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I arrived home late. My evening lecture had run over, and I had only a few minutes before I needed to pick up my husband from the airport. He'd been away at a physics conference for the past few days, and I was eager to have him back.
My little vibrator had been good company, but it wasn't what I really craved tonight. I'd have to hide it; Phil didn't know about its presence in the bottom of my panty drawer, and I liked to keep it that way.

It wasn't my fault he traveled so frequently, and a lady has needs.

I tossed my keys on the bench and set down my bag. I was about to fix myself a drink when giggling from the living room drew my attention.

"Kirsty?" I called. "Is that you?"

"Yes, Mom," my daughter called back. "We're just watching a movie."

*We're?* I whispered. It was after 8:00 on a school night. She must have invited a girlfriend over, knowing I'd get stuck in class like I do every week. Kirsty was good at knowing which rules could be bent and which should not be broken.

I hastened down the hall and stopped dead in the doorway. Kirsty was curled up on the couch, her feet tucked beneath her, but it wasn't one of her girlfriends. It was a huge football player. He had to be more than six feet tall and so large that even snuggled against him, Kirsty looked positively tiny. He had one large black arm wrapped around my daughter, pulling her close.

My jaw dropped, and he gave her a good squeeze for good measure. "Mrs. Sheridan. It's good to see you somewhere other than English literature."

"Dominic," I said. I knew him well. He was a terrible student, far more interested in football than actual study. As far as I could recall, he'd only bothered to show up twice. "What are you doing here?"

He smiled. "Kirsty and I are just watching a movie. Would you like to join us?"

The nerve of him, putting his hands on my daughter.

"Not tonight," I said, trying to smile politely. "I need to pick up Mr. Sheridan from the airport. Perhaps another time."

Kirsty shot me a look, as if to warn me not to embarrass her in front of her company. While I felt the need to grab him by the ear and walk him to the door, I didn't have time to argue, so I let them be.

Kirsty was a clever girl, but what she was doing with him in the first place was confusing to me. She was the head cheerleader; she could draw the eye of any student at the college. Why did she have to choose this boorish brute?

I raced around, hurriedly looking for something to cook my husband for dinner. With no better options, I pulled out a tray of lasagna I'd frozen last week and set it in the oven to defrost. I was about to pick up my keys and head for the car when I overheard something from the living room. It sounded like a groan.

Unable to resist the urge to check on my daughter, I crept up the hall. Peering around the corner, I found her nestled against Dominic, just like before. Only this time, his hand was higher, clasped over her breast. Kirsty's hands were in his lap, doing things no lady should do for anyone but her husband.

"Eager for a taste?" Dominic teased. "I'm not sure it will fit."

Kirsty giggled. "As soon as my mother leaves."

I backed up, unable to believe my ears. I'd taught her better than this. I needed to get her out of there – and now. Unfortunately, her father needed to be picked up from the airport.

I couldn't fathom leaving her alone. A twenty-year-old, alone in the house with Dominic. I saw the look in her eyes, the hunger in his. In that moment I had an idea. Racing out to the garage, I went to start my car, but I didn't turn the key all the way. Instead I let it putter over and fail.

I raced back into the house. "Kirsty dear, are you there?"

Kirsty raced into the hall. "What's up, Mom?"

"I'm sorry, dear, my car won't start, and I have to get your father. Do you mind if I borrow yours?"

I asked knowing full well she didn't let anyone drive her new car (particularly not me; my own sedan had at least three dings from trying to park in a hurry). I was better with English lit than cars and hoping she was more concerned about her new ride than whatever Dominic wanted her to put in her mouth.

"Um," I could hear the indecision, so I pressed the point.

"I'll be back in fifteen minutes; don't worry, I'll be careful."

I was almost back to the living room when she scrambled to her feet. "I'll be back in a minute, Dominic; just relax and try not to let my mom bore you to death."

Perfect. Kirsty would bring her father home; he'd politely send Dominic packing, and we'd avert disaster. Kirsty was out the door without so much as a wave, clearly a woman on a mission.

Relieved, I made my way into the kitchen and poured a glass of red as I congratulated myself on my quick thinking. Unfortunately my peace was interrupted by Dominic strolling into the kitchen.

Without a word he pulled out a glass, went to the fridge, and poured himself a glass of water.

"Excuse me?" I set down my glass of wine. "Are you not even going to ask before helping yourself to things in my home?"

Dominic set down his glass. "Normally a good host would offer their guests a drink, but you show up, trick your daughter out of the house, and don't even offer me a glass of red, let alone a water."

I couldn't believe I was being lectured on manners by this thug that had been feeling up my daughter on my couch only a few minutes ago. Who did he think he was?

"Look, Dominic, I don't know who you think you are, but you're in my house, and you're being rather rude, so why don't you take that water to go and get the hell out of my house."

Dominic smiled a cocky, self-assured grin. "I don't think so."

I set my hands on my hips. "Pardon me?"

"You're excused," Dominic chuckled. "And there's no way I'm going anywhere when Kirsty promised me a blowjob tonight."

I almost spat out my wine in a most unladylike manner. "She most certainly did not!"

"Oh, please," Dominic laughed. "I saw you checking in on us. Your daughter is craving a little more than a taste."

As he spoke he reached down and gripped his groin in a most vulgar manner. I couldn't believe it, nor could I believe the size of the bulge he seemed to be clinging to. Perhaps he was a sock stuffer. Boys always like to pretend they are bigger than they are.

"You rude boy. Get out of my house and stay away from my daughter." I took his water and poured it down the sink.

"I don't think I will," Dominic laughed. "You see, the football team has a pool going. It's up to a thousand bucks. First one to dip into Kirsty's team spirit gets it."

"Wait, what?" I couldn't believe my ears.

"And that money's mine. I'd do it for free, but it will be so much sweeter now that you've been so rude. I'll think of you, Mrs. Sheridan. I'll think of you when your daughter is giving me a blowjob later tonight."

"Oh, that's not happening." I got up in his face. "You aren't touching my daughter."

Dominic shrugged. "I'm not leaving without my blowjob and, well, I don't like to boast, but most women don't stop at a taste, Mrs. Sheridan. You know what I'm saying?"

I did know what he was saying, and it sickened me.

"Once they go black, they never go back."

"Get out," I replied, "before my husband gets home."

Dominic laughed. "I guess I'll just wait out front. Maybe Kirsty and I will go for a drive, since you're being so rude."

He turned and headed for the door. "See you in class, Mrs. Sheridan. I'll stop by to let you know when I win."

"Wait," I called, realizing I couldn't just let him walk out.

Dominic paused. "Yes, Mrs. Sheridan?"

I didn't want to compromise my academic integrity, but I was desperate. "If you go home and leave my Kirsty be, I'll give you an A in English lit, whether you show up or not. Think of what that can do for your grade point average."

Dominic strode up to me; the corners of his mouth perked up into a smile. He was so close his broad chest was only inches from mine.

"Mrs. Sheridan, I always assumed Kirsty got her brains from you, but here I am telling you the hottest chick on campus is about to get on her knees and wrap her perky little lips around my hard dick, and you counter with an A in English lit. I'm sorry, but I'll take the blowjob."

He turned and laughed as he headed for the door. "I've been dragging around these big blue balls all week. I hope she's hungry."

I couldn't let him get those big hands on my daughter. He'd already got to second base on the couch, not to mention what she'd been doing in his lap. Left alone, I doubted she'd stop at a blowjob. I knew how I was at that age (very curious, eager to explore my body and others). I'd never been half as bold as Kirsty, though. My parents would have lost their minds if I'd brought a black boy home, let alone allowed him to feel me up on their couch.

I'd left my wayward years behind when I'd married Phil. I'd settled down. I was a good wife and a great mother.

I couldn't let Kirsty derail her life like this, but I knew she wouldn't listen to me. I recognized that hunger in her eyes. I needed Dominic to walk away from her.

And there was only one currency he cared about.

"What if I do it?" The words were out of my mouth before I could think them through.

"What?" Dominic stopped and turned. "Mrs. Sheridan... I didn't know you had it in you, but I'll tell you what. If you can make me come before your husband gets home, I'll get in my car and leave poor Kirsty hanging. As an added bonus I won't tell your daughter you stole her lollipop."

"You can't say a word." I pointed a finger at his chest. "Not to anyone."

He was a student. I could lose my job, but all that paled next to what I was sure he would do to my Kirsty. He'd have her pregnant by the end of term.

"Oh, I won't, Mrs. S, but we're running out of time, so I'd suggest you spend your energy and those lips on getting to work."

My jaw dropped open at just how brazen he was, but Dominic just put a finger in my mouth and pushed down gently. I knew what he wanted.

I dropped to my knees in my own kitchen.

"Go on, Mrs. S. Take it out!" Dominic instructed.

I'd been pretty good at blowjobs when I was in college, but I was a little out of practice. Phil got them on his birthday and our anniversary if he was well behaved.

I did what I was told. The sooner this was over, the better, for all of us. I pulled down his baggy shorts, but the moment I moved his waistband his penis sprang out and
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