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As I drove home from the university, the late-afternoon sun slanted through the windshield and caught the faint sheen of sweat still clinging to my collarbone. I’d showered in the staff bathroom twice, scrubbing until my skin was pink and raw, but no amount of soap could erase the evidence of what Dominic had done to me on my own desk. His scent lingered in my hair, faint but unmistakable, a musky reminder of the way he’d bent me over the whiteboard and fucked me until I’d scrawled my own confession in black marker: My name is Mrs. Sheridan and I’m addicted to big black cock. Dominic is my master and I’m his obedient little fuck toy!
I could still feel him leaking out of me. Every time I shifted in the driver’s seat, a slow, seeping trickle reminded me that I hadn’t bothered with panties after the shower. Why would I? The thong I’d worn that morning was soaked through and useless; I’d balled it up and shoved it into the bottom of my purse like contraband. Now the leather seat beneath my skirt was already damp, and I knew the moment I stood up there would be a dark, telltale spot on the upholstery.

Phil’s BMW. Of course it would be Phil’s car that bore the stain of my indiscretion.

I gripped the wheel tighter and forced my breathing to slow. Normal. I just needed to act normal. Dinner. Small talk. A kiss on the cheek. Maybe let him initiate something tonight so he wouldn’t wonder think I was distant. He deserved that much. He’d come home early last weekend, brought Thai Garden, tried to make me laugh. And what had I done? I’d snapped at him because Dominic’s video call had drawn me away from dinner to have cyber sex with my daughter’s boyfriend.

I’d pleasured myself in front of him. On video.

What the hell had I been thinking?

Guilt twisted low in my belly, sharp and familiar.

By the time I pulled into the garage the sky had gone the bruised purple of early evening. I sat there for a long minute with the engine off, listening to the ticks of cooling metal, trying to compose myself. My reflection in the rearview mirror looked almost convincing: hair smoothed back into place, lipstick freshened in the staff bathroom, blouse re-buttoned (though the spare safety pin holding the ripped gap closed felt like a confession taped to my chest). Only my eyes gave me away, wide, glassy, pupils blown from too many climaxes and too little remorse.

I grabbed my purse, stepped out of the car, and froze.

A dark spot had already bloomed on the driver’s seat.

I stared at it for several heartbeats, then snatched a packet of tissues from the center console and dabbed at the leather until the evidence was merely a faint sheen instead of a blatant neon sign. My hands shook the whole time.

Inside the house smelled of garlic and rosemary. Phil must have put something in the slow cooker before he left for the office this morning. Comforting. Domestic. Safe.

I kicked off my heels in the foyer, padded upstairs in stocking feet, and pushed open our bedroom door.

Phil was sitting on the edge of the bed.

Black Magic lay across his lap like a murder weapon.

The room spun, but all I could see was my husband’s confused expression as he nursed my new dildo.

I tried to read his expression but it was granite.
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He didn’t look angry. Not exactly. His face was pale, eyes wide, mouth slightly open as though he’d rehearsed a dozen different opening lines and forgotten every single one. The dildo dwarfed his thighs; its glossy black length stretched from his left knee across to his right, thick veins molded in silicone, flared head glistening faintly under the bedside lamp. It looked obscene against the soft gray duvet, obscene and impossible to ignore.

I stopped in the doorway, purse slipping from my fingers to thump against the carpet.

“Phil...”

He lifted his gaze slowly, as though the weight of the thing on his lap made every movement difficult.

“What... what is this, Kristal?”

His voice cracked on my name.

I opened my mouth. Closed it. The lie I’d rehearsed in the car about where I’d been wasn’t going to cut it now.

I bought it online when I was feeling lonely, I didn’t realize how big it was, also died on my tongue. Because the truth was sitting right there between us: twelve thick, unapologetic inches of black silicone that made Phil’s lap look small and inadequate.

“I can explain,” I said, and hated how small my voice sounded.

Phil’s fingers flexed around the base of the dildo. Not gripping it possessively. More like he was afraid it might bite him, or that the heavy swollen balls attached to it might spit a potent load at him.

My heart skipped a beat and my pulse raced as I considered how hot that would be.

“I found it in your drawer when I was looking for the spare charger,” he said. “I wasn’t looking for it. I thought you just kept your vibrator in there.”

So he did know what toys I kept in my drawer 

He lifted the monstrous thing slightly, as though he needed proof of his claim.

He didn’t. I knew it was there, and I knew why.

I did have an addiction.

The silicone caught the light. I could still remember exactly how it felt sliding inside me, cold at first, then warming to my body temperature, stretching me wider than Phil ever could, bumping against places that made my toes curl and my vision white out. I’d ridden it on this very bed while Phil was at work, gasping Dominic’s name into my pillow.

“I...” My throat closed. “I’m sorry.”

Phil set the dildo carefully on the mattress beside him, as though it might explode if he dropped it. He rubbed his palms on his thighs, a nervous habit I’d always found endearing. Now it just made my stomach twist.

He gestured helplessly at Black Magic. “This is... it’s huge, Kristal.”

Heat flooded my face. Shame, yes, but also something darker, arousal, unwanted and insistent, curling low in my belly at the sound of him saying the word huge while staring at a proxy for Dominic’s cock.

“I didn’t mean for you to find it,” I whispered. “I...”

“That’s not really an explanation.”

I took one step into the room, then another, until I was standing in front of him. My skirt brushed his knees. He didn’t look up.

“I’ve been... lonely,” I said. The words tasted like ash. “You’ve been traveling so much. And when you’re gone I just... I get so worked up. My little vibrator only tickles my clit baby. Sometimes that’s enough. But other times...”

I considered the words before I uttered them, Dominic’s theory about husbands still echoing in my mind. Perhaps this disaster was an opportunity in disguise.

“Sometimes I need more,” I whispered. “I went online one night when I couldn’t sleep. I was horny out of my mind. I didn’t really look at the measurements. I just... knew I wanted to feel something inside me.”

It was a total lie. I’d bought it at Ol’ Rays and the purveyor of that filthy little store had fucked me senseless and given it to me for free.

Phil finally met my eyes. His were glassy, the hurt of a man discovering he was not meeting his wife’s needs.

“You could have bought something smaller,” he managed after a long second.

The laugh that escaped me was brittle. “I don’t need a toy that’s the same size as my husband, Phil. I already have that, sweetheart. I wanted to experience something different.”

The moment the words left my mouth I wanted to claw them back. His face crumpled.

“I didn’t mean—”

“You did,” he said softly. “You meant exactly that.”

He looked down at Black Magic again. The dildo lay there between us like a third presence in the marriage bed.

“I just meant we both know how yours size feels in me,” I was treading water and I knew it. “I was just curious, that’s all. It doesn’t change how I feel about you my love.”

“Are you sure?” His eyes met mine.

“I’ve had it a week,” I replied. “You tell me. Do you feel like you’ve missed out?”

I’d been so horny after Dominic that in the last week I’d given him a blowjob he hadn’t expected and I’d ridden him hard. It had been a good week for both of us.

“Well, no,” he admitted. “But why is it black?” he asked.

My mouth went dry.

“I... all the larger ones were black. I don’t know why.”

Another lie, and we both knew it.

In my mind the truth unspooled like silk ribbon: Because big black cocks are bigger. Thicker. Harder. They stretch you until you forget your own name. Because Dominic’s cock is black and perfect and it owns me now, and every time I look at this toy I see him splitting me open on my own desk, filling me until I can’t breathe, claiming me inside and out while I write his name on the whiteboard like a sinner confessing her sins.

Phil’s gaze dropped to my thighs. I realized, too late, that I was still leaking. A slow, warm trickle had escaped while I stood there, and now it was sliding down the inside of my leg.

He saw it.

His breath hitched.

“You’re wet,” he said. Not accusing. Almost... awed.

I couldn’t meet his eyes.

Phil reached out slowly, almost reluctantly, and brushed his fingertips along the streak on my inner thigh. When he lifted his hand, his fingers glistened.

I grabbed his hand, panicking. How much of that was my arousal. How much was Dominic’s?

“Jesus, Kristal.”

“I can’t help it,” I whispered. “Talking about this excites me.”

Phil’s Adam’s apple bobbed.

“It does?” I could see the wheels turning in his mind as he considered my words. “But you aren’t wearing panties.”

I froze.

Phil looked up at me, eyes wide. “Are you?”

“Why would I?” I guided his hand to his mouth, and slid his finger in. “Taste me.”

A guilty thrill ran through me.

“I was coming home to you baby,” I whispered. “And if you weren’t here. I was thinking about... using it. I was going to use it hard, right here on the bed.”

Phil stared at the dildo again. Then at the wet spot on my thigh. Then back at my face.

“And that turns you on?” he said quietly. “This much.”

I couldn’t deny it. My nipples were tight against the lace of my bra, my clit throbbing with every heartbeat, my pussy still fluttering around the memory of Dominic’s cock.

And I wasn’t the only one.

Phil’s slacks were tented.

He was hard.

The sight of it, so familiar, so unfortunately inadequate after everything I’d just experienced, sent a shameful spike of pity through me, followed immediately by a darker, hungrier heat. 

Pity sex. That’s what I’d been giving him lately. Quick, perfunctory fucks so he wouldn’t ask questions. But now he was staring at the monster that had replaced him in my fantasies, and instead of rage there was... arousal.

Perhaps Dominic had been right.

“Why are you hard?” I asked, voice barely above a whisper
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