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Kristal Sheridan’s POV

The weekend dragged by in uneasy silence. It was hard not to think about what had happened Friday night. Officer Leroy had claimed me hard. Not just taking me as he pleased, he had treated me like an actual object.

The way he had used his rubber baton on me was filthy. Like something straight out of a pornographic movie. The feel of it inside me had been different – hard, unyielding, and insistent. The combination of it while he had groped me in front of Dominic had made me wet beyond measure.

He had not just been exploring me; he had been teaching Dominic a lesson. But why? I could not be sure. Dominic had such confidence that everything would be okay. Then he had been forced to watch another alpha male have his way with me.

I had seen the anger in his eyes. Someone had taken his toy, and he had not liked that at all.

Sure, I had played into it. Given Leroy what he wanted. But that had been for my own sake as well as Dominic’s. I could not have sexual deviancy on my criminal record. It would have ended my career in a single night.

And I had also needed to teach my young lover that consequences existed. He could not just do whatever he pleased and get away with it.

No. The real world punished you for that.

A chill ran down my spine.

Was I teaching him, or teaching myself? My hand subconsciously circled my stomach. My bump was not showing yet, but it would soon. My own consequence. Had I truly even reckoned with it yet?

No, Kristal. You haven’t. I looked in the mirror. I looked good, but soon my body would swell with the telltale signs of the life I was growing inside me.

A life brought into being by a young man who had not said a single word since Friday night. I had seduced the object of his affection for him and cuckolded him with another black man.

Quite the rollercoaster. Could he handle it? Could I?

Dominic sent no texts. No filthy messages. No late-night demands. I checked my phone obsessively, but the screen stayed disappointingly blank. By Sunday afternoon the quiet had become unbearable. I finally broke down and texted him first.

Hey... everything okay? That was pretty wild, huh?

I tried to play it off as just another game between us. One he had started and should have been okay with. Perhaps if I did, he would come back to the table. If he did not like what happened, maybe he should say something about it instead of pouting like a child.

No response.

I tried again later that evening.

Miss you. Let me know when you want to talk.

Still nothing.

My stomach twisted with a mix of worry and frustration. I had crossed a line with Officer Leroy, and Dominic was clearly punishing me for it. I hated how much that stung. After everything we had done, after the way he had claimed me so thoroughly, I still craved his attention. I needed him to scratch that raw itch in my soul that my loving husband could not. The thought that it might be over forever terrified me.

Desperate for any insight, I reached out to Suki on Sunday night.

Have you heard from Dominic? He’s been quiet.

Her reply came quickly.

He stopped by earlier. Was in a foul mood. I tried to ride it out of him, but he was pretty irritated the whole time. Still enjoyed him though 😉 What did you do to get on his bad side?

I stared at the message for a long moment. I knew exactly what I had done. The memory of Leroy’s thick cock stretching me while Dominic watched from the backseat still made my thighs press together. But I was not about to hand Suki any ammunition. The little cheerleader was already far too clever and far too willing to use information against me.

Nothing serious. He’ll get over it.

I left it at that. I had no intention of giving her any advantage. I knew only too well she might use it to bury me.

Monday morning I dressed to kill. I chose a fitted pencil skirt that hugged my curves and a silk blouse that showed just enough cleavage to remind anyone who looked that I was not just a professor. I was a woman, and even at my age one of the best-looking on campus. My heels clicked confidently down the university corridors as I searched for Dominic. When I finally spotted him near the east wing, my heart leaped.

“Dominic,” I called softly, stepping closer.

He barely glanced at me. His jaw tightened, and he kept walking.

I hurried after him. “Dominic, wait.”

Students turned, looking at us.

“We need to talk about your grades,” I managed, making excuses for why I was pursuing a student through the halls.

He stopped abruptly in a quieter section of the hallway and turned. His eyes were cold. “We had a deal. You broke it. Now you can go back to your plastic toy and your tiny husband and spend your nights wishing you had obeyed your Master. I don’t have to play this game, Kristal, and today I don’t even want to.”

The words cut deep. I opened my mouth to respond, but he was already walking away. I stood there, stunned, feeling the sting of rejection settle heavy in my chest.

Here was my lover, a man I had opened myself to. I had let him into my bed and allowed him the most intimate parts of myself. I had let him claim me and breed me, and now he was not fucking interested? I was so angry I could barely breathe.

I watched him walk off and knew the truth. He was still pouting, and he had certainly not learned his lesson.

That evening I told Phil everything. We sat on the edge of our bed as I recounted the silent weekend, Dominic’s cold dismissal, and the way he had shut me out completely. Phil listened quietly, his hand resting on my thigh.

“It might be over,” I whispered. “This whole thing, it might be finished. I think he might be hurting.”

“I’m a little disappointed,” Phil admitted when I finished. “I’ve really been enjoying this new side of you. The confidence. The stories. The way you come home to me afterward. The state they put you in...” His voice dropped low and husky. “The things they do to you, my love. They make me so hard I can barely breathe. I don’t know if I’m ready for it to be over.”

His words warmed me. He was speaking truths I felt in my soul. After opening our lives and marriage like this, I doubted I could ever go back to how things were. Why would I want to?

I squeezed his hand. “Me too. But maybe we can do something about it.” An idea sparked. “Remember Ol’ Ray’s? The shop where I bought Black Magic?”

I tried to remember what I had told him when I fumbled through my confession. Had I told him about Ol’ Ray? I was sure I had. Perhaps not the full breadth of what the old endowed proprietor had done to me, but he knew I had been unfaithful. Of that I was sure.

“Is that the store run by the rather hung black man?” Phil’s eyebrow rose.

I smiled and nodded as I squeezed his hand, perhaps a little too eagerly. “Maybe we could go there together for date night on Friday. Just the two of us. I’m sure Ray could put on a show if we ask nicely. Maybe he’ll even let you watch.”

Let my husband watch – just the sentence was insane, bordering on ridiculous. And my lover would have more say in the matter than my husband. But if my weekend had taught me anything, it was that my bulls seemed to have very distinct feelings on the matter.

What they wanted was certainly their priority. There were definitely times when Dominic wanted to assert his dominance and others when he wanted me all to himself.

Phil’s face lit up, though he sighed at the wait. “Friday feels so far away.”

I reassured him it would be here before he knew it and then dragged him down onto our bed. I pulled Black Magic from the drawer and regaled him with the tale of how his naughty wife had ventured to the wrong side of the tracks to buy a toy that could satisfy her obsession with being stretched.

I slid my hand down his pants, wrapped it around his hardening shaft, and stroked him as I recalled being in the filthy little movie booth. How I had ridden my new toy while watching one of the first pornos of my life. I told him of my giddy delight as I had ridden Black Magic and found Ol’ Ray poking through the glory hole.

Phil called me a naughty slut as I pleasured both, so I made him fuck me with my oversized dildo until I came on it. I called it Ray just for good measure. Surprisingly, Phil lasted as long as I did, not spilling his load until I had finished and lay gasping on the bed. I stroked him to a heady orgasm, my hand never leaving his boxers.

“You filthy little pervert,” I whispered as the spreading stain of his seed marked the front of his silken shorts. Phil just preened at what he presumed was a compliment and pulled me close, wrapping his arms around me tight as he told me how he loved his naughty wife.

The week passed faster than I expected. Kirsty was either out a lot or hiding in her room, usually with music on. I was not sure what was up with her, but she had been acting different lately. More focused. Which normally I would have taken as a good sign she was taking her studies seriously, only I never saw her actually studying.

Her grades had been slipping for months, and I was a little concerned she might not pass her end-of-semester exams. She was usually so bright; I could not work out what had
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