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I spent Sunday night staring at the ceiling, the sheets twisted around my legs like they were trying to hold me in place. My thoughts were of Dominic and his icy goodbye. The words still echoed in my head. I kept replaying it in my mind. Everything had gone so well. He’d brought Jaxon over, and I’d done everything he asked—just like he always said he wanted.
He’d made it clear in my classroom: he was my master, I was his toy. I suppose I had simply always expected him to want to continue the status quo, using me as he pleased. I was enjoying that... far more than any married woman should. Perhaps that’s why I was enjoying it so much. Things with Phil had grown a little stale and repetitive. Phil did as he was told, and I was so firmly in control that there simply wasn’t a great deal of excitement to be had.

That’s why time with Dominic was so exciting. It was new, illicit, dangerous, and always unexpected. I suppose that when I gave him what he wanted, I figured he would be happy to keep taking it—that our illicit relationship would find some sort of stable equilibrium. If that’s what you could call a mother secretly fucking her daughter’s boyfriend behind everyone’s backs.

Fuck. Just thinking it made me squirm, and I could feel my arousal growing. I bit my lip as the sheet shifted and grazed against my stiff nipples. Why couldn’t he just enjoy himself? Like I wise.

Perhaps when I’d entered into this bargain, I’d failed to adequately take into consideration what drove a horny young man in his twenties. Perhaps I figured that sex was all he’d ever want.

I’d clearly lacked the imagination to contend with Dominic and his devious domination of me. He didn’t want to just own me in secret; my willing body was not enough. No, he wanted to breed me.

My fingers slid down between my thighs and found the damp heat forming there. I wouldn’t be able to hide that—not for long. And what would happen when the baby was born?

Oh my god?

Everyone would know that it wasn’t Phil’s; some things were impossible to hide. That panic alone had made me act out. He’d told me to go off my birth control. I’d never been on it; I didn’t think I’d need it.

But in an effort to pretend I was in control, I’d told him I would take it. I wanted to show him I still had a say in this whole arrangement.

I’d thought there would be a discussion. Perhaps I just thought he was talking dirty in an effort to excite me.

But no. His jaw had clenched. He’d swallowed calmly and told me things were over.

The way he’d said goodbye had chilled my soul.

And left me in my living room covered in the seed of two young, hung men and realizing I’d wildly underestimated his imagination. I’d also underestimated the danger I was in of being discovered. I’d spent so long being faithful to Phil and not using contraception that I figured my time for children was behind me.

Now my heart raced knowing I’d been having unprotected sex with him for weeks and realizing no amount of contraception could undo what I’d done. There was always the unthinkable.

But I could never do that.

I swallowed as I realized that right now I might be carrying my daughter’s boyfriend’s baby. And that thought made my heart race and my hand tremble as I desperately stroked my clit.

Phil was snoring beside me in bed, but I couldn’t wake him. So I lay there, pleasuring myself to the possibility that I’d already been bred by my lover. It was terrifying and exciting. The tingles of pleasure it sent through me as I squeezed my nipple and stroked my clit were mounting by the moment.

I pictured myself on my knees, riding him until we both shook. He wanted more. He wanted me marked, claimed, and filled to the brim. He wanted my body swollen with his child; he wanted to cuckold Phil and claim his professor as his own.

Technically he already had. I suppose he just wanted to show the world.

I came... hard. Grinding against my palm and biting my lip to fight the urge to cry his name.

I writhed and twisted, a cold sheen of sweat on my brows as I climaxed on our bed.

What was I going to do?

I rolled onto my side, hugging a pillow to my chest. My breasts felt heavier, tender. Was that normal, or was it already starting? I couldn’t bring myself to buy a test. Not yet. The thought of seeing those two pink lines made my throat close up. What would I do? Tell Phil? Tell Kirsty? Tell Dominic that the baby might be his—or Ray’s? I couldn’t tell him that; he’d be furious. The possibilities spun in my head until I felt sick.

By Monday morning I was a wreck. I drove to the pharmacy two suburbs over, hood up, sunglasses on, like I was buying contraband. The pharmacist barely looked at me as she slid the morning-after pill across the counter. I paid cash, stuffed the box in my purse, and sat in the car for ten minutes before I could make myself open it.

I swallowed the pill dry, grimacing at the bitter chalk taste. It was too late—weeks too late—but I told myself it might still help. Might stop whatever was already taking root. Might buy me a little more time before the truth showed up in a plus sign or a missed period.

Guilt hit me in waves as I drove home. I’d cheated on Phil for weeks now. I’d let three men use me in ways I never imagined, ways that left me sore and satisfied and ashamed all at once. And yet even as the guilt burned, heat pooled low in my belly. I remembered Dominic’s hands pinning my wrists above my head while he drove into me so deep I saw stars. Jaxon’s thick member squeezed between my breasts. Ray’s slow, deliberate thrusts, the way he’d whispered how good I felt wrapped around him. My nipples tightened against my bra just thinking about it. I pressed my thighs together at a red light, mortified by how wet I was getting.

I needed to talk to Dominic.

I pulled into the driveway, killed the engine, and opened my messages. I punched one out quickly.

Yesterday was intense. Talk to me? Sent.

I sat tapping my phone on my hand. Nothing.

I waited five minutes, ten. Refreshed the screen like a teenager waiting for a boy to text back. Still nothing.

My mind played back over everything I’d ever said to him, and he to me. He’d been clear that he enjoyed dominating me because of how I’d treated him the night we met. I hadn’t thought he was good enough for my daughter. Now I’d told him I didn’t want to have his child. Perhaps he thought this was about him... not me.

I typed again.

I’m sorry if I hurt you. You just took me by surprise. Please don’t shut me out. Sent.

The little read receipt stayed gray. He’d turned them off, or he was ignoring me on purpose. Either way, the silence felt like a slap.

I dropped the phone into my lap and leaned my forehead against the steering wheel. My heart hammered. What if he was done? What if he’d decided I wasn’t worth the trouble anymore? Or worse—what if he was already moving on to someone else? Someone younger. Someone who didn’t come with a husband, a daughter, and a growing panic about the choices she’d made to save her daughter.

At least I knew I’d done the right thing.

Dominic was a breeder. If I let him near Kirsty he wouldn’t hesitate.

But how could I stop him now? It’s not like he was taking my calls or answering my messages. What chance was there he’d honor our deal and leave her alone? Somehow I doubted that.

I closed my eyes and let the guilt and the ache twist together until I couldn’t tell one from the other. All I knew was that I needed him to text back. Needed him to tell me I hadn’t ruined everything.

Because if he walked away now, I wasn’t sure what I was going to do.

Tuesday Tuesday morning hit like a hangover without the fun part. I woke up to the alarm blaring at 6:30, same as always, but everything felt wrong. Dominic still hadn’t texted back. Not a single dot, not a “seen,” nothing. I’d checked my phone obsessively before bed, during the night when I couldn’t sleep, and again the second my eyes opened. Gray silence. It clawed at me.

I stomped downstairs in my robe, feet slapping the hardwood like I was trying to punish the floor. Coffee sloshed over the rim when I poured it too fast. I didn’t care. I wiped it up with a paper towel and threw it in the sink harder than necessary. Kirsty was already gone—early cheer practice, thank God—so the house was quiet except for my own noise. Good. I didn’t want to talk to anyone.

Phil came down a few minutes later, hair still damp from the shower, wearing that hopeful little smile he got when he thought the day might include morning sex. I was in no mood for it.

“Morning, beautiful,” he said, sliding his arms around my waist from behind. His hands settled on my hips, warm and familiar as he failed to read the room.

I stiffened. “Morning.”

He pressed a kiss to the side of my neck. “You okay? You seem... tense.”

“I’m fine.” The word came out sharper than I meant. I shrugged out of his hold and moved to the fridge, yanking the door open like it had offended me. “Just didn’t sleep well.”

Phil leaned against the counter, watching me. “Want me to make breakfast? Eggs? Toast?”

“No.” I grabbed the yogurt and shut the door with more force than needed. The magnets rattled. “I’m not hungry.”

He stepped closer again, gentler this time. “Hey.” His fingers brushed my arm. “Talk to me. What’s going on?”

“Nothing’s going on.” I set the yogurt down untouched and crossed my arms. “Woke up on the wrong side of the bed, I guess.”

It was a lie, and we both knew it. He just nodded like he understood.

“Okay,” he said softly. “I’ll give you space.”

But he didn’t leave. Instead he moved in again, slower, cupping my face with both hands. “I miss you, Kristal. We haven’t... you know... spoken about things.”

His thumbs stroked my cheeks. Sweet. Patient. Everything a good husband should be.

The things he was talking about were watching me use my massive new toy on myself. We’d both got off on the fantasy of me taking a lover.

And we’d said almost nothing about it since.

Given what was going on with my actual lover, I wasn’t in the mood to entertain whatever exploration this was.

I felt nothing but irritation bubbling under my skin. His touch was too soft, too careful. I wanted rough hands, tight grips, a voice that told me exactly what to do and didn’t
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