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Sweet Auntie Peg

Dylan hastily rolled onto his belly. He glanced down towards the book in his hands, but he wasn’t reading. Mirrored sunglasses gave him the cover needed to let his eyes follow the older woman who’d just walked past his spot on the beach. It was a perfect sight. Her ample curves looked fit to burst out of the tight bikini she wore and the idea of that brought a smile to his lips.

“That would be something,” he said under his breath as he let his gaze follow her for as long as possible, without making it too obvious he was ogling the voluptuous curves of a middle-aged woman.

Not that it was going to happen. Nothing much was. He’d hoped that staying at the beach house of his mother’s friend might lead to a summer romance. Well, some summer sex if he was completely honest. Two weeks into the vacation he’d barely spoken to a member of the opposite sex except the one he stayed with.

It seemed weird to call her Auntie Peg now. She’d been his mum’s best friend when he was a little kid, but she moved away when he was seven years old. The two women had kept in touch over the years although hadn’t visited each other a great deal.

It was during one of those rare visits a few months previously that he got the invitation to spend some of his college vacation at Peg’s home. A chance to enjoy some time at a beachside resort was too good to refuse and he’d arrived with the intention of making the most of the opportunity.

In truth, he was enjoying himself. Up to a point, that was. The sun and sand were perfect and he’d been on the beach every day since his arrival. His tan was coming on and it was easy to relax because there weren’t that many people around.

There was a definite downside to the quietness of the resort, however. It meant the opportunity to get to know any girls wasn’t really there and it didn’t look like that was going to change anytime soon. His lecherous gaze in the direction of the woman who’d just passed him by was about as much action as he’d got since he arrived.

It was making him a little antsy and he returned his attention to the book he’d been reading in the hope that concentrating on the story would make his erection go away. He could feel the throb of it in his trunks as he pushed his groin down against the towel he lay on.

“Thank fuck,” he muttered when he finally got himself to calm down.

He knew that probably wouldn’t last. If the house was empty when he got back to it, he’d definitely be lying on his bed thinking about the woman who’d just walked by. That would give him fantasies about the fun he could have with such a voluptuous body and he’d end up masturbating yet again.

It wasn’t what he wanted, but getting the cum out helped to take away the urges. At least, for a while it did and he was conscious of being in the house of his mother’s friend. The last thing he wanted was to walk around the place getting a boner all the time because of his inability to keep his dick under control. He could just imagine the uproar if Auntie Peg noticed that and informed his mum.

“Fucking hormones,” he said under his breath and let out a quiet laugh.

He hadn’t had sex since he split up with his last girlfriend four months before and the drought was starting to get on his nerves. It was part of the reason he’d decided to accept the invitation to the beach house, but the change of scene wasn’t resulting in any luck with the opposite sex and the lack of people at the resort didn’t exactly help his cause.

Turning onto his back again, he propped his head on a rolled up towel and tried to focus on the book. The story wasn’t holding his attention though. He finally gave up on it and closed his eyes to relax in the sunshine. With nothing for his mind to concentrate on, however, thoughts of the woman’s luscious curves started to plague his thoughts and he found himself fighting against his cock swelling erect.

He rolled onto his belly once more, but the idea of lying there with an erection he couldn’t control all afternoon didn’t exactly appeal. It made him struggle to calm himself down. He eventually managed it and decided to get off the beach, so got to his feet.

Picking up the towel he’d used as a pillow, he unfurled it to wrap around his waist. He then gathered his other belongings and took a last look around the quiet beach before heading for the boardwalk. A passing ice cream cart came to a halt as he approached the wide walkway and he decided to buy something.

“Just a cone, please,” he said when he stopped beside the cart.

“Coming right up,” the guy replied and got to work.

Dylan got the money to pay from the small bag he carried and handed it over when he took the cone.

“Doing much business?” he asked when he got his change.

“What do you think?” the guy replied and laughed.

“Yeah, it is quiet,” Dylan said before licking the cone.

“Too early in the season,” the guy went on and cast his gaze across the sand before bringing his attention back to the conversation. “I’m guessing you’ve noticed.”

It was Dylan who laughed now.

“It’s a nice beach,” he said. “I expected it to be busier though.”

“Be a good few weeks before that happens. It’s usually later in the season when the hotels and guesthouses around here start to fill up a bit more. You must have the one you’re in to yourself.”

“I know someone in town, so got to stay with them,” Dylan said. “I didn’t need to worry about a hotel.”

“Lucky for some,” the guy replied.

“Only luck I’m going to get,” Dylan went on.

“Yeah, there’s not a lot of action for youngsters around here. The place tends to attract older people and families with younger kids.”

Dylan laughed again before licking the ice cream.

“Now you tell me,” he said when he lowered the cone.

“Yeah, life’s a bitch,” the guy said and a wry smile played on his lips. “You should try selling ice cream for a living. Enjoy the rest of your stay.”

Dylan lifted a hand as a parting gesture when the ice cream man rolled his cart off in the direction of someone else making their way towards the boardwalk from the beach. The conversation had brought home that his chances of getting some action during his time at the beach were probably slim to none.

“Well,” he muttered sarcastically as he got moving. “There’s always your hand to go with the sun and sand.”

***

The quiet of the house gave Dylan the opportunity he’d been hoping for. He wanted to be one hundred percent certain he was alone though and raised his voice.

“Auntie Peg.”

The quiet that followed let him hear the rush of blood in his ears. He called out one more time in an even louder voice as he walked along the hallway, but there was still no reply.

“Perfect,” he let out under her breath as he began to climb the stairs.

He’d tried to keep the image of the woman in the bikini from his mind on the walk home for fear that he’d become erect. There was no need to do that now, however. He felt the pressure of his growing erection forcing out the material of his tight trunks as they constrained the swell of arousal yet again.

It made him quicken his pace when he got to the top of the stairs and he reached for the knot holding the towel in place around his waist when he barreled through the bedroom door. The sight that greeted him brought him to a screeching halt. His mouth flapped open as an anxious dread erupted, but there was no getting out any words.

“Have fun at the beach?” Peg asked.

Dylan still couldn’t get any words out as he stared across the room. It was a shock to find her there and her demeanor made it all the more confusing to him. If he didn’t know any better, he’d say her pose was provocative. She leaned against the white-painted wall, her hands hidden behind her back and the expression on her face seemed almost coquettish as she stared at him.

One of her bare feet was raised, with the sole pressed against the wall. The thin straps of the floral-patterned dress she wore left her bare shoulders in view, with the material of the pretty outfit clinging to her breasts and waist to highlight her curvaceous figure. Lacy petticoat material peeked out from under the hem of the dress to give it an even sexier appearance against the smooth skin of her legs. Well, that’s what Dylan thought.

“Cat got your tongue?” Peg asked in an amused voice when he remained silent.

“I…,” he spluttered, but it was as much as he got out when their gazes came together for a second.

He couldn’t hold the eye contact and let out a nervy gasp of breath when he dropped his gaze.

“Did you see anyone cute?” Peg went on.

The question definitely wasn’t what Dylan expected and it brought a frown to his brow. He looked up from the floor and suddenly understood what spurred the query when he saw Peg bring a hand out from behind her back. There was no mistaking the book she held. It was his journal and his blood ran cold.

“That’s mine,” he whined.

“Uh-huh,” Peg replied and smiled. “You shouldn’t leave it out if you don’t want it to be found.”

“I didn’t leave it out,” Dylan exclaimed.

“Sure about that?” she asked when she started flicking through the pages.

Dylan’s mouth flapped open again. Self-doubt clouded his mind as he tried to recall the previous evening. He remembered writing in the journal and was sure he’d hidden it in the bottom of his bag again. The memory of actually doing so wouldn’t quite come though and he couldn’t be certain he hadn’t left it out.

How it was found wasn’t really the issue though. The fact that it had been was a fucking disaster and he knew he was in deep shit. His panic mounted when Peg stopped flicking through the pages and glanced up. For a second time, he couldn’t hold the eye contact and the cold-blooded dread of the trouble he was in hit harder still.

“That blue bikini covered perfect tits,” Peg said when she started reading from his journal. “Be amazing to peel those skimpy pieces of material away to get my mouth…”

“Please, stop,” Dylan interjected in a desperate voice.

He could remember writing the words about the pretty sight at the beach. He’d probably have written something similar about the woman that passed him by on the sand not long before.

The moment was excruciating. Hearing private comments that were intended only for his consumption being read out loud was the last thing he expected when he walked in the room. It brought a hot blush of mortified red to his cheeks.

“I shouted when I came home,” he let out limply although knew it was a stupid comment to make even as he spoke the words.

It wasn’t like he’d caught Peg in the room by mistake. She’d been waiting for him and all his shout did was let her know he’d arrived.

“Yeah, I heard you,” she responded in an amused voice. “Are you here to write some more of your dirty thoughts?”

“NO,” Dylan declared, but knew he wasn’t believed when he caught a glimpse of the smirk on her lips.

“I didn’t realize I was letting such a sexual deviant into my house,” she said and let out a hushed laugh.

Dylan couldn’t make sense of things and his response was spluttered.

“I…, I’m not.”

“Sure about that?” Peg went on and started flicking through the pages of the journal again.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Dylan bleated desperately. “Please stop.”

“Why would I do that?” Peg went on, without looking up from what she was doing. “We haven’t got to the best bit yet.”

Dylan flinched. He didn’t need to ask what she was talking about. It was clear she’d looked through the journal before he returned and knew exactly what he’d written. The power drained from his legs to make him stagger back and he slumped down on the bottom of the bed.

His life was about to get bad and his face screwed up at the thought of his mother being informed of what he’d done. She’d never found his journal. He’d made sure of that and she probably wouldn’t have read it, anyway. She respected his privacy.

It appeared Peg wasn’t so concerned with that. He still wasn’t sure if he’d left the book out or she’d been snooping. Not that it mattered. His secrets were spilling out from the pages and the dread really turned his blood to ice when he heard more of his words being spoken.

“I wonder if Peg realizes just what her name means. She’d look amazing with a big strap-on jutting out from her curvy hips.”

He wished he’d never recorded his thoughts about her in the first days after he arrived. It had seemed funny at the time, but he sure as hell wasn’t laughing about it now. That the dirty thoughts about her name came to him at all was bad enough and it was a fucking nightmare that he’d listened to her speaking them out loud. He couldn’t bring himself to look in her direction, but the silence that filled the room was torture to the point where he had to fill it.

“I’m so sorry, please don’t tell my mum.”

“Why would I do that?” Peg retorted.

The words brought a glimmer of relief to Dylan. It didn’t make the situation any less stressful, however, and he could only think of one thing.

“I’ll pack my bags and leave right away.”

“No you won’t,” Peg said.

The comment took him aback and he looked up before he even realized what he was doing. It showed the wicked smile on Peg’s face when she closed the journal. She stepped away from the wall before tossing the book across the room and it was such a shock that Dylan fumbled the catch.

“You should be careful who you let find that,” she said when she moved closer. “It could get you in a lot of trouble.”

Dylan grasped for the journal to pick it up from the floor and Peg was almost in front of him when he clutched the book to his chest. His heartbeat raced and it brought a tremor to his voice when he spoke.

“Am I in trouble?”

“Do you think you’re the first?” Peg asked.

The unexpected response to his question confused Dylan and it showed in his expression when he glanced up. That brought a wider smile to Peg’s face while she stared at him. He still didn’t have the slightest idea where things were going and he froze when she reached out to caress a palm against his reddened face. There was no ridding himself of the fear that he was being set up for a fall. The hand on his cheek stopped him looking away this time when their eyes met.

“You’ve never done it, right?” Peg went on. “Your dirty fantasy about me.”

“No, no, I’ve…,” Dylan spluttered.

“Well, just so you know, you’re not the first.”

The quickening of Dylan’s pulse made him shift uncomfortably. The swell of his erection had died when he walked in the bedroom to the sight of Peg leaning against the wall. He now felt almost petrified as he looked at her although it wasn’t a fear of getting in trouble with his mother that unsettled him now. The situation was spiraling out of control and it appeared he was a toy in a game the women standing over him wanted to play.

“You’re not even the second,” Peg went on and pulled her hand away from his face. “Two of the men in my life have been perverts like you and wanted to do more than talk about the connotations of my name. It was news to me initially, but, you know…”

The comment was left hanging and Dylan could barely take a breath as his throat constricted. His eyes never left Peg for a second as she casually strolled around the bed and it was only when she leaned down to take hold of the edge of the towel laid out on the covers that he even noticed it.

“What…,” he started to say, but there was no need to finish asking the question when the towel was whipped aside.

There was no holding in the curse when he sprang to his feet. He backed away a couple of steps, but his eyes never left what had been revealed.

“Is this what you were thinking about when you wrote about me?” Peg asked.

Dylan was completely dumbfounded by what was going on right in front of his eyes and all he could do was slowly shake his head as he kept staring.

“Isn’t it pretty?” Peg asked as she leaned forward to stroke her fingertips along the thick shaft of the lifelike imitation of a rigid erection.

A nervy cough was all Dylan managed to get out now. He’d come to the beach hoping that he’d get lucky, but never imagined that the woman it might happen with was Auntie Peg. In all honesty, he still couldn’t really take it in. There she was though, making a show of her fingers slowly caressing along the thick dildo.

It looked massive to him, with the garish purple color making it all the more imposing. He held his breath as Peg’s fingers played on the thick helmet before sliding back down the veiny, slightly curved length.

“No way,” he finally murmured.

He saw the smirk on Peg’s face when she looked at him and it grew wider when she picked the toy up.

“Ex-boyfriend bought it for me,” she said as she started moving around the bed again.

Dylan felt the urge to back away as she approached, but his feet were rooted to the floor and he couldn’t get them to obey him. It was all too absurdly shocking. Writing kinky things about women in his journal was purely fantasy. He never in a million years expected any of them to become reality and the fact the one that did involved his mother’s friend made it all the more surreal.

“The dirty bastard wanted the full experience,” Peg went on when she came to a stop.

The way she lifted the toy up held Dylan spellbound, but he reacted when she gently squeezed the shaft. It made a dribble of white seep out of the little slit on the tip. His wrist was grabbed as he tried to move back.

“Works just like the real thing,” Peg joked and held on tightly to stop him backing off, while she used the thumb of her other hand to work the white cream all over the thick helmet of the toy to lubricate it.

“Fucking hell,” Dylan muttered.

“Edible,” she went on in a sniggering voice. “But doesn’t taste like the real thing. Have you ever tasted…”

“NO,” Dylan cut in before the cheeky question even ended.

The breath caught in his throat as he watched the way her tongue rolled around the glistening head of the toy.

“Is it bigger than yours?” she asked and let go of his wrist.

It was only at the last minute when her hand dropped down that Dylan realized what she was doing. He instinctively grabbed at her wrist in an attempt to try and stop her loosening the knot holding the towel in place around his waist.

“We can’t,” he blurted out.

“You’re not going to get all fucking coy on me now, are you?” Peg asked in a faintly mocking voice.

It made Dylan squirm uncomfortably. Hesitating seemed ridiculous, but he couldn’t get himself to believe what was happening. It seemed unreal to be in the grasp of the woman he’d once called auntie. He’d come to the beach hoping for some action, but certainly not in the way that was suddenly upon him.

“My mum,” he let out weakly and felt ridiculous for even making the remark.

“Yeah, she’d be real disappointed to find out what a deviant you are, huh?” Peg said and let out a hushed laugh.

The comment made Dylan cringe and he resisted her attempt to shake off his grip.

“She can’t find out,” he almost bleated.

“Well, I’m hardly likely to tell her, am I?” Peg retorted. “You’re old enough to know what you want. What happens in this bedroom stays in this bedroom.”

“What is going to happen?” Dylan blurted out before he could stop himself.

The amused look on Peg’s face brought the hot blush of red back to his cheeks, but she didn’t answer his question when she spoke.

“Let go.”

He looked at his grip around her wrist for a second before rocking his head back. His breathing grew ragged as he closed his eyes and gave in to the order by letting go.

“That’s a good boy,” Peg said and loosened the knot to pull the towel from around his waist. The sound of her wicked laugh made him look down. “Now we’ll show you how to be a bad boy.”

He stepped back when she dropped to her knees before him, but her fingers hooked under the waistband of his trunks to pull him forward again.

“Did you see anything pretty at the beach?” she asked and pressed her hand against his crotch.

It was really all that was needed to stir his lust, but thoughts of the voluptuous, middle-aged woman’s curves flashed through his mind again. There was no stopping the swell of his erection and he heard another wicked laugh.

“She must have been cute,” Peg said and forced her hand harder against his crotch.

Dylan slid his tongue around his lips, but didn’t quite have the nerve to come out and say what he’d seen. It wasn’t the woman’s curves in his thoughts when he let his gaze slide to Peg’s tits.

“You like them?” she asked and slid her hand up to hook her fingers under the waistband of his trunks again.

It wasn’t to pull him forward this time, however.

“Yes,” he let out in a hoarse groan to answer the question she’d asked as the tight material was peeled down.

“We’ll have to do something about that then,” Peg went on as Dylan continued to stare at her breasts. “But first things first.”

She saw the way his growing cock jutted out from his groin when it was freed from the constraints of his trunks. Her eyes never left it as she dragged the material down to make him step out of it.

“Look at you,” she teased when she wrapped her fingers around his erection and felt hot blood pumping it stiffer still. “All hard for your Auntie Peg. You do realize what a dirty little pervert that makes you.”

The words only served to excite Dylan now. Finding out Peg was kinky was a revelation. He wasn’t quite sure what that meant for him, but having her fingers gripped tightly around his now fully erect manhood was something special. It made his legs tremble and the touch on bare flesh when he put a hand on her shoulder to steady himself only made things worse.

“I’ve got a bigger one,” she teased when she held the dildo next to his erection.

She leaned in and played the tease by licking the head of the toy.

“Want the same?” she asked when she glanced up.

“Fuck yes,” Dylan gasped.

His fingers dug into the flesh of her shoulder when he felt the seductive caress of her tongue roll around the head of his erection. There was no holding in the groan as the pleasure ignited.

“Are you going to last?” Peg asked cheekily when she glanced up again.

Dylan could already feel his balls tightening up to his groin. He’d spent the afternoon getting excited and fighting off an erection. It made him so ready, but now he was fighting to hold the rising pleasure in check as fingers began to slide along his stiff length.

“I think we need some lubrication,” Peg said when she pulled her hand away.

“Oh, fuck…, fuck,” Dylan exclaimed when he saw what was about to happen.

Peg sniggered as she moved the dildo into position and squeezed hard to make a squirt of thick white shoot onto his erection.

“Is that a first time for you?” she asked in a teasing voice. “Maybe you like…”

“Fuck off,” Dylan protested.

“You never played games with your friends,” she went on when she grabbed hold of his erection again.

“NO,” Dylan almost whined.

The urge to shove his groin forward was almost impossible to resist, but he knew it would take him closer still to a premature end he didn’t want. He tried to lean forward, so he could push his ass backwards and keep himself under control.

Peg tossed the dildo on the bed to free up her other hand and started flicking a fingertip across one of his nipples. The slippery feel of working the lubrication into hard flesh excited her as she carried on stroking hard cock and she could feel the blossom of hot arousal between her thighs.

She could already sense Dylan wasn’t going to last. That’s exactly what she wanted, however. She flicked her fingertip harder across his stiff nipple as she worked the fingers of her other hand along his thickly swollen cock.

“Come on,” she growled in a husky rasp. “You know what I want.”

A glance up showed Dylan’s head rocked back. His eyes were squeezed tightly shut as he concentrated on keeping himself under control, but the sound of his groan when she leaned in to kiss on the tip of his erection showed how badly he was struggling.

“I’m teaching you how it’s done,” she said and laughed. “So, pay attention.”

The iron-like hardness of a youthful erection excited her more than she’d been in a long while and she gripped tighter around the base. Kissing on the tip again, she heard the sound of a desperate groan when she let her lips slide over the head. She could feel the incessant pulse of hot blood as she worked her mouth up and down to a gradually quickening rhythm.

Dylan’s body contorted as he tried to shove his ass back, but the thrill of the blowjob brought out a hunger for a release from the growing tension. He pulled his hand from Peg’s shoulder to settle it on her head, but that only made him more aware of the way it bobbed. Each time, she took more of his length into the soft warmth of her mouth until he was teetering on the verge of giving in.

The sound of her harsh exhale of breath came to him when she backed off, but it was nothing more than a split-second of respite. He shuddered when the head of his cock was engulfed in the soft warmth of her mouth again. Her tongue flickered on sensitive skin as she started to stroke her fingers up and down vigorously.

It was too much. The contortions of his body became more exaggerated as the pleasure heightened until there was no resisting it. His muscles contracted tightly as the tension peaked and his cry was breathless.

“Can’t hold it.”

It was the moment his last girlfriend had always backed off, but it wasn’t what he got from Peg. She slid her hand down to the base of his erection and let her lips follow. It held his hard cock deep in her mouth when the moment ignited to climax and his hips juddered hard as a strong spurt of cum splashed down her throat.

That didn’t make her back off either and she kept her lips clamped tightly around his erection as the hot spurts of cum grew stronger to set his body alight. His groans of delight rang out as he filled her mouth with a huge load. Forcing his hips forward stretched out his body and the quivering tremble of his legs weakened his knees as his balls emptied completely.

It was only then that Peg slowly backed off and let out a gasping laugh. Her mouth was open wide when she looked up and there was no missing the thick covering of white on her tongue. The pleasure stretched out for Dylan while she continued stroking her fingers along his still-hard cock until the power started to drain from it. She closed her mouth and a wicked smile played on her lips before she parted them wide again to reveal she’d swallowed.

“Now that I’ve shown you,” she said and let go of his fading erection, so she could get to her feet. “Do you think you can…”

Dylan barely listened to the words as he stumbled back a step. His eyes never left Peg as she brushed the straps of her dress from her shoulders then loosened the zipper. It was unbelievable. He’d seen a few gorgeous bodies in the last couple of weeks, including the woman who’d passed him by on the beach not long before.

There was a promise of something more than looking at the gorgeous curves being revealed to him now. The silky, blue, push-up bra Peg wore gave her a deep cleavage, but Dylan’s eyes slavishly followed the material down as she eased it over her hips. His mouth dropped open when he saw she was wearing more than panties and bra under the dress, however.

The dress slid to her feet when she let go. She stepped out of it, kicked it aside then put her hands on her hips. There was only one thing Dylan stared at and he suddenly understood the last comment Peg made.

“No fucking way,” he muttered while he watched her reach out to pick up the dildo from the bed.

It had obviously come with the harness strapped in place around her waist and thighs because it slotted perfectly into the hole and proudly jutted out in the way his own erection had done only a matter of seconds before. His was becoming limp, however, and that couldn’t be said of what he stared at.

“I can’t,” he let out nervously when his gaze flitted to the smile on Peg’s face.

“There’s nothing stopping you,” she said and stepped forward.

“Oh shit,” Dylan whined as she slapped her hands down on his shoulders.

The pressure applied made him aware of the shaky weakness in his legs, but he resisted.

“Come on, bad boy,” Peg urged. “Let’s see how much you took in of the lesson I just gave you.”

Dylan submitted to the increasing pressure on his shoulders to let himself be shoved down to his knees. It put the thick dildo right in front of his face and he jerked his head back. Peg grabbed his hair with one hand while wrapping the other around the dildo. She squeezed gently again to make some of the white cream dribble out then worked it along the thick length with her fingers.

“You know you want to,” she encouraged and tightened her grip on Dylan’s hair. “Don’t disappoint me.”

“Shit…, oh shit,” he groaned as he let himself be pulled forward.

His fantasies of being taken in hand by an older woman never involved blowjob games with a strap-on dildo jutting out from her groin, but it was the situation he found himself in. The remarks he made in his journal had been nothing more than his overactive imagination kicking into gear.

He wasn’t imagining the toy in front of his face though. It was real. The purple head was mere inches away as he watched slippery fingers stroking along the thick, silicone length. It let him see the raised veins snaking along the shaft that made it all the more lifelike.

“You know you want it,” Peg said when she gripped around the base.

Dylan’s lips tightened together as he glanced up at her. It was clear she wanted more when she forced the tip against his mouth.

“Open up, baby boy,” she said and gripped his hair harder to stop him backing off.

There was little choice but to do what she wanted and Dylan was in no doubt he was giving her a fantasy.

“Yeah, fucking take it,” she growled as she started to thrust her hips.

It stroked the thick dildo almost to the back of his throat right away and he winced as her fingers grasped his hair more firmly. His gag reflex kicked in, but the sound of it only seemed to excite Peg. She started to thrust forward with more verve. He got his hands on her hips, but there was no stopping her. All he could do was hold on as she used him like a fuck toy.

There was something unbelievably kinky about an older woman dominating him so completely and making him do things he never thought he would. His gagging got louder as she kept jutting her hips forward until spit was spilling over his bottom lip. He desperately tried to pull back to catch a breath, but Peg was taking from him what she’d given and he felt the squirt of cream splashing the roof of his mouth when she squeezed the shaft of the toy harder.

It made his eyes almost water as the thick, veiny dildo fucked to the back of his mouth over and again, but he was finally given some respite when Peg pulled back. He sucked in harsh, gasping breaths, but his eyes never left the sight of her fingers stroking along the slippery toy. They finally slid to the base once more and he knew she was pleasuring herself as she forced the base against her crotch. He could hear it in the husky rasp of her voice when she spoke.

“Show me you like it.”

The urge to give her what she craved made him move before her grip tightened on his hair. It felt shameful to act in such a brazen, slutty manner and he could only hope what he was doing stayed secret as he let his tongue flick out to imitate the games Peg had played with his erection.

He looked up as he rolled his tongue around the slick helmet of the dildo. It was something he thought he’d never do, but the eye contact with Peg felt exhilarating and he leaned right in to kiss on the tip as she continued to grind the base against her groin.

Her whimpering groans of delight spurred him on and he copied what he’d watched being performed on him only moments before by sliding his mouth over the head of the strap-on. Pegs moans grew louder and he could only assume that the way she pressed the base of the toy against herself was tormenting her clit to heighten the pleasure she experienced.

He started to bob his head to give the first blowjob of his life, but suspected it wouldn’t be the last. Not while he stayed at the beach. There was no need to worry about meeting anyone else now. The sex he’d longed for was being given by his mother’s friend. Well, it wasn’t quite the sex he’d hoped for, but he knew he was going to let Peg use him any way she wanted.

His gaze fixed on her breasts as he gradually quickened the pace of his lips sliding along the thick, slippery length. It got him the taste of the white cream that obviously filled the shaft and he was sure things were about to be taken all the way to him getting a sticky mouthful in the way Peg had.

Her muscles clenched tighter as she forced her hips forward and he gave her what he was certain she wanted by making himself gag on the toy again. It was dirty. There was an excitement to it he hadn’t anticipated though and he quickened the blowjob even more to force his lips almost all the way to where Peg’s hand was clasped around the shaft.

She swiveled her hips more aggressively as she forced the base of the dildo against herself harder and the sound of her excitement grew. Her eyes never left the way the toy was being sucked until Dylan’s head popped up.

“Don’t stop,” she growled and used the grip on his hair to pull him forward.

He avoided taking the dildo back in his mouth, but kissed along the shaft as Peg continued grinding the base against her pussy. It was clear she wasn’t wearing panties, but he couldn’t see anything because the harness covered her up. The excitement of a dirty moment wasn’t lost on him though and he gave her what she wanted as she took herself closer until she was edging.

“Suck it again,” she ordered and dragged his head back. She spanked the tip on his mouth then forced it between his lips and started to thrust.

Dylan gagged on the dildo as it fucked deep in his mouth and the grip on his hair held him in place as he was used until the gyrating motion of Peg’s hips became frantic. He glanced up to see her mouth open wide and her movements abruptly stopped. It was amazing to see her expression as she gave in completely, with her squeal of pleasure ringing out as she lost control.

The hard squirt of a string of fake cum erupted in Dylan’s mouth and he was surprised that he was allowed to pull back. It was only when he did that he realized why. There was no escaping the fierce blast of creamy white that sprayed across his chin and mouth.

It was followed by more as Peg squeezed the dildo harder and there was no doubt she was reveling in the thrill of turning the tables on a man to give a facial. Her exhilarated gasps of breath grew more ragged as she emptied all of the cream from the toy and the shooting spurts plastered Dylan’s face as he was made to be her bitch in the kinkiest game of his life. When the deluge ended, the tip of the toy spanked on his lips.

Peg’s hand pressed down on his head as she tried to steady herself on shaky legs that threatened to collapse under her while the hot shudders of pleasure climbed to a high that left her shattered.

“Fuck yeah,” she let out in a laughing voice as she stared at what she’d done. “You fucking like it.”

The words brought a rush of embarrassment to Dylan and he jerked his head back when Peg’s fingers brushed through the slippery streaks of white that covered his face.

“Should have brought my phone to get a picture,” she joked as she stepped back.

“No chance,” Dylan muttered as he watched her slump down to sit on the bottom of the bed. The last thing he wanted was her taking a picture of him and he rose to his feet.

“Better clean yourself up, bad boy,” she teased.

Dylan wiped the back of his wrist across his chin. When he pulled it away, he glanced down to see it covered in white and it made him grimace.

“Now you know how the girl feels,” Peg went on to keep teasing him, but he was already moving across the room to the bathroom door.

When he reached it, he glanced back to see her getting to her feet. She didn’t follow though and he was quick to walk inside the bathroom. He closed the door then walked across to the sink. There was no avoiding the sight of himself in the wall mirror and it brought the grimace back to his face.

“Jesus,” he let out under his breath before leaning down.

He turned on the water and cupped his hands under the flow, so he could wash his face clean. There was no hint of the cream left when he straightened up to check his reflection. The sound of the bedroom door opening then closing came to him.

“Fuck,” he let out as he stared at himself in the mirror.

He couldn’t quite believe what he’d just done. It felt a little shameful to have got so carried away in the moment. Not that he could have helped it, but he never imagined he’d be willingly giving a blowjob to the strap-on of a kinky, older woman. He remembered Peg’s lips clamped around his erection and the feeling of letting go deep in her mouth. It made him want more, but that wasn’t really up to him.

Peg was the one in charge of the situation and he had no idea what she’d do next or even if what he’d just got was all that would come his way.

***

One step into the bedroom was all it took for Dylan to come to an abrupt halt in the same manner as when he first entered the room to find Peg waiting for him.

“Shit,” he let out under his breath as he realized the sound of the bedroom door opening and closing while he’d been in the bathroom had been a head fake that he’d fallen for.

There would be no wait to find out what Peg did next. She was right there waiting for him again. She wasn’t wearing the blue bra now as she lay sprawled across the bed squashing her naked tits together and Dylan found himself spellbound as he stared.

“Like them?” she asked and flicked her thumbs across thick nipples.

There was no need for him to respond. They both knew the answer to the question. He’d made it all too obvious he liked them when she was wearing the bra. His gaze didn’t waver now. Peg kept brushing her thumbs across her nipples as he watched, but she eventually released the grip on her breasts then teasingly slid a hand down to her crotch to grip around the strap-on dildo she still wore.

“I filled it again,” she said as she made the garish purple length stand up straight from her crotch.

“Shit,” Dylan muttered again as the implication of the comment played on his mind.

He felt the pulsing twitch of muscles that made his sphincter clench. Peg was offering up her tits to him. There was no doubt about that. He suspected it wouldn’t be his mouth that was violated this time if he wanted to take advantage of the opportunity, however.

“Come on, baby boy,” Peg said while she slowly stroked her fingers along the dildo. “You don’t want to disappoint your sweet auntie, do you?”

Sweet was the last word Dylan would use to describe Peg now. The games with her ex-boyfriends had obviously turned her on to pegging with a strap-on and she was looking for another fix of her fetish.

“You do want them, don’t you?” she said and brought both hands back to her tits to squeeze them together.

Dylan felt the pulse of hot blood. He might have shot a load only minutes before, but he suspected that Peg would easily bring his erection back to life when she took control of him again. Getting the cum out usually took away the urges. On this occasion they were still alive in a big way. He couldn’t pretend he’d ever had a fantasy about a woman fucking his asshole with a dildo. As he got moving to walk across the room, he knew he was on the cusp of letting himself be pegged.

“You know what to do,” Peg said when he hesitated at the side of the bed.

He watched the way she teased her nipples with more brushing touches of her thumbs and the hunger to get his mouth on her tits was all-consuming. It made him clamber onto the covers and their eyes met as he shuffled closer to her on his knees then lifted a leg over her thighs to straddle them.

“Good boy,” she told him in a teasing voice. “Do you want a little kiss first?”

She stopped groping herself to drop her hands to the covers then squeezed her upper arms against the side of her breasts. Dylan looked to her face and waited to get her consent before throwing himself forward onto all fours. He ducked his head down to circle his tongue around a nipple and felt how rigid it was when he took it in his mouth.

The gasping sound of Peg’s delight spurred him on to suck fiercely before rolling his tongue around the erect stiffness. His hair was grabbed to pull his head across her chest after a few seconds. It got his mouth to her other breast and he enthusiastically rasped his tongue across her swollen nipple until he was dragged down harder.

He clamped his mouth onto soft, silky skin as he took the erect nub in his mouth and hungrily sucked on it. The rush of hot arousal started to stiffen his cock as he was allowed to play, but the grip in his hair finally dragged his head back up.

“Bad boy,” Peg said and slapped her free hand on his cheek. “Now it’s your turn to give me something. Get over me properly.

Dylan didn’t even try to hold in the curse when he was made to straighten up. He was about to become Peg’s submissive bitch again and the expression on her face showed just how turned on she was for that. His movements were tentative as he shuffled around on his knees to maneuver into position over her crotch. She grabbed hold of the dildo to make it stand up. The sight of it when he glanced down unnerved him and the twitching pulse of his sphincter became unrelenting.

“Do it, baby boy…, spread your cheeks for me,” Peg urged and lifted her ass up from the covers to make the tip of the dildo rub between his thighs.

The sensation unsettled him all the more and he didn’t react at first. He stared down at the way Peg groped her tits with her free hand. If he wanted to do the same he needed to give her what she wanted, but riding a dildo was so far out of his comfort zone that he didn’t even want to think about it.

“Do it for me and I’ll make you cum again,” she went on as she slid her hand down across her belly to wrap her fingers around his already semi-erect cock. “You want that, don’t you?”

“Yes…, fuck yes,” Dylan said in a hoarse rasp.

He heard the seductive laugh as Peg stroked his fingers along his swelling erection a couple of times before letting go.

“Then give me what I want,” she said.

He hesitated once more, but the desire to feel the stroking touch of her hand again filled his mind. There was also the sense that if he didn’t give her what she wanted it would bring the whole situation to an abrupt end. That would be a missed opportunity he knew he’d regret. He wanted to find out where Peg took things if she had him as her plaything.

Sucking in a deep breath, he grasped hold of his taut buttocks to ease them apart. Just the touch of the slippery head on his puckered skin was enough to make him pull up and he felt the rushing pulse of his heartbeat growing stronger as sweat beaded on his forehead.

“It feels good,” Peg said.

“How would you know?” Dylan blurted out before he could stop himself.

“You think I’ve only played with boys?” she retorted.

His jaw dropped, but he said nothing more as he stared at her wide smile. The idea that she’d put herself in the hands of another kinky woman to let her asshole be fucked with a strap-on brought a hot pulse of arousal. He knew it didn’t go unnoticed when Peg’s fingers gripped around the base of his growing erection.

“Ohhhh…,” she let out seductively then laughed. “Like the idea of that, do you?”

Dylan remained silent. The grip on his cock forced him back down until the slippery tip of the dildo was pressed between his cheeks again.

“It’s easier if you pull harder,” Peg said in an amused voice as she brushed the tip against his tightly clenched hole.

“Fuck…, fuck,” Dylan let out in a guttural rasp through gritted teeth.

It wasn’t a complete shock to find that he liked the touch brushing across his asshole, but he was about to experience a lot more than that. He tightened his grip to pull harder on his buttocks and felt the slight give of his sphincter when the tip pressed harder against him.

His squirming movements were brought to a halt by the grip around his swelling manhood becoming almost agonizingly tight. The pain somehow seemed to add to the pleasure of his asshole being stretched. It felt strangely enjoyable in a way he didn’t want to admit to himself, but Peg wasn’t about to stop.

She was intent on making him take the dildo and she tensed her belly muscles to force the tip of the toy harder against his asshole. It pulsed fiercely as it slowly succumbed to the pressure and Dylan let out a yelping cry when the pop of submission let the thick head slide inside. His instinct was to pull back up, but the grip on his cock stopped him and the pulsing surge of hot-blood brought him fully erect.

“Yeah, I found myself a boy who likes it,” Peg said.

The words made Dylan’s cheeks flush with embarrassment. He wanted to shout she was wrong, but they’d both know it was a lie. The rapid, throbbing pulse of his erection was all the evidence needed of how aroused he was getting.

“Push down,” Peg ordered.

“I can’t,” Dylan whined, but he wasn’t given a choice in the matter.

Peg’s fingers slid lower to cup around his balls. It added more pain to the pleasure when she pulled down and all he could do to bring the ache to an end was submit to her efforts. More of the thick shaft slid in his asshole and the sensation brought ragged gasps of breath spilling from his lips.

The spasms of his muscles felt gut-wrenching as he lowered himself all the way down until every hard inch of the garish, purple strap-on was fucked inside his asshole. He couldn’t help squirming again, but each movement made him aware of the deep penetration and he hated that he liked it so much.

“There we go, baby boy,” Peg taunted as she brought her hand back up onto his throbbing shaft. “Doesn’t that feel fucking glorious?”

“Fuck off,” he complained in a mortified gasp.

The laughing response made him grimace. Peg began to stroke her fingers along his hard cock and the feeling really was glorious. It was made all the better by the way his anal muscles clenched and released around the thick shaft and he rocked his head back as his excitement climbed.

“Want to kiss me now?” she said when she pulled her hand away.

Dylan glanced at her breasts and couldn’t stop himself. It was awkward to lean forward when the dildo was fucked so deep in his asshole, but he wanted the kiss so badly. Peg’s hands came to the back of his neck to pull him all the way down and he tasted the sweat on her skin as he used his tongue to explore her naked breasts.

He got his mouth to a nipple to feel it was even stiffer now and he sucked hard for a second before freezing when the gently bucking of Peg’s hips began to fuck the dildo into his asshole.

“It’s too big,” he groaned and pressed his face down on her chest.

“Your tight little hole took it easily,” she said.

Her hands came to his hips to hold on as she worked to stroke the toy into his asshole.

“Take your chance,” she said.

Dylan shuddered as he worked his mouth back to a nipple. It contorted his body awkwardly, but he managed it and heard the groan when he started sucking hard. He also got his tongue rasping across the erect bud while he held it deeply in his mouth until he needed to take a breath.

“The other one,” Peg encouraged as she tried to force the full length back in his asshole.

A shudder ripped through Dylan as he grabbed at her breasts to sink his fingers into soft flesh. It squashed them together and he got his mouth to Peg’s other nipple to tease it. Circling licks let him feel the stiffness and he heard the gasp when he gripped hold with his teeth. There was no complaint though and he bit gently before letting go.

His cheeks hollowed out as he sucked fiercely. The groans of delight he heard spurred him on to keep pleasuring Peg until her hand finally grasped the hair at the nape of his neck to pull his head up. It allowed her to get her other hand to his erection and their eyes met as she started stroking.

“Do you like unloading on pretty curves?” she asked.

“Never really done it,” he gasped.

Peg’s quiet laugh was followed by words as she quickened the pace of the handjob.

“You want to forget about those cute college girls and stick with older women. They’ll teach you a thing or two.”

“Yeah, I’m finding that out,” Dylan retorted.

The hand on the back of his head slid to his chest to push him back up and he looked down to the way his erection was being stroked. The pulsing grip of his asshole clamped around the thick shaft buried all the way inside again and he could feel the mounting excitement taking hold.

His gaze fixed on jiggling tits. He took the opportunity to get his hands to them and wasn’t stopped. It enabled him to sink his fingers deep into soft flesh and the rough groping excited him all the more.

“Come on, baby boy,” Peg let out through heavy breaths. “Show me what you’ve got this time.”

She’d let the full load fill her mouth when she got Dylan to lose control the first time. On this occasion she was going to watch a cum show and she knew fucking the dildo deep in his asshole would make him shoot hard. Tensing her muscles to push up made him squirm around on the toy and she could feel the pulsing throb of his erection growing stronger by the second as she worked her fingers tirelessly along it.

Dylan tried to hold on, but clenching his buttocks to stem the rising tide had the opposite effect now. Each time he did it, his asshole gripped around the thick shaft of the dildo and pushed him closer to losing control.

Peg didn’t let up. She worked her fingers along hard cock in a quickening rhythm until Dylan straightening up ended the groping of her breasts. She knew he was on the edge and struggling to hold himself back, but she gave him more. Stroking her fingers to the base, she pushed against his balls and brought her other hand to his cock.

The brushing touch of her fingertips on the underside of the head made Dylan groan and she felt the quiver of his engorged erection as he gave in to the pleasure. His body tensed for a second before the contractions of his muscles set him off. They were made all the more gut-wrenching in a way he couldn’t believe by the rippling spasms of his asshole around the dildo.

There was no taking his eyes from the first spurting gush of cum that erupted up Peg’s body to splash her tits. She let out a squealing cry of delight as she watched the white streaking across her bare skin. It made her force her hand down harder against balls as she continued teasing the head to make the creamy bursts shower her belly.

There weren’t as many this time and she let out a gasping laugh when the sticky deluge weakened then came to an end. Squeezing around the base tightly, she slowly worked her fingers up all the way up Dylan’s throbbing shaft to make the last dribbles of cum trickle across the glistening head.

“There we go, baby boy,” she growled in a teasing voice. “See how good Auntie Peg makes you feel.”

Dylan sucked in heavy breaths as the last remnants of the climax pulsed through his veins. He was all too conscious of the way his asshole continued to spasm around the toy buried inside it. His gaze fixed on Peg’s thumb brushing through the trickles of white on the head of his cock. It was only when she pulled her hand away that she broke the silence.

“Get off me.”

He was only too happy to do so and felt the flutter of shameful pleasure as the toy pulled out of his asshole. Peg was quick to move past him to the bottom of the bed, so she could get to her feet. She grabbed his hand to pull him up and took hold of his fading erection.

“Look what you fucking did to me,” she said.

Dylan wiped the back of his hand across his chin as he let his gaze roam over her cum-stained tits and belly.

“Turn around,” she ordered.

“What?”

“Just fucking do it,” Peg barked and grabbed at his shoulder to make him face towards the bed.

He realized she wasn’t finished with him when a hand shoved between his shoulder blades. It made him lean forward and he put his hands on the bed to stop falling down on it. The tip of the dildo eased between his buttocks before he realized what was happening.

“Just stay like that,” Peg said.

Dylan groaned when a hard spank cracked against his naked butt. Fingers sank into one of his ass cheeks to spread them a little and he closed his eyes tightly when he felt the dildo settle in place.

“You’re being fucking bad to me,” he groaned.

“Uh-huh,” Peg replied as she looked down at what she was doing. “Want me to stop?”

Dylan couldn’t get any words out. He was all too aware of hating that the touch of the toy on his asshole brought pleasure, but knew he was going to give in. Sitting on her while she lay down on the bed had allowed him to retain some control. That wasn’t the case now. She had him exactly where she wanted him and all he could do was take what she was giving.

The increasing pressure from behind made his tight sphincter stretch again and he groaned when the thick head of the toy slipped inside. A hand slapped down on his back as Peg slowly eased the full length inside him until her body was pressed against his ass. Her hands came all the way around his waist to clasp together and there was no doubt she was enjoying the base of the toy rubbing against her pussy again as the slow gyrations of her hips worked to grind against him.

Her slow movements became more vigorous as she chased the pleasure she craved. It made her grab tighter hold of Dylan to pull him back and his hands clawed at the covers. He felt the slow withdrawal as Peg eased her hips back, but the dildo came to a stop with the head still stretching his asshole open. There was a moment of still, but he knew what was coming and groaned when a thrust jabbed the full length of the toy inside again.

“Fuck,” he groaned when Peg started grinding against him.

She unclasped her hands to straighten up then slapped a hand down on his lower back. It was too much to resist and she swung her other hand forcefully to spank it on his ass. The sound of the cry excited her. She knew the feeling and was all too aware of his legs trembling as the sting of pain brought pleasure.

“You like that?” she asked.

“It fucking hurts,” he groaned, but the words were barely out of his mouth when he was spanked again.

The hot sting of pain ignited spasms that made his asshole ripple around the thick shaft to give pleasure.

“Please,” he groaned.

Hands clamped onto his hips. It showed what was coming. Peg wanted the base of the toy rubbing against her clitoris and she was about to do more than grind against him to make it happen. Her fingers sank into his flesh as she eased her hips back again then thrust hard.

The sound of Dylan’s cries sparked her lust and she began to power forward. It brought a rush of pleasure as the base rubbed against her to make her want more. The clapping sound of sweaty, naked skin coming together filled the room as she worked herself into a punishing rhythm to ravage tight, virgin asshole.

Dylan grasped at the covers as he was kept bent over to be used. There was no holding in the cries that the mix of pain and pleasure brought spilling from his lips. His erection was now gone, but he could still feel the hot pulse of arousal in his veins as he let himself be taken roughly from behind.

“Fuck,” he groaned when Peg slowed the pace to give him some respite.

She didn’t stop completely though and the slow stroking of the dildo into his asshole weakened his knees.

“You want to feel it, huh?” Peg said as she locked her body to his butt.

“Oh god,” Dylan gasped.

It was all he could get out as Peg pulled back a little to get a hand around the base of the dildo. A sharp squeeze made a spurt of the cream erupt inside his asshole and he tried to pull away.

Peg jabbed her hips forward to make him take the full length again and didn’t stop grinding their bodies together to make the toy rub against her clitoris. It took her almost all the way to another orgasm, but she still wanted more and grabbed hold of Dylan’s hips again. He let out harsh, gasping breaths as the pounding thrusts made his asshole gape.

There was no respite on this occasion as Peg kept up a relentless pace to chase the pleasure she hungered for. Her movements grew ragged as her legs began to weaken. The building tension in her body brought a knot to her belly that grew tighter and tighter until she was teetering on the very edge.

She let out a scream of pure delight when a last slamming thrust jabbed the toy against her clitoris to spark the climax. The stiffness in her body broke to shuddering convulsions as her passion peaked. It was all she could do to stay upright, but she kept grinding against Dylan to stretch out a delicious moment all the way to a shattering high.

The euphoria of the orgasm still filled her body when she eased her hips back to get her hand around the thick shaft of the dildo again. She squeezed like crazy to give Dylan the full experience of being fucked. It squirted the thick, lubricating cream into his asshole until the toy was completely empty. The grip on his hips released and a spank brought a final flare of stinging agony before he was shoved forward.

He groaned as he slumped forward onto the bed and lay gasping for breath. Hands clamped on his butt cheeks to spread them and a kiss on his gaping, destroyed asshole brought the game to an end before Peg’s weight came down on top of him.

“You’re a bad boy, Dylan Carter,” she let out in a breathless rasp.

“Yeah, like I had a fucking choice,” he shot back and heard the laugh.

“You can leave any time you want,” Peg said. “I’m not forcing you to do anything.”

A shudder rippled down Dylan’s spine when a kiss brushed against the back of his neck. He’d been taken in hand by an experienced woman in a way he never saw coming and couldn’t pretend he hadn’t liked it.

He wouldn’t be going anywhere. There were two more weeks of his vacation to enjoy and he suspected he’d be taken in hand again. That was fine by him. It was going to make for a memorable time and he was in no doubt that sweet Auntie Peg would give him some of the kinkiest sex he’d probably ever experience in his life.


Smother in Law

The burn of whisky going down made Henry grimace and he sucked air in through his gritted teeth until the sensation passed. He looked towards the clock on the wall to see the time of the meeting was almost upon him. Not for the first time that morning, he cursed himself for answering the phone when it rang, without looking to see who was calling.

“Stupid bloody moron,” he muttered with a shake of the head as he walked across the lounge to where the bottle of whisky stood on a cabinet.

He wasn’t sure how much he’d had in the couple of hours since the unexpected conversation, but it wasn’t enough and he poured himself another shot. Moving across to the window, he looked down to the street as he sipped the drink.

The sight of a taxi coming to a stop in front of the building a few minutes later brought the grimace back to his face. He knew it was his mother-in-law before the door of the vehicle opened and he felt the familiar prickle of unwelcome arousal when she finally came into view. It always happened and he hated himself for it. Unfortunately, she had the type of figure he’d fantasized about since he was a teenager and he’d never been able to control his instinctive reaction to her voluptuous curves.

He knew exactly where his fetish for big beautiful women came from. Not that he’d seen his mother’s friend for years. She was no more than a treasured memory now, but she’d ignited a passion that he’d spent his life chasing ever since. It was a big part of the reason he’d fallen for his wife, Sandra. She wasn’t quite as big as her mother, but not far off it. Not that he’d be squeezing her pretty curves anytime soon and he was becoming more certain by the day that there was no way back for them.

Too many fights had turned the relationship sour and he didn’t have the appetite to try and work things out. He suspected Sandra didn’t either. If anything, he thought she was less enamored by the idea of them getting back together than he was. That meant he’d slowly started coming to terms with a return to single life since he’d moved out of the marital home into his current abode.

Not that there weren’t moments when it all came crashing down on him and he invariably took solace in alcohol. The call from his mother-in-law that morning had been one of them. It caught him completely off guard and she’d talked him into the meeting before he knew what was happening.

That was a mistake. He wasn’t quite sure why Constance wanted to see him, but didn’t think she was coming in the role of go-between to try and broker a reconciliation. It wasn’t her style and he’d come to the conclusion that she’d bring him the bad news that his marriage was definitely over for good. As much as he knew that was probably true, he still didn’t want to hear it being said out loud and wished he’d made more of an effort to discourage her visiting his apartment to avoid what promised to be an awkward encounter.

Regrettably, it was now too late for that as he watched her move towards the building entrance. He knocked back the rest of the whisky in one and closed his eyes until the burn of alcohol going down his throat eased.

Moving back to the cabinet, he set the empty shot glass down then closed the bottle of whisky and put it out of sight. He quickly left the lounge to walk along to the bedroom and checked his appearance in the mirror.

“Looking good,” he mocked his reflection before turning away to go in the bathroom.

He rinsed with mouthwash to take away the taste of whisky and was walking back into the bedroom when he heard the doorbell ring. It made the hair stand up on the back of his neck and he lifted a hand to rub it across his mouth.

“OK,” he muttered as he sucked in a deep breath. “Just keep fucking calm and everything will be fine.”

That was easier said than done. He could already feel the incessant pulse of hot blood in his groin that threatened to bring him erect. Going without sex since the separation meant he was getting horny way too much and he’d seemed to be permanently on the edge of arousal in recent weeks. His big, beautiful mother-in-law turning up at his apartment was only going to make that worse. It brought a sense of foreboding as he headed out of the bedroom to make his way towards the front door.

That he had the occasional fantasy about Constance had never been surprising to him although it was embarrassing. It felt like he was betraying his wife when he did it. Not that he’d ever admitted it, but when the hormones kicked in there was no stopping himself. An unwanted period of celibacy was exacerbating the situation and he’d been masturbating more than he did as a teenager to deal with the urges.

“Just keep it together,” he let out under his breath when he came to a stop at the door. 

He sucked in another long, deep breath to gather himself before reaching out and put a smile on his face when he opened the door.

“Constance,” he greeted his mother-in-law. “It’s so nice to see you.”

“Do you mean that?” she asked.

“Of course,” he replied. “The problems are between me and Sandra. They have nothing to do with you.”

“Give me a hug,” Constance said and opened her arms wide as she stepped forward.

It put her luscious figure on full display and it was a sight that unsettled Henry. The blue dress she wore was low cut and tighter than anything he’d seen her in before. It gathered her heavy breasts together in a way that made it look like they were trying to escape the material and that created a deep cleavage.

Her plump arms came around his neck to pull him in and he was suddenly engulfed in the warm, fragrant scent of her perfume as he was hugged tightly. It was a reminder of his youth when his mother’s friend gave him the occasional hug that enveloped him in her large bosom. He could sense the pulse of blood growing stronger in his veins and the anxiety that he would come erect made him pull back to escape the embrace.

“Umm…, come on in,” he said hesitantly and stood aside.

His gaze flitted to Constance’s cleavage when she passed him by. A sliver of silky red bra now showed and he forced himself to look away before his attention on her breasts was noticed. Closing the door, he pointed along the hallway.

“The lounge is the first on the left,” he said.

Constance nodded and it was her who led the way. Henry couldn’t stop his gaze sliding down to her voluptuous ass. The blue material stretched tightly across it and he started to have unwanted thoughts. Pushing them aside was almost impossible while his gaze remained on the pretty sight in front of him and it was only when they stepped into the lounge that he forced himself to clear his mind.

“What we need is a couple of glasses and a bottle opener,” Constance said when she reached in her bag.

He saw the bottle of red wine being pulled out and felt his heart sink. It showed that Constance hadn’t come for just a quick conversation. He couldn’t exactly be rude and tell her he didn’t want a drink though.

“Uh, yeah…, sure,” he replied. “Just give me a minute.”

“No rush,” Constance said. “I’m in no hurry.”

He watched her walk across to drop down on the sofa. She then reached forward to put the bottle on the coffee table. Her gaze came to him, but he turned away before their eyes met and hurried out of the room. When he got to the kitchen, he collected what he needed then stood at the table for longer than he really intended. There was no gathering himself though and he heard the shout coming from the lounge.

“Do you have them?”

“Yeah, just coming,” he called back.

Picking up the glasses and bottle opener, he set off and put a smile on his face when he walked back into the lounge. Constance patted the sofa beside her and his gaze flitted to the sheer nylon on her gorgeously thick legs. He was quick to look away, but his hormones began to jump and it left him feeling unnerved again.

Nothing was said as he walked across the room and sat down beside his mother-in-law. She took the opener from him to get the cork out of the bottle and he held the glasses while they were filled. He then handed one over.

“So, how have you been?” Constance asked and crossed her legs when she turned towards him.

The swishing sound of her stout, nylon-clad thighs rubbing together made him want to look, but he forced himself not to.

“I’ve been OK,” he said and took a swig of wine.

There was a moment of silence before Constance spoke again.

“I went to visit Sandra yesterday.”

Henry felt obliged to ask the question on his mind.

“How is she?”

“It’s probably not what you want to hear,” Constance said. “But, considering the circumstances, she’s doing really well.”

It brought another thought to Henry’s mind and he let it slip out before he could stop himself.

“Did she say anything about me?”

The tight-lipped smile he got in response gave the answer before Constance answered the question.

“I’m afraid not. Unfortunately, she seems to have her heart set on the separation being permanent. I tried talking her into thinking about it more, but you know what she’s like when she makes her mind up. She doesn’t listen to anyone.”

It was Henry’s lips that tightened together now. The words confirmed his suspicions and brought home the reality of the situation.

“Oh…,” he let out in a resigned voice.

“I’m sorry,” Constance said.

Henry froze when her free hand settled on his thigh. It suddenly wasn’t his imploding marriage on his mind and he couldn’t stop himself shuffling uncomfortably on the seat. He lifted the glass of wine to take a big mouthful and swallowed it.

“More,” Constance asked.

She lifted her hand from his leg to reach out to the bottle on the coffee table. It provided Henry with some relief that her touch was gone and he held out the glass to let it be filled. Drinking more wine on top of the whisky he’d already consumed probably wasn’t the smartest idea, but he wasn’t exactly thinking straight.

“You might have to get used to the idea that your marriage is over,” Constance went on in a sympathetic voice when she put the bottle down. “I know it’s not easy to hear, but I wouldn’t want you to get your hopes up that Sandra might come around to trying again.”

“I sort of knew,” Henry admitted and took another drink.

Constance did the same before speaking again.

“I understand it’s difficult, but it’s not the end of the world. You’ll get over it. I did when my marriage broke up.”

“Yeah,” he murmured.

Sandra had told him some of the story of her parent’s breakup although he still didn’t know the full details of what happened.

“It takes a while, but you’ll move on,” Constance said.

Henry tensed when her palm settled on his thigh again. He really didn’t want the touch, but feared he’d make a complete fool of himself if he yanked his leg away. Lifting his glass, he gulped down more wine and kept the conversation going when he lowered his hand.

“Did it take you long to get over it? Your marriage breakup, I mean.”

“Not really,” Constance said and let out a harsh laugh. “Not sure what Sandra told you, but the bastard was cheating on me.”

“Sorry,” Henry said.

“It’s water under the bridge now,” she replied and put a rueful smile on her face. “And something I really don’t want to think about much. You should maybe try to do that same. It will probably be for the best.”

“Easier said than done,” he replied.

“I get that, but it does become easier. Time is a great healer and what can help is if you have something to take your mind off your problems.”

The sympathetic expression on her face was accompanied by her hand patting on his leg. It was the last thing he needed and the angst returned when he felt his cock unfurl. He knocked back the rest of his wine in a hurry and put down the empty glass.

“Excuse me,” he blurted out as he sprang to his feet. “I need to, uh…, go to the toilet.”

Getting up so quickly brought a rush of blood to his head and it mixed with too much whisky and wine in a short space of time to make him feel a little unsteady. He tried to shrug off the sensation as he got moving, but the slight fuzziness was still there in his brain when he got to the bathroom.

He locked the door and moved over to the sink. Turning on the water, he leaned down to splash some cold water on his face. It made him feel a bit better and he stared at his reflection in the mirror when he straightened up.

“You’re doing a fucking great job of keeping it together,” he mocked himself and shook his head as he dried his face.

He closed his eyes for a few seconds to try and clear the alcohol buzz from his brain, but wasn’t entirely successful. Moving over to the toilet, he flushed it to give the impression he’d actually used it then checked his appearance before leaving the bathroom. His intention was to sit on an armchair to put some space and a coffee table between him and Constance for the rest of the meeting, but that idea fled his mind in an instant when he walked in the room.

His eyes opened wide at what he found himself confronted with and it left him slack-jawed. Constance was no longer sitting on the sofa. She was no longer wearing the tight, blue dress as she lounged on the floor and it put her big, beautiful curves perfectly on show.

It was more than a glimpse of her red lingerie he got now. Her bra and panties were fully on display and he could now see the sheer nylon on her legs was stockings. It was a fantasy coming to life and the last thing he’d expected to walk into.

“Constance, I…,” he stammered as he stared.

“Sandra told me why you like big girls,” she said and smirked. “Do I remind you of your mother’s friend?”

“That was private,” Henry exclaimed.

“Sandra tells me everything,” Constance went on. “Well, maybe not everything, but she does tell me a lot. For instance, I know you like red best so I bought this specially. Do you think it looks good on me?”

Henry’s mouth flapped open, but he couldn’t think of what to say at first. His gaze flitted from the impressively large red cups of the bra, which barely contained Constance’s hefty breasts to the huge panties.

“Fuck,” he finally let out under his breath.

“See, now this will take your mind off your problems,” Constance said.

“Does Sandra know?” he blurted out.

“No,” Constance said. “And she won’t find out, will she? This will be strictly between us.”

Henry was dumbstruck, but there was no taking his eyes from his mother-in-law. The shock of finding her sitting half-naked in his lounge was giving way to the thrill of what was being offered to him. In truth, he didn’t know exactly what that was. It seemed the chance to end his enforced celibacy was being presented to him although it suddenly struck him as a really, really bad idea.

“I can’t do this,” he said.

“Nobody will find out,” Constance said. “And how long is it since you and Sandra split up? You must be missing being close to someone. Isn’t this exactly what you need?”

He watched as she brushed her fingers along her cleavage while she stared at him. His cock did more than unfurl now at the prospect of getting his hands on such a beautiful, plump figure. It would definitely be wrong to take advantage of the situation. There was no doubt about that, but the forbidden nature of the encounter only served as an aphrodisiac. It brought a craving he couldn’t hold down and he got the impression Constance was having similar feelings.

“This is wrong,” he said.

“I know,” she replied and a wicked smile spread across her face. “But sometimes that can be the most exciting thing.”

Henry watched as she eased the edge of her bra aside a little. The darker areola that came into sight contrasted with the pale, smooth skin of her ample breasts.

“Want me to stop?” she asked.

It made him rock his head back, but the pulsing beat of his arousal grew stronger and there was no ridding himself of the hunger for sex. He returned his gaze to Constance and his voice came out in a hoarse growl.

“No.”

The smile widened on her face as she eased her bra further aside to make her thick nipple pop into view.

“They’re sensitive,” she said as she brushed fingertips across it to send shivers down her spine.

Henry felt the strain of his cock coming fully erect in his pants. His eyes never left the dirty sight of Constance playing with her nipple.

“Show me what it’s doing to you,” she said. “And I’ll let you see more.”

“Fuck,” Henry murmured in a rush of breath. “I’m going to hell.”

He watched as she got both hands behind her back and it was clear she was loosening the hooks of her bra. When she finished, she stretched an arm across her chest to hold the cups in place, while brushing the straps from her shoulder with her other hand. The tease spurred him to action. He desperately wanted to see his mother-in-law’s busty curves in all their naked glory, so grabbed at the zipper of his pants to pull it down.

“Not like that,” Constance said to bring him to a stop. “Show me everything.”

“Oh shit,” Henry let out.

She wanted him to get naked for her. It made him hesitate, but his eyes never left her breasts as she dropped her arm down a little to let the red material start falling away. The enticement made his heartbeat race and there was suddenly no stopping himself. His fingers fumbled with the buttons of his shirt. When the last one was undone, he dragged the material out from where it was tucked into his pants and hurried to get it off.

“Take your time,” Constance said. “I like to watch.”

Henry sucked in a deep breath, but there was no calming himself. He desperately wanted to see his mother-in-law’s big tits and that meant getting naked. The sound of her chuckle came to him as he threw his shirt aside.

“Been missing sex?” she asked.

The provocative question only added to the excitement of a moment he’d never saw coming.

“Yes,” he replied as he grabbed at the button and zipper of his pants.

“How long is it since you…, you know, helped yourself?” Constance went on.

The question made Henry stop what he was doing and he felt the burst of heat on his cheeks as the embarrassment flared. The last thing he anticipated when she called that morning was that she’d ask him about his masturbation habits, but that’s what was happening.

“Last week,” he admitted.

“Bad boy,” she teased him. “You must really need those pipes cleaned out again.”

Henry’s jaw hung open, but he couldn’t get any words out. There was something thrilling about hearing his mother-in-law talking dirty and he could feel his erection straining against the front of his underwear as he carried on stripping off his pants. His briefs bulged out when he straightened up and he got his hands to the waistband when he was stopped in his tracks again.

“Let me do it,” Constance said.

“Shit,” he muttered as he stared at her.

A beckoning forefinger got him moving and Constance was already on her knees when he came to a stop in front of her. She looked up to catch his gaze and brushed the fingertips of her free hand across her moist lips. It was a delectable tease of what he might be about to get and there was no taking his eyes from it. She eventually reached out with both hands and the red bra fell away from her chest to revel her voluptuous breasts.

“Fucking perfect,” Henry murmured as he stared.

His underwear was grabbed to drag it down, with his hard cock springing free to stand up proudly. Constance stripped him completely naked and only then wrapped her fingers around his erection.

“Look at you,” she said seductively when she glanced up. “You do get it bad for bigger girls.”

Henry groaned when she gripped tighter around his erection. Her other hand cupped his balls and the massaging touch made his legs tremble.

“We’ll have to drain these,” Constance said and a wicked smile spread across her face as her voice became teasing. “Hmm…, how will we do that?”

Her gaze flitted down to her impressive breasts before coming back up to Henry’s face. He could barely believe the situation he found himself in. Constance’s tongue slid around her lips again when she loosened her grip to stroke her fingers along his throbbing length. They came to a stop just below the thickly swollen head, so she could use her thumb to brush away a clear bead of pre-cum.

“Can I touch?” Henry blurted out.

The grip on his erection and balls was released and his wrist grabbed to pull him down to his knees. Constance’s head darted forward to get her lips on his and her arms slid around his neck. Their bodies came together and he could feel his hard cock rubbing against the silky material of her big panties while he was held in the embrace.

When it ended, his head was dragged down. His face buried between Constance’s buxom, bare tits and he got one of his favorite fantasies as he was engulfed in the warm scent of her perfume again. It had obviously been spritzed liberally into her cleavage when she was getting ready and his labored breaths drew it in.

Her arms squeezed tighter around his neck to smother his face in soft, silky flesh until it was almost impossible to breathe. It made him force his head back to take in air, but he lunged forward again almost immediately to get his lips around a thickly swollen nipple. 

The sound of Constance’s breathless, joyful whimpers came to him while he sucked fiercely to make the erect bud stiffen even more. A shudder ripped through him when the hair at the nape of his neck was grabbed to pull him back.

“I can make it better,” Constance said before reaching out to the coffee table.

She picked up the bottle of wine to bring it to her chest and the wicked smile returned to her face.

“No way,” Henry muttered as he watched the trickles of red wine spilling across her naked breasts.

He wasn’t about to miss the chance being offered to him though and lunged forward to get his mouth to her skin. His tongue chased the little red rivulets of wine between her cleavage, but she was quick to get them dribbling across a nipple. He was only too happy to follow where she led and eagerly kept licking at the wine. The rush of arousal made hot blood fill his veins and he could feel his erection quivering as he hungrily played with Constance’s nipples until she yanked his head back again.

“Get on the coffee table,” she urged.

Henry scrambled up to sit on the edge of the table and splayed his legs open to let her move in between on her knees. She lifted the bottle to take a swig of the wine and he took the opportunity to reach out, so he could squash her gorgeously well-endowed tits together.

He dug his fingers deep into soft flesh, but his chance to grope was short-lived when Constance knocked his hands away. It seemed he wasn’t the only one with a hunger and he slapped his palms down on the table when he leaned back.

“All mine,” Constance said when she moved forward.

She got the neck of the bottle to the tip of his erection and it was suddenly his flesh being soaked in wine. It ran down into his groin and the building anticipation of what he was about to receive came to a head when Constance leaned forward. Her gaze came to his as she rolled her tongue around the thickly swollen helmet of his erection. It made his muscles clench and he shuddered as he pushed towards the licking.

“Someone likes being played with,” Constance said. “Hold it for me.”

He leaned further back and his belly muscles strained as he tried to balance himself on one elbow, so he could get his other hand to his crotch. Wrapping his fingers around the base of his hard cock, he made it stand up and watched as the bottle was brought back to the tip.

Constance dribbled more wine onto his strongly erect manhood and it was suddenly her chasing the trickles of alcohol. More breathless titters fell from her lips as her tongue slid along hard flesh to lap at the wine before she got it rolling around the slick helmet.

She held Henry’s gaze when she worked her mouth over the tip and the eye contact was unwavering as she slowly bobbed her head to pleasure him. The growing tension made his cock strain and, after so long without sex, he could feel the inevitable climb starting to run out of control.

“Too much,” he groaned.

Constance’s head popped up and she got her free hand around his balls to pull down.

“Not in my mouth,” she teased him. “I know what it is that you young men want.”

“Oh shit…, shit,” Henry let out when she put the bottle down, so she could grab her breasts.

She squeezed them together and lifted them up and he was treated to the dirty show of her tongue playing with her nipples.

“Is that the sort of thing you like?” she asked before rolling her tongue sexily around her nipple again.

His only response to the question was to start stroking his erection and he heard the throaty laugh.

“I see you do like,” she said. “But you don’t have to use your hand now. I can give you something much better.”

Henry tensed as she moved closer. His grip tightened around his erection when a thick nipple rubbed around the little opening on the tip. It made his muscles clench tighter still and the hunger for more was overwhelming.

“Let go,” Constance said. “And don’t worry about it being too much now.”

“Fuck,” Henry let out as he released the grip on his erection.

“Give me some more wine,” Constance said in a teasing voice when she enveloped the hardness of his erection between her tits and squeezed them together to feel the throbbing of a younger man’s hot lust for her.

Henry grabbed for the bottle and couldn’t believe his luck. It wasn’t a drink she wanted. Things were getting kinkier by the second and all at the instigation of his salacious mother-in-law. He never once envisaged her being so dirty, but she squashed the softness of her mouthwatering tits around his erection as he dribbled wine into her cleavage. She forced her breasts lower to make the tip of his cock pop into view and let out gasping laughs as she licked at the head.

“Enough,” she eventually said and began to work her tits up and down his length.

The rush of hot pleasure hit Henry and he leaned back to stretch himself across the wooden surface. He pressed his feet harder onto the floor and tensed his groin to make his stiff shaft strain as it was engulfed in soft, wine-stained flesh. He splayed his legs wider apart as Constance leaned forward. She quickened the pace of the tit-fuck and his hips jerked as he started trying to thrust up into her cleavage. He grasped at the edge of the table to hold on and was sure he was about to be taken all the way until the action suddenly ended.

“Need to make this smoother,” Constance said.

She reached to her bag on the sofa and searched inside until she found what she wanted. Popping the cap of the plastic bottle, she squeezed some of the creamy moisturizer into her palm.

“You too,” she said and forced the bottle into Henry’s hand.

Before he knew what was happening, her slippery fingers were wrapped around his erection and gliding slowly up and down.

“You want me to…,” he said hesitantly and gazed at her chest.

“Hurry up,” she told him as she kept stroking to lubricate his cock.

It spurred him to action and he was quick to squeeze a big dollop of the moisturizer into his hand before closing the bottle then tossing it on the floor. He rubbed his palms together and couldn’t get them onto her tits quick enough to spread the greasiness onto her naked skin. It wasn’t long before he was roughly groping and there were no complaints to how deeply he sank his fingers into her flesh.

The sound of her groans excited him all the more when he started to flick his thumbs across her erect nipples. The pace of the handjob quickened even more and he gave the warning again as he felt the pressure rising towards a climax.

“Too much.”

She let out a chuckle when she slid her oily hand to just below the head of his cock and squeezed tightly. It worked to ease the pressure, but he was sure it would be the last time she brought him back from the edge. He shuffled his butt to the side of the table and watched as she grabbed her tits to lean in. It was the sound of his groans that rang out when he felt his erection being engulfed between voluptuous tits again.

“This will be too much,” she teased him when she began stroking.

The feel of her oily skin gliding along his erection was so deliciously smooth and he watched as she leaned in to get her breasts squashed ever more tightly around his raging manhood. Her fingers dug into her flesh while she relentlessly worked it along his cock. The glistening helmet poked out of the top of her cleavage each time she pushed down hard and Henry started to arch up from the table as the pressure in his balls tightened them up to his groin.

He began to curse as he desperately tried to hold on to make a glorious moment last as long as humanly possible. Constance didn’t let up for a second though. She started talking dirty to get what she wanted and it was the breaking point for Henry. His body stretched out across the table as he forced his hips up to make his muscles strain. He clenched his buttocks tightly to stave off the climax for a final few seconds of the tit-fuck, but it was finally impossible.

The building pressure finally erupted and his body crumpled as the streaming gush of creamy white blasted between big, beautiful tits. Constance let out a squealing gasp as she pushed down to make the head pop out of her cleavage. A pearly string of thick cum blasted her upper chest and throat to send a shudder of delight through her.

Henry gripped the edge of the table as his groin bucked again to splash more of his hot seed across her smooth skin. The full length of erection was engulfed in soft tits again and he groaned as his balls kept unloading until there was nothing left to give. He tensed his muscles as he jerked his hips to fuck his hard cock into slippery tit-flesh until Constance finally let go of her breasts. She grabbed his erection to bring the tip to a nipple and let the last dribbles of cum coat it in white.

“Bad boy,” she said and laughed. “Look what you’ve done to me.”

Henry slumped down and shuddered as the weakness hit him. There was no taking his eyes from the sticky pearl necklace of cum he’d give Constance. The wicked smile returned to her face and he realized why when she grabbed her breasts to squash them together again.

“No way,” he let out in amazement as he watched her tongue roll around her cum-covered nipple.

It was the sexiest show he’d ever seen and he grabbed hold of his erection to keep stroking until the power began to die from it. Constance kept the show going by brushing her fingertips across her upper chest then bringing them to her mouth to lick the cum from them. 

“Are you going to be a gentleman?” she asked.

Henry’s eyes narrowed as he stared at her and she let out a seductive chuckle when she went on talking.

“I made you cum, so…”

The comment was left hanging, but there was no doubt what she meant now. Henry’s gaze slid to the big, red panties she wore. He was definitely about to get more than a tit-fuck and he watched as Constance rose to her feet.

“Show me where the shower is,” she said.

Henry shrugged off the weakness to scramble up from the table.

“It’s this way,” he said and headed for the door of the lounge.

***

“That’s the bathroom there,” Henry said and pointed to the door when they stepped out into the hallway.

Constance didn’t look to where he indicated though. Her attention remained fixed firmly on him. A smile spread across her face when she reached out to cup her fingers around his balls.

“Did cleaning those pipes feel good?” she asked in a teasing voice.

Henry felt her grip tightening to make the trembling of his legs worsen.

“It felt fucking amazing,” he blurted out.

“Want me to wash it off?”

He lifted a hand to wipe the back of it across his mouth as his gaze flitted down to the sticky white streaks on her naked chest. She brought her free hand up to brush touches through it again. His eyes remained glued to her fingers as she lifted them and he watched her take the white from them with the tip of her tongue.

“You’re bad,” he said.

“Uh-huh,” Constance replied. “Do you want me to wash it off?”

Henry’s answer came out in a rush of breath.

“No.”

It brought a seductive peal of laughter from Constance as her head darted forward. She held her grip around his balls as their lips met and he could taste the cum on her tongue when it slithered into his mouth. He closed his eyes while the kiss lasted, but opened them again when it ended.

“Show me the bedroom then,” Constance said.

He couldn’t move when her fingertips slid to the sensitive skin just behind his balls. The brushing touch felt so good and he shuddered when it ended. Constance grabbed his hand and he was quick to lead her to the bedroom. She let go when they were inside and looked around as she crossed over to the bed.

“You could have tidied the place for me,” she joked and laughed.

“I didn’t bloody expect this,” he replied.

“What about this?” Constance went on.

She sat on the bed and spread her chunky thighs apart to reveal the glisten of wetness on the silky material of her red panties. Henry’s jaw dropped as he watched her stroke touches along the outline of her pussy lips.

“I don’t want to do everything myself,” she eventually said and sniggered.

The cheeky comment got him moving in a hurry to cross the room to her. He dropped to his knees and took in the beautiful sight right in front of him. Constance pulled her hand from between her thighs. She grabbed her breasts to squash them together and offered them up to him.

“Are you a dirty boy?” she asked.

He looked at the sticky streaks of thick, white cum splashed on her skin, but it didn’t stop him leaning in to take up what was being offered to him. Constance’s gaze met his as he circled his tongue around her sticky nipple.

“Mmmm…, so good,” she said as she watched him play.

His hands settled on her plump thighs as he took her nipple in his mouth and the heavy sucking sent a molten river of pleasure rippling through her veins. It stiffened the erect bud even more and her breathing quickened.

“Don’t forget the other one,” she encouraged.

It got her what she wanted and she felt fingers digging into the firm flesh of her thighs as Henry’s head moved across her chest. She let him play until she wanted more and threw herself back to stretch her upper body across the covers. He got the message and started kissing across her chubby belly until his tongue slid along the waistband of her panties.

“Take them off,” she urged and pressed her feet on the floor to arch her back, so she could lift her ass up from the bed.

Henry reacted immediately. His hands slid under the waistband and it got him the perfect sight as he peeled the red material down. He was suddenly in a hurry when he saw naked pussy and ripped the underwear down Constance’s legs to take it from her. She slid a hand between her thighs when he straightened up and he watched as she brushed her fingertips along the protruding lips of her plump labia.

“You’ll like this taste better,” she said when she lifted her hand to hold it out.

Grabbing hold of her wrist, Henry got his mouth to her fingers to take the sticky wetness from them. He gasped when Constance pulled her hand away, but it gave him an opportunity and he greedily took it. She let out a squealing groan when he ducked his head down to kiss on her slick skin. It made her muscles clench and she pushed towards his mouth.

“Oh fuck, so good,” she let out as her excitement came alive to make her close her legs.

It trapped Henry’s head between her luxuriantly plump thighs and he was in heaven. He kept his tongue working on her swollen pussy lips, but finally wiggled it in between. The taste flooded his mouth as he licked deeper into wet cunt and he could feel the pulsing spasms of Constance’s thighs.

The sound of her gasping cries grew louder when he forced his head forward to get his tongue deeper still in pussy and it brought out the beast in him. He lapped roughly at her velvety inner skin and could feel the pressure tightening around his head as he gave pleasure to his kinky mother-in-law. It was something special to have her beautiful, big curves to play with and he wholeheartedly went after doing just that.

A hand touched on the back of his head and the pressure suddenly eased when Constance spread her legs. He winced when his hair was grabbed to pull him up and their eyes met as he slid his tongue around his lips.

“You like that?” Constance asked.

“So much,” Henry replied.

His gaze slid to the way her protruding lips gaped open now and he pulled against the grip in his hair. He wasn’t allowed to duck his head back to her pussy though. 

“Lie down,” Constance ordered.

Henry scrambled onto the bed and got himself stretched across the covers. Constance pushed herself up to her knees, so she could straddle his waist. She then sat down on his groin and started to roll her hips.

“Are you going to get hard again for me?” she asked. “I’ll give you something better than my tits if you do.”

Henry got his hands on her thighs, so he could brush fingertips on the nylon stocking tops. He could feel the arousal returning to his body. It made his cock twitch, but he knew it would be a while before his power returned. Not that it mattered. He wanted to worship her body and Constance was going to take advantage of that to have her own fun before he got to fuck more than her tits.

Her movements became more forceful and he could feel the soft, pudginess of her mound grinding down onto his cock. It was something special. He grabbed hold of the covers as he tensed his muscles to push up against her weight and his body started to shake. His gaze fixed on her cum-stained chest and there were no complaints when he lifted his hands to get them on her tits.

It allowed him to grope roughly and her hands came over his to encourage him to more, so he sank his fingers deeper into her flesh. His gaze never left what he was doing until his touch was pulled away.

“I know what you want,” Constance said as she rose up to her knees.

She started to shuffle up the bed and Henry was caught in a building anticipation as he waited for her to get right over his face. When she did, she got a hand between her thighs and used her fingers to spread chubby folds of skin wide to put her pussy on display in all its beautiful glory. A squealing gasp burst from her lips when his head darted up.

He lapped at the pretty, glistening pink before sliding his tongue inside. Constance got her fingers to her clitoris and began to circle them on the erect bud as she reveled in the dirty delight of being licked out by an enthusiastic younger man. Henry let out a gasping breath when his head finally dropped back to the pillow and he watched as she got her fingertips to her slick pussy entrance.

“Is it a turn on watching big girls play?” she asked, but didn’t wait for an answer before sliding her fingers inside.

She got them soaked before pulling them out to wipe the stickiness across Henry’s lips. He grabbed her hand to hold it in place as he sucked her fingers clean.

“I love watching,” he said in a breathless voice when he let her hand go.

Constance let out a throaty chuckle when she got her fingers back to her swollen lips. Her thigh muscles began to spasm as she stroked touches on her sensitive skin and her mouth opened wide when she began to tease and torment her swollen clitoris again. The pulsing throb behind it grew stronger to make her groan, but she got more when Henry lifted his head. He licked at her fingers, but he started rasping his tongue across her clitoris when she pulled her hand away.

“Yes…, yes, keep doing that,” she urged him.

The swell of hot pleasure started to take over her body and she could feel the knot of tension gripping hold in her belly. Her hips rotated as she shouted encouragement, but she finally forced herself down on him.

Henry closed his eyes as he was smothered between her thick, sweaty thighs. He flickered his tongue at her pussy lips to slide it back inside as she started to grind down onto his mouth. The thrill of being used so savagely by a big, beautiful woman brought his fantasies to life and he worked frantically to give her the pleasure she craved.

There was no getting a breath as he forced his tongue deeper to lap at soft, slippery skin. He could feel the arousal having an effect, but it was no surprise that he was getting hard so soon after shooting a load between big tits. The moment was sheer heaven.

Constance piled the pressure down on him to engulf his face in the smooth, sweaty flesh of her chunky thighs and the scent of her arousal filled his nostrils as he forced his head up to drive his stiff tongue into the velvety depths of her pussy.

Her rugged, squirming movements became ever more aggressive as she chased a climax. She got fingers back to her clitoris and made it pop fully out of its hood, so she could ravage it. The climb towards a high gathered momentum and she was edging an orgasm by the time she pulled her hand away. Her hips began to judder as she tried to stretch the moment out for as long as she could, but the licking inside was finally too much.

The tension took a tighter grip on her body in the final seconds until the knot in her belly broke. She let out a desperate cry as she was engulfed in the hot rush of an intense orgasm and she closed her eyes tightly while she rode the rippling waves of pleasure all the way up to their peak. Her muscles stiffened again in a second of absolute ecstasy before she melted in a flurry of shudders.

Her breath came out in harsh gasps as she leaned forward to slap her palms down on the bed. The licking inside didn’t stop, but she heard Henry sucking in heavy breaths when she raised her hips to bring the oral sex to an end. His chest heaved as he tried to recover his composure. He lifted a hand to wipe it across his mouth as he stared at the gaping pussy right above his face.

Constance waited a few seconds to regain some strength before shuffling back down her younger lover’s body. Their eyes met, but nothing was said. When she straddled his waist, she dropped down and let out a breathless laugh.

“You must really like me,” she said as she slapped her hands down on his chest.

The slow swiveling of her hips pressed her fleshy mound down onto his swelling erection and it brought more life back to it.

“Didn’t take you fucking long, did it?” she teased him when she buckled her elbows to lean forward.

She squirmed into position to get her lips on his and tasted herself. Her heavy breasts crushed down on his chest and she felt his hands slide around her body to grope her ass cheeks.

Things weren’t over and they both knew it when the kiss ended. There was no need for anything to be said. Constance kept her weight pressed down on his muscular torso to let him grope her ass and she let out a despairing squeal of delight when his fingers slipped between her cheeks. It made her wriggle around, but she made no attempt to stop the touch as it found her asshole.

“Have you ever?” she asked.

Henry didn’t need the question explained. She wanted to know if he’d tried anal and he was only too happy to admit the truth.

“Yes.”

“My ex-husband never wanted to,” Constance replied. “But I’ve found the delights of it since we split up.”

The words encouraged Henry on to wiggle his finger harder, but it was too dry. He dragged his hand to his face and sucked a finger into his mouth to get it soaked in spit. Constance knew only too well what it was for. She kept herself pressed down on his body and it gave him the permission he wanted.

He got his hand back to her ass and she could feel the throb of his erection growing stronger still when he wiggled his finger back between her cheeks. The slippery coating of spit helped it ease past the clenched tightness of her asshole this time and she groaned when she felt the pulsing contractions of her muscles.

She pressed her mouth against Henry’s skin to muffle the sound of her enjoyment as his wet finger slipped in and out of her asshole. The feel of the forbidden touch excited her and she wanted more. She squirmed around on hard cock until it felt fully erect then moved aside to make his finger slide out of her asshole.

“Get it wetter,” she said before lying down onto her belly.

Henry didn’t need to be told twice. He straddled the back of her thighs in an instant and sat down to press his hard cock into the crease of her ass.

“Get it wetter,” Constance urged to get what she wanted.

Henry brushed her hair aside when he leaned down and she grasped at the covers when she felt the kiss on the nape of her neck. Pressing her face into the covers muffled the sound of her moans now and she started to tremble when she felt a lick slowly teasing down her spine.

She needed to turn her head to the side to catch a breath when the touch reached the crease of her ass. There was no stifling the sound of a gasping grunt when fingers sank into her butt cheeks to spread them. It exposed her tightly puckered hole to the delicious torment of Henry’s tongue. He rasped lick after lick across puckered skin, but finally got his mouth right over asshole to let spit drop on it then rubbed the lubrication in.

Constance felt her tight sphincter muscles being violated again and her hips pressed down hard onto the mattress when a slippery finger eased inside. This time it fucked knuckle deep and she let out a gasping shriek when she was spanked. Her asshole clamped around the penetration to leave her reeling, but she let Henry play his kinky game. He started to finger fuck her asshole and she shuddered when the moment came to an end.

“Lie down,” she said when she pushed herself up.

Henry threw himself onto his back. His legs were shoved apart, with Constance dropping in between them on her belly. He grabbed at a pillow to prop his head up, so he could watch her take hold of his erection to make it stand up straight from his groin. She gripped tightly around the base as she started to sweep her tongue up the rest of the length.

It made his buttocks clench and his knuckles went white when he gripped the covers tightly. The eye contact he got when she began to roll her tongue around the head made things even better. It was the sort of action that would usually have brought his excitement to the boil quickly, but he’d already emptied his balls and there was no need to worry about losing control.

Constance eventually pressed her lips right on the tip to let spit dribble out. Her hand came up to work the lubrication in and the stroking of her fingers made his hips judder. The sound of her mischievous chuckle thrilled him all the more and she let more saliva spill out before lifting her head.

“Hmm…,” she said. “Not quite ready yet.”

She pushed herself up to all fours and crawled forward. When her hips were over his, she reached between her thighs to grab his cock and he knew she was about to do more than sit down on the hardness now. She was going to take it deep and shivers ran through him when he felt the tip being stroked along her pussy lips.

“Want it?” she asked teasingly.

Henry stared at the pretty face of his mother-in-law. He’d never had any idea that she was so kinky, but it was being revealed to him now and he was savoring every moment of it.

“Yes…, fuck yes,” he let out in a rush of breath.

He tensed when he felt the head of his cock slide inside the soft, slick warmth of her pussy. His muscles strained as he waited for her to let go. The second she did, he jabbed his hips up as she dropped down and it fucked his full length inside. Her weight crashed him back to the bed and he groaned when her hands slapped down on his torso. She started to rock her hips immediately and he tried to shove his groin up.

“Bad boy,” she said in a hoarse voice. “Is this any way to treat your mother-in-law?” Her sniggering laugh showed she didn’t want an answer and she sank her nails into his chest muscles as her movements became more aggressive.

The flutter of pain made Henry gasp, but it made the pleasure all the better. The throbbing pulse of hot blood grew stronger when Constance started to ride his cock. It made her voluptuous ass slap on his groin as she drove herself down onto his erection. Her tits started to bounce, so he reached out to grab hold and mauled her soft flesh.

His eyes never left hers as she used him as her fuck toy and it was clear she was in thrall to being so bad. She threw herself down with a growing longing as she chased another climax and he was easily able to hold himself back to let her go as hard as she wanted. It pounded his cock into her wet cunt while her thick thighs hammered down on him to make the slapping sound of naked, sweaty skin coming together fill the bedroom.

“Fuck,” she groaned when she finally slowed to a stop.

He got his hands to her hips when she sat on him to hold the full length of his stiff shaft inside her pussy and the juddering contractions of his muscles made them quiver as he tried to force his groin up. She didn’t stop grinding down onto him and he sank his fingers into her flesh to hold on as his excitement grew.

“Are you going to take me hard?” she asked.

“Anything you want,” Henry replied in a strained voice.

The roiling movement of her chubby thighs pressed him down into the mattress and he watched as she got her fingers to her clitoris again. Her hips began to judder relentlessly as she played with herself and he got his hands back to her big tits.

“Yes,” she groaned and closed her eyes.

He gripped hold roughly to rub his thumbs across her stiff nipples and her shouts of yes grew louder as she tried to take herself to the edge again.

“Do it…, do it,” she cried out when she pulled herself up to get off him.

She scrambled onto all fours beside him and dropped her face to the covers. Henry leapt up in a hurry to get on his knees behind her and took a second to enjoy the sight of her luscious ass cheeks. He couldn’t resist and heard the squeal of protest when he cracked his hand on her buttocks. She was giving herself to him to use though and he ignored her cries to spank her again.

There was no doubt it was exciting her when she got a hand between her thighs to roughly tease her clitoris. It made her body shake as Henry shuffled forward to force his throbbing shaft into the crease of her ass, so he could hump against her. She pulled her hand from between her thighs to reach back to grab her ass cheek.

Henry moved back immediately to take in the delicious sight of her puckered hole. A whimpering groan spilled from Constance’s lips when fingertips brushed across her asshole. She pressed her face harder into the covers and it allowed her to get both hands to her chubby bottom.

Pulling hard on her cheeks spread them wide and got her exactly what she wanted when the tip of Henry’s erection settled in place against her asshole. The slowly increasing pressure made her thigh muscles spasms and she sank her fingers deeper into her flesh to help spread herself open when her pulsing sphincter began to gape. The feel of the hardness slipping inside gave her the shakes even worse and she started to beg for his full length.

Henry slid his hand to just below the head of his cock to force it onto asshole and it was his groan that rang out when he broke the resistance holding him back. Suddenly, his erection slipped into the soft tightness and he eased his hips forward to slide deeper inside.

Constance let go of her ass cheeks to grab hold of the covers as she got what she craved. Henry’s groin smacked against her butt when he jabbed his hips forward to drive every hard inch of his erection into asshole. His head rocked back as he reveled in just how deliciously perfect the moment was.

He finally looked down to the way asshole gripped around his shaft and couldn’t resist again. Constance’s muffled cry rang out when he cracked his palm on her ass, but there were no protests from her this time. The hot pleasure of her muscles pulsing around hard cock mixed with the stinging pain of the spank and she groaned when Henry’s palm landed on her naked skin again.

“Wait for me,” she let out in a gasping voice when she got her hand back between her thighs.

The pulsing throb was there behind her swollen clitoris when she started to ravage it with her fingertips. Her muscles pulsed to make her asshole grip tighter around hard flesh and she knew she was going to climax again. She pushed hard to take herself to the edge and shouted for Henry to fuck her when she was teetering on the cusp of orgasm.

Sliding her fingers to her slick pussy entrance, she drove them knuckle-deep inside as he leaned forward to get his hands around her body. He grabbed hold of her hanging tits as the orgasm broke hard inside her. It engulfed her in a flurry of shudders as the pleasure burned through her veins.

She held her fingers deep inside her pussy as Henry began to thrust and he didn’t hold back. The hard, pumping action of his hips drilled his thick erection into her asshole as he unleashed his lust on her in a frantic onslaught that crashed his body against her naked butt. His fingers dug into her flesh as he gripped tighter to pull himself onto her even more forcefully as a hunger for another release became his world.

Constance pushed back to slap her ass against his hammering thrusts as she was caught up in hot, churning emotions. The feel of her asshole being savagely stretched by thick cock as she held her fingers deep inside her quivering pussy was deliciously wicked and she tried to hold on to the moment for as long as she could.

“Give it to me,” she urged in a gasping voice when she finally pulled her fingers out.

She buried her face in the covers and kept shoving her ass back as Henry used her chubby curves to take himself all the way until the building tension in his groin finally exploded. She winced at the way his fingers squeezed her tits as he gave in to primal urges. Their bodies locked together as one as he let go with gushing spurts that left his guts feeling as if they were being ripped out.

His hips kept bucking against her, with each jerk of his body sending another hot blast of cum deep into her asshole. It left her shaking almost uncontrollably as her excitement stretched out, but his movements eventually began to die away in the final throes of his climax and he slumped forward onto her.

She collapsed down to the bed, with Henry following to keep his still-throbbing erection buried inside her. Closing her eyes, she let the shuddering afterglow wash over her and it was only when the power drained from her younger lover’s erection that he moved to the side to lie beside her. She rolled onto her back and reached out to curl her fingers around his softening cock. There was quiet for a few seconds before he broke it.

“I’m going all the way to fucking hell for this,” he said and turned his head to look at his big, beautiful mother-in-law.

“Uh-huh,” Constance agreed with a wicked smile as she squeezed his cock. “Me too and it’s going to be one hell of a ride getting there.”


Creamy Relief

The ache was there in Arlene’s breasts when she woke and her lips tightened together as she deliberately jabbed her elbow into her boyfriend’s side.

“What…, what?” Darren muttered in a drowsy voice as his night of sleep came to an abrupt end.

“Sorry, accident,” Arlene said and a sly smile flashed across her face.

All she’d wanted was to give him a moment of discomfort. It was nothing in comparison to what he’d given her and she pulled back the covers to see the damp patches on her nightgown. She lifted a hand to wipe it across her forehead and let out a sigh. Not for the first time in the last few months, she silently took her boyfriend’s name in vain because he’d knocked her up.

She couldn’t really put all the blame on him though. It did take two to tango, but he was the one who talked her into seeing things through when she realized she’d fallen pregnant. She thought she was too young to have a kid. If it had been up to her, she would have waited a few more years before having children to put her energies into building her career as a college lecturer first.

It was too late for that now though and her body was going through changes that were something of a frustration to her. The milk coming in was one of the worst. Well, as far as she was concerned it was and she let out another sigh as she returned her attention to the damp patches on her nightgown before looking at the clock on the bedside table.

“Time to get up,” she said and dug her elbow into Darren’s side again.

He mumbled a complaint then pulled the covers over his head and stayed where he was. His flexible working hours meant he was in a less of a rush to give up the warmth of the bed, but Arlene had little choice in the matter. If she wanted to be on time for her first class of the day, she needed to get moving. She put a hand on her extended belly as she walked through to the bathroom. The first thing she did was brush her teeth and that got her a sight of herself in the mirror over the sink.

“Looking good, Arlene,” she said in a downcast tone and put her free hand on her belly again.

She suspected her changed appearance was the reason Darren had barely touched her in recent weeks and that was another frustration. It wasn’t as if her sex drive disappeared because of the pregnancy, but it was her boyfriend who seemed completely uninterested in making love and his excuses were starting to get on her nerves. She tried to clear the thoughts from her head when she finished brushing her teeth and rinsed out her mouth.

Turning away from the sink, she stripped off her nightgown and yawned as she walked over to the shower cubicle. She slid the door open to move inside, but stayed out from under the showerhead when she switched on the water. It wasn’t until she got the temperature just right that she stepped below the jets and turned her face up to them. She stayed like that for a few seconds before slicking the hair back from her forehead.

She then reached for the shower cream and poured some in her hand to start washing herself. A quiet curse spilled from her mouth when she worked the soap into her breasts. They felt bigger than ever and she glanced down when she cupped her fingers around them. It brought home how sensitive they were becoming and she was aware of the ache again. There was nothing she could do about it though. She slid her hands lower to carry on washing herself before tilting her face up to the water again to let it rinse the soapy lather from her body.

She finally got out to dry herself then walked back through to the bedroom. The flare of jealousy welled up when she caught sight of Darren snuggled comfortably under the covers, but she brushed it aside quickly as she moved to the wardrobe to get the clothes she’d wear that day. The bra she’d bought the week before was already starting to feel tight on her and it was another sign of how the milk was making her breasts swell. There was no getting comfortable, so she finally gave up trying and finished getting dressed.

A scowl spread across her face when she checked her appearance. Her blouse was stretched so tightly across her chest that the buttons looked fit to pop and there were gaps giving glimpses to her bra below.

“Shit,” she muttered under her breath as she adjusted the material to get it looking as good as she could.

The sound of movement made her glance over her shoulder and she saw Darren raising his arm as he yawned. He was paying her no attention though and it irked her.

“Get up,” she said when she moved towards the bed.

He was too slow in reacting and she yanked the covers off him before he got the chance to stop her. She sniggered when she saw the way his pajama bottoms were being bulged out by morning wood.

“Been dreaming about me?” she joked as she sat down on the edge of the bed.

It was the first time she’d seen him hard in weeks and she grabbed hold of his erection through the pajamas.

“You should use this on me,” she said as she squeezed her fingers tightly around hard flesh.

“Come on, you’re pregnant,” he replied. “I don’t want…”

“So,” Arlene interrupted. “The books I’ve read say it’s safe to have sex.”

“We can make love all you want after the baby is born,” he told her and snatched her hand to pull it away.

“I want it now,” she complained.

Her lips tightened together when he rolled to the other side of the bed to get up. The flush of excitement at touching his stiff cock was there, but there was nothing she could do about it as he headed for the bathroom.

“I’ll be home late tonight,” she said when she got to her feet.

Darren came to a stop and turned.

“Staff meeting?” he asked.

“No, I got some extra work,” she replied. “The parents of one of my students want me to tutor him. They offered decent money, so it was too good to turn down. I’ll be doing it twice a week for an hour and their home is close to the college, so it’s no hardship to get there”

“You don’t want to tire yourself out,” Darren said.

“I’ll be fine,” Arlene replied and couldn’t resist the cheeky comment. “Think of me when you’re finishing that off.”

He looked down to the way his erection pushed out the material at his groin, but said nothing as he turned away to carry on walking towards the bathroom door.

Arlene left the bedroom and headed to the kitchen to make herself some toast. When she finished eating, she went in the lounge to collect what she needed for the day then moved to the front door of the apartment.

“Remember I’ll be home later,” she yelled.

“Yeah, have a good day,” Darren shouted back.

She opened the door to leave and made her way to the bus stop at the end of the street. It got her journey underway and it came to an end when the bus reached the stop at the college gates. She got off then headed for her office and was aware of the gazes coming towards her from some of the students she passed. It was something she’d noticed more in recent weeks as her breasts swelled in size. There was an embarrassment to it although she couldn’t pretend she hated the attention and it was clear there were plenty of boys and girls that liked the sight of big tits.

It was just a pity her boyfriend didn’t feel the same way. He seemed uninterested in taking advantage of her bigger breasts and the thought of that brought back the frustration. When she reached her office, she locked herself inside and sat down at the desk. Closing her eyes, she tried to clear her mind as she meditated for a short while before getting on with the preparations for her first lesson.

As the time approached nine, she gathered what she needed and left her office to walk to the lecture theater. The class was already assembling and she was again aware of gazes on her as she walked to the front of the large room. She waited until the clock on the wall showed exactly nine o’clock before raising her voice to catch the attention of the students and it got a busy day underway.

Her last class ended at five and she found herself wondering if it had been such a smart move to take on extra work. She returned to her office to sit for a while, but there was no getting comfortable. The straps of her bra cut into her flesh and the ache in her breasts was more noticeable than ever.

There was no choice but to get going when the time approached five thirty and she picked up her bag to leave the office. The short walk got her to a large house on a nearby street and she rang the doorbell. She expected that Elijah’s mother or father would open the door to greet her on her first visit, but it was the boy she’d be tutoring who came into sight.

“Hi, Miss Clark,” he said. “Come on in.”

“Are your parents here?” Arlene asked as she walked inside.

“No,” Elijah replied. “They don’t usually get home from work until after seven thirty. Is that a problem?”

“No…, no, not at all,” she replied. “It’s you I’m here to see. Where will we be doing the work?”

“We can use my father’s study,” Elijah said.

He closed the door, but didn’t move and Arlene was aware of the way he towered over her. She glanced up and caught the way he averted his gaze from her chest.

“It’s, umm…, this way,” he stammered and turned away to start walking along the hallway.

A smile played on Arlene’s lips when she followed and she let her gaze slide down to the way denim stretched across taut buttocks. She knew she shouldn’t be ogling a student, but there was no harm in it and Elijah certainly had an impressive physique.

When they moved inside the small study, she focused her attention on work and made Elijah sit at the desk to start the session. They were around twenty minutes into it when she got him doing an exercise then moved across to the window to look outside while she waited for him to finish. She could feel the straps of her bra cutting into her flesh all the more and tried to adjust them as she stared out into the garden. A question broke the quiet in the room and it had nothing to do with studying.

“Do they hurt?”

A frown creased Arlene’s brow as she dropped her hand away from her chest and she saw the flush of red on a handsome face when she turned around. The silence seemed to unnerve Elijah.

“Sorry, I shouldn’t have asked,” he blurted out and dropped his gaze back to the exercise he was trying to complete.

Arlene wasn’t sure she should answer his question, but something made her do it anyway.

“Yes, they ache.”

There was a look of surprise on Elijah’s face when he lifted his gaze.

“That’s what my ex-girlfriend’s sister said.”

“She was pregnant, I take it,” Arlene replied.

Elijah nodded his head.

“She wasn’t shy about saying things,” he went on and paused for a second before speaking again. “She told me the only way she got some relief was by the milk being suckled.”

It was Arlene’s expression that showed surprise now. A discussion about milk-filled breasts was the last thing she expected when she walked through the door of the large house. She knew she should probably end it and get back to the business in hand, but she found herself intrigued by Elijah’s apparent interest. It made her stroke a hand over her large belly before she spoke.

“I’ve got a few weeks left before any milk gets suckled,” she said.

Elijah wiped the back of his hand across his mouth and the way he shuffled around on the seat was an indication of his apprehension. He cleared his throat before speaking again.

“What she told me about was before the baby was born.”

Arlene narrowed her eyes as she stepped away from the window.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

Nerves seemed to get the better of Elijah.

“No, it doesn’t matter,” he said.

Arlene stepped closer to the desk, but Elijah’s gaze was now fixed on the papers in front of him.

“Tell me,” she said.

He grimaced as he lifted his head, but he avoided any eye contact and it was a few seconds before he said anything.

“Well, she told me that her, uh…, boyfriend helped her. She said it was him that suckled her in the lead up to the baby being born to take the milk and help ease the ache.”

There was no missing the note of excitement in the way he said the words and Arlene felt her curiosity growing.

“Did she say it helped?” she asked.

Elijah nodded.

“Yeah,” he answered. “She said it gave her relief for a while.”

Arlene caught the way he looked at her breasts and it suddenly dawned on her why he brought the subject up. The slight flush of arousal she felt came as a shock although she realized it was down to the sexual frustration of the last few weeks. Not getting any was making her horny. She knew it would be wrong of her to act on it, but the urge to do so was there.

“My boyfriend would never do that,” she said.

Elijah wiped his hand across his mouth as his gaze flitted to her breasts again. She knew what was on his mind and it came as no surprise when he finally said the words.

“I could help.”

She remembered squeezing her fingers around her boyfriend’s hard cock that very morning. She’d wanted to do more, but he’d rolled away to stop her. There was no doubt in her mind that the student in front of her was sporting a boner already. More than that, he definitely wouldn’t stop her if she gave him the fantasy he so obviously wanted. Cheating on Darren wasn’t something she’d ever considered, but the opportunity was there to get what he wasn’t giving her.

“You like the idea of suckling breasts filled with milk?” she asked.

The flush of red became more apparent on Elijah’s cheeks.

“Hearing my ex-girlfriend’s sister talking about it gave me fantasies,” he admitted. “Would you let me?”

Arlene was all too aware of the prickle of heat between her thighs. She sucked in heavy breaths as she stared at a handsome face and muscular body. It brought on a stronger longing for some relief of the ache, but it would only be the start. A touch on her breasts would spark the arousal she was already feeling to more and she knew she’d get carried away.

“I promise I won’t tell anyone,” Elijah said.

Arlene slid her tongue around her lips.

“Your parents,” she said.

“I told you,” Elijah replied. “They never get home until after seven thirty.”

He got to his feet and Arlene saw the hardness of a stiff cock showing through the tight denim. It made her think of when she grabbed her boyfriend’s erection earlier in the day and the hunger to touch hard flesh grew stronger.

“Shit,” she muttered under her breath as she gave in to the craving. “We can’t do it here.”

“There’s a downstairs bathroom,” Elijah said as he moved around the desk. He walked across to the door and looked back when he opened it.

Arlene hesitated as doubts pierced her excitement, but she couldn’t stop herself. As soon as she moved, Elijah walked out of the door and she followed him along the hallway. He walked inside the small bathroom then waited until she was inside before closing the door and locking it.

“Your parents better not come home,” Arlene said.

“They won’t,” Elijah replied.

Arlene sucked in a deep breath before going on.

“Then show me.”

He immediately reached for the zipper of his jeans, but she wanted to see more than just his erection.

“No,” she said. “Take off everything.”

She glanced over her shoulder before moving back to lean against the wall. Her gaze settled on Elijah as he pulled his top up to reveal a strapping physique. He dropped the t-shirt on the floor before kicking off his trainers and kneeling down to remove his socks. The urgency he showed to get naked was a turn on, but she made him stop when he kicked away his jeans.

“Let me take the boxer shorts down,” she said.

He was quick to move across the room to stand in front of her and she immediately grasped his erection through the thin material. The hardness of youth excited her and she squeezed hard to feel the throb of hot blood.

“Can I undo some buttons?” Elijah asked.

She released her grip on his erection to drag his underwear down and felt the rush of excitement as she got her first sight of his rigidly erect cock. He kicked away his boxer shorts when they slid to his ankles and Arlene was quick to grab hold again.

“Now you can do it,” she said as she squeezed her fingers tightly around throbbing flesh.

She could see the way his hands trembled as he reached out and his fumbling touch loosened a couple of buttons to reveal her cleavage. A shudder rippled through her when he brushed his fingers on her naked skin and the fiercer pulsing of his erection showed she wasn’t the only one getting massively turned on.

“They’re beautiful,” Elijah said.

Arlene loosened her grip on his cock and made him move back a little, so she could watch what she was doing when she stroked her fingers up and down. Bulging veins stood out on hard flesh and she could see that Elijah’s erection was bigger than her boyfriend’s.

“That’s gorgeous,” she said and smirked.

The way it stood straight up was perfect and there was no missing the little bead of pre-cum that appeared as she continued to stroke her fingers along an impressive length. She ran them up to clamp them in place just below the head and brushed a touch through the sticky droplet. The sound of an excited groan made her squirm and she could feel the slick wetness of her arousal.

A glance down showed more buttons being undone and she waited until the last one was loosened before releasing her grip on cock. She pulled her blouse out from her skirt and shrugged the material from her shoulders to let it slip down her arms.

“Loosen my bra,” she said and turned around.

It took Elijah a few seconds to manage it and Arlene grabbed at her bra to pull it off. Her excitement climbed as she turned to the sight of eyes opening wide.

“Make the milk come out,” Elijah said.

“Wait, I need to get my skirt off,” Arlene said.

She loosened the buttons at her hip to make the skirt slide down her legs and kicked it away. Lifting her hands to her breasts, she cupped fingers around them and felt the ache when she squeezed gently. The droplets of white appeared immediately and she gasped when Elijah leaned in to sweep his tongue across her nipples.

She let out a hissed curse and clamped her lips together as the swell of pleasure erupted. A hand touched on her extended belly, but it in no way put off Elijah as he waited for the next drops of milk to show. His tongue swept across Arlene’s nipples again to take the creamy white and there was an excitement to feeling the pink buds stiffening.

“Take more,” Arlene urged and gripped her breasts tighter to offer them up to her naughty student.

Elijah didn’t need to be told twice. He leaned in and brushed a touch across a nipple to make it stiffen more before wrapping his lips around it. A flood of milk gushed into his mouth when he started to suckle and his excitement leapt as his fantasy came to life. It was even better than he imagined and his erection throbbed harder as he pushed his head forward. The warm liquid began to spill over his bottom lip, but it didn’t stop him and he sucked harder to get more.

The burst of relief made Arlene’s mouth open wide as her head rocked back and she began to tremble. She released the grip on her breasts to get hands to the nape of Elijah’s neck and brushed her fingers into his hair to cling on as he continued to suckle her like a baby. The delicious sensation of the milk flowing made a groan come out and she could feel the ache in her breast melting away.

Elijah let out a gasp when he moved his head back. His gaze fixed on the drops of white that continued to leak out then trickle across smooth skin. The sight of them excited him even more and he licked at them as he sucked in air. It wasn’t long before the grip on his hair tightened to pull his head across Arlene’s chest and there was no mistaking the note of gratification in her voice.

“The other one…, do the other one.”

Her groan was loud when he latched his lips onto her leaking teat and he started sucking straight away to get the milk gushing again. He swallowed as much as he could, but backed off when it began to spill over his bottom lip.

“Does it feel better?” he asked.

“Yes,” Arlene said in a rush of breath. “Keep doing it.”

Elijah looked down to the white on the floor.

“Go in the shower cubicle,” he said. “It’ll be easier to clean up afterwards.”

Arlene nodded her head and stepped into the small space after him when he slid the door open. She saw the stool in the corner and grabbed for it to take the weight off her feet. Elijah dropped down to his knees and she spread her legs open to invite in between. She saw his gaze fix on her panties and there was no hiding the dark patch on the material. It showed she was getting more than relief, but she grabbed his hair to bring his mouth back to her naked breasts.

She let out a whimper of delight as he began to suckle her again and she dragged his head from side to side to use him for the relief she craved. It was something more she started to feel as the ache in her breasts receded and the touch of his lips made a stronger prickle of heat erupt between her thighs. When she finally dragged his head back, he let milk spill from his mouth to soak her breasts and there was no doubt it was deliberate.

“Bad boy,” she said and released her grip on his hair.

She looked around and caught sight of the empty soap dish on the shelf, so reached out to get it. Her breath rasped out and she couldn’t quite believe what was on the tip of her tongue, but she forced herself to say it.

“Fill it with milk.”

She gasped when Elijah’s mouth wrapped around a nipple again and she put the plastic container under his chin to catch the milk he let run over his bottom lip. Pushing his head back, she lifted the dish and caught his gaze as she slowly tipped the creamy white over her chest. There was no missing the hushed curse he let out as he watched and she glanced down to his erection. The urge to take things further was one she couldn’t resist and she made him fill the dish again.

“Stand up,” she said afterwards.

Elijah couldn’t believe his luck and wasted no time in scrambling to his feet. It was him that let out a whimper now when the dish was brought to the head of his cock.

“No fucking way,” he blurted out

Arlene looked up to see the excitement on his face and knew he wanted it. She curled the fingers of her free hand loosely around his stiff shaft then slowly let some of the warm milk spill from the dish.

Elijah slapped his hands against the wall as his legs weakened. He really was living a fantasy as his pregnant tutor gave him more than he could have ever imagined. His head rocked back when fingers began to stroke along his milk-soaked erection and he could feel his knees threatening to buckle.

He caught sight of the dish being lifted, but Arlene didn’t spill any more of the milk. There was a smirk on her face when she looked up. She knew she was being bad, but she couldn’t stop herself.

“Do you want to fuck them?” she asked.

Elijah’s eyes opened wide when the grip on his erection was released. There was no hesitation as he shoved his groin forward to press his cock into Arlene’s cleavage and he sank his fingers into soft flesh to squash it around his throbbing length. It was the moment milk began to spill over pendulous breasts and he couldn’t contain his lust. He started to thrust into a drenched cleavage as his excitement spiraled higher.

Arlene finished pouring the milk and dropped the container on the floor. She wrapped her hands around Elijah’s waist to sink her fingernails into his taut buttocks and it got her more as she looked down to the way her breasts were being bounced around. The sound of loud groans reverberating around the small space grew desperate and it prompted her to push her young lover back.

“Not yet,” she said and spread her legs wider.

It was an invitation Elijah willingly accepted and he dropped back to his knees. Leaning in, he latched onto a dripping teat to get milk flowing again although he drank none of it. Instead, he let a torrent of white run down between Arlene’s spread thighs to soak her panties. She pushed on his head to make him kiss down her milky-wet body and she let out a gasping groan when she got the lapping touch she wanted on her panties.

She grabbed Elijah’s hair to hold him in place and shuffled forward to grind herself against his mouth. His tongue continued to pleasure her as he went after the taste of both milk and pussy. A rushing pulse of pleasure swept through her body and made her actions all the more frantic as she gave in to an irresistible longing. It spurred her on to be naughtier still to rid herself of the sexual frustrations of the previous few weeks.

“Stand up,” she said when she pulled Elijah’s head back.

It was only when Arlene did the same that he realized he was about to get even more than he could have hoped for.

“Sit,” Arlene instructed.

He was quick to do it and she moved forward to straddle his legs. Her belly made it awkward, but she wasn’t about to miss out on what she craved.

“Fuck…, fuck,” Elijah gasped as he put his hands on her hips to help.

He looked down to the sight of soaking wet panties being pulled to the side and he reacted when he heard the words.

“Hold it steady for me.”

He brought a hand to his erection and clasped his fingers around it. His mouth opened wide when wet pussy lips rubbed on the thick head of his cock to make it slide between slick folds of skin.

Arlene groaned as she slowly lowered herself until she’d taken his full length. She grabbed hold of his shoulders and started to rock her body. The feel of her slick vaginal walls rippling around hard flesh as she forced herself onto it left her gasping for breath. After a few seconds, she slid her hands down to her breasts and offered them up. Her mouth opened wide when lips wrapped around a puffy nipple to start sucking.

There was only one thought on Elijah’s mind and he let the milk slide over his bottom lip to run down Arlene’s body. He could feel the warmth of it on the base of his cock and balls as she continued to squirm around on him. She dropped a hand down to get fingers to her clit and her movements became more frantic as she chased what she wanted. It still wasn’t enough though and she forced herself back to her feet.

“Get up,” she said and pulled her panties down.

It was all she needed to say and Elijah was quick to move behind her naked butt when she placed her hands on the stool to bend forward. She balanced herself on one to get the other between her thighs and felt the rush of exhilaration when she grabbed hold of a raging erection to lead the head to her slick opening.

The thrill of being bad for a younger man made her legs tremble and she let go when hard cock fucked into her. It allowed her to get her fingers back to her clit and she punished the erect bud roughly as Elijah’s hands sank into her hips. His grinding moments quickly turned to thrusts and his muscular midriff crashed against her butt as he threw himself at her.

The lactation play had built his excitement towards fever pitch and the fact that he didn’t hold back because she was pregnant excited Arlene all the more. She kept the pressure on her clitoris with circling touches as the frantic thrusts of her excited student took her all the way.

She pulled her hand from between her thighs as the tingling ripples of heat brought a tension to her body. It stiffened her muscles for a brief instant before fierce contractions tightened her pussy around a still-thrusting erection to send a burning rush of pleasure through her veins. Her mouth gaped wide as she succumbed to the hot shudders of bliss that left her shaking and breathless when the orgasm climbed to a peak.

“Finish it,” she gasped as she reveled in the moment.

Elijah’s fingers sank into her hips as he pounded his cock into her wet cunt in a relentless onslaught that he finally couldn’t resist. He fucked his stiff shaft deep to hold it inside as he lost control and his body jerked as the gushing spurts of his seed erupted inside pussy.

His back arched tightly as he forced himself forward to take every last bit of enjoyment from the strong release and it was only when his excitement faded that the tension left his muscles. He slumped forward and couldn’t resist the final delight of sliding his hands up to big breasts to hold on as his erection slowly died away to slip out of pussy.

Arlene felt the slight shame of letting herself get so carried away, but she knew she couldn’t have stopped herself. The ache was gone from her breasts, as were the frustrations of a few weeks without sex.

“We should shower,” she said and bumped her ass against Elijah’s groin to make him back off.

“How many more weeks before you give birth?” he asked.

A smirk played on Arlene’s lips when she turned around to look at him. She knew why he’d asked and saw the flush of red on his cheeks.

“Enough,” she replied.

“So you might need relief when you come to tutor me again.”

“Uh-huh,” she said and suspected she’d give in to the temptation every time she visited the house. “I think I just might.”
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