking it. Another man was fucking my wife and I was loving it.

Blackburn leaned down and kissed my wife. She returned the kiss with equal passion. Their lips locked together and I had to turn away. A stab of jealousy hit my heart at the show of intimacy. It wasn’t the fucking that hurt, it was the kiss.

I took a quick peep and they were still kissing, their tongues probing, dancing, tasting. I wanted to turn away again, but couldn’t. I kept on stroking myself.

As they kissed, the professor increased the speed and the power of his thrusts. My wife pushed her hips up to meet him.

“Oh fuck, David. Harder, fuck he harder.”

I felt a thrill run down my spine as my wife spurred her lover on. She was enjoying herself with another man, but only because I had given her permission to. There was no more guilt, no more secrets—just us.

“Oh shit, oh fuck, I’m going to cum.” Blackburn pulled out of my wife. He gave himself a few quick strokes and his cock began shooting ropes of sticky white cum. The first two strands hit her face before she was able to move up and engulf his cock with her mouth. She swallowed the rest.

I felt close too, so I stopped playing with myself. I wanted to save my climax for later, at home.

When she had finished, Blackburn pointed to a door in the back of his office. “There’s a shower in there.”

My wife smiled and left to clean herself up.

When he heard the water running, the Professor took me aside and said, “Look, John. There isn’t much I can teach you. It’s just a game, you know. She doesn’t expect or even want you to change who you are. Everything I said earlier about taking charge, demanding respect, doling out punishment — that only pertains to how you treat her in the bedroom.”

I really didn’t know what to say, so I just let the professor keep talking.

“And not all the time. Most of the time you keep doing what you’ve always done. But occasionally — “ Blackburn snapped his belt again. “Let the Professor come out.”

He laughed and I joined him.

I knew he was right. But I was still worried. So I asked him if he would continue to teach me how to play a dominant role in the bedroom.”

“John.” The man gave me a wicked smile. “As long as you let me fuck your wife, I’ll teach you any lesson you like.”




Chapter Eight

 

NIKI

 

I turned on the water and ran my hands under the cool liquid. I breathed in and out, splashed water on my face, and looked at myself in the mirror. I needed to shower, but that could wait. This had been intense and scary. But fun.

Seeing John at the door tonight with Dr. Blackburn hurt my soul and simultaneously excited me. I wasn’t sure what had come over us, but this had felt so good. Knowing John wanted to learn to be like this in bed would open all sorts of new things in our marriage. I was thrilled and hopeful. We were going to have to talk about what I had done. I had lied, cheated, and probably broken his heart. I doubt he would completely believe I did it for him and us. So I could finish my dissertation and complete my doctoral program.

I heard a knock on the door, “Niki?” It was John.

He opened the door, and we looked eye to eye together. I had been crying, and he looked like seeing me cry troubled him.

“John,” I said with tears in my eyes.

“Let’s go home, baby.” He reached his hand out, and I took it. He pulled me to him and wiped my tears from my cheeks with his thumbs. He leaned over and kissed me. “We can take my car.”

When I walked back into the office, Dr. Blackburn had my file on his desk; he signed the top page and handed me the completed file folder. “You earned this. Congratulations, Doctor.”

My hands shook as I held onto my future in this manilla folder. John took it from me, and I gathered my things.

“I’ll see you Monday.” Dr. Blackburn smiled at me, and I grinned back.

“Underwear, or no?” It was a simple question I had to ask.

“Students choice.” He winked at me and then returned to focusing on other papers on his desk.

John and I walked out of Dr. Blackburn’s office and silently went to his car. We held hands as we took in the moment. The air was humid; I didn’t feel tension. When I saw his car, my heart raced. He walked me to the door and opened it for me. I slipped inside, and when he got in and turned the car on, I said, “I love you, John.”

“I love you, Niki. I don’t think love Is in question.”

“I’m so sorry.” I started to say.

“Let’s wait until we get home.”

I watched as the city of Austin passed by me through my passenger window. Everything that had happened in a matter of days weighed on me, and I needed to know how I felt about it all. At the end of the day, we were a young couple with a lot to learn about one another, marriage, and our sexuality.

Our house came into sight; I loved it. A cozy three-bedroom home with enough room for us to do our own thing without trampling on one another. And space in case one day we wanted to add a new member. I certainly didn’t want to give this life up. The weight of the folder on my lap felt significant. I was done; in a month, I would walk across the stage and start my new life.

We walked into the house, and I placed these sacred documents on the kitchen table. I turned around and saw John sitting in the living room in his chair. I joined him, but he signaled to sit on his lap.

“John.”

“How long?” A simple question with so much weight came from his mouth.

“Days, maybe a couple of times in two weeks. He threatened my degree.”

“Did you enjoy it?” He knew the answer to that question.

“Yes, but not at first.” I lowered my head, “But yes.”

His fingers came under my chin, pushing my face up, our eyes locking. “I’d watched you two a few times. I knew.”

“Why didn’t you say something?”

He shrugged, “Same reason you didn’t; I liked it.”

“You liked seeing him doing that to me?” I didn’t know how to take that.

“Yes. But not at first; I was angry that you cheated. But then I got addicted to watching.”

“Does that mean something is wrong with us?” I felt the tears starting again.

“Oh, no, Niki, it is just a kink we have. It’s okay. And we don’t have to do it again if you don’t want to or I don’t want to.”

“But, if I wanted to sleep with someone else, you would want that?” I now looked at him, having asked the substantial question.

“Yes.” He said without hesitation. “I just don’t want any more lies.”

I felt his cock starting to get hard against my thigh. “Are you enjoying this conversation?”

He grinned at me, “Very much.”

I leaned over and kissed him. My arms wrapped around him, and I clung to him. “Why don’t I shower and get him off me, then we can make up?”

“Or I can clean you myself.” He stood up, and I slid off his lap. He stripped me right in our living room and sat me in his chair. I looked at him, kneeling between my legs. His eyes had hunger in them. His hands pressed against my thighs and pushed them open, exposing my pussy to him. I watched him lick his lips before lowering his head and diving into my wet cunt.

His tongue ran along my slit, my body shivered. I felt him push past my barrier and run along my walls. He moaned into my pussy and used his tongue to swim in my juices. I was sure the professor's cum was still inside me. I hadn’t finished cleaning up when we left.

My hands clung to the chair's armrests as his nose pressed against my clit while he explored my most sacred spot. My moistness dripped all over his leather seat.

“John, oh John,” I moaned.

“Cum for me, Niki, now.”

His command pushed me over the edge, and the orgasm I had was more potent than any I had before. I looked down and could only see his forehead; his whole face was pressed into my cunt. He was eating my pussy as if it was his last meal. When he finally pulled himself away, his skin was wet with me on him. He shimmered in the light.

“That was phenomenal.” He grinned as he spoke to me. “Let’s see what else we can make your pussy do tonight.”

 

JOHN

 

My cock jumped when Niki came at my command. I never would have imagined the thrill of having so much power over a woman. It was so out of my comfort zone. I've loved only a few women in my life and I'd never imagine bossing them around or treating them roughly. Knowing this is something my wife finds arousing has opened a whole new avenue that needs exploring.

After I had finished feasting on her juices I crawled up her body. "Now let's see what else we can make your pussy do tonight."

Niki laughed. "John you don't know how much that turns me on."

We rushed to the bedroom, disrobing as we went. Tonight was like a new beginning to our young marriage.

We lay on the bed for a little while to catch our breath. We were on our sides facing each other. I caressed Niki's face and brushed her blonde hair back. I tried hard to read her expression, but I was lost. Was it hunger or tenderness? I didn't know so I asked.

"Niki, what are you thinking."

She smiled. "I want you to take me."

I had my answer.

"You know I can't be that way all the time, right?"

Niki grabbed my face with her hands.

"John, I don't want it all the time."

I gave a sigh of relief.

I was startled when my wife grabbed my balls and tugged.

"But I do want it now"

"You are a naughty girl."

"Yes, I am. Now what are you going to do."

For a moment, I froze. What was I going to do? Then I thought. What would Professor Blackburn do? The answer came immediately.

I grabbed my wife's wrists and pulled her arms up over her head. A shocked look bloomed on her face and I almost stopped what I was doing. My pause scared my wife more than the force of my actions. She saved me.

"You better not do what I think you're going to do." Her tone was stern yet playful. She was being a little brat. And I knew what my little brat wanted me to do. I just had to find the courage to do it.

"You are a naughty girl, and naughty girls get spanked."

Niki struggled to keep from smiling. She yelped when I pulled her off the bed and bent her over.

I could smell her arousal, that lovely musky scent that drove men crazy.

I continued to hold my wife's arms above her head and gave her a few light swats on her gorgeous butt.

"You hit like a girl," she said, keeping with her bratty attitude. "Spank me like you mean it."

I shut her up by grabbing her panties off the floor and shoving them in her mouth. The look she gave me told me she was impressed with my improvisation.

"Don't move."

I got up and grabbed a few of my older ties. I turned her face down on the bed and tied her wrists together to the headboard. Her hands were loosely bound -secure, but easily undone if she really wanted to free herself.

I gave her a few more swats, harder this time. I could see my handprints in red on her pale ass cheeks. I ran my fingers down her crack and into her moist pussy. My fingers came back drenched in juices.

"You really do enjoy this." I was speaking more to myself than to my wife. "You like getting spanked. Well, this is hurting me more than you." My palm was tender. "Let's do something about that."

I grabbed my belt and snapped it back on itself. The crack startled Niki and she flinched but didn't struggle.

"My naughty wife is going to get a real spanking now."

I brought the belt down on my wife's ass. I gave it a solid swing, but not hard. I just couldn't.

Smack!

A solid pink stripe formed on her ass, but Niki acted like she didn't even feel it.

Smack!

This time it was a little harder, and fuck if I didn't hear my wife moan.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Her moaning increased as a few welts started to form on her ass. I threw the belt to the side and leaned over to lightly kiss my wife's ass. The stench of her cunt filled my nostrils and I felt a primal urge overtake me.

"You are a bitch in heat, you know that," I said, while I untied my wife's hands. I flipped her over and she laughed at me.

She spat out her panties. "That the worst you can do?" She still taunted me.

Something sinister overtook me and I started shoving my index and middle finger deep inside my wife's very wet pussy. I purposefully avoided her clit.

"Oh fuck," she said and tossed her head back on the pillow. She was close to an orgasm.

"No!" I said. I withdrew my fingers.

Niki's eyes shot open.

"You can't cum until I say you can cum."

The look in my wife's eyes told me she was regretting giving me this power.

I continued fingerfucking my wife and she immediately began moaning again. I controlled my pace. When I felt her close to release I slowed down until she regained control. I teased her like this until I felt she'd had enough. I added my ring finger to my technique and started a steady even rhythm of thrusts and retreats.

My wife closed her eyes and thrashed her head back and forth.

"Do you want to come?" I asked.

"Yes. Yes."

"Not yet."

Niki groaned. I could feel her walls clenching around my hand. I knew she was close, but she held strong.

"You look so sexy, my little slut. You like this, don't you? You like being a good girl. Good girls get treats. Are you a good girl?"

"Yes. Yes."

I sped up my thrusts. The wet sounds of my hand fucking my wife's cunt almost drowned out her pleading.

"You have to hold it until I say."

"Yes, Sir."

I almost came when she called me sir.

"I like that," I said. "Do you want to cum now?"

"Yes. Yes."

"Yes, what?

"Oh fuck. Yes, sir."

I paused before answering. "No."

I slipped my pinky into the formation, my hand now stretching my wife's pussy to its limit. Her moans became groans. Niki ground her hips. She was so close, but she was being a good girl, I could tell she was going to hold her release until I gave my approval.

I almost felt bad for what I did next.

"No. No. No." Each word was punctuated by a thrust of my hand. Then, on the third 'no' I pulled my hand out and smacked her clit with my palm.

My wife came so fucking hard. She screamed every obscenity she knew. Her back arched as she thrust her hips out and I swear she started squirting.

I bent over to lap up her juices. She tasted so tangy sweet. I licked her clit through her orgasm until she pushed my head away.

"Too much. Too much."

I crawled up the bed and wrapped my arms around my wife. "There, there. I got you." I ran my fingers through her hair and rubbed her scalp to guide her back down to earth. My wife was shivering and I could feel her heartbeat against my side.

"Are you okay?" I asked when her breathing had returned to normal.

"Never better." she looked up at me and smiled.

"You know, we would have never explored this path if Professor Blackburn hadn't seduced you."

"It was more like blackmail," Niki said, before quickly adding, "but I'm glad he did, too."

The fact that I never said I was glad didn't make her words any less true.

"I love you, Niki, with all my heart."

"I love you, too, John."

I kissed my wife and then asked the question that would forever change our marriage. "Is this the end of your affair with the professor?"

Niki thought about her answer. I knew she loved me, but I also knew she enjoyed fucking the professor. I also knew she wasn't the only one benefiting from her affair.

"I know my answer, but first, I want to know how you feel about it."

"That's not fair, Niki."

"Life ain't fair, John."

I didn't have to take so long for my answer. I knew from the moment I saw my wife climax under the direction of Professor Blackburn how I felt.

"Sweetheart, I think you should leave the panties at home on Monday."

Niki looked up at me and gave me a sexy wicked grin. "And you better meet us there after class, sweetheart. Because your lessons are just starting."




Epilogue

 

JOHN

 

Two months later, I was in Niki's classroom watching her lecture a room full of college students. I was so proud of her. She'd spent two years of her life getting her doctorate and she'd earned it, over and above the extra-curricular work she did for Professor Blackburn.

Currently, I was tucked away in a closet, watching through a few small slats. I wasn't there for her lecture, I was there for something else.

It was Friday, and today was the day Blackburn audited my wife's class. She had been hired by the University to teach two courses and Blackburn was her mentor. That's what they'd tell anyone who bothered to ask anyway. All that was true, but it wasn't really why he stopped in at the end of every week.

"Okay, class. For Monday, you I need you to finish chapter twelve and answer the second and fourth questions at the end."

I watched my wife start to pack up her things while her students shuffled out of the room. I got antsy when one guy, white, tall, and well-built stopped to chat with her. He looked like a football player. I was sure he was hitting on her, she was hardly older than he was. I could tell by the flush of her cheeks she was turned on by his attention, and I was sure he was well aware of that fact as well.

No matter how much I would have loved for their flirting banter to continue, I wanted him gone. It was the Professor who I wanted to watch with my wife this day.

"Excuse me, son, but I need to borrow Doctor Novelli."

The kid took the hint and left.

"I was wondering if you were going to show up?" Niki said. She'd gained a lot more confidence when talking with Blackburn now that they were colleagues. That was when he wasn't giving her 'lessons.'

"Are you ready for your instruction?" A sly smile formed on Blackburn's face. He leaned in to whisper. "Today it's about multiple orgasms."

Now it was my wife's turn to smile. "I like the sound of that." Niki walked to the back of the classroom and locked the door. She pulled the small blind down.

"So where's your husband?"

My wife gave a quick glance at my hiding spot before looking at Blackburn.

"I think he's with a client."

"Good," Blackburn said, "because today's lesson could be a long one, depending on how well you do."

Niki rubbed her hands together, eager to begin.

The older man reached up under my wife's skirt, she still always wore them before her mentor's visit. "Good, you're wet and ready."

He pulled out his hand and presented his finger to Niki. She eagerly licked them clean.

"Now, hop up on the desk, I want to begin our lesson by tasting your juices from the source.

Niki sat on the desk and spread her legs. Professor Blackburn knelt on the floor between her outstretched thighs.

"God, you smell, delicious."

"I'm glad you think so," my wife put her hand on the man's head to pull him to her.

Professor Blackburn slapped her hand away. "Excuse me?"

"Oh, sorry," Niki placed her hand behind her back. "I'm glad you think so, Sir."

"That's better. You can be familiar with me most of the time, but NOT when I'm teaching a lesson."

"Yes, Sir."

"Good, now, where was I?"

"Telling me how delicious I smelled, Sir."

"Yes." Blackburn lifted my wife's skirt and examined her smooth hairless pussy. "Beautiful and delicious."

He dove his head in and started licking her. Niki leaned her head back and started moaning. I could tell she wanted to grab his head, but she was a good girl.

"Oh, fuck, Sir. You do that so well."

Her mentor mumbled something I couldn't make out. Then he gave a disgusted grunt.

"What the fuck?" Blackburn said.

Niki's eyes shot open. "What's wrong?"

Blackburn stood up. The stern demeanor he'd displayed when he caught me spying on him with my wife returned.

"Did your husband fuck you this morning?"

Niki bowed her head in submission. "Yes, Sir."

"Did he cum inside you?" Blackburn's voice rose in volume.

"Yes, Sir," Niki said, her voice almost a whisper.

"I don't eat other men's cum. You were a bad girl, Niki. And bad girls are punished."

My cock pulsed with the promise of watching the professor punish my wife. It was something both of us enjoyed.

"Stand up." Professor Blackburn was curt when he doled out punishment. "Bend over."

My wife quickly complied. She reached across the desk and grabbed the opposite edge. She knew what was coming.

Blackburn lifted her skirt up and brought his hand down sharply on her bottom. The sound of his palm making contact with her plump ass echoed in the room.

"Oww." There wasn't a lot of feeling in my wife's voice. She'd become used to the professor's spanking. I could smell her arousal from across the room.

He followed with five more whacks, each harder than the last. My wife moaned with pleasure and it sounded like she might climax just from the spanking. Blackburn seemed to be getting frustrated.

"No, this isn't working." He took off his belt and I could see my wife smile. She loved it when she got a good lashing with a solid leather belt. This wasn't working out like the professor had planned.

He tried a few swats with the belt but my wife kept asking for more.

"Okay, you asked for it." Blackburn set his belt aside and spread my wife's ass cheeks with his hands, exposing her pink rosebud. "Do you have any hand lotion?"

The shocked expression on my wife's face told me she knew what was coming.

"I've never—"

"Hush," the professor said. "Answer me."

"I think in my bag."

"Good, because I know saliva isn't the best lubricant. Stay."

My wife continued to lie face down on her desk. Her skirt flipped up and her beautiful ass exposed. I could just make out her pussy dripping with excitement.

Blackburn rummaged their her bookbag. "You know I said to never have sex with John before one of our sessions."

"I'm sorry, I forgot."

"I don't want sorry. I want obedience. Here it is." The professor pulled out a small bottle of hand lotion. "Not a good quality to lube, but it'll do in a pinch."

"Since you were about to say you've never had anal sex, let's call this indiscretion a chance for another lesson."

The professor squeezed a generous amount of lotion onto his hand. "Spread your cheeks."

My wife quickly reached back and pulled her ass cheeks apart.

Blackburn started rubbing the lotion around her anus. "Relax. This will be much more pleasurable if you relax and let it happen."

Niki's mentor took out his cock and applied lotion. He moved between her open legs and ran the length of his shaft through her moist folds, adding a little more lubrication.

"Are you ready?" Blackburn helpful asked.

"No," my wife moaned.

"Well, here it comes."

Professor Blackburn slowly flexed his hips and applied pressure.

"Oh, shit." My wife moaned as her mentor pressed the tip of cock into her tight anus.

"Relax, you can do it."

"Too big. Too big."

Blackburn pushed and with a satisfying grunt, the head of his cock opened up my wife's ass.

"Ahhhhhhhhhhh, fuck." She said. "So full"

Blackburn held still. "I'm letting you get used to the feeling." He started slowly rocking back and forth. "Now I'm working you. Stretching you. You feel it."

"Yes," my wife moaned.

Blackburn smiled. "You like this?"

Niki didn't answer. That means she did, but didn't want Blackburn to know. The professor didn't bother asking again.

Eventually, Blackburn had his cock fully embedded in my wife's ass. "Now hold on tight, Niki, because I'm going to start fucking you."

I could hardly believe my eyes and ears. As the professor began to fuck my wife's ass she actually started moaning.

"Good girl. Relax,"

He started slowly, working a few inches at a time, but as my wife became accustomed he sped up.

"God, you're so damn tight. I love breaking in a virgin ass."

"So full," Niki moaned. "So full, so… good."

She liked her 'punishment' almost as much as Blackburn enjoyed doling it out.

"Oh, fuck, so tight." My wife's mentor closed his eyes and threw his head back. He pushed his cock deep into her ass and came with a deep growl. "God, so good."

I watched Blackburn's ass clench and his balls pull tight against his body as he filled my wife's rectum with cum.

Then to my astonishment, I heard my wife cum. I hadn't noticed she started rubbing her clit while Blackburn was pounding her ass. Her body was shaking and I noticed her knees go weak. The only thing keeping her on the desk was Blackburn's body pressed against her back.

"You were a naughty girl, sneaking in an orgasm while I took your ass."

I thought it might make Blackburn mad, but it didn't.

"I do like an enthusiastic student." The professor pulled his cock out of my wife's ass and wiped it off on her skirt. "For that, I will offer extra credit. What would you like me to teach you in our next lesson?"

It didn't take Niki long to answer. "I want you to teach John how to fuck my ass."

Blackburn laughed, "Sure thing, I only have two requirements,"

"Anything," my wife said a little too quickly.

Blackburn pulled up his pants. "First, he has to ask me. Nicely."

"That'll be no problem," my wife said as she looked my way. "What else?"

"He has to let me take you away on a holiday weekend."

My wife paused. The look on her face was unreadable. I wanted to yell at her, say yes. I was vigorously stroking myself as my wife contemplated her answer. Then she gave her mentor a sensual smile.

"I think I can talk him into it."

I came.
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