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Dominic coming over for dinner? My heart raced. I hadn’t seen him since last Sunday—well, apart from that one awkward moment in the corridor at the university. Worse than not seeing him... I hadn’t touched him.
Or had his hands on me.

And reliving dirty fantasies with Phil and my toy had not suppressed the urges I’d been having all week. I needed more than my toy. I needed to feel the steady throb of a real cock inside me.

One that stretched every inch of me until I wanted to scream.

And I wanted to scream so badly.

I ached for it.

And he was going to be at my dinner table. The same table we’d be sharing with my husband and daughter. And because of that I wasn’t going to get what I needed.

I groaned, and it was full of angst. The frustration of having a need, knowing exactly what it was, and being denied all week.

Dominic had played his hand. Told me what he wanted. And I’d panicked. Who wouldn’t? I couldn’t let my daughter’s boyfriend breed me. More than her boyfriend, he was a student at the university I taught at. If we were discovered, it could cost me my job.

More importantly, it could cost me my family.

I couldn’t hide being bred by a black stud. Sooner or later people were going to know the truth.

I wasn’t ready for that inevitability.

So I’d tried to offer him something else. Taking me in front of Phil. It was clear that my husband was harboring fantasies about me being with other men. Now more than ever I might be able to have my cake and eat it too.

But Dominic hadn’t taken the bait. Hadn’t even nibbled at it. Now he was going to be in my house for a dinner that promised to be one of the most awkward experiences of my life.

The rest of Saturday afternoon passed in a blur of mechanical tasks—unpacking groceries, wiping counters, folding laundry—anything to keep my hands busy and my mind from spiraling. Every few minutes I caught myself glancing at the clock, calculating how many hours until Dominic walked through our front door.

Six o’clock. I headed upstairs and took a shower. Before I knew it I was blow-drying my hair and doing my makeup. Phil came in as I was trying on dresses.

“Wow.” Phil gawked as I held a little black dress up in front of the full-length mirror in our walk-in robe. “Have you done your hair?”

I swallowed. “Yeah, baby. I thought you might like it.”

“I do,” Phil laughed as he sidled up behind me. I wasn’t wearing anything at all.

“Judging by the way you’re poking me, it was time well spent.” I gave him a coy look over my shoulder. “You’re going to have to wait till after dinner to enjoy it though. We’re almost out of time, and I still need to pick out some underwear.”

Phil chuckled as he left the walk-in. “In that dress, hun, you don’t want any.”

“Phil.” I gasped. “You horny devil. We’re having guests.”

I considered the dress. A plunging pleated front and a hem that barely reached my knee. It was not the sort of dress one wore for family dinner. But Phil liked it, so I guess that was excuse enough.

Given the cut I probably ought to have worn a bra, but given Kirsty was bouncing around without one, I figured I might as well follow suit. I was considerably more well-endowed than my daughter, but I didn’t think anyone would complain.

Other than Kirsty perhaps.

Come to think of it, given Phil’s encouragement I didn’t need any underwear at all. I slipped into the sexy dress and found a pair of black heels to match.

I made a few finishing touches and headed downstairs just before seven.

Phil was loitering in the lounge. “Smells amazing in here. Kirsty’s really outdoing herself.”

I forced a smile. “She’s... motivated.”

He dried his hands and wrapped his arms around me from behind, chin resting on my shoulder. “You okay? You’ve been quiet since you got home.”

“Fine,” I said too quickly. “Just tired from shopping.”

He nuzzled my neck. “We can have an early night after dinner. Not too early mind you, I plan to enjoy taking that off you.”

I turned in his arms, kissed him lightly. “We’ll see.”

Kirsty called from the dining room, “Table’s set! Everyone wash up!”

We filed in. Phil at the head, me to his right, Kirsty opposite. The fourth chair waited like a loaded gun. Roast beef, potatoes, carrots, gravy—everything perfect, fragrant, domestic. Kirsty’s cheeks were pink from the oven heat and anticipation.

“Mom? What are you wearing?” She gawked at my dress.

She was wearing runners with a pleated white miniskirt and a cute T-shirt. No bra. I knew how men thought; if I left her alone with Dominic in that outfit he was going to do wicked things to her.

My daughter.

I forced a smile. “You went to all this effort, dear. I wanted to make one too.”

The doorbell rang. Kirsty shot me a glower, but said nothing as she headed to the door. I watched as she smoothed her skirt and opened the door.

“Heya, baby.”

I heard Dominic’s deep voice before I saw him and my heart skipped a beat. Why was I so nervous? The fact I hadn’t heard from him all week was only adding to my anticipation. Or perhaps it was the fact I was dressed like a woman half my age and wasn’t wearing any underwear. Maybe it was just in my head, but I could have sworn I felt a trickle of arousal seep down my thigh.

I bit my lip.

Pull yourself together, Kristal.

Kirsty might have been half my age, but if I kept acting like a schoolgirl with a crush, she was going to know something was up.

Dominic strolled inside with a cocky swagger. He drew Kirsty into his arms for a tight embrace. He was dressed in a set of dark slacks and a white button-down shirt. His shirt was open an extra button and it hugged his well-muscled chest.

I watched, a pang of jealousy going through me as he pressed Kirsty to his chest. Then, in front of me, and in front of her father, Dominic slid his hand down her back and over Kirsty’s ass. Then without a care in the world, he gave it a squeeze.

My jaw drooped. I didn’t know what to say. Well, I knew what I should say. It was hardly a surprise to see Dominic so handsy. I knew only too well the sort of man he was, but the fact he was being so brazen in front of me, and Phil, was concerning.

If this is how they behaved in public, what were they doing in private?

Phil recovered before I did and cleared his throat loudly.

“Ah-hem,” Phil took a step toward them.

Dominic took his sweet time letting go of my daughter. If Phil had been going for intimidating father presence, he’d failed miserably.

When Kirsty backed away from him, her face was flushed and she was breathing quickly.

“It’s good to see you too.” She smoothed her skirt. “I’ve made dinner; I hope you like it.”

Dominic stepped inside and finally looked at us.

“Mr. and Mrs. Sheridan,” he said smoothly. “Thanks for having me.”

Phil stood, extending a hand. “Dominic, right? It’s, uh, good to meet you properly. Kirsty’s told us... well, not much, actually.”

“That’s why I’m here.” Dominic shook firmly, smiling that easy, dangerous smile. “So that we can all get to know each other a little better.”

His eyes flicked to me for the briefest second—long enough for heat to flash through me, long enough for me to feel the phantom press of his cock inside me from last weekend.

I inhaled sharply then looked away, unable to hold his gaze without thinking dangerous thoughts about him and what I might let him do to me.

“We don’t want dinner to get cold,” Kirsty ventured, breaking the awkward silence. “Why don’t we sit down.”

Kirsty led Dominic into the dining room and sat down beside him; Phil and I sat opposite. We sat. Dominic directly across from me.

Phil looked a little shaky as he picked up the knife to carve the roast. “So, Dominic—football, right? Linebacker?”

“Defensive end,” Dominic corrected mildly. “But yeah. Keeps me busy.”

He watched Phil for a moment. “Want a hand with that? The key to carving a good roast is a firm grip.”

Phil flushed and turned a little red. I tried not to groan.

“I’m quite all right,” Phil replied. “I know how to carve a roast.”

“Didn’t say that you didn’t,” Dominic chuckled. “Just that I could help, that’s all.”

Having a man half his age critique his technique was only making him more nervous.

“So Kirsty,” I started in an effort to draw attention away from Phil’s failings. “How’s practice been this week?”

“It’s been pretty good. Suki’s been giving me a lot of sass though; I think she’s trying to take the captaincy away from me.”

I tried not to smile. Suki was trying to take something off her but it wasn’t her role on the squad. That naughty little nympho had been trying to steal Dominic, or rather, Kirsty’s boyfriend had been using her as a substitute for not breaking our deal. He couldn’t fuck Kirsty, so he’d been sticking it to her limber young friend as often as he could, or at least he had been until I’d given him what he wanted.

“Well, just put her in her place, dear,” I said with a slight smile. “Show her who’s boss.”

Kirsty laughed and the tension eased. Soon conversation flowed; I tried to steer it onto safe topics: classes, practice schedule, Kirsty’s cheer routines, how Phil and I had met in college. Dominic was charming and attentive, answering Phil’s questions with just enough detail to seem engaged but seemed to slide in innuendo far too often for my liking. He complimented the food, asked Phil about his work, laughed at Kirsty’s stories. He was playing nice and frankly that concerned me.

Dominic always had an agenda. I’d learned that much from my time in his crosshairs.

Under the table, his foot brushed mine.

Once. Deliberate.

I jerked my leg back. My fork clattered against the plate.

“You okay, Mom?” Kirsty asked.

“Fine. Just... clumsy I guess.”

Dominic’s mouth curved slightly. He knew.

Phil poured wine—red, rich. Dominic accepted a glass, swirled it, took a slow sip. His eyes met mine over the rim. No words. Just that look: patient, possessive, waiting.

The entire meal I couldn’t help but think of the text I’d sent him. I’d been desperate for a response and got none. But the way Dominic smiled at me across the table told me he’d read it.

He’d read my confession. That I wanted him to take me in front of my husband.

The question was, would he try to collect? I sighed. With Kirsty here, there wasn’t a chance, but still a woman could dream.

Dessert was an apple crumble Kirsty had baked. By then the wine had loosened tongues. Phil was relaxed, laughing. Kirsty glowed. Dominic leaned back in his chair, one arm draped casually over the back of hers, thumb tracing lazy circles on her
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