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Phil’s POV.
Wednesday morning. The office hummed with the usual midweek drone. Copiers wheezed, phones chirped, and the low murmur of people pretending to be productive filled the air. I sat at my desk staring at the same spreadsheet row for ten minutes straight. The numbers blurred into nonsense.
Kristal had been electric on Sunday night. The things that had happened in my study haunted my every waking moment. From the sounds my wife had made as she’d worshipped our daughter’s boyfriend, to the steady schlick. schlick, schlick as he’d claimed her for himself.

Those deep unrelenting strokes, the heady moan of my wife as she revelled in his size, and the sight of her pleading eyes as he’d filled her married sex. At the time I’d thought she was begging for my forgiveness, now I wondered if they just hadn’t been begging for more. 

I wondered how I could compare to the powerful mind-altering sex she’d had with Dominic. I’d taken her after, certainly. But we’d both felt the difference as I tried to take his place. My wife was looser than I’d ever felt...not to mention the fact she’d been leaking his seed.

Well, everything she hadn’t had me lick clean, anyway. My cheeks burned at the memory of that particular memory even as my cock started to harden in my slacks. It had been humiliating to kneel between her legs and clean up after her young lover. The one saving grace for my pride was that he hadn’t been there to see it.

Fuck, it was all so embarrassing and arousing at once. Dominic’s words kept gnawing at my soul though. Much as I wanted to believe Sunday had been the product of a spontaneous and unforeseen set of events, there were several facts I couldn’t shake.

The first. My wife had purchased a massive black dildo. Where had that come from? She’d clearly been fantasizing about black men before the opportunity presented itself in my study.

Two, she’d been dressed to seduce. That slinky black dress with no bra. That would draw the attention of any man, and Dominic had seen it as just that. An invitation that she was available for his pleasure.

She might have been married, but what did he call it. ‘On the prowl’ yes that’s what he’d said. I thought about the meaning of those words. Had my wife really been looking for this? And what was this? Was it just a big cock? Or the fact it was black? Or that it was one that ought to have been off limits? Or was she looking for more satisfaction and fulfillment than I’d been able to give her?

None of those questions boded well for me. All of them were a possible explanation for the incredibly slutty dress she’d worn to a family dinner with our daughter’s boyfriend.

My phone buzzed against the mouse pad. A message from an unknown number.

I opened it.

Unknown: Didn’t you just love the show in your study last week, Phil? You gripped that little cock like you were auditioning for the part. Cute.

Ice flooded my veins. My thumb hovered over the block button, but I could not press it. Not yet. No one else knew what had happened with my wife.

Me: Who the hell is this?

I suspected I knew exactly who it was, no one else had that sheer self-assured Arrogance that Dominic seemed to possess in spades.

Dominic: You know who. Question is, how does it feel knowing both women in your house get wet just thinking about this dick? Kirsty. Kristal. Mother and daughter, same craving. That’s gotta burn. Watching your wife pay my price had to have burned, cuckie.

My pulse hammered in my ears. My office felt suddenly airless. I glanced left and right. No one could see me in here. I typed back, trying to keep the tremble out of my fingers.

Me: You are delusional. And you are not good enough to breathe the same air as either of them, you arrogant little bastard.

Dominic: Keep telling yourself that. But your wife is already hooked. No rewinding this tape, Phil. And you? You jerked off watching me feed her my cock. You did not look away. You leaned in. We both know your embarrassed now, and you have plenty of reason to be, but don’t pretend you didn’t love it, you little perv.

Heat crawled up my neck. Shame and something darker twisted together. I remembered the sound of resolution in my wife’s voice, the dim light catching the wet shine on her lips, the way her throat worked to take more of him. I had told myself I was going to stop it. Instead, I stood frozen, hand already touching myself through my pants.

Me: You are replaceable. Just a big cock on legs. A thirty-dollar silicone toy does the same job without the attitude. Keep acting like this and you will be the one jerking off alone.

Dominic: Lying to yourself again. Here is proof she is not just doing it just for Kirsty. She loves this big ol’ toy.

The photo loaded.

Kristal. Monday’s outfit outfit. The tailored black-and-white skirt suit she had worn to campus. Same pearl earrings I had given her for our anniversary. On her knees in what had to be Dominic’s apartment, blouse unbuttoned to the waist, bra shoved down, heavy breasts spilling out. Her mouth stretched obscenely around the thick dark head of his cock. Cheeks hollowed, eyes glassy with that look she only got when she was right on the edge of losing control. A thin strand of saliva connected her lower lip to his shaft. His hand rested casually on top of her head, like she belonged there.

My cock jerked hard against my zipper. I hated it. I hated him and I hated how hard I was with jealousy and lust.

I stared at the timestamp in the corner of the photo. Monday afternoon. While I was still working she’d been blowing our daughter’s boyfriend.

Dominic: Seems your wife thought a little pre-emptive work was needed. She did not even ask about Kirsty. Just showed up at my door, all prim and proper, then dropped like she had been wanting my chocolate cock all day. You’re going to thank me one day, cuckie. 

Me: For what?

Dominic: For bringing this out of her. Now we both know who she really is. Not that prude she was pretending to be.

My mouth went dry. I could picture it too clearly. Monday morning Kristal pacing the kitchen, nervous, flushed, needy. Then kissing me goodbye as I left for work. 

How many times had she gone to him already? How many more times would she sneak off. I’d insisted on being their on Sunday, did she feel like she had permission now? Did she care? The thought made my stomach twist with dread and a sick heat I could not ignore. I picked up my phone.

Me: She is only doing it to protect our daughter. You know that.

Dominic: I do not care why the pussy comes to me, cuckie. I will take that tight wife of yours however I can get her. But you are wrong. She is not sacrificing anything, she is a size queen now. That little white dick of yours? It is never going to scratch the itch again. She will fake it for you, sure. Moan on cue. But deep down she will be thinking about how much better I stretch her. How much fuller she feels when I bottom out inside her, the delicious stretch that you cannot give her. She can’t unfeel me cuckie. Shouldn’t have let me near her, let alone breed her.

I groaned quietly, involuntarily. My slacks were painfully tight now. I shifted, trying to ease the pressure, but every movement only rubbed the sensitive head against damp cotton. Precum. Already.

Me: You’re so full of shit. Enjoy playing with yourself, I’m going home to my hot wife. 

Another buzz.

Dominic: Talking down to your wife’s new bull? Big mistake. You just earned yourself a lesson. Will not be long now. Sit tight, cuck.

I should have deleted the thread. Blocked him. Told Kristal everything. Shown her the messages. Demanded answers.

Instead I scrolled back up.

That photo again. Her eyes half-closed in bliss. The way her fingers curled against his thighs like she was anchoring herself to him. I remembered gripping that same shaft in the study. Hot. Heavy. Impossibly thick. The way it pulsed when she moaned around it. The way mine had throbbed in sympathy.

My hand moved before I could talk myself out of it. I cupped myself through the fabric. Slow squeeze, then another. The friction sent a jolt straight up my spine.

“You are such a filthy little slut, Kristal,” I whispered, barely audible. “Look at you. Professor by day, cock-hungry wife by afternoon. Taking that fat black dick like your life depended on it. You love how it fills your mouth, don’t you? Love knowing your husband could never stretch you like that.”

I’d never have spoken to her like that in my life but dirty talking while staring at the picture of her blowing Dominic was making me throb.

My breathing turned shallow. I unzipped quietly, fished myself out under the desk. Five inches, rigid, leaking steadily now. I stroked. Slow. Deliberate. Imagining her humming around him, the wet gluck-gluck sounds I still heard in my dreams. Imagining Dominic smirking down at her, calling her his good little slut while she drooled for him.

My balls tightened. Oh shit. Too fast. Too soon.

The doorknob turned.

Panic slammed through me.

The door swung open. Julia stepped inside. My boss, forty-nine and terrifyingly beautiful in that effortless, predatory way. Tall, statuesque, silver threading through rich auburn hair swept into a low chignon. Sharp cheekbones, full mouth painted deep berry, tailored charcoal blazer and pencil skirt hugging every dangerous curve. 

Fuck.

“Phil? What are you doing?” Her brows knit. “I called out but you didn’t answer.”

Beneath the desk, I shoved myself back into my boxers in one frantic, clumsy motion. The waistband caught me mid-spasm. Hot, thick ropes erupted against the cotton, soaking through instantly. I clenched every muscle, trying to choke off the rest, but my traitorous body kept pulsing. Warm shame trickled down my inner thigh in slow, humiliating streams.

I forced a cough. “Yeah. Sorry. Just, uh, deep in these projections. Did not hear you.”

She did not move. Just leaned one hip against the doorframe, arms crossed under her breasts, pushing them up against the silk of her blouse. Her eyes flicked down. Lingered on my lap where the dark wet spot was already spreading.

“You have been off all week,” she said quietly. Not angry. Concerned. Which somehow made it worse. “Meetings. Reports. You are here physically, but your head is somewhere else. Want to talk about it?”

I could feel my cum seeping everywhere. She knew. She had to know. The office stank of my arousal.

“No. I mean everything is fine.” My voice cracked. Cum continued to seep, sticky and cooling against my skin. “Just personal stuff. Marriage stuff. It will pass.”

Julia stepped fully inside, closed the door with a soft click. The lock engaged. Deliberate.

She crossed to my desk, perched on the edge, close enough that I caught the faint citrus-and-amber of her perfume. Close enough that if she looked down she would see everything.

“Phil.” Her voice dropped, gentler but no less commanding. “I have known you twelve years. You do not hide things well. Whatever is eating you, it is affecting your work. And
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