





Mother In Law



Collection 2



 



 3 Erotic & Taboo Short Stories



 By Penny Rush



 











































































































 Copyright
 
 2023 Penny Rush


All Rights Reserved







 Contents












Sweating Mother in Law





Gaming Mother in Law





Trimming Mother in Law








 Sweating Mother in Law




The sun-drenched porch offered a panoramic view of lush greenery, an idyllic backdrop to what would be my summer sanctuary—my wife’s parents' house. They had money. Far more than I would ever dream of making in my lifetime. Rich folks always made me nervous, and it was especially so with my wife Sophie’s parents. They were from old money, and their daughter had shacked up with a lower middle-class bartender who was paying his way through community college. They must’ve been thrilled.



Leaning against the porch railing, I found myself lost in a daydream. But before I could fully immerse myself in the romantic fantasy playing out in my mind, a voice cut through the air, pulling me back to reality. It was Kitty, Sophie's mom, standing there with an enigmatic smile, radiating a magnetic energy that made my heart skip a beat.



"Enjoying the view, huh?" Kitty quipped, her eyes gleaming mischievously. She had a way of turning even the most casual exchange into a flirtatious game. And oh, how I was keen to play.



"Absolutely," I replied, pretending to play it cool while my insides danced with anticipation. Kitty was more than just a beautiful woman; she exuded an irresistible charm that had me under her spell from the moment we met. There was a flirtatious connection between us that crackled in the air like static electricity whenever our paths crossed.



Closing the distance between us, Kitty leaned in, her voice laced with a hint of mystery. "This summer is going to be wild, trust me," she whispered, her words igniting a fire inside me. What did she have up her sleeve? The suspense was almost too much to handle.



“Wild? That’s a hell of a word,” I replied, curious at her intent.



"You'll see," Kitty replied, flashing her pearly white teeth in a grin. Her words lingered in the air like a challenge, sending a shiver down my spine. My pulse was pounding so hard, I was certain she could hear it.



"I have a feeling it's gonna be unforgettable," I replied, matching her flirty tone. I wasn't usually this bold with women. Maybe it was the prospect of the adventure about to unfold, or the intoxicating effect she had on me. Either way, the words flowed easily from my lips.



Kitty smiled, the corners of her eyes crinkling. She always looked young, despite the fact she must've been well into her fifties. The girlish charm she exuded was striking, and her flawless skin gave her an otherworldly beauty. I hear if you have enough money, you can buy back your youth. But Kitty didn't look like those botox injected "Real Housewives" - She was a natural beauty. Blonde and buxom, with long toned legs. But what drew me in the most was her stunning smile.



I always loved her smile, it was bright and infectious, like sunshine on a cloudy day. But I couldn't help but wonder what would happen when she closed that gap, and our lips met.



"You're gonna be living here this summer, huh? That must be pretty exciting," she asked, taking a sip from the gin and tonic in her hand.



"Yeah, it is. Thank you so much for having us," I said, trying to play it cool. I wasn't usually so eager to please.



"It's no problem. The more the merrier," Kitty said with a smile. She leaned in, her voice softening. "But you're going to have to work."



"Oh yeah? What kind of work?" I asked, cocking an eyebrow.



Kitty turned away, facing the porch railing and placing her drink on the wooden surface.



"How is your backhand?" She asked, her lips curled in a wry grin.



I couldn't help but laugh at her words. Kitty was always so competitive.



"My backhand is pretty good, actually," I replied.



"Oh really?" She said, turning back towards me. "How about we make a little wager?"



I chuckled. I never backed away from a challenge, especially when it came from a beautiful woman.



"Oh? What are you thinking?" I asked.



Kitty grinned, her eyes gleaming mischievously.



"If you can beat me in a game of tennis, I'll take you out for a 5 star dinner, and drinks," she said, looking at me through her long lashes.



"A date?" I said, arching an eyebrow.



Kitty laughed. "Well, if you want to call it that," she said, her lips curling.



"And what if I lose?" I asked, intrigued by the prospect.



"You have to do everything I ask you to do for an entire day."



My mind raced as I considered her words. This sounded more like a dare than a bet. But there was something about the way her eyes were sparkling that left me yearning for more.



"And what exactly would you ask me to do?" I said, feigning doubt.



"Oh, you know...girl stuff. We'll figure that out later," Kitty giggled.



"Fine," I replied with a smirk. "You're on."



***



Under the morning sun, Kitty and I stood on the tennis court, rackets gripped tightly in our hands. There was a competitive glint in her eyes that mirrored my own determination.



"You ready to get schooled, buddy?" Kitty teased, her smile mischievous.



I chuckled, shaking my head. "We'll see about that. Don't underestimate my killer backhand."



With a nod, we positioned ourselves on opposite sides of the net, ready for the clash. The first serve flew across the court, the ball zipping through the air. Our volleys were fast and furious, each shot met with swift returns. The rhythm of our movements intensified as we battled for every point, the sound of grunts and the thud of the ball filling the air.



Back and forth we went, both of us displaying skill and agility. Kitty's shots were precise and calculated, while I relied on my speed and strategic placement. We dove for balls, sliding across the court with reckless abandon, determined to outwit and outplay each other.



With every swing of the racket, the thrill of competition surged through my veins. The game became a dance of anticipation and reaction, each point won or lost fueling our desire to come out on top. There were moments of frustration and exhilaration, laughter and muttered curses, as we pushed each other to our limits.



But amidst the sweat and intensity, there was an undeniable chemistry between us. We cheered each other's brilliant shots and offered words of encouragement when the game didn't go our way. The competitive edge was tempered with a desire to be closer with each other. The scorecard didn’t matter. We were winners either way.



As the match reached its climax, our energy remained unwavering. The final point approached, and with a powerful swing, Kitty sent the ball soaring past me, just out of reach. It landed on my side of the court, marking her victory.



Breathing heavily, I walked over to the net, extending my hand. "Well played, Kitty. You've got some serious skills."



She grinned, accepting the handshake. "You're not too shabby yourself. It was a hell of a match."



“So, I have to do what you say for a whole day?” I laughed.



She giggled, “Only if you want to!”



“I’m at your service, mother-in-law,” I said with flirtatious intent.



Kitty flashed a seductive smile as we made our way off the court, our breaths still heavy with exertion. We walked towards the changing rooms, a comfortable silence enveloping us.



As we entered the change room, I noticed a flicker of vulnerability in Kitty's eyes. It mirrored the emotions swirling inside me—feelings that had grown steadily, but which I had been hesitant to acknowledge. This moment, away from prying eyes, seemed like the perfect opportunity to explore those unspoken desires.



I took a deep breath, the words tumbling out before I had a chance to second-guess myself. "Kitty, can I be honest with you for a moment?"



She turned to face me, her expression curious yet cautious. "Of course, darling. You can always be honest with me."



I leaned against the wall, our eyes locking in a silent understanding. "Since I married Sophie… Since I met you in fact… I've felt something between us. Something more than just friendship or camaraderie. It's like there's an electric current whenever we're together, and it's getting harder to ignore."



A mix of emotions played across Kitty's face—surprise, uncertainty, and a glimmer of hope. "I've felt it too," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "It's like there's a magnetic pull drawing us closer, even when we try to resist it."



I took a step towards her. "Kitty, I don't want to deny what we feel anymore. Life is too short to hold back on something that could be extraordinary." I whispered.



Her eyes searched mine, her walls slowly crumbling. "You're right," she said softly. "We can't keep pretending there's nothing between us."



A surge of courage propelled me forward, my hand reaching out to gently cup her cheek. "Then let's not pretend anymore. Let's see where this connection takes us, Kitty."



She leaned into my touch, her eyes brimming with a mixture of vulnerability and longing. "I want that too, more than anything."



I went for it and our lips met in a tender, passionate kiss. It was a bittersweet blend of fear and excitement, a leap of faith into uncharted territory. And with the subtle taste of mint on her tongue, Kitty melted into me, deepening the kiss as she wrapped her arms around my neck.



It was like we'd been thrown together in a passionate whirlwind, our bodies responding to the electric charge in the air. I felt her heartbeat pounding in time with my own, her warmth radiating through me. My hand explored her soft curves, mapping the contours of her body, tracing her shapely hips and the swell of her breasts. We were both dripping with sweat from our extended tennis match, but it made the moment more visceral. More erotic.



The passion and urgency were intense, like a flash fire ignited between us. She pushed me against the wall, pinning me in place as she returned my kisses with equal fervor. Her touch was bold and daring, her fingertips reaching under my shirt, exploring my skin with urgency and need.



Kitty pulled back from me and licked her lips. "Are you ready to do everything I ask?"



I grinned. "Absolutely."



With a naughty glint in her eyes, she dropped to her knees, her hands quickly grabbing the waistband of my shorts and pulling them to the ground. My cock, rock hard, stood at attention inches from her face. She gazed up at me, a look of determination on her face.



"Put your cock in my mouth," she commanded.



I smirked. "As you wish, mother-in-law."



I leaned against the wall, my heart racing as I watched Kitty's pink tongue dart out and wrap itself around my length. The warm, wet feeling sent a surge of pleasure through my body, igniting the lust that had been building for months. Kitty sucked me into her mouth with practiced skill, her head bobbing up and down with eager motions.



I sat down on the change room bench to better enjoy the moment. Her long blonde hair was splayed out across my thighs, her blue eyes looking up at me with playful intensity. As her lips continued to wrap tightly around my cock, her mouth moved in a rhythmic motion that drove me to the brink of ecstasy.



She slid her hand down to massage my balls, and I could feel them tightening. Her tongue was a thing of beauty, sliding along the sensitive underside of my cock, causing waves of pleasure to radiate through my body.



"Fuck, Kitty. You're gonna make me cum," I said between moans.



"Mmm, yes, cum in my mouth," she moaned, taking me deeper.



"As you wish, mother-in-law." I gasped as I felt the orgasm building. It was a sensation like nothing else, Kitty's lips and tongue teasing my cock, her soft hands massaging my balls. The sensations intensified, and I couldn't hold it back any longer.



"I'M CUMMING!" I moaned, as Kitty took the length of my shaft deep into her throat.



My cock twitched and the first blast of cum erupted into the back of Kitty's mouth.



She moaned softly as I blasted another rope of hot cum onto her tongue.



As the orgasm subsided, she looked up at me and opened her mouth, showing it overflowing with my seed. She took my cock in her hand and slowly stroked it, letting me watch as she swallowed the entire mouthful of cum.



"Mmm, it's so sweet," she purred.



"Thank you, Kitty," I said with a satisfied grin.



She stood up and smiled. "Thank you, darling."



Kitty reached up and pulled my head down, crashing her lips against mine in a kiss that tasted salty from my orgasm. I felt her tongue exploring my mouth, a mix of her taste and mine dancing across my taste buds.



She pulled back and looked me deep in the eyes. "I've been wanting to do that for such a long time."



I smirked. "I've been wanting you to do that for a long time. If only we hadn't waited so long."



She nodded, "Yeah, it would've been more than just a quickie in the changing room."



"What else do you want to do?" I asked.



She grinned mischievously. "Well, there's always the main event."



"Oh yeah? What would that be?" I teased.



Kitty giggled. "We're both so sweaty. We need to shower."



"Oh really?" I said with a grin. "You want to shower with me?"



"Mhm," she replied, moaning seductively.



With that, we took our clothes off. As Kitty pulled her tennis kit from her body, I was stunned by her beauty. Her full breasts stood out, round and perky, with large pink nipples. Her sun was bronzed form the sun but smooth for a woman in her fifties.



"Like what you see?" she purred.



"Oh yeah," I gasped, my eyes moving down her toned stomach to her neatly trimmed blonde pussy. It was so beautiful, I felt myself growing hard again at the sight of it.



Kitty laughed at my reaction, her eyes glancing at my cock. "Why don't you clean me up, darling?"



I didn't need to be asked twice. We walked into the shower area, stepping into one of the private stalls. It was a large, tiled room with showers on all four walls, but we were completely alone.



I turned the water on, letting it run warm before I stepped under the spray. My eyes never left Kitty's as she stepped forward, and I took her hand, placing it in my palm.



"Wash me. I'm so dirty." she said with a naughty grin.



I smirked and nodded. I reached for a bottle of body wash and poured a generous amount onto a my hand, creating a lather between my palms. I brought my hands up and massaged them against Kitty's soft skin, spreading the suds across her shoulders and down her arms. The sensation sent pre-cum drizzling from my cock. The combination of soap, water, and the sight of her beautiful nude body was almost too much to bear.



As I moved my hands lower, Kitty closed her eyes and let out a low moan. Her skin was soft, but my touch was firm. I lathered up her breasts, cupping them in my hands and kneading them gently. I took her nipples between my fingers and playfully pinched them until they were hard. She moaned under my touch as I continued down her body, gently caressing her stomach.



"Mmm, it feels so good, sweetie," she purred.



My hand descended further, touching her neatly trimmed pubic hair as it made its way towards her pussy. I rubbed the soap around her slit, feeling her heat radiating through my hand. I rubbed slow circles around her clit, and she moaned softly, grinding against my hand.



"Oh yes, right there," she whimpered.



I continued to play with her, my fingers working their way down to her entrance.



"Mmm, yes, that's it," Kitty moaned. "I want to feel your fingers inside me."



"As you wish, mother-in-law." I replied.



I smirked and slid my finger inside her pussy, feeling her wet walls tighten around it. She was so warm and inviting, I couldn't resist pushing another finger inside her. I worked in and out of her, using my other hand to massage her clit in small, tight circles. Kitty moaned as I pleasured her, her eyes closing in bliss.



"Oh god, that feels so good," she whispered.



I smiled and continued to pleasure her pussy. With every stroke of my fingers, her body moved in response, the shower water cascading over her skin. Her sex was so warm and wet, I felt like I could spend hours there, fucking her with my fingers until she came over and over. Kitty had other ideas.



"Put your cock in me." She commanded.



My eyes went wide. I hadn't planned for things to get this far, but there was no way I was turning down the opportunity to fuck my wife's mother. I pulled my fingers out of her pussy and slid them along the length of my cock, lubricating it with her wetness. I stood under the shower as she turned around and got on her knees, her ass in the air as she offered her pussy to me.



"Please, darling, fuck me with your hard cock." She whimpered.



"Your wish is my command, Kitty." I replied.



I knelt down, positioning myself between her legs, and pressed the tip of my cock against her slick entrance. I could feel it stretch around my length as I pushed inside. It was so warm and wet, like everything I had ever dreamed of.



I grabbed onto her hips as I began to thrust, fucking her with deep, powerful strokes. She moaned as I slid in and out of her, our bodies colliding with a wet slap. The sound of our passion echoed throughout the shower room, mingled with the sound of running water.



"Oh god," Kitty moaned, pushing herself hard against me. "Fuck me, baby."



I slid my hands down to her ass, my fingers gripping tightly as I pulled her towards me. With each thrust, the pleasure intensified, the feeling of her pussy gripping me like a velvet vice.



Kitty reached around behind her and grabbed onto my hips, pulling me in deeper. "Give me more, sweetie. Fuck me harder."



I pounded into her, my body slamming against hers with reckless abandon. Her hand slipped between her legs, as she began to furiously rub her clit. I watched her fingers working with purpose, her knuckles brushing against my shaft with every thrust.



"I'M GOING TO CUM!" She screamed as I felt her walls tighten around my shaft.



"Yes!" I moaned, her orgasm building rapidly. "Cum on my cock!"



Her body began to shake, and she buried her face into the tiles, letting out a long, guttural moan. She pressed back against me, my cock plunging deeper into her wet pussy as she rode out the wave of pleasure.



I could feel her hot wetness coat my shaft. It was almost too much for me to handle.



"What do you want me to do now, Kitty?" I asked as I continued to pump my shaft in and out of her hole.



"Fill me with your cum." She moaned.



"As you wish, mother-in-law." I said.



I slid my hand around her body and grabbed ahold of her swollen clit, pinching it hard between my fingers. The stimulation was too much for her, and her body tensed, a second orgasm ripping through her.



"FUCK!" She screamed. "WAIT. WAIT!"



I stopped pumping, letting my cock rest idle in her canal.



"Cum in my ass." She panted.



My jaw dropped, and I had to remind myself to breath. I'd never thought about doing anal before, but there was no way I was turning it down. I had been fantasizing about it ever since I'd met Kitty.



"Are you sure?" I asked, hoping she wasn't teasing me.



She looked back at me and nodded, her eyes filled with lust and desire. "Do as I say."



I nodded and pulled my cock out of her pussy, letting it spring up into the air. I repositioned myself behind her, my hands massaging her hips as I prepared to fuck her in the ass. I slid my fingers inside her pussy, using her wetness to coat my shaft in preparation.



"Ready?" I asked.



She nodded.



With that, I pushed the head of my cock against the tight opening of her asshole. It took some time, but the sensation of her body clenching and unclenching, loosening up for me, felt amazing. After a minute, I managed to slip my head past the tight ring of muscle, my shaft slowly disappearing into her warm back tunnel.



"Oooohhh," Kitty moaned. "Yes, baby, fill my ass with cum."



I slowly inched inside her, my hands tightly gripping her hips as I pressed against her. I could feel her muscles contracting and releasing, taking me deeper with every clench and release.



"That's it. All the way in. You're so big," she whimpered.



"Are you okay?" I asked, not sure if this was her first time doing anal. She was so tight, I couldn't be sure.



"I'm so full. But it's so good." she moaned.



"Tell me when I can move." I replied.



"Go slow at first." She said.



I started to move my hips, sliding my shaft in and out of her asshole. The tightness was intense, but my cock was wet enough that I could thrust easily. Every stroke of my cock made her moan, the feeling of her muscles squeezing me growing more and more intense.



"Oh my god. That feels incredible," Kitty moaned.



"Fuck, you're so tight. I'm going to cum in you." I gasped.



"Oh god, don't stop. Fill me with your cum. I want to feel it." Kitty moaned.



I moved faster, fucking her with powerful thrusts. She felt amazing, the sensation of her hot body writhing underneath me as the warm shower water continued to cascade over us from above. I could feel my orgasm building, the tightening in my balls signaling I was close.



"I'm gonna cum!" I moaned. "Where do you want it?"



"In my ass, baby. Cum in my ass." She moaned.



That was all it took. I started pumping faster, slamming my cock in and out of her ass as I chased the orgasm. With one final thrust, I felt my shaft begin to pulse, my cock erupting inside her anus.



"OH FUCK!" I moaned as I exploded. I could feel my cum fill her, shooting up into her ass like a geyser, coating the insides. The pleasure was intense, and I had to fight to stop myself from falling on top of her.



As I slowed down, I felt her body relax, the tightness in her muscles softening. Once I was completely empty I slowly pulled my cock from her anus. The head of my cock stretched her opening as I pulled it from her entrance, and slowly a stream of warm white cum began to trickle from her ass hole. I watched as her sphincter continued to spasm after my cock's departure.



"Oh wow," Kitty whispered. "That was so intense."



I smiled. "It certainly was."



She turned around and looked into my eyes, a smile on her face. "You did so well, sweetie."



"Thanks," I replied, returning her smile.



We stood up and Kitty leaned in and kissed me. We held each other under the shower spray, my cock going soft against her belly. I couldn't believe what we had just done.



After a long minute, she pulled back and smiled.



"Hmm... What will I do with you next?" She teased.



I grinned. "Anything you wish, mother-in-law."













 Gaming Mother in Law



I watched as the raindrops splattered against the windowpane, creating a hazy curtain that veiled the world beyond. It was a typical Saturday evening, cozy and filled with the sweet scent of home. But tonight, there was an unmistakable air of mischief lingering in the living room. You see, my wife Kate's mother, Linda, was staying with us while her husband was in Europe at a conference. And although I had never spoken the words aloud, I couldn't deny the feelings that had grown between Linda and me.



This particular evening Kate was working the nightshift, which meant I would be home alone with only Linda for company. The thought of just the two of us together, alone, set my mind racing with images of all sorts of sexual fantasies.



Linda was in her sixties now and on the other side of menopause, but you could tell she would've been a real stunner in her youth. She was 5' 6", with a blow-dryed brunette bob, and while she had added a little weight in her later years, her huge breasts and tight ass, the same ones that men had been salivating over since her early twenties, remained. Kate’s sister had a daughter, which made Linda a certified GILF, or Grandmother I’d Like to Fuck.



The crackling fire in the living room danced and cast flickering shadows across the walls, adding an extra layer of warmth to the cozy atmosphere. Linda sat across from me on the plush sofa, her eyes sparkling mischievously as she held up a small velvet bag.



"Care to play a game, darling?" she asked, her voice as smooth and velvety as the bag in her hands.



I raised an eyebrow, a knowing smile curling at the corners of my lips. "What sort of game are we talking about, Linda? Something scandalous, perhaps? Strip poker?”



I could see the twinkle in her eyes, and I wondered if she would take the bait. She laughed, a sound that resonated deep within me, and extended her hand, revealing a set of Scrabble tiles. "Scrabble, my dear," she replied, her voice dripping with playfulness. "But let's add our own little twist to it."



My heart skipped a beat, caught between excitement and trepidation. I took her hand in mine, my fingers tingling with anticipation. "Tell me more," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.



Linda's eyes gleamed with mischief as she poured the tiles onto the coffee table. "We shall play a game of words and wits," she explained, her gaze never leaving mine. "But instead of just creating ordinary words, we will weave a story. Each word we play must contribute to a grand tale of love and adventure."



A thrill coursed through my veins as I considered the possibilities. The flickering firelight seemed to mirror the fire that burned within me, a hunger for something forbidden yet irresistible. "You're a temptress, Linda," I murmured, unable to contain the admiration in my voice.



She chuckled, a sound as bewitching as the tinkling of wind chimes on a summer breeze. "And you, my dear, are the perfect partner in this clandestine game of words."



We took our seats at the coffee table, our eyes locked in an unspoken promise. The Scrabble tiles lay scattered before us, each one holding the potential for desire and secrets. With a mischievous glint in her eyes, Linda reached into the velvet bag and drew out the first tiles. Once she was happy, she played her first word.



"Love," she said, her voice filled with a tenderness that spoke volumes. With a flourish, she placed the tiles on the board.



My heart skipped a beat as I contemplated my next move. The possibilities were endless, the words brimming with passion and longing. Slowly, I chose my tiles and placed them beside Linda's.



"Passion," I whispered, my voice laden with the weight of unspoken desire.



The game unfolded, word by word, each letter forming a bridge between our souls. Our gazes lingered, fingers brushed against each other as we reached for tiles, and laughter filled the air, mingling with the sweet scent of possibility.



With each word we carefully placed, the tension between us grew, like a tantalizing erotic story reaching its crescendo.



"Desire," Linda whispered, her voice low and velvety, as she placed her tiles next to mine. The word hung in the air, charged with a magnetic pull that drew us closer.



I could feel the warmth of her body as she leaned in, her breath grazing my cheek. The electricity between us was palpable, as if the room itself crackled with an unspoken longing. I hesitated for a moment, my fingers hovering over the tiles, and then I chose a word that held the promise of an untamed passion.



"Wild," I said, my voice a mere whisper, as I carefully positioned the tile on the board. The weight of that single word was heavy with meaning, an invitation to venture into uncharted territories.



A soft sigh escaped Linda's lips, mingling with the flickering flames of the fire. Her eyes sparkled with a mixture of excitement and vulnerability. She reached for the velvet bag once again, her fingers delicately sliding through the tiles.



"Whisper," she said, her voice barely audible. Her gaze never left mine as she placed the word on the board. It hung there, suspended in the air, like a secret shared only between us.



"Embrace," I murmured, my voice thick with longing. I carefully arranged the tiles, feeling the weight of the word settle deep within my soul. It was an invitation, an unspoken plea to step closer and surrender to the intoxicating pull between us.



Linda's lips curved into a smile, a smile that held both anticipation and a hint of trepidation. She gazed at me through eyes filled with a mixture of fear and desire, and then she placed her next word on the board.



"Ecstasy," she breathed, her voice a soft caress against the canvas of the room. The word resonated deeply within me, as if it were a reflection of the emotions that surged through our veins.



With each word, we danced closer to the edge, our hearts beating in harmony, like a symphony of forbidden love.



And then, as the last tile was placed, a silence fell upon us. The room seemed to hold its breath, as if waiting for the final word that would seal our fate. Linda's eyes met mine, and in that moment, time stood still.



"Climax," she whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. The word hung in the air, heavy with its implications. I held Linda's gaze, unable to speak, unable to move, unable to do anything but breathe.



The heat between us was palpable, as if the fire itself had transformed into a raging inferno of raw desire. We inched closer, our hands reaching for each other, fingers intertwined. I could hear my heart pounding in my ears, the heat surging within me. And then Linda's lips found mine, her body pressed against me, and time stood still as we lost ourselves in a tide of raw, unfettered passion.



Her lips tasted like cherry wine, as her tongue found my own. My hands caressed her curves, my fingers trailing along her smooth skin, and her soft moan resonated deep within me. Linda's hands wrapped around me, her fingers fisting my hair as she pulled me closer, and a new wave of desire crashed over us as we surrendered to the heated frenzy of our carnal needs.



The world melted away, and the only thing that existed was the two of us, as we reveled in the bliss of our forbidden union. As Linda's kisses trailed along my neck, my heart soared, and I knew in that moment that I was in love with my mother-in-law.



Slowly our clothes peeled away from our bodies until we sat there on the floor in only our under garments. The air was thick with the sweet scent of desire, and my cock throbbed against my briefs at the sight of Linda's large breasts spilling over the top of her bra. She licked her lips, her eyes blazing with lust as they fixed on my bulge. With trembling hands, I reached around and unhooked her bra, watching as her luscious tits tumbled into view.



"You're so beautiful," I gasped, as she cupped her breasts and guided my mouth to her stiff nipple. I sucked on the bud, drawing it between my teeth as I flicked my tongue over the tender flesh. My fingers roamed along her creamy skin, exploring her curves and discovering all of her secret places. The flaws that had come with age reminded me of the incredible age-gap between us and the forbidden nature of our dalliance. The thought of it all only made my cock harder.



She moaned, her hand reaching into my briefs and wrapping around my shaft. I could feel myself losing control as she squeezed me with her soft fingers. Slowly, her mouth moved along my chest, leaving a trail of wet kisses as she moved lower. I pulled off my briefs, exposing my erect cock.



"You're so big," she moaned as she continued to descend.



When she reached the tip of my cock, she paused, her dark eyes gazing up at me. I could see the unspoken question in her eyes, the desire to know what I tasted like. I nodded, encouraging her to taste me, and then she placed her mouth over my tip and took me into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around me, licking up my precum, and I gasped at the sensation. It felt like my whole body was being sucked in by her mouth, as her warm tongue worked its magic.



I groaned with pleasure, my fingers twisting through her hair, as her head bobbed up and down my shaft. My cock slipped out of her mouth, coated with her saliva. She rubbed her lips against the sensitive underside of my shaft, eliciting a growl of lust from me as she took my balls in her hand and gently fondled them.



My head was spinning, lost in a world of carnal ecstasy, when Linda's head once again returned to my cock. This time, she didn't stop.



"Oh fuck," I groaned, as she began sucking me off with such intensity that my head felt like it was about to explode. She continued to cup my balls with her hand, squeezing them as she worked her mouth along my shaft. My hips bucked against her as I struggled to maintain my control. I was so close to climaxing that my legs felt weak.



"Stop. Stop." I moaned, as I reached my breaking point.



Linda removed her mouth from my cock and looked up at me. "What's the matter, baby?" she purred. "Did I do something wrong?"



"No. Not at all," I gasped. "I just don't want to cum."



"You don't want to cum? Why not?" She giggled, still stroking the length of my shaft with her hands.



"I want to cum... but not yet. Not when I haven't fucked you," I confessed.



She gave me a mischievous smile, her dark eyes glittering with delight. "Oh, you're going to fuck me alright, darling," she purred, as she got to her feet and strutted over to the sofa. "But first, I want you to lick me until I'm nice and wet."



My jaw nearly hit the floor. My eyes fixed on Linda as she pulled off her panties, spread her legs wide open and sat back on the couch. Her pussy was hairy but neat, and I wondered what a woman of her age tasted like. She held out her hand, gesturing for me to come to her. I rose to my feet and walked over to where she was sitting, my heart pounding with anticipation.



I kneeled down before her, my head level with her glistening pussy, as I gazed up at her with an expression that said "fuck me." She smiled at me, her hand brushing through my hair, as I leaned in and tentatively flicked my tongue along her pussy. The soft flesh tasted tangy, but sweet at the same time, and it felt like I was tasting a combination of all the best desserts in the world.



As I continued to lick her pussy, Linda moaned softly. I could feel her body tense up as I pushed my tongue deep inside her. She reached for the sofa behind her, using it as an anchor to steady herself as my mouth worked its magic on her velvet lips.



I swirled my tongue along her clit, before slowly dragging it back to her entrance. I teased her for a few moments before going back to her clit and flicking my tongue across the sensitive bud. She began to moan, a deep, guttural sound, and her thighs closed in on either side of my face.



I licked her again, my tongue delving between her forbidden lips. The taste of her juices was addictive, and I wanted to explore every inch of her body with my mouth. She moaned once again, louder this time, and her hand gripped the back of my head. I kept licking her pussy, my tongue circling her clit, as she began to rock her hips against my mouth.



I plunged my tongue deep inside her, drawing it out slowly as I lapped up her juices. She groaned with pleasure, and I felt her thighs trembling against my cheeks. Her juices were dripping onto my chin, but I didn't care. The thought of tasting her like that only fueled my desire. I was eating my mother-in-law's pussy. I never wanted it to end.



"Oh God. I'm going to cum," she moaned, her voice a breathy whisper. "Your tongue is so fucking good!"



I pulled my mouth from her pussy, gazing up at her with a mixture of amusement and desire. She gazed down at me with half-closed eyes, her face flushed, and I could see that she was on the verge of a climax. I quickly replaced my tongue with my fingers and returned to her clit. My fingers massaged the bud of nerves while my tongue continued to lap up her juices, and she began to shudder with pleasure. I kept going, licking and sucking and fondling her clit, until finally she began to spasm under my touch. This time, she threw back her head, her hands fisting my hair, and let out a scream. Her body trembled with a violent tremor, and I felt a warm fluid gushing out of her pussy. It ran down my chin and onto my hand. She shuddered again, and then she went limp.



I slowly removed my fingers from her pussy, licked them clean, and gazed up at her with a sly smile. "You taste like heaven," I said, licking my lips.



She gave me a blissful smile, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction.



"I haven't cum like that in decades," she admitted, as she leaned down to give me a kiss. "Now, it's time to fuck me."



I returned her kiss, feeling the softness of her tongue against mine, letting her taste herself. Linda broke away and stood up, before positioning herself on all fours on the couch.



"Fuck me doggy-style," she ordered, her voice a low growl. "Fuck me from behind."



"Yes ma'am," I said, grinning from ear to ear.



I jumped onto the couch and positioned myself behind her. My hands cupped her generous ass cheeks, squeezing them gently before spreading them wide open. Her pussy was glistening with her juices, and my cock twitched in response. I took notice of her pink ass hole. It was tight and clean, and I knew she must bleach it. She arched her back and gazed at me over her shoulder, her dark eyes glimmering with lust.



"Are you just going to look at it?" she growled. "Or are you going to stick that big, beautiful cock in it?"



"I'm sorry," I laughed, as I took hold of my cock and guided it towards her pussy. "Truth is I was looking at your asshole though."



She let out a playful giggle and glanced over her shoulder again. "Is it a pretty ass hole?" she purred. "Does it turn you on?"



I smiled down at her, my eyes locked with hers. "It's gorgeous," I said, as I continued to tease her pussy lips with my cock. "I'm not sure how it will feel to fuck your ass, but I have to admit I'm curious."



I plunged my cock into her pussy as I continued to tease her. She moaned softly as I rocked my hips, sliding my cock in and out of her tight canal. My fingers continued to knead her ass cheeks as I fucked her, watching as her juices began to drip down my shaft.



My cock throbbed inside her , the pressure growing with each thrust. But despite being balls deep inside her womanhood, her ass looked so inviting, and I wanted nothing more than to take it for my own.



I pulled out of her pussy, grabbed her ass cheeks again, and pulled them apart.



"What are you doing?" she said, looking back at me with a hint of surprise. "Why did you stop?"



"I'm sorry," I said, as I spread her cheeks apart once again. "I can't resist your ass hole. I want to fuck it."



I felt her tense up a little, but then she relaxed and looked back over her shoulder.



"You're so big though... I've never done anal," she said, with a hint of nervousness in her voice.



"You don't have to worry, we'll go slow," I promised.



I lined my cock up with her puckered hole, and she tensed again. She looked back at me once more, a mix of apprehension and desire in her eyes. "It's going to hurt," she said.



"I'll be gentle," I assured her, before slowly easing the tip of my cock into her tight anus. It felt incredible, like warm butter against my skin, and I struggled to keep control of my urges.



"How do you feel?" I asked.



"It hurts a little," she admitted. "But I like it. Keep going."



I continued to ease my way in, taking it slowly. She let out a groan, but it was a different kind of groan this time. She reached down between her legs and began to rub her clit, and I wondered if she was enjoying it. The thought made me go even harder, and soon her ass hole was swallowing up every inch of my cock.



"God you're tight," I groaned, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass. "You feel so good."



"Your cock is so big," she moaned in response. "Fuck me. Fuck me harder."



I started to thrust, plunging my cock deep into her ass. She pushed back against me, meeting my thrusts with her own, and soon I was fucking her with an urgency that was almost feral. I wanted to possess her. I wanted to claim her. I wanted to make her mine, body and soul. I reached around and grabbed her breast, fondling it as I continued to fuck her. Her ass was so warm and tight that I didn't think I could last much longer.



"I'm going to cum," I warned, feeling myself starting to peak. "I'm going to cum in your ass."



"Cum inside me," she ordered, her voice a breathy whisper. "Fill my ass with your hot cum."



I couldn't resist her any longer. My hips bucked against hers as I started to explode, and I felt her sphincter tighten around my cock as she let out a low groan. I pumped my cum into her ass hole, each thrust accompanied by a gush of sticky fluid that filled her back passage.



I collapsed on top of her, my chest pressed against her back, my cock still buried deep inside her ass.



"Oh my God, I can feel it dripping out of me," she moaned, as I pulled out of her. A flood of cum dripped from her asshole and down the back of her legs. "It's so warm and sticky. I love it."



She collapsed on her side, and we lay there panting together on the couch. My hands caressed her body, brushing through her thick brown hair, as I gazed into her eyes. I was completely overwhelmed with love for this woman. I loved her more than life itself. I couldn't imagine living without her.



I knew that I wanted to be with her forever. But I also knew that she wasn't my wife. She was my wife's mother. How could it ever work? How could I ever have a normal life with her?



The thought of being with Linda and having to hide it from my wife made my heart ache. I didn't want to hide it. I wanted to shout it to the world that I was in love with my mother-in-law. But I couldn't. I had to keep it a secret.



I knew I couldn't tell Linda that I wanted to be with her. Not now. Not yet. Everything was all so new. We had only just begun to explore our feelings for one another. I knew I couldn't risk scaring her away. Perhaps we could continue to live our lives, just as they were, but with secret, lustful meetings.



"How do you feel, sweetie?" she purred, her dark eyes gazing at me with a mixture of affection and desire.



"I feel incredible," I replied, leaning down to give her a kiss. "I feel like I'm on cloud nine."



"That's good. Because I feel incredible too." She smiled, giving me another kiss. "You know, it's been so long since I've been fucked like that. I forgot how good it feels."



I chuckled, reaching over and squeezing her breasts. "Well, you've certainly earned it," I said. "But I can't promise you that I'll be able to keep up with your sexual appetites."



"Oh, you want to fuck me again? So soon?" She giggled, arching her back and thrusting her tits towards me. "How about here? You can fuck me again right here on this couch."



She climbed on top of me, straddling my hips and grinding against my cock. I watched her with amusement as she rubbed her pussy along my shaft, wetting me with her juices. Her pussy felt incredible. I loved the feeling of her hot flesh against mine.



"You went straight to anal and skipped my little kitty cat, huh?" she giggled, as she continued to rub herself against my cock. "What's the matter, sweetie? Aren't you ready to go again?"



I smiled up at her. "Of course I am, but I thought you might be tired after our first session."



She gave me a playful smack on the cheek, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Don't worry about me, honey. I'm not a delicate flower. I can fuck you all night long if you want me too."



I felt myself start to harden. My cock was already pressing against her pussy, and now it was beginning to throb with anticipation. Linda shifted her weight, and I felt the head of my cock press against her tight opening. She continued to grind herself against me, rubbing her pussy along the length of my shaft. I let out a low groan as I felt the tip of my cock breach her opening. She arched her back and started to rock her hips, sliding my cock inside her warm tunnel. My hands moved to her hips, holding onto her as she slowly impaled herself on my shaft.



I gasped in pleasure as she started to ride me. I could feel her juices flowing from her pussy. I gazed up at her with an expression of awe as she slid up and down my cock, her inner walls clenching around me with every stroke. She looked incredible. I loved watching her body as it moved, her skin shimmering with a sheen of sweat.



"I love you," I gasped, the words escaping my lips. "I love you so much."



She leaned down and kissed me. I felt the softness of her breasts against my chest, the weight of her body pressing down on me, as her mouth opened and her tongue danced across my lips.



"I love you too," she purred, gazing down at me with a look of love in her dark eyes. "Since I first met you."



Her mouth continued to kiss me, her hands cupping my face as she rode my cock. She increased her pace, fucking me faster and harder, until I felt the pressure rising inside me.



I couldn't hold back anymore. I could feel myself getting close to cumming, and I didn't want it to end. I thrust my hips against hers, meeting her thrusts with my own, and then suddenly I felt myself starting to peak. "I'm going to cum!" I moaned.



Linda wrapped her body tightly around me. We were no longer fucking. We were making love. Her warm, motherly embrace engulfed me, as I shot my hot cum deep into her pussy. I could feel my seed pouring out of me, my body quivering with pleasure, as my heart beat faster than it ever had before.



She held me tight, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered in a breathy whisper: "I'm yours, sweetie. All yours."



Her words meant everything to me. But there was something playing on my mind.



"What about Kate?" I asked, my cock still inside my mother-in-law. "Are you sure it's okay to be with me like this? I mean... I love you. But I can't leave Kate."



"It's okay," she said, cupping my cheeks and gazing at me with an affectionate smile. "I'm a mother. I'll always put my daughter first. But we can still have our fun." She gave me a sly wink. "We don't have to tell anyone. As long as we keep it secret, it won't hurt anyone."



I kissed at the flesh of her breasts, slowly moving my tongue down to one of her nipples. I wrapped my lips around it and began to suck, feeling the softness of her breast against my tongue.



"Oh, I do love it when you play with my tits," she purred, as I continued to suck on her nipple. "You're so good at that."



I smiled up at her, releasing her nipple from my mouth and kissing her on the lips.



"Between sucking your tits and Scrabble." I gave her a mischievous grin. "I'm a lot better at sucking your tits."



We fell back on the couch, my cock still inside her pussy, and started to laugh. She looked into my eyes and bit her lip.



"What game will we play next?"













 Trimming Mother in Law



The sun dipped below the horizon, casting a warm glow across our garden as I watched the delicate dance of the evening light. The scent of freshly cut grass filled the air, mingling with the sweet fragrance of roses.



Inside the cozy home, the soft hum of laughter echoed through the rooms. Angela, my wife Kellie's vivacious mother, had invited us to stay while her husband attended a conference out of town. Angela was a force of nature, with a quick wit and a sparkle in her eyes that could light up a room.



As I sat there on the couch, lost in my thoughts, Angela sauntered into the room, her blonde hair cascading down her shoulders like a golden waterfall. She wore a sundress that accentuated her curves, causing my heart to skip a beat. She flashed me a mischievous smile, her eyes dancing with a hint of mischief.



"Darling," she purred, her voice like velvet, "I've been eyeing that overgrown hedge in the backyard. Would you be so kind as to help me trim it?"



Grinning, I stood up and took her delicate hand in mine, feeling a jolt of electricity as our skin touched. "Why, Angela," I replied, my voice filled with playful charm, "I would be honored to assist you in any way I can. Lead the way, my dear."



We made our way to the backyard, the soft grass tickling our bare feet. The hedge loomed before us, an unruly tangle of branches and leaves begging for attention. Angela handed me a pair of gardening shears, her fingers brushing mine in the exchange. The simple touch ignited a spark within me, and I couldn't help but wonder if she felt it too.



Suppressing the surge of emotions coursing through me, I focused my attention on the task at hand. Together, Angela and I maneuvered around the hedge, clipping away the excess foliage with practiced precision. Our movements were synchronized, our bodies in perfect harmony, despite the cacophony of emotions raging within.



As the sun dipped lower, casting long shadows across the garden, we stepped back to admire our handiwork. The hedge, once an unruly mess, now stood as a testament to our combined effort. The air crackled with an unspoken tension, the weight of our connection almost too much to bear.



Angela turned to me, her eyes shimmering with a mixture of desire and restraint. "Thank you, my dear," she murmured, her voice laced with a hint of vulnerability, "for everything."



With a mischievous glint in her eyes, Angela leaned closer, her lips inches away from my ear. "Remember, darling," she whispered, her warm breath caressing my skin, "hedges aren't the only things that need trimming."



I stood frozen in place, my mind racing in an effort to process what had just happened. I wasn't sure how to respond. My heart was pounding in my chest, my body begging for a release. But I was afraid. Afraid that if I gave into my desires, it would ruin everything.



After a moment, Angela stepped away. Her cheeks were flushed pink, her breathing unsteady. She didn't look at me as she returned to the house, her delicate footsteps disappearing down the path. I remained in the backyard, lost in my own thoughts, until the sun had set.



As I stepped inside, Angela was nowhere to be found. I couldn't help but wonder what she was thinking. Did she regret what she said? Was it a simple slip of the tongue? Or was there something more behind her words?



I wanted to find out, but it would have to wait.



Kellie emerged from the house in a rush.



"Hey darling, I've been called in to cover a shift," She said, flustered. "I'll be back in the morning. Sorry!"



Before I could say anything, she disappeared. As her the sound of her car faded into the night, I was left alone. My mind returned to Angela, and the words that had escaped her lips. I decided I would go look for her. I needed to know the truth.



***



As I crept down the hall, I could hear a faint moan from inside Angela's room. The door was ajar, and I could see her silhouetted figure on the bed. She was naked, her body illuminated by the soft glow of moonlight streaming in from the window. The sight of my mother-in-law's body made my cock twitch with excitement. Her skin glistened with sweat, her breathing unsteady. She looked like a goddess, and I found myself enraptured.



"Oh...oh god...right there..." She whispered. Her voice was barely above a whisper, but it seemed to fill the entire room.



Angela's hands gripped the sheets, her back arching off the mattress as her hips thrust forward. She let out a moan, her body tensing for a moment before relaxing. After a few moments, she lay still on the bed.



She lifted a vibrator away from her pussy and clicked it off. The floorboards creaked under my foot and her eyes darted to the door. Through the gap we made eye contact. I was caught. She sat up and smiled at me, as if she'd known I'd be there all along.



"Well," she said, her voice filled with a mixture of pleasure and embarrassment, "I guess I shouldn't be too surprised you found me."



She threw a sheet around herself and motioned me over to the bed. As I took a seat, I could see her bare legs under the sheets, her body still flushed from her orgasm. I had to admit, I had fantasized about fucking my mother-in-law on numerous occasions. Her curves, her charm, her allure, everything about her was intoxicating. But I had always held back, my emotions suppressed by the bond I shared with Kellie.



Angela patted the bed, inviting me to lay beside her. I sat down beside her, my heart pounding in my chest. She reached out to me and I took her hand, intertwining my fingers with hers. The simple touch sent shivers down my spine, a jolt of electricity coursing through my veins.



"Come to give me a trim?" Angela cooed.



She leaned over and kissed me, her tongue parting my lips as she tasted my mouth. My cock throbbed in my pants, aching for release. I could feel her breasts brush against my chest, her erect nipples poking at my skin.



"I don't have my tools," I smiled.



"That's alright, dear," Angela purred. "I brought my own..."



She reached over to the bedside table and handed me a razor and a can of shaving cream. I sat up, confused, and she smiled at me.



"What?" I laughed. "No hedge shears?"



"This isn't the seventies," she giggled. "You can do it with just a razor."



Angela threw off the sheet. Up close her breasts were to die for. They were round and full, her nipples standing proud and erect. She was perfectly sculpted, like a statue in a museum.



She laid back and spread her legs, revealing her perfect pussy surrounded by dark peach-fuzz pubic hair. It looked like silk, soft and inviting. I found myself getting lost in the sight, my mind awash with thoughts of the moment.



"Come on, darling," Angela urged. "Get to work."



She handed me the shaving cream and I applied it with gentle fingers around her pink pussy. I could smell her arousal, her sweet scent making me dizzy with desire. Her toes curled as I took the razor and slowly dragged it along her inner thigh. The sensation caused a shiver to run down her spine, a quiet moan escaping from her lips.



Angela watched me intently as I carefully shaved around her pussy, gently teasing her skin. She bit her lip as I moved up her thigh, my fingers brushing against her sensitive skin.



I looked into her eyes and saw a glimpse of lust, her desire barely contained by her self-control.



"Stop teasing me," she purred, her voice laced with a hint of desperation, "and finish the job."



I pulled off my t-shirt, exposing my bare chest, and used it to clean away the excess cream. Angela reached out and grabbed my waist, her hands running across my skin. She let out a gasp as her fingers grazed the waistband of my pants, the heat of my cock radiating through the thin material.



"Sorry, darling, but your clothes have to go," Angela said. She motioned for me to stand up and I complied, standing in front of her.



In one swift move I slid off my shorts and underwear, exposing my hard cock to the night air. Angela's eyes widened as she saw my swollen length, my precum dripping from the tip. She sat up and ran her hands along my shaft, her fingers wrapped around the base.



"Looks like you need a trim too," she grinned.



Her hands were soft, her grip gentle, and I found myself enraptured. She slowly moved her hand along my shaft, her fingers gently squeezing my cock. She took the shaving cream and lathered it into my neatly maintained pubes. She obviously wanted everything to go.



"I like a man who is clean shaven," she giggled as she reached for the razor.



She ran the cold metal against my skin, slowly moving it along the path of my happy trail. A shiver ran down my spine and I bit my lip to suppress a moan. I looked down to see Angela's lips glistening with arousal, her hand stroking me slowly as she finished her task.



When she finished, my crotch was silky smooth and I leaned over and kissed her. My mouth crashed into hers, my tongue exploring the inside of her mouth. Her lips were soft and delicate, her mouth warm and inviting. I could feel her breath on my skin, the heat from her body causing a wave of goosebumps to run along my arms.



She took my discarded shirt and followed my lead, wiping the cream from around my cock. Once she was happy with her work, she took the tip of my cock between her lips and began to suck. I let out a moan and threaded my fingers into her blonde hair, my mind reeling with pleasure.



Angela's head bobbed up and down on my length, her lips gliding along my shaft. She used her hand to stroke the base as she worked, her tongue tracing circles around my sensitive skin.



"Oh god," I moaned.



I watched as she took all of me into her mouth, her head moving in a rhythmic pattern. My eyes locked with hers, and I could see that she was enjoying herself as much as I was. She wrapped her hand around the base of my cock, squeezing it tightly as she ran her tongue along the underside of my length. She brought me close to the edge, her hand teasing me as she worked.



I felt a wave of ecstasy wash over me, the room spinning as I reached my limit.



"Fuck, I'm going to cum," I moaned.



"Do it, baby," she purred. "Cum on my face."



With one last suck, Angela took my cock from her mouth and began jerking it furiously in front of her face. Her lips glistened with a mixture of saliva and precum, her tongue poking out as she licked them. She smiled up at me and winked.



The sight of her face was enough to send me over the edge, and I could feel my orgasm coming. Angela stroked my cock as she looked into my eyes, and I watched as her face changed to a look of pure ecstasy.



"I'm cumming!" I moaned.



My cum spurted out and landed in a white stream across her cheek. She leaned in and caught it with her tongue, a grin spreading across her face.



"Mmm," she purred, "delicious."



My cock still pulsed, and pearly ropes of cum splashed Angela's face. She continued stroking my cock as my orgasm subsided, my body going limp from the intensity of the moment. She leaned in and took me into her mouth, sucking the remaining drops of cum from my length.



When she was satisfied, she stretched out on the bed. My cum dripped from her face, her breasts glistening with sweat in the moonlight.



I joined her on the bed and wrapped my arms around her, pulling her into a kiss.



"You taste so good," she purred as she cuddled against me.



I held her in my arms, our naked bodies pressed together. The warm breeze danced through the window, caressing our skin. I could hear her breathing, soft and steady, as we lay together in the glow of the moonlight.



"That was incredible," I murmured as I stroked her hair.



She looked up at me and smiled, her lips pursed into a pout. She grabbed my cock with her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze.



"Well, darling, you aren't finished yet." She said.



Her commanding words and the touch of her fingers awoke my cock, and it stood again at attention ready for round two. Angela lifted her leg and mounted me, guiding my manhood between her thighs. I entered her pussy, my cock slowly sliding inside of her wet folds. She let out a long moan as I reached the end with my length, her walls closing around me.



I took her breasts into my hands and squeezed them gently, my thumbs brushing her erect nipples. She leaned in and kissed me, her lips pressed against mine as we joined in a deep, passionate embrace. I could taste my own cum on her tongue, the salty sweetness reminding me of our intimate encounter.



As Angela rocked back and forth on top of me, my hips thrust upwards in an attempt to get deeper into her tight pussy. She took my hand and brought it to her breast, encouraging me to caress her.



"Suck them," She commanded.



I took her breasts into my mouth, nibbling gently on her nipples. Angela's moans filled the room as I sucked her flesh, my tongue running along her skin. She continued to ride me, her movements becoming more urgent as we both got closer to our release.



I looked into her eyes as I teased her nipple, and she returned my gaze. There was a hint of lust, but more than that, I saw a spark. A spark of something new. Something exciting. Something that made my heart beat faster.



Angela lifted herself off my cock and turned around so that she was on her hands and knees. She arched her back, thrusting her ass into the air. Her pussy was wet, droplets of liquid dripping from her hole.



"I want you to fuck me from behind, baby," she purred. "Hard."



I positioned myself behind her, grabbed her hips tightly and entered her again. Her pussy felt amazing, her walls pulsing around my cock. I began to thrust, my cock sliding in and out of her at a slow, steady pace. She began to rock back and forth in time with my rhythm, matching my movements perfectly.



As we moved together, Angela let out a series of moans and grunts. Her body was covered in a sheen of sweat, and she looked back at me over her shoulder. She bit her lip as I fucked her, her hands grasping the sheets.



"Fuck me harder, baby," she moaned. "Give it to me."



I pulled her hips towards me, burying my cock deep within her. The sensation sent a wave of pleasure through her body and she let out a cry of delight, her pussy contracting around my length.



My cock was buried inside my mother-in-law but I wanted to take things further. To cross even further beyond the forbidden and taboo threshold.



I popped my dripping cock from her pussy and lifted it towards her ass hole. I pushed the head against her sphincter, teasing the entrance.



"Put it in," Angela groaned.



She lifted her hips slightly and I guided my cock towards her ass. I slipped the tip in and she let out a loud cry of pleasure as I filled her tight hole.



I slowly pushed my length into her ass, the warmth and tightness causing my cock to twitch with excitement. Angela was moaning, her cries growing louder with each inch that penetrated her. When my cock was buried inside her ass, I began to thrust.



Her body jerked forward with every pump, the sensation driving her wild. I could feel her asshole clench around my cock as she moved, her muscles rippling with pleasure. She buried her face in the bed as I fucked her ass, her moans muffled by the sheets.



I could feel her ass clenching around me as I picked up the pace, her movements becoming more urgent as she neared her release. Her ass was so tight that it was almost painful, but the pleasure was overriding my sense of pain.



As we moved together, I could feel my climax approaching. I grabbed Angela's hair and pulled it back.



"I'm going to cum!" I moaned.



"Fuck yes," Angela moaned. "Cum in my ass."



I felt my cock begin to explode, a rush of pleasure coursing through my body. My mind went blank, my vision fading to white. I held Angela's hair tightly as I pumped my cum into her ass, filling her hole. Her ass gripped my cock and I could feel her cumming at the same time, her muscles squeezing around me as she rode out her own orgasm.



We fell onto the bed, our bodies slick with sweat and cum. Angela laid her head on my chest, her breasts pressed against me. She took my hand and wrapped her fingers around mine, a feeling of content washing over us. We lay there for a while, lost in our own bliss.



After a few moments, Angela spoke.



"You know, I've been thinking..." she murmured. "I've got some roses that need pruning."
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