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I opened my mouth to protest. I’m not a slut. But the words never came. Dominic’s thick head pushed past my lips before the first syllable could form, filling my mouth with hot, heavy flesh. I froze for half a heartbeat, eyes wide, as I glanced sideways at my husband.
I was on my knees in his study, our daughter’s boyfriend’s cock deep in my mouth, my cheeks hollowing as I stared at him in wide-eyed shock. This was the moment of truth: how badly did my husband want to live out this fantasy?

Or would his natural jealousy override his lust?

Phil’s countenance was unreadable, but my body’s natural instincts kicked in. My cheeks hollowed to keep my teeth clear of the thick flesh invading my mouth. The familiar stretch burned at the corners of my lips. I fought the urge to relax my throat the way I had last Sunday in his apartment. I couldn’t let Phil see how easily I took it. Not yet.

I had to struggle, for his sake.

I tore my eyes from my husband and looked up at Dominic, pleading for him to play along. We were all so close to getting what we wanted. I was just worried that Dominic’s natural dominant tendencies or the cocky brashness of youth might reveal the truth.

Phil’s chair creaked behind the desk. I didn’t dare look back at him. I could feel his stare like heat on the back of my neck: nervous, stunned, and unmistakably aroused. The room smelled of old books, and now the sharp, musky scent of Dominic’s arousal.

“That’s it, Professor,” Dominic murmured, voice low and approving. One big hand settled on the crown of my head, not forcing, just guiding. “Nice and slow at first. Show your husband how his hot wife earns her daughter’s reprieve.”

I made a muffled sound of objection around the shaft sliding deeper. I kept my movements careful: tentative licks along the underside, shallow bobs, the way I might have done years ago when I was still nervous with Phil. I let my tongue flutter uncertainly against the thick vein and pretended the sheer girth made me hesitate. It wasn’t entirely an act. Even after last weekend the size still stole my breath.

Phil exhaled sharply. “Kristal . . .”

I heard the tremor in his voice, equal parts shock and hunger. My cheeks burned. I wanted to turn, to reassure him this was only for Kirsty, only to protect our daughter. But Dominic’s fingers tightened just enough in my hair to remind me who was setting the pace.

“Look at her work,” Dominic said, glancing over my head at Phil. “She’s trying so hard to act like it’s her first time with a huge cock. Cute. Real cute. But we both know she’s got talent, don’t we, Phil?”

I almost had a heart attack. Don’t go there, Dominic.

Phil made a strangled noise. I felt the vibration of it in the air. I risked a quick sideways glance. My husband’s hands were clenched on the arms of his chair, knuckles white. His slacks tented unmistakably. He looked like a man watching his house burn down and discovering he was aroused by the flames.

Dominic chuckled softly. “Don’t worry, man. She’s doing this for Kirsty. All she has to do is satisfy me completely and Kirsty gets to keep her virtue intact.” He rocked his hips forward, feeding another inch past my lips. “But if she wants me to finish in her instead of your daughter, she’s going to have to work a lot harder than this.”

I whimpered around the intrusion. Saliva gathered at the corners of my mouth, slick and inevitable. I tried to pull back to catch my breath, but Dominic’s hand kept me steady. A thick rope of spit escaped my lips and dripped onto my chin, then lower, landing on the upper swell of my exposed breast. The black dress hung open like ruined curtains. My lack of a bra offered no modesty as it seeped over the heaving swell of my chest. Another glistening strand followed, sliding down the curve until it reached my nipple and hung there, trembling.

“See that?” Dominic’s voice was conversational, almost kind. “She’s already making a mess. The best ones do, don’t they, Professor?”

I tried to nod. The motion only drove him deeper. My throat fluttered in protest. I gagged softly, eyes watering. I forced myself to breathe through my nose and keep the rhythm steady and unpracticed. No deep-throating. No humming tricks I’d learned on my knees in his living room. Just earnest, messy effort.

Phil shifted in his chair. “Kristal . . . are you . . . okay?”

I couldn’t answer. Dominic answered for me.

“She’s fine, Phil. Look how hard she’s trying. She wants to please us both. Wants to save your daughter.” He pulled back just enough for me to drag in a wet breath, then slid forward again. “But I’m going to need so much more. I’ve wanted this for a long time.”

I moaned, half outrage, half helpless arousal. The sound vibrated around him. Dominic groaned in approval.

“Let’s be honest, Phil,” Dominic chuckled. “There isn’t a man on campus who hasn’t thought about fucking your wife at least once. If there was, that outfit she wore last Friday certainly changed things.”

“Outfit?” Phil almost gurgled as he struggled over the words. I’d done my best not to be caught in it.

“Yeah,” Dominic laughed. “Boy, that was closer to porn star than professor, but the boys sure appreciated it, Mrs. Sheridan. You were all they could talk about in the locker room after the game on Saturday.”

I felt a tingle of arousal work its way through me. The thought that a dozen young men had been openly fantasizing about me was turning me on. It shouldn’t, but it did.

“That’s how we knew your wife was on the prowl, Mr. Sheridan. Woman dresses like that, she’s hoping for a proper fuck. You’re going to have to keep an eye on her. I’m sure I’m not the only one bold enough to imagine your wife on her knees.”

Dominic looked down at me. “I guess I don’t have to imagine now.”

I could hear the slow sound of fabric rustling as Phil tried to rearrange himself, his hand lingering as he stroked himself.

God, he’s such a cuck, I thought to myself. How had I never noticed this about him?

My husband was actually enjoying watching me debase myself in front of him.

“That’s the spirit,” Dominic said. He withdrew slowly, letting my lips drag along every inch, then tapped the wet head against my cheek. “Hands and knees, Professor. Let’s give your husband a proper view.”

I hesitated. I’d been resting comfortably on my knees, preserving what I could of my innocence in my husband’s eyes. But I knew what Dominic wanted. He wanted my ass out, on my hands and knees, blowing him so that my breasts moved with his every motion. It was the same way I’d blown Jaxon, while Dominic was behind me.

Phil’s breathing was ragged now, audible across the desk. I could feel his eyes on me: on the spit shining on my chin, on my heaving breasts, on the way my thighs trembled.

Dominic didn’t wait for permission. He guided me down until my palms met the carpet, then nudged my knees wider. The position forced my ass up, dress rucked around my waist, bare ass glistening in the lamplight. Humiliating. Exposed. Exactly what he wanted.

He stepped behind me, cock bobbing heavy and slick. One large palm smoothed over the curve of my ass, admiring, possessive.

“Goddamn, no panties,” he muttered. “Look at this, Phil. Stand up, man. Your wife’s got an ass made for spanking.” His hand lifted and came down, firm, not cruel, but loud enough to make me gasp. The sting bloomed instantly, followed by heat. I clenched around nothing, mortified by the fresh trickle of arousal that slid down my inner thigh.

Phil made a choked sound. “Dominic—”

“Relax,” Dominic said, delivering another measured smack. I jolted forward, breasts swaying. “She likes it. Don’t you, Professor?”

I bit my lip, refusing to answer. Dominic laughed softly and spanked me again, harder this time. The crack echoed in the quiet study. My skin bloomed pink under his palm.

“Answer me,” he said, voice dropping to a growl.

“Y-yes,” I whispered, voice shaking. Another smack. “Yes!”

“Good girl.” He rubbed the warmed flesh, soothing now, then stepped around in front of me again. His cock was right at eye level: thicker, darker, shining with my spit. “Open.”

I did. He slid back inside, slower this time, letting me adjust. One hand returned to my hair. The other reached back to deliver another crisp spank. I moaned around him, the vibration making him curse under his breath.

“Fuck, Phil,” Dominic said conversationally as he rocked into my mouth. “Your wife’s a natural. Look at her: drooling all over my cock, ass in the air, tits bouncing every time I smack her. She’s putting on one hell of a show for you. Are you enjoying it as much as I am?”

Phil’s chair creaked as he tried to shuffle backward. I risked a glance sideways over the desk. My husband’s hand had drifted to his crotch. He was gripping himself through his slacks, eyes glassy, cheeks flushed. He looked wrecked. Aroused beyond reason. Guilty. Fascinated.

Dominic noticed too. “Well, maybe not as much as I am, but you see that, Professor? Your husband’s hard watching you suck me off. Bet he’s never been this hard in his life.”

I whimpered. Shame and need twisted together until I couldn’t tell them apart. Dominic’s hand tightened in my hair, guiding me deeper. I gagged again, deliberately softer this time, playing the novice, but my body betrayed me. My hips rolled backward, seeking friction that wasn’t there.

Another spank. Harder. I cried out around his shaft.

“That’s it,” Dominic growled. “Worship that cock. You want me to finish in your mouth instead of Kirsty? Then earn it.”

I doubled my efforts: messier, wetter, more desperate. Spit dripped in thick strands from my chin, splattering onto my swaying breasts. I could feel his hand in my hair as he guided me on every stroke. I couldn’t see myself, but I knew I looked debauched. Ruined. Exactly the way Dominic liked me.

Phil’s breathing was harsh now, almost pained. “Kristal . . .”

I couldn’t answer. Dominic was fucking my mouth in shallow, controlled thrusts, letting me feel every inch without letting me set the pace. His free hand kept spanking me: steady, rhythmic, turning my ass a bright, stinging pink.

“Look at her go,” Dominic said to Phil. “She’s trying so damn hard. But it’s not enough yet. Not nearly enough.”

He pulled out suddenly, leaving me gasping, mouth open, spit stringing from my lower lip to his glistening cock. He fisted himself once, twice, smearing my saliva over the head.

“You’ve done an admirable job, Professor,” he said, voice rough with restraint. “I’ll give you an A-plus for effort, but a B-minus for follow-through. If you want me to come tonight, you’re going to have to do a lot better than that.”

He stepped back, cock still hard and shining, and looked down at me: kneeling, disheveled, trembling.

“I’m going to need more, Mrs. Sheridan.”

If I had any notions that Dominic might settle for a blowjob, they were dashed in that moment. I’d told him I
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