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I was in trouble. My visit to Ol’ Ray’s Cougar Den proved that. I’d gone to upgrade my dildo to something a little more satisfying; I’d ended up sucking a stranger’s cock through a glory hole. If that had been the extent of it, I’d have plenty to be ashamed about.

But it wasn’t. I’d let Ol’ Ray take me back into his apartment and went two more rounds with him. A black man. And not a young handsome stud like Dominic. Ray had to be at least twenty years older than me. Not that you’d know from his stamina. He’d put some of the boys I went to college with to shame.

Yes. Ol’ Ray had used me good and hard. What’s worse, I’d enjoyed it. And I couldn’t very well justify my adultery. Not like Dominic. Ol’ Ray hadn’t been threatening to impregnate my poor Kirsty. Nope, he’d just offered me his cock and I’d taken it.

Taken it like a good little slut.

A hot flush came over me and I had to fan myself in the kitchen. Just to catch my breath. Where had that thought come from? I was Kristal Sheridan, a tenured professor. I had a career, a home, a husband... and a growing insatiable desire for big black cock.

Whatever was I going to do? It was Saturday night; my husband was due home this time tomorrow and sooner or later he was going to realize something was amiss. I’d given him the best sex of his life to try and atone for my infidelity, but he hadn’t known that.

Did it even count? Would it matter if he knew the truth? Somehow I doubted it. Phil wasn’t exactly from a progressive family. It was the reason I’d got involved with Dominic in the first place. I needed him out of the house before Phil got home and discovered Kirsty all comfortable with him in our living room.

I paced back and forth. It was twenty past seven and I’d been trudging nervously around the kitchen since she’d left. It was Saturday night and she had a date with Dominic. And with every minute that passed my heart raced a little harder. I’d given myself to that brute to buy my daughter’s life back. I didn’t want her pregnant in her junior year of college.

Dominic had driven a hard bargain. An afternoon with me where I couldn’t say no. Dominic had taken full advantage of it. Just the memories of those moments in his apartment filled me with a terrible cocktail of lust and shame that made me wet.

What was I going to do? I paced frantically back and forth until I heard the front door open.

“Kirsty?” I called, making my way to the hall. “Is that you? Back so soon?”

My daughter slammed the front door and breezed straight up the stairs. I raced after her. Kirsty was dressed in a miniskirt that left precious little to the imagination and a halter top that was a good size smaller than it needed to be.

“I don’t want to talk about it Mom!” Kirsty shouted over her shoulder. “He stood me up.”

Good thing too, I found myself thinking. If Dominic had showed up with Kirsty dressed to kill, I wasn’t sure he’d have the restraint to resist. Discipline certainly wasn’t one of his virtues. My daughter swept into her room and slammed the door behind her.

“Let me know if you want to talk about it,” I called through the door, trying to keep the flood of relief out of my voice.

Dominic had actually kept his word. I couldn’t believe it. There was a part of me that believed he would just take what he pleased, no matter what he had promised me. I was relieved. Perhaps this hadn’t all been for nothing.

I raced into my room and locked the door behind me. I could feel the adrenaline and excitement building up inside me. I’d done it. I’d saved my daughter. For now at least. I still needed to get Dominic to swear off Kirsty for good, but clearly I was making progress.

Slowly I walked over to my bedside drawer, pushing my sweatpants down to the floor. I peeled my T-shirt off and tossed it across the room. My bra followed it moments later. Stopping by the bed, I pushed my soaked panties down to the floor.

Opening the drawer, I pushed aside my interior decoration magazines I’d put there to discourage Phil and pulled out my new toy. Black Magic. I raised it like it was my most treasured possession and slid onto the bed.

“Mmm, thank you Dominic,” I muttered as I pressed the hard mushroom-shaped head between my lips. “Thank you for keeping your word.”

I lavished affection on it, sucking, slurping and teasing the magnificent toy until it was soaked in my juices. Then stretching out on the bed, I slid it down my naked body, trailing a string of saliva as it went, guided it to my pussy and plunged it inside.

“Fuck,” I panted with a heady moan. “That’s it Dominic, take me instead of my daughter.”

Schlick. Schlick. Schlick. The dildo slid in and out of me, stretching me with every stroke. Unlike my old toy it stretched me and gave me a delicious sense of fulfillment. So much better than the pale pink toy I’d become accustomed to.

I lay there, my eyes closed, both hands gripping Black Magic as I thrust him in and out of my soaked sex. It was frenzied and rushed as I desperately fed my growing sex drive but soon I was arching my back and biting my lip so that my daughter wouldn’t hear me moaning her boyfriend’s name as I came next door.

With no husband to share my bed, I used Black Magic twice more before I passed out from giddy delirium and exhaustion, my cravings finally satisfied.
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Sunday morning I woke to an empty house. My bed stank of sex in spite of the fact my husband had been away for days. My little experiment with Black Magic had soaked the sheets.

I hastily pulled everything off the bed and tossed on a load of laundry. Racing around the house I tidied up so that the house wouldn’t be in a state of disrepair when Phil came home. I cleaned the kitchen, folded a load of laundry I’d neglected Friday and hung out a fresh load.

Eight a.m. rolled around and I was feeling pretty productive. I probably should have gone to church but given the week that I’d had, I was feeling more than a little guilty. I’d cheated on my husband not once, but twice. No matter how much I told myself that I’d done it for my daughter, I knew there was no excusing what I’d done.

At least it had worked.

Dominic had stood up Kirsty. Hopefully my innocent little girl would be smart enough to move on. I texted her to see what she was up to; then with a day to myself I decided I ought to catch up on my work. After all I usually used my free blocks during the week to grade papers and prepare lectures. Instead, I’d spent one at Dominic’s apartment, and the other at Ol’ Ray’s. I was running behind.

So I showered and changed into my favorite skirt suit, an authoritative black and white number that always made me feel in control and headed for the campus.

I was almost halfway there when my mind drifted back to Dominic. Images of him and his raw domination of me just kept finding their way back to the forefront of my mind. Sex with Ol’ Ray had been exquisite. Slow, tender and unyielding. But Dominic had used me with a raw power that had overwhelmed all sense of reason in me.

I shifted my legs and rearranged my skirt, trying to get a little more comfortable in the driver’s seat of my BMW, but I couldn’t. And I knew why. My discomfort wasn’t the custom leather interior. It was the growing damp patch on my panties as the lacy fabric of my thong seemed to slowly be getting swallowed by my pussy.

Argh. Pussy. It was such a crass word. I’d have never used it before Dominic, but something about the way he said it sent a tingle of pleasure right through me. I ran my fingers through my hair and tried to banish the thought from my mind; I almost didn’t notice as I flashed my signal and took the next left.

I was vaguely aware that I was of course, but before I knew it I was pulling into Dominic’s street.

“What are you doing, Kristal?” I asked myself as I slowed to a crawl.

“Your plan’s working,” my inner voice replied. “You just have to keep at it. Kirsty is smart. Sooner or later she’ll move on. You just need to keep him distracted.”

“Yeah, that’s what I’m doing,” I reassured myself. “Distracting Dominic. I’ll just pop upstairs, make sure he is willing to continue our agreement and I’ll be at work before nine.”

I pulled past his apartment block and into a side street. Much as I didn’t want to be seen in this part of town, I thought it actually a far greater risk if anyone was to recognise my car. So I parked, pulled my sunglasses from my bag and slid them on. Hopefully they would hide enough of my face to create a little doubt.

Locking my car, I practically raced to Dominic’s building. Hurrying through the lobby and up to his floor. I’d been spotted by the girls that lived across from him once, and he’d let them watch as I’d sucked his impressive cock. They had only seen the back of my head; I definitely didn’t want to give them a chance to see the front. That might create problems for me; I was fairly sure I’d seen one of them on campus.

Reaching Dominic’s door, I tried to calm my racing heart but it wouldn’t quit. Raising my hand, I knocked.

Footsteps thudded through the apartment toward the door and it swung open. Dominic stood there in a towel, water dripping down his sculpted torso. I’d caught him in the shower.

“Mrs. Sheridan. You seem to be making a habit of calling by unannounced. By the look of that suit you were on your way to church, but from the way your tongue is wagging, I think you were hunting for a taste of this.” He grabbed at his crotch; the towel moved to wrap neatly around the thick shape of his manhood dangling beneath it.

I felt the color rising in my cheeks. The memory of it rising, growing in my hand. The feel of it stretching my mouth... and other parts of me. I had to fight to stop from fanning the heat rising in my cheeks.

“No... I... Uh...” Staring at his almost naked form was not doing anything to help me frame a coherent sentence. I felt like a starstruck teenage girl; it was embarrassing and frustrating all at once. I’d come here for a reason; I just needed to spit it out.

“I uh, just wanted to thank you for keeping your word last night.”

“Is that all?” Dominic smiled. “You can thank me later. I have things to do.”

And just like that, Dominic started to close the door... in my
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