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To the secret cravings we all hide... and the ones that refuse to stay buried.
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Spending three hours in Dominic’s apartment might well have been the best and worst decision I have ever made. Once I had surrendered and recognized my position, he’d brought me pleasure the likes of which I’d never before experienced.
The reasons it was the worst were far more numerous. For starters, he was my daughter’s boyfriend, which made me mother of the year. Second, I was very married, and my infidelity was causing me to be wracked with guilt over what I had done to poor Phil. Third, Dominic was one of my students. Any one of the numerous things we’d done together would be more than enough to get me fired, and I was terrified of what he might do once he discovered the leverage he had.

I was in this position because I’d been trying to save my daughter from being seduced and impregnated by the overly endowed young man. Now that I’d crossed the line, would he even need to keep his word?

I only prayed I could keep him distracted and satisfied enough that he didn’t realize that particular fact. Or perhaps that was my way of justifying further misbehavior.

I’d showered before leaving his apartment, but I’d needed a change of clothes before teaching my afternoon classes. Dominic had done a real number on that particular skirt suit.

Fortunately my late classes gave me a reason to miss dinner. By the time I got home, I breezed past my daughter and husband and indicated I needed a shower after my long day.

Perhaps it was just my guilt, but the entire drive home I felt like I still reeked of sex. Would it ever wash off? Would Phil be able to smell what I’d done? Or feel what Dominic had done to me? What was I to do?

I raced upstairs to take another shower. Passing through my bedroom and seeing our marital bed only caused me to be filled with more guilt. I’d experienced unspeakable pleasure at Dominic’s hands; perhaps I could make this right by spoiling Phil.

It was a weeknight. He wouldn’t be expecting any sex, but perhaps I could surprise him. Snatching up my silk robe and some lingerie I knew he liked, I raced into the bathroom.

While Phil tidied dinner, I hurried through the shower, washed off what I hoped were the last vestiges of my day, and toweled off. Going the extra mile, I blew out my hair and then got dressed. Not that I was wearing much. Just a lacy black G-string and a demi-cup bra that I spilled out of every time I bounced too quickly. Phil loved it; he thought it was so scandalous whenever he caught a glimpse of my nipple trying to escape it.

I hated to think what he’d have thought if he’d witnessed the debauchery I’d engaged in with Dominic. Scandalous would have been an understatement.

I threw the black silk robe on over the top and was just finishing up when I heard the bedroom door close.

“Sweetheart? Is everything okay?” Phil called out. “You were a little abrupt downstairs. Did someone have a bad day?”

No, I thought. Just the opposite. I’d had the time of my life. I was just feeling guilty as sin and hoping to level the scales of karmic justice by looking after my husband.

I pushed open the bathroom door and leaned against the door frame.

“No, baby. I just wanted to get ready before you got here.”

“Got here?” Phil asked as he turned. His eyes caught my toned legs and ran up them until they reached the robe.

I reached for the tie and undid my robe, sliding it off my shoulders and letting it pool on the floor at my feet. I’d had practice stripping for Dominic. I knew better now how to play it slow and sensual.

“Oh wow.” Phil’s jaw dropped. “W-ow.”

“Do you like it?” I asked, doing a little turn for him.

“Love it,” he chuckled. “What’s the occasion?”

Shit. He was suspicious. I needed to stop him thinking about this too hard, and fast. I hurried across the room.

“Someone’s been working so hard lately. I just wanted to say thank you.” I took his hand, pressed it to my bra, and squeezed. “Unless you don’t want me to say thank you.”

“N-no... thank-yous are good,” Phil managed as he stared down at my chest. “I love a good thank-you.”

I backed toward the bed, dragging him with me. Phil’s hesitation melted and his hands grew bolder, roaming my body as we tumbled onto the bed. I tore off his clothes as he groped my breasts and slid a hand into my thong.

“You’re already so wet,” he groaned.

“It’s your fault,” I whispered in his ear.

I felt around for his cock and realized he was already at full mast. Running my hand up and down the shaft, I couldn’t help but think he was much smaller than Dominic. It was an unfair comparison, but one that invaded my mind as I stroked his already throbbing cock.

“Shall I go down on you?” Phil asked out of habit. Usually he came fairly quickly; to make up for that he would often go down on me for a good twenty minutes first to help close the gap. Occasionally we’d even get to orgasm together. Until today, those had been my favorite climaxes. But I couldn’t risk him taking a close look at my pussy after what Dominic had put it through. It was still a little red, and there was every chance some of the crass young man’s seed was still in there. I’d showered twice and still it seemed there was no end to it.

No, better that I kept Phil focused elsewhere.

“Let me, tiger,” I replied as I shuffled down the bed and took him in my mouth. If Phil thought about the fact he was getting an extra blowjob, he didn’t mention it; perhaps he didn’t want to remind me that it wasn’t his birthday or Christmas.

Still, it didn’t feel right to hold back on him now. I’d blown Dominic twice this week. Once in the open doorway of his apartment building. If I could service that massive member, the least I could do was also take care of my husband. He was much easier to fit in my mouth, though if I was being honest there was something satisfying about feeling my jaw stretch to accommodate my daughter’s boyfriend, a sense of accomplishment even.

I bobbed away on Phil’s stiff cock, swirling my tongue about the head and treating him to the full suite of my improved skills. I realized quickly that I might be overdoing it as he started bucking his hips and groaning. If I wasn’t careful I was going to finish him.

While that would have accomplished my goal of spoiling my husband, it did feel like a waste to not even try to finish myself. So with one last long lick, I relinquished his throbbing member.

I could feel just how close he was and I knew I wanted to ride him; that was his favorite after all. I knew if I faced him in this state he would burst inside a minute, particularly if I let him play with my tits.

Breasts. I corrected myself. I was growing too used to Dominic’s crass language; it was rubbing off on me. I would need to be careful.

So I threw a leg over my husband and straddled him reverse cowgirl. While it did give him the chance to stare at my ass, I hoped it would also temper his excitement a little and give me a chance to enjoy him properly.

He slid inside me easily. Too easily perhaps. Had taking Dominic all day done something to me “down there”? The academic in me thought that was ridiculous, but the sensation was certainly different.

Phil let out a heady groan as I took it all. I tried not to sigh when I realized he had no more to give. Slowly I started to roll my hips, rising and falling on top of my husband. Each gentle motion was a stark reminder of the difference between him and my daughter’s well-hung boyfriend.

I missed the way I felt so very full each time he was inside me. My body craved the heady sensation of being used. I closed my eyes, but my mind filled with the image of Dominic bending me over his coffee table and pounding me senseless.

It seemed nothing I did could purge the memories that came unbidden into my mind. What had I done? I’d betrayed my husband and reawakened a hunger I thought I’d killed off years ago.

What was it they’d called me in college? A size queen.

Turns out that never goes away. Not even once you’re married with a lovely house in the suburbs and a husband who dotes on you. There are some needs that simmer in the darkness ready to consume you the moment you surrender to old temptations.

“That’s it, dear,” Phil groaned. “I’m so close.”

“Good,” I groaned. At least one of us was getting exactly what they wanted from this exchange. Dominic it seemed had ruined everything. Even this. I knew Phil wouldn’t last long enough tonight, not worked up as he was. So licking two of my fingers I slid them down to my clit and began to stroke it.

A little help wouldn’t hurt, would it?

“I can’t pull out when you’re on top of me,” he gasped.

“Good!” I groaned as I desperately teased my clit, my motions growing faster and faster by the minute. If Dominic was going to bareback me, Phil could hardly do any damage that hadn’t already been done.

The fact that my daughter’s boyfriend, one of my own students, had finished inside me three times today filled me with both excitement and dread.

Dominic was so virile. What if that torrent of seed did as nature intended?

Bred by my daughter’s boyfriend.

“Yes!” I screamed, climaxing as my husband finished. Only it
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