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 Loving Mother-In-Law







I woke up early to the sound of my phone ringing, groggily reaching for it on my nightstand. As I opened one eye to read the name flashing across the screen my heart started to flutter. It was my mother-in-law, Monica.



The first time I met my wife’s mother, I was instantly attracted to her. She was in her fifties and a woman of striking beauty, with warm brown eyes and a kind, gentle smile that made you feel at ease. She had shimmering, blonde hair that cascaded down her shoulders in soft waves, and sensual pink lips that drew me in with every word.



Despite her age, Monica had a youthful energy and vitality. She dressed like a younger woman, often sporting yoga pants and gym clothes around the house which showed off her seductive curves. Whenever I saw her I would stop and stare at her perfect ass, making out the faint band of her panties beneath her black tights. I would make excuses to drop in and visit her house, hoping that one day I could live out the fantasy that had been playing on repeat in my mind.



I wanted to fuck Monica. I wanted to fuck my mother-in-law.



But I knew nothing was ever going to happen. After all, I was happily married to her daughter. It would have to remain a taboo fantasy. One I would visit when I masturbated in the shower to the thought of her sucking my cock. Or when I would sneak off to the bathroom at family dinners to jerk myself while smelling the panties I’d stolen from the laundry basket. Every time I saw her, I pushed the line further and further.



I answered the phone in a hurry, hoping that another opportunity to be alone with her would arise. Another opportunity to salivate over her.



"Hello?" I answered, trying to shake off the sleep from my voice and my nervous excitement.



"Hi, honey," Monica said, her voice crackling through the phone. "I hate to bother you, but my TV has been acting up again. Could you come over and take a look?"



My heart started pounding in my chest. Adrenaline rushed through my veins. This was it. This was the moment I had been waiting for.



"Of course," I said, trying to hide my eagerness. "I'll be over in a bit."



I got out of bed and went through my morning routine, taking a quick shower and getting dressed, making sure to spray myself with the cologne she bought me for Christmas. My wife was already in the kitchen when I entered.



“Where are you off to?” She asked, puzzled that I was up early on a Saturday.



“Your mom called. She needs me to come fix her TV,” I replied as I grabbed an apple for the road.



“Oh. Well wait up, I’ll get ready and come with you. You don’t have to go there by yourself,” she said.



No, I thought. I can’t let her ruin this for me.



“No, it’s ok. I won’t be long. You take your time getting dressed and when I come back we’ll go and grab a coffee somewhere,” I said, trying to run interference on her plans.



“Are you sure? I know my Mom can be a real ball breaker some time.”



“It’s completely fine. I’ll see you later.” I said as I kissed her on the forehead.



The thought of her mom with my balls in her hands almost made me erect in the middle of the kitchen. I could only hope.



The drive wasn’t long. Only a few short blocks. My wife had convinced me to buy a house nearby after her dad had passed away. She was worried about her mother being all alone in such a big house.



As I drove, I couldn't help but let my thoughts wander. My mind went to the last time I was at Monica’s house, the smell of her homemade muffins filling the air. I knew I was in for a treat when I arrived, and my stomach rumbled at the thought of sinking my teeth into one of her famous blueberry muffins. I could tell she got a kick out of my love for them. That’s how my mother-in-law showed her love - through food. I wanted to reciprocate that love, so I made sure to eat everything on my plate, always.



After I had finished my muffin, Monica had gently touched my hand and, for a moment, I could have sworn she wanted to kiss me. I definitely wanted to kiss her, but I had to be sure she felt the same way. If I misread the signs, it would ruin our relationship and likely my marriage. After all, I loved my wife, I was just curious to taste the older flesh. When you’re told you can’t have something, you crave it more.



Society had told me that you couldn’t fuck your mother-in-law, which only further fueled my flaming desire to have her.



Before I knew it, I was pulling up to Monica’s house, the familiar white picket fence and neatly trimmed hedges greeting me. I parked the car and made my way up the walkway, taking in the sights and sounds of the neighborhood. It was a quiet day, the birds chirping and the distant hum of lawnmowers filled the air. This was how every porno I had ever watched started - idyllic suburbia that was about to be interrupted by hardcore sex. I prayed my day would turn out the same.



I knocked on the door with an eager fist. Within seconds my mother-in-law swung it open, beaming with a wide, white smile across her face.



"Hello, dear!" she exclaimed, wrapping me in a tight hug. "I'm so glad you're here."



“Hi, Monica,” is all I mustered.



I held her tightly, inhaling her scent as I buried my face in her hair. The smell of her sent blood rushing to my cock, and I started to go erect.



As we pulled back from each other, I saw the hint of a knowing smile spread across Monica’s face. Had she felt my cock press against her?



I couldn't help but smile at the thought. Monica turned and beckoned me to follow. As I stepped into the house, the familiar smell of freshly baked muffins wafted through the air. If I didn’t taste Monica’s pussy today, at least I would leave having tasted her muffins.



"Come on into the living room," she said, leading me through the house. "The TV is acting up again, and I just can't figure out what's wrong."



I followed her down the hallway, my eyes locked on her perfect ass in her tight yoga pants. I could see the outline of her panties and my mind filled with images of my hands ripping savagely at her pants to expose them.



The living room was cozy, a little old fashioned, with plush armchairs and a big screen TV that dominated the space.



“I should never have got this thing,” Monica said. “The old one worked just fine.”



“What exactly is wrong with it? Why do you think it’s broken?” I asked.



“I don’t know. I can’t get the channels up,” She replied. “It’s probably something easy to fix, but I just can’t be bothered working it out. You’re so much better than me with these things.”



I turned the TV on and started the usual troubleshooting procedures. Turning it on and off. Unplugging the cables and plugging them back in. Re-tuning the channels. Every trick in the book.



After a few minutes of tinkering, I realized it was a simple case of resetting the cable box. Suddenly the TV sprang back to life and my mother-in-law could return to her usual programming.



“Oh my God! You did it,” Monica beamed.



Monica put her hand on my back and rubbed tiny circles with her palm. It didn’t feel like the touch of a mother figure. It felt like someone trying to initiate touch and break the sexual tension.



Or, I was just in my head again. In my fantasy.



"It was nothing," I said, waving away her gratitude. "I'm just glad I could help."



Monica took her hand from my back and headed towards the kitchen.



“Here. Come get a muffin. I just took them out of the oven before you got here,” she called as her perfect ass rounded the corner of the living room and out of sight.



As I made my way to the kitchen to grab a muffin, I couldn't help but feel a sense of contentment. There was something about fixing things that gave me a sense of satisfaction, and the fact that I could help out Monica made it all the better.



I grabbed a fresh muffin off the tray, the smell of blueberries and cinnamon filling my nose. I took a bite, savoring the burst of flavor in my mouth. My mother-in-law had truly outdone herself. She watched intently as I savored every mouthful.



“I made you a coffee. Come and sit down,” she commanded.



I took a seat at the table as Monica put a cup of hot coffee in front of me. She took her own cup and slid into the chair across from me.



"So, how's work been treating you?" she asked, taking a sip from her cup.



“It's been busy," I replied. "We're in the middle of a big project, so I've been putting in some long hours."



She nodded sympathetically. "Well, I'm sure it'll all pay off in the end. You've always been such a hard worker."



I smiled, feeling a sense of pride at her words. "Thanks, I appreciate that."



We continued chatting, discussing everything from family updates to current events. Despite my growing attraction, I tried to keep the conversation light and friendly. It was nice to catch up, and I realized how much I had missed spending time with her one-on-one. Between work and other obligations, it seemed like there was never enough time to just sit and talk. To sit and admire her beauty. To sit and fantasize about the older woman across the table.



After a while, we finished our coffee and muffins, and I realized that it was time for me to head out.



"Thanks for the coffee and muffins," I said, giving her a hug. "And don't hesitate to call me if you need any more help with the TV."



Again, I held the hug a little longer than necessary, wanting to savor every opportunity to hold her body close to mine.



She smiled warmly at me. "You're welcome, and I won't forget it. You're always welcome here, you know that."



As we stood at the open door, Monica placed her hand on my arm, letting it linger for a moment. Her eyes held contact with my own, like she was trying to communicate her thoughts without words. Could I read her mind? Or was I still caught up in my own bubble? The tension between us was palpable.



Fuck it.



It was now or never. Either I took this to the next step now, or I would be forever plagued by unfulfilled visions of my mother-in-law’s naked body.



I leaned in, and instinctively she met me halfway, our lips meeting in a tender, passionate kiss. My heart raced as I tasted her soft lips for the first time. I pulled her close, my hand running up the back of her neck and through her hair.



Monica pulled me back from the doorway and slammed it shut behind me. She didn’t need the neighbors catching us and rumors being spread.



As we stood in the hallway her hands roamed over my body with a gentle urgency, as if she couldn't get enough of me. They ran up the inside of my t-shirt, caressing my bare chest as we kissed.



I pushed her up against the wall and forced my tongue between her lips. Our tongues met and twirled together, dancing their erotic dance as we gently explored each other’s mouth. I found myself lost in her touch, my body responding to hers with a hunger that I had never felt before. It was as if every nerve ending in my body was alive, and all I could think about was how much I wanted her.



I could feel her hand on the back of my neck, her fingers threading through my hair as she pulled me closer to her. The scent of her perfume filled my nostrils, and I felt myself losing all sense of time and space.



Our lips broke apart as we caught our racing breaths. Without hesitation Monica dropped to her knees and started undoing my belt. As he pulled the buckle open and unzipped my jeans, the head of my hard cock met her face.



That morning I had skipped putting on underwear, hoping to remove any barriers between my cock and my mother-in-law. It had paid off.



“Oh my God!” she gasped. “You’re so big!”



Monica wrapped her hands around my shaft and moved her lips towards the head of my cock. I couldn’t believe it was happening. My own mother-in-law was about to suck me off. Her tongue appeared from her mouth and began to tickle and tease the tip of my cock. The sensation was electric. A jolt of pleasure surged through my body and my cock started throbbing at her touch.



She felt my cock swell in her hands and giggled with excitement, plunging my shaft deep into her mouth. The warmth. The wet. The way she began to suck up and down on my manhood was like nothing I had experienced before. Every inch of my skin tingled as Monica sucked my cock in the middle of the hallway.



One of her hands trailed her mouth along my cock, pumping me in rhythm with her sucking. Her other hand gently fondled my balls, tickling my scrotum with her manicured nails.



“Oh my God, Monica,” I moaned. “Your mouth is amazing.”



She released my cock from her mouth and licked her lips, grinning with delight.



"Is this what you want?" she whispered. "Do you want me to finish you off? Do you want to cum in your mother-in-law's mouth?"



Her words made me even more aroused. The thought of coming in my mother-in-law’s mouth was so erotic. So taboo.



I really wanted to fuck Monica, but how could I deny her as she was pleading for my cum.



I groaned loudly. "Yes, yes, please!"



Her hand returned to my cock, stroking me slowly as she looked deeply into my eyes.



“Are you ready?” she asked.



I nodded, unable to speak. I swallowed nervously. This was really going to happen.



Monica opened her mouth wide and engulfed the head of my cock. She let out another low moan, her eyes staring at me with desire. I watched as she moved her head forward, swallowing my entire length. With each stroke of her mouth, her cheeks hollowed out, making room for my shaft. My entire body shuddered.



"Oh my God, Monica!" I moaned. "You are incredible."



She bobbed her head on my cock, sliding me further and further down her throat. She bobbed faster, taking me deeper into her mouth until only my balls remained outside her mouth.



I was bigger than average and the way she made my entire length disappear was like an act of magic. The vanishing cock.



Monica paused for a second and then slowly drew me back out, my cock glistening with spit and precum. I could feel my orgasm building at an alarming rate.



She looked up at me and winked.



"Cum for me," she whispered. "I want to taste your cum."



Monica began to jerk me off furiously, all the while pointing the tip of my cock at her open mouth.



I had never ejaculated in someone’s mouth before. My wife wouldn’t let me, and the opportunity hadn’t presented itself with other women.



Now, out of all the people in the entire world, I was about to experience having my cum swallowed by my mother-in-law.



“I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna CUM!” I moaned, closing my eyes.



“Cum for me baby!” Monica commanded.



My hips bucked uncontrollably as my cock erupted, shooting hot cum into my mother-in-law's mouth. With every wave of my orgasm I felt my balls contract and release, sending streams of cum straight onto Monica's waiting tongue. As the last shot of cum drizzled from my cock, Monica looked straight into my eyes and showed off the hot load of cum in her mouth. Then, with one quick swallow it disappeared down her throat. Monica took my cock back into her mouth, hoping to suck every last drop of cum from it.



When she finally removed her mouth from my cock, she wiped her lips clean with her finger. Completely spent, I collapsed onto the floor, gasping for breath.



"Wow," she said. "That was intense."



I lay there motionless, trying to recover from the rush of sensations that had flooded my body moments before. I stared up at her beautiful face and saw a look of pure lust in her eyes.



"I want you," she said, looking down at me with a naughty grin. “I want you to eat my pussy!”



With that she began to pull the clothes from her body in a fevered frenzy, until she finally kneeled before me on the floor completely naked. I gazed at her magnificent body with awe. Her breasts were full and round, capped by pink nipples begging to be sucked. Her stomach was flat, toned and smooth. Her legs were long and shapely, and her pussy was neatly trimmed.



Her skin was the only feature that betrayed her age. It was slightly worn and wrinkled, and I could tell she was self conscious about it as she covered herself with her arms. I didn’t care. I thought she was perfect. Her imperfections only making me more aroused as they served as a constant reminder that I was fucking an older woman. I was fucking my mother-in-law.



I couldn't take my eyes off her. I wanted to lick every inch of her. I wanted to taste her juices. I wanted to fuck her from behind, pounding into her until I came inside of her. I wanted her every way imaginable.



Monica laid flat on the floor, bending her knees up to present her pussy to me like a gift. On all fours I leaned over her like a jungle cat. Her perfect, pink nipples were too inviting, and I plunged my face into her large breasts. Taking one in my hand I began to suck on her nipple as my free hand teased and pinched the other.



Monica moaned as I softly bit and gnawed at them. I could tell she liked it rough.



I gently lowered my head and kissed her abdomen, moving my tongue to her bellybutton. I traced circles around it, rubbing my chin over her skin. I felt her shiver as I did so. Then, I continued kissing lower, brushing my lips against her pelvis.



"Please," she said. "Don't stop."



I kissed her stomach, moving my lips closer to her pussy. I could smell the sweet aroma of her arousal. I could feel her heat radiating from her pussy and her thighs. I inhaled her scent, and she sighed as I made contact with her swollen, wet lips.



"Oh my God," she moaned. "I've waited so long for this."



I breathed her in, allowing my tongue to glide over her slit. I teased her entrance, licking her clit in slow strokes. She moaned and arched her back, pushing her crotch against my face. I felt her hot juices spill over my tongue.



"Oh, baby," she moaned. "You're so good at that."



I continued to lick her, slowly moving my tongue towards her opening. I gently parted her lips with my fingers, allowing my tongue to enter her. She let out a loud gasp as I pushed my tongue deeper into her hole, exploring the insides of her pussy.



Her hands grabbed the back of my head, pulling me tightly against her.



I could feel her muscles tighten and loosen, as if she was trying to hold back her orgasmic urges. I continued to push my tongue deep inside of her, occasionally flicking her clit with my fingertips.



"Oh my god," she moaned. "I'm going to cum."



I removed my tongue from her and replaced it with my fingers. I slid two fingers into her hole, searching for and then rubbing them against her g-spot. She screamed out, her hands tightening their grip on my hair.



"Shit!" she cried. "I'm gonna cum! Oh shit, oh shit!"



Her whole body shook as she orgasmed, shaking my body with her movements. Her pussy gripped my fingers, milking them for more cum. I continued to rub her, increasing the speed of my thrusts.



“OH MY GOD! I’M COMING! She screamed.



Her body spasmed as wave after wave of pleasure engulfed her entire body.



Finally, she quieted.



"That was amazing," she said, breathing heavily. "You're such a great lover."



I sat up on the floor and looked at her, still recovering from my own powerful climax. There was an undeniable attraction between us. We both knew it. Neither of us had ever experienced orgasms like that before.



"How are you feeling?" I asked.



"Amazing," she replied. "It's been too long since I've had someone pleasure me."



She reached over and grabbed my cock, stroking it softly.



I had never been one to quickly recover after climaxing, but with her gently touch I began to harden again.



"God, you're so big," she said, admiring my hardening cock. "I love it. I want you to fuck me. Please. Fuck me now."



I stood up and helped her to her feet. Running purely on adrenaline, I lifted her up off the ground and started carrying her towards the bedroom. She wrapped her arms around my neck and began to kiss me as I crossed the threshold of her room.



I threw her onto the bed and climbed up alongside her.



“How do you want it?” I asked, ever the gentleman.



Monica pushed me back onto the bed and swung her leg over to straddle me. Without saying a word she lowered her dripping wet sex onto my cock, impaling herself on my shaft. She moaned loudly, savoring the feeling of being fully penetrated. I wrapped my arms around her waist and kissed her deeply. She tasted salty and sweaty. I loved every bit of it.



"Fuck me," she whispered, grinding her hips against mine. "Make me your slut."



I gently slid my cock out and then plunged it back into her, driving it deep inside of her. We fucked hard and fast, our bodies slapping together with each thrust. I pulled her close, burying my face in her neck and kissing her passionately. I held onto her firm ass, gripping her tight with my fingers.



I felt her tits press against my chest, and I squeezed them with my hands. Monica moaned loudly as I continued to pound her, her long blonde hair falling around her shoulders.



"Oh my God!" she moaned. "You feel so good inside of me."



She lifted her head off my shoulder and looked into my eyes.



"Fuck me harder!" she demanded. "Fuck me! Fuck me harder!"



I picked up the pace and fucked her even faster. Her body was wiggling against mine, bouncing up and down on my cock. Our bodies slapped together as we moved in unison, her wet pussy dripping around my hard cock.



"Oh my god," she cried. "This feels so fucking good!"



I slammed deep into her, sending jolts of pleasure throughout my body.



"Yes!" she shouted. "Oh yes! Yes!"



Then, suddenly, her body stiffened up. She arched her back and screamed out in ecstasy. I could feel her pussy contracting around my cock, milking me for every drop of cum I had. I held myself deep inside of her as she shook uncontrollably, her body spasming with each contraction.



Finally, after several minutes of intense pleasure, she fell limp in my arms, panting heavily. I held her against me, continuing to pump my cock in and out of her pussy. After a moment, she regained control of her body and lifted her head to face me. She smiled happily.



"That was amazing," she whispered. "Thank you."



She collapsed again on top of me and I held her closely. We kissed passionately, enjoying the warmth of one another's skin.



I wanted to cum again and knew after giving Monica two amazing orgasms that I could push my luck. I pulled her from my cock, grabbed her waist, and positioned myself on my knees behind her.



"What are you doing, baby?" she asked.



"I'm going to cum in your ass," I told her.



I grabbed my cock and teased the opening of her asshole with the tip. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back.



"Oh my god," she moaned. "Don't tease me. Give it to me."



I pushed my cock into her ass, slowly working my way in. She moaned in pain as I entered her, but soon relaxed and began to enjoy the sensation.



"Faster," she begged. "Give it to me harder."



I fucked her hard and deep, pulling her closer to me. She let out a loud moan as I bottomed out inside of her.



"Oh my god, that feels so good," she moaned. "Keep fucking me."



I pumped into her ass, feeling the walls of her rectum massaging my cock. Her sphincter contracted around me, squeezing and releasing in time with my thrusts. I felt like I was about to come, the sensation was too much for me to handle.



“I’m going to cum!” I moaned.



“Cum in my ass! Cum in my ass!” She panted.



I grabbed her hips and pulled her tight against me, my cock stretching at her tight hole as it filled her completely. My body shook as I exploded inside of her, my seed shooting out of my cock with every pump.



"Holy shit!" she gasped. "I can feel it! I can feel it in my ass!"



She leaned back against me, sitting in my lap as my cock was still buried inside her asshole. Cum drizzled down my shaft as we embraced.



"Now, that was the best sex of my life," she said.



She slid off my cock and rolled over onto her side, resting her head on the pillow.



"Did you have fun?" I asked.



"Yes, baby," she replied. "It was amazing."



I collapsed onto the pillow beside her. She opened her eyes and looked at me.



"I think I love you," the words escaped unfiltered from my mouth.



“I think I love you, too,” She said as she leaned in to kiss me again.



As we lay tangled together in the sheets, I felt a sense of peace and contentment that I had never experienced before. It was as if all the worries and stresses of the world had melted away, and all that was left was the two of us, lost in our own little world of pleasure and intimacy.



But as I looked over at Monica, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of guilt. We both knew that what we were doing was wrong, and I couldn't help but wonder what would happen if anyone found out about us. What if my wife, her daughter, found out about our passionate lovemaking?



I knew that what we were doing was risky and possibly even dangerous, but I couldn't help the way I felt. All I knew was that I wanted to be with her, and I was willing to do whatever it took to make that happen.









 Moaning Mother-In-Law







The sun was beating down on my face, and sweat was beginning to pour from every pore in my body. As I pulled out leaves and debris from the pool, I couldn't help but think about how my wife had promised her mother that I would come by to clean it every few weeks. I never agreed to do it, but one morning I was handed the keys to the car and told to go and get busy cleaning. I hated it. My mother-in-law, Mary, was one of those people who liked to save every penny, even if it meant inconveniencing others, and I knew that she wasn't going to hire a pool cleaning service anytime soon. It had been several months now, and I was contemplating taking a second job just to pay a professional to take it off my hands.



It wasn't just the task at hand that I hated, it was also the fact that Mary had never really approved of me. She had always thought that I wasn't good enough for her daughter, and while my wife had always stood up for me, I couldn't help but feel a sense of unease whenever I was around her. There was constant tension between us. I had always tried to be polite and jovial with her, but she constantly put up emotional walls that I couldn’t break down. She was keeping me at a distance, but I didn’t know why.



As I continued to work, I heard the sound of a car pulling up the driveway. I looked up and saw Mary’s car, and I knew that she was coming home to check up on me. My wife had told me she was meant to be out all day with her friends. The last time I cleaned the pool it was the same thing, too. I had planned to get the job done before she arrived home, but she had shown up early that day as well. She was keeping a watchful eye over me..



I was soaked in sweat and I knew that I must have looked a mess. I didn't want to give her any ammunition to use against me, so I tried to clean up as best as I could, wiping the grime from my arms onto my black t-shirt.



"Hello there," she said as she walked towards me. "How's the cleaning coming along?"



"It's going well," I lied. "Just a few more leaves then I’m done."



Mary was wearing a tight, summer dress that showed off her tanned skin and incredible legs. The low cut gave a perfect view of her cleavage and the tops of her large D cup breasts. Her shimmering blonde hair and blue eyes were hidden beneath a sun hat and dark sunglasses. She was a beautiful middle-aged woman, and I had to admit, sexier than my wife.



I could feel her eyes on me, I could feel them burning my skin as she watched my every move. Was she trying to find something wrong with what I was doing? Some spot I had missed? Some criticism to strike me down with? I wasn't going to give her the satisfaction. I continued to clean the pool, and after a few more minutes, she went back inside the house.



As I continued to work my thoughts were turning and I couldn't help but think about the past. When my wife and I had first gotten together, Mary had been dead set against our relationship. I got the feeling she thought that I was too poor and too uneducated to be with her daughter. It was only after I had gotten a good job and started making more money that she had warmed up to me. But even then, I could tell that she still didn't think that I was good enough for her daughter.



I shook my head and tried to focus on the present. I knew that I couldn't change the past, and I couldn't change my mother-in-law's opinion of me. All I could do was continue to work hard and be the best husband that I could be for my wife. Some times in life you have to bite your tongue and endure.



As I finished scooping the last of the leaves,, I took a step back and admired my work. The water was sparkling, and there wasn't a single piece of debris in sight. Just as I was about to pack up my things and head home, Mary walked back outside.



"I have a favor to ask you," she said, her voice dripping with condescension.



"What is it?" I asked, trying to keep the annoyance out of my voice.



"I have some boxes in the attic that I need you to bring down for me," she said. "They're too heavy for me to carry, and I don't want to have to pay someone to do it."



Of course not. I gritted my teeth and tried to stay calm. I knew that I couldn't refuse her request, but I didn't have to like it.



"Sure," I said. "I'll go up and get them for you."



She glanced at me, wrinkling her nose as she noticed the dirt and sweat on my face.



"You're a mess," she said, her tone disapproving. "You need to take a shower first."



I could tell she was trying to be polite, but it was clear she wasn't thrilled about me tracking dirt into her pristine home. I nodded, not wanting to argue with her, and headed inside to the bathroom.



“I don’t have a change of clothes, though,” I called to her.



“That’s OK, I might have something for you to put on.” she replied from down the hallway.



Something to put on? Mary’s husband had left nearly twenty years ago, and my wife had no brothers. What exactly did she have for me to put on?



I quickly stripped off my shirt, wincing at the sight of the dirt and sweat stains that covered it. I turned on the shower and stepped in, relishing the warm water as it washed away the grime and pool scum from my skin. I lathered soapy body wash onto my hands and began to scrub myself clean. The coconut scented soap reminded me of the sweet smell of my mother-in-law. As I stood there in silence under the flowing stream of the shower, I heard the bathroom door creak open.



“I’ve got clothes for you,” Mary said from outside.



“Oh, you can just leave them at the door. Thanks!” I replied.



I heard the bathroom door shut so I turned around. I almost leapt out of my skin as I turned to see my mother-in-law standing in the middle of the bathroom, looking at my naked body through the clear glass of the shower screen. Her eyes lingered over my chest and stomach, moving slowly down to my legs. I knew exactly where they were going. I could feel myself getting hard, knowing that she was staring directly at my manhood.



I watched her walk closer to me, and when she came within arm's reach of the shower, I could smell her perfume. It was sweet and feminine, and I found myself getting aroused again by the scent. I opened the shower door.



“Hey Mary," I said, trying to understand what she was doing. "Can I help you with something?"



“I just thought I would come and say thank you," she replied as she reached out her hand and took hold of my cock.



Her hand was warm and smooth as she began to stroke the length of my shaft. I couldn't believe it. This woman that had antagonized me every day since I started seeing her daughter, was now pleasuring me in her bathroom.



I couldn't resist. I had always been attracted to my wife's mother. Many times I had caught myself gazing lustfully at her ass in a pair of yoga pants, or at her breasts in a tight tank top. In all my fantasizing I had never expected this. My cock grew harder and I closed my eyes as I let Mary run her fingers down the length of my member.



“Oh yes!" she moaned as I began to swell in her grasp. "You’re so big. Just like a real man."



I groaned as she stroked me faster, running her other hand up and down my chest.



“Mmm…" I moaned as I moved closer to her.



I reached out and grabbed her shoulders, pulling her close to me as I leaned in and kissed her. She tasted sweet and smelled wonderful, and I couldn't help but moan as our tongues met. She pulled back and smiled as she started to strip in front of me. As the summer dress, followed by her bra and panties, fell to the floor my eyes devoured her body. Her perfect, perky tits. Her toned stomach. The small tuft of blonde pubic hair that rested above her gorgeous pink pussy. I wanted her more than any woman I had had before.



As she stood there naked, she licked her lips and looked up at me with hunger in her eyes.



“Do you like what you see?" she asked as she ran her finger down her body.



I nodded, unable to speak. I couldn't believe how turned on I was by this woman who had treated me like shit for the last ten years. All I could think about was punishing her for it. Pounding her hard. Giving her what she deserved.



Mary dropped to her knees at the threshold of the shower. She smiled as she took my swollen cock in her hand.



“This is for cleaning the pool so well." she cooed as she wrapped her soft lips around the tip of my cock, teasing me with the wetness of her mouth. Her tongue shot out and flicked across my sensitive head.



“Does this turn you on?" she said between mouthfuls of my cock. “Do you like your mother-in-law sucking your dick?"



"Yes..." I gasped as I felt her tight throat wrap around my shaft.



She pumped me gently, her hand massaging my balls while her mouth worked its magic. Up and down. It felt amazing. Every mouthful she took was like ecstasy and I knew I wouldn't last long if she kept going at that pace.



"Fuck!" I groaned as I felt my orgasm approaching.



I wasn’t ready to finish, but it felt so amazing. Mary was a mature, experienced woman and she knew how to pleasure a man.



“Good boy," she said as she pulled back and spat onto my cock, lubricating it even further. "Don't cum yet. I want you to stay strong. You're gonna fuck me, aren't you?”



I nodded. I couldn't believe what she was saying, but I wanted to fuck her so badly. The thought alone nearly sent me over the edge. She began working my cock in her mouth again, bobbing up and down as she slurped loudly.



“You can fuck me anywhere you want. We can have sex in the shower, or against the wall. Or right here on the floor!” She giggled. “Or maybe you can bend me over the sink and fuck me from behind!”



My heart was pounding as Mary sucked my cock. I didn't care anymore about the consequences. All I wanted was to finally get off after suffering for so long. I was going to fuck my mother-in-law until she was red raw.



“What are you waiting for?" she said as she looked up at me, my cock resting on her lips. "Fucking fuck me already!"



I stepped forward, lifted her to her feet and turned her around. I bent her over the sink just as she had dared me to. I lifted her legs up and spread them wide as I positioned myself between her thighs. I could barely contain my excitement as I stared down at her beautiful pink pussy. The lips were swollen and glistening with her arousal, and her clit protruded from underneath a thin layer of hair. I couldn't wait to bury my cock inside her and give her the first real fucking of her life.



With one swift movement I buried myself in her.



She yelped as I filled her tight sex with my cock. Her pussy squeezed and sucked at me as I slid in deeper and deeper. I loved the way she moaned and squirmed beneath me.



“Oh God!" she cried as I bottomed out inside of her. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck!"



“You're so tight!" I growled as I thrust into her.



For an older woman who had kids, her pussy was so well maintained. It was as tight as a girl half her age.



“Is it good?" she asked. “Does my pussy feel good?"



“Yes," I panted as I fucked her hard, slamming her against the sink.



“God you're big!" she gasped. “I’ve never had a cock this big before!"



“Take it, you dirty slut!" I grunted as I pounded into her.



Mary moaned. I had just called my mother-in-law a slut and she loved it. She squealed as she bucked her hips.



“Fuck me harder!" she commanded.



I increased my pace and began to fuck her as fast as I could. I gripped her waist tightly and slammed into her over and over again. In the mirror I could see her large breasts swing as they bounced up and down with every thrust I made. My waist slapped against her ass as my cock rapidly slid in and out of her. I could tell she was getting close to climaxing and I sped up even more, desperate to come before I lost control.



“I'm gonna come!" she gasped. "I'm coming! I'm coming!"



“Come for me!" I cried as I slammed into her. "Come for your son-in-law!"



“Oh God!" Mary screamed as she climaxed, her body tensing and spasming in waves of pleasure.



She collapsed, her arms hanging limply over the sink. As she lay there, I withdrew my cock from her dripping, wet pussy.



“That was amazing," she panted, trying to catch her breath.



I wasn't finished with her yet. After all, I wanted to punish her. My cock was lubricated from her wet pussy as I spread her ass cheeks and pushed the head towards her tight asshole. As my cock pushed against her sphincter, Mary tensed as she turned to look back at me.



“What are you doing?" she whimpered.



“I'm going to finish in your ass," I told her.



Mary moaned and nodded. I pushed my cock in slowly, inch by inch, stretching her tiny hole open. She let out another soft whimper as I slid my full length inside her back passage.



“Oh my God!" she moaned. “I've never been fucked in the ass before!"



“Ughhhh," I grunted as I began to thrust in and out of her.



Her ass felt incredible as I rammed my cock deep inside her. It was tighter than her pussy, and it squeezed and massaged my shaft as I plunged myself into her. I wanted Mary to take it hard and raw, so I started pumping her faster. She whimpered louder as I started to punish her anus.



“Oh my God!" she cried out. “You're so big in my ass!"



“That's what you want isn't it?" I grunted. “To be punished by your son-in-law?"



I leaned down and kissed her neck as I fucked her. Her entire body shivered as I licked her shoulder and earlobe. I grabbed her hip and pulled her leg up, spreading her wider so that I could pound into her even deeper. With each thrust, I drove my cock balls deep into her bowels. I slapped her ass with my hand, spanking her hard.



“Oh baby,” she moaned. “Punish me. Punish me baby. Give it to me rough!”



I pulled her hair to get better leverage, yanking her head back.



“You like being fucked in the ass don't you?" I growled.



"Yes!" she cried.



“Tell me how much you love it."



“It feels so good! So big! Fuck me!" she begged. "Fuck me harder!"



I slammed my cock into her as hard and as fast as I could. I was panting now as my heart raced. I knew I wouldn't last long, not with her ass squeezing and milking my cock with each stroke.



“Mmm. I'm going to come in your ass, baby," I moaned.



“Come in my ass," she said as she arched her back. “Fill my ass with your hot cum!"



I could feel my orgasm building as I continued to ram my cock deep inside her. Then I couldn't hold on any longer. Her asshole clenched and squeezed my shaft as I exploded inside her, spewing my hot load deep within her ass. I kept thrusting and rammed my cock deep inside her as I shot load after load into her.



“Holy shit!" Mary gasped.



Once my cock was completely drained,, we both collapsed onto the tiled bathroom floor. Mary arched her ass up into the air and I watched as my milky semen dripped from her sphincter.



“So you think you can keep your mouth shut about this?" I snarled. “Or will you tell your daughter everything?"



“I'll do anything you want," she whispered.



“Good. We keep this between us and maybe you'll get to play with my cock again," I said matter of factly.



“Hmmm..." she purred. “I like that idea."



“I'm exhausted. I need to lie down," I said.



“Me too," Mary replied.



I helped her up off the floor and led her to the bedroom. We crashed naked together onto the white sheets. Mary curled her naked body around me, stroking my chest with her fingertips. I reached down and cupped her firm breasts, pinching and squeezing her nipples as she rolled her hips against me. We laid there for what seemed like an eternity. Two spent lovers in post-coitial bliss.



“So, how long had you been fantasizing about fucking me?" I asked, curious as to what had brought on her sudden change in behavior.



“Since I first saw you," she whispered. “I wanted you so bad. I thought I might go crazy if I didn't have your cock inside me soon. Every time you come over to my house, I go to the bathroom and masturbate at the thought of you fucking me."



The woman who had made my life hell all these years, my own mother-in-law, was confessing to pleasuring herself to the thought of me every time I had seen her. The more I thought about it, the more aroused I got. I sucked two fingers, then reached down and slid them into her tight pussy. With my free hand I rolled her nipple between my thumb and forefinger.



“I'm glad you finally gave in to temptation," I said softly.



“Me too," she breathed.



The erotic pillow talk had awoken my cock and I was erect again. Mary reached out and gripped my rock hard shaft and started tugging gently on it. I moaned and rolled her over on top of me with her legs spread either side of my hips. I guided my erection towards her dripping pussy and pushed inside her slowly.



“I don't want to fuck you," I confessed.



Mary looked at me with a puzzled expression as my cock slowly moved deeper inside her.



“I want to make love to you."



She didn't say anything for a moment. Then she smiled. She wrapped her hands around my head and pressed her lips to mine, kissing me passionately. My hands roamed her soft skin. I felt her push her hips down and guide my cock deep inside her. She was sitting on top of me, my cock completely inside her. We were in that moment one erotic entity.



“I love you," she murmured against my lips.



“I love you too."



The words just slipped out. My head was spinning. It was crazy but everything just felt right. I held her close, feeling her tits press against my chest. Our sweaty bodies rubbed together as we rocked gently back and forth.



“I wish I'd met you when you were younger," I said softly. “If only I'd known then what I know now, I would never let you go."



Mary's eyes lit up and she kissed me again.



“I wish you'd found me sooner too," she sighed.”"I've waited all these years to be with you. Now that we're together, I'm never letting go."



Her D cup breasts bounced as we grinded against each other. I took one in my hand and lifted it to my mouth, licking gently at her fleshy pink nipple. Mary moaned and writhed on top of me. I was amazed by how wet she was. Her pussy was so tight it was like being fucked with a velvet glove.



We went at it for what felt like hours, our tongues tangled in each others' mouths as our hands roamed freely over the surface of each other's bodies. We couldn't keep our hands off each other. We were in a frenzy of lust.



“I'm going to come," I warned.



“Come in my mouth," she begged.



I started thrusting my hips faster, driving my cock deeper into her tight pussy. I was close to orgasming when she grabbed the base of my cock and pulled it out of her. I groaned in protest, but she slid down my body and placed my throbbing member between her full lips. I watched as she licked from the bottom to the top, swirling her tongue around my engorged shaft. When she reached my head, her warm saliva dribbled down my cock, coating it with her drool. I could feel her sucking gently on the end of my dick as she bobbed her head up and down, making me even harder. I was seconds away from blowing my load.



“Oh God!" I cried, arching my back as the first blast of hot semen erupted from my balls.



A second followed quickly after, and then another. I hadn't lost control like this in years. My entire body shook as I came hard inside my mother-in-law's mouth. She continued sucking as I filled her throat with my load. She swallowed greedily until I was done.



I laid back onto the pillow as Mary rested her head next to my cock, playing with it in her hands and cleaning up the last drizzle of cum that dribbled from the tip. I couldn't believe what had happened. I had just blown my load into my mother-in-law’s mouth. I closed my eyes and tried to compose myself. My life as I knew it was changed forever.



When I opened my eyes, Mary was looking at me with such adoration in her gaze.



“I can't believe you did that," she said quietly.



“What?" I asked.



“You just blew your load into my mouth. I never thought I'd have you do that to me."



I smiled. What a turn-on! Suddenly I remembered the boxes in the attic.



“Do you still want me to get those boxes out of the attic for you?" I asked earnestly.



“Yes," she purred. “But you're filthy. You have to have a shower before you walk through my house."









 Tasting Mother-In-Law



As I pulled up in front of Joanne's house, my stomach rumbled with anticipation. I knew she had been cooking up a storm all day, and I couldn't wait to get my hands on some of her delicious home-cooked food. But as I stepped out of my car and made my way to her front door, I couldn't help feeling a flutter in my chest that had nothing to do with hunger.



Joanne was my mother-in-law, but there was something between us that went beyond family ties. It was a secret we had been keeping from everyone, including my wife. Every time we were together, there was an electric tension that crackled between us like a live wire. Our flirtation had grown to the point where she was regularly trying to initiate contact with me. It had started as an arm on the shoulder, holding a hug longer than usual, little things like that, but it had now progressed even further. When we passed each other in the kitchen she would go out of her way to brush her body against me, letting me know exactly what she wanted.



My wife was out of town visiting friends, and Joanne had called me inviting me over for dinner. She probably thought I couldn’t look after myself and would starve until my wife returned. I jumped at the opportunity to have a free, home cooked meal and spend time with my mother-in-law alone. I had fantasized about her since we had first met, and I thought that if anything was ever going to happen between us, tonight would be the night.



As Joanne opened the door and greeted me with a warm smile, I felt my heart skip a beat.



“Hi honey. I made your favorite," she said with a twinkle in her eye.



I couldn't help but notice how beautiful she looked, with her hair pulled back in a messy bun and a faint blush on her cheeks. It was as if she knew the effect she had on me and was playing it up for all it was worth.



As we chatted and laughed over a bowl of penne fresca, I couldn't help but feel like we were two teenagers on a secret date, sneaking around behind everyone's back. But for that one brief moment, it didn't matter. All that mattered was the delicious food and the intoxicating chemistry between us. I couldn't help but feel like we were playing a dangerous game. I was happily married to her daughter, but there was a magnetic pull between us that couldn't be denied. Every time we were together, there was an undeniable desire that crackled between us like electricity.



“So, how's work?" she asked, breaking the silence that had fallen between us.



I shrugged. “Same old, same old. You know how it is."



Joanne nodded sympathetically. “I do. Sometimes I wish I could just retire and spend all my time in the kitchen."



I smiled wistfully, imagining a life where I could indulge in my passions without worrying about bills and responsibilities. “Yeah, me too. Maybe someday."



We chatted and laughed, our conversation flowing easily as we savored the food. But the air between us was thick with tension, and I knew we were both acutely aware of it.



As we finished our meal, Joanne stood up and began to clear the table. I offered to help, but she waved me off.



“You're a guest," she said, her eyes meeting mine. “Relax."



I leaned back in my chair and watched her as she moved around the kitchen, her hips swaying with every step. I couldn't help but admire the way she moved. It was as if every movement was carefully choreographed, designed to captivate and entice. Her ass was perfect, incredibly firm for a woman of her maturity.



As she turned to face me, I caught a glimpse of something in her eyes. Was it desire? Or was I just imagining things?



Suddenly, she was standing in front of me, her hands on the arms of my chair. She leant forward. I felt her breath on my face, warm and sweet.



“You know," she said, her voice low and husky. “I've been thinking about you a lot lately."



My heart raced as I looked up at her, my mouth suddenly dry.



“Yeah?" I managed to say.



Joanne nodded, her eyes darkening with something I couldn't quite decipher.



“Yeah. I can't stop thinking about you." She confessed.



And just like that, we were kissing. It was a wild, passionate kiss, fueled by years of pent-up desire and forbidden longing. I felt her hands on my body, tracing the contours of my chest and shoulders. It was like nothing I had ever experienced before, a heady mix of excitement and anxiety.



We pulled away from each other, our breaths coming in ragged gasps. Joanne looked at me, her eyes bright with something that looked like fear.



“We shouldn't be doing this," she whispered.



I knew she was right. She was my mother-in-law, and this was wrong. But in that moment, I couldn't bring myself to care. All that mattered was the way her body felt against mine, the way her lips tasted like honey.



Slowly, we moved toward one another again, our mouths moving in sync. Our tongues danced together, caressing and exploring. And as we kissed, I felt my clothes begin to fall away. I could feel my shirt sliding off my shoulders and falling to the floor. Before I could react, Joanne had my pants undone, pushing them down my legs and kicking them aside.



The cool air hit my bare skin, but it only heightened the sensations coursing through my body. As I sat before her completely naked, I felt a sense of liberation unlike anything I'd ever experienced. In that moment, I was free to explore and satisfy my desires without worrying about consequences. Joanne slipped out of her dress, exposing the black, lacy lingerie that held back her forbidden fruits.



I reached out for her, pulling her onto my lap. My erect cock pressed against her panties and I could feel the heat from her pussy radiate against my shaft. She was already wet for me. I could feel the slickness on my manhood, and I knew she wanted me inside her.



With a quick flick of her wrist, Joanne ravenously tore open the front of her underwear like they were made of paper, releasing the fullness of her sex. Her pussy, perfectly pink and shaved, hovered above the tip of my cock. The combination of her scent and the sight of her glistening womanhood made my heart pound.



“Oh fuck!" I gasped as Joanne lowered herself onto my shaft.



Her body was warm and firm, and her juices coated my length. I wasn't sure if it was the food or the wine, but I felt dizzy with pleasure as she sank down inch after inch until I was buried deep inside her.



It was like nothing I'd ever felt before. I took it slow, wanting to savor every moment. I was completely in love with this mature goddess, and I wanted to soak up every second of ecstasy with her. When she began to move, I lost all control. It was clear she had other things in mind.



Joanne rocked back and forth, riding my cock with abandon. She moaned softly, letting out little cries that sent shivers down my spine. I grabbed her hips and helped guide her while she rode me, enjoying the feeling of her tight pussy gripping my shaft as she bounced up and down.



After a few minutes of intense fucking, I felt my balls tightening and knew I was close. I didn't want to come yet, though. I wanted this moment to last forever.



I shifted my fingers to her clit and began to rub gently as my cock moved in and out of her pussy.



“Oh my God, I'm going to come!" She moaned.



Slowly, her body tensed and she screamed loudly as her orgasm washed over her. I could feel her juices coating my shaft and dripping out of her pussy as I continued to thrust.



Finally, Joanne collapsed on top of me, panting heavily. For a minute. I held her close to me, my erect cock still deep inside her.



“That was amazing," she panted. “I haven't orgasmed like that in years."



Joanne leaned in and planted a deep, passionate kiss on my lips. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight, relishing the sensation of her soft breasts pressing against my chest.



She broke the kiss and smiled at me. “Now, it's your turn to cum," she said.



I laughed, suddenly nervous to perform for my mother-in-law.



“Don't worry, I'll help you," she assured me.



She pushed herself off my cock and knelt between my legs. With her other hand, she massaged my hard shaft while she watched me intently. Her piercing eyes burnt with a lustful hunger. She wanted to please me.



“Relax," she urged. “Let go and let me make you feel good."



I did as she asked, relaxing my body and letting her take charge. I closed my eyes and tried to focus on the feel of her delicate fingers stroking the length of my cock. Slowly, I felt my nerves begin to calm.



“Good," Joanne purred as her fingers slid across my sensitive flesh. “You're so big and hard. Mmmm, I can't wait to see how much cum you have for me."



Her words sent tingles racing out across my skin. It was like every nerve ending in my body had been awoken. I had never been so turned on in all my life. My mother-in-law was on her knees between my legs, begging for me to fill her mouth with my cum. I couldn't believe what was happening. I expected to wake up from this dream at any moment.



Joanne leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth, moaning softly as she licked up the precum leaking from the tip. She delicately kissed the head of my cock before she wrapped her lips around it and began to slowly suck me.



“Oh fuck," I groaned, watching her slide her mouth up and down my shaft.



My hands were locked behind my head, my eyes tightly shut as I struggled not to come. I could feel myself building towards orgasm, though, and I desperately wanted to explode in Joanne's mouth. But it felt so good. I didn't want it to end.



“Mmm, I think you're almost there," Joanne giggled. “And I can tell you're really enjoying it."



She put my cock back in her mouth and continued sucking me, taking me deeper into her throat each time. My wife was terrible at giving blowjobs, but her mother knew her way around a cock.



“Oh yeah! That's it!" I groaned.



I couldn't hold back any longer. I felt my climax start to build.



“I'm going to come." I whispered, lost in the pleasure enveloping my body.



“Come in my mouth, sweetie!" Joanne commanded. “Come for me now, baby!"



I could only nod. My engorged shaft spasmed as I felt the sudden release of my orgasm. My cock throbbed in Joanne's mouth, and I felt the first jet of cum hit the back of her throat. Another squirt and more pearly white fluid splashed across her tongue. She swallowed quickly before licking more of my seed from the underside of my cock.



“You taste so good, baby." Joanne moaned, licking at the cum that dribbled from the corner of her mouth. “You have no idea how long I've wanted to do this."



She pulled my softening cock from her mouth and licked in clean with a quick flash of her tongue.



“Thank you," I gasped. “That was... amazing."



“I'm glad you liked it." She grinned. “My daughter is a lucky woman."



“I know." I replied. “I'm just worried about what she'll say when she finds out."



Joanne laughed. “Don't worry, I won't tell her anything."



“Promise?" I asked, looking into her eyes.



“Of course," she reassured me. “As long as you don't tell her either, okay?"



I nodded.



“Besides, I'm ready for round two," she smiled.



I looked down at my spent cock, which was hanging heavy between my thighs.



“It's going to take me a little while to recover," I confessed.



Joanne massaged my balls as she looked up at me.



“Why don't we go to the bedroom and you lick my pussy?" she grinned. “Give you some time to recover?"



We left the kitchen, making our way upstairs to Joanne's room. Once inside she sat on the edge of her bed, spreading her legs open. I knelt between them and began kissing her inner thighs as I worked my way closer to her dripping wet pussy. I pushed her back onto the bed and spread her legs wide.



“Eat me," Joanne cooed.



I lowered my face between her legs and touched the soft flesh of her labia. The scent from her pussy was intoxicating. As my tongue swirled over her swollen clit, I tasted the rich juices that flowed freely from her wet sex. I dipped my tongue deep inside her hole and licked her as far up her passage as possible.



“That's it," Joanne groaned. “Lick it nice and slow. Make me cum."



Her thighs gripped my head tight, pulling me deeper into her warm velvet folds as I attacked her pussy with my tongue. I had fantasized about this moment for so long, that all I could think about was pleasing Joanne. I wanted to make this moment magical for her. I wanted her to remember this night for as long as she lived. I wanted to give her a memory that would last forever. The memory of her daughter’s husband satisfying her completely.



“Fuck," she hissed. "You're doing it right, baby."



I removed my mouth from her pussy and slid two fingers into her dripping hole. She was soaking wet and tight around my fingers. I moved up her body towards her beautiful breasts. They were full and firm, her nipples hard and erect. I kissed one, then the other as I squeezed her breast in my hand, feeling its weight. She was perfect in every way. Every inch of her body was exactly as I imagined it to be. My fingers continued to pump in and out of her pussy as I pushed firmly against the raised G-spot in her canal.



“Mmm, yes!" Joanne moaned, pushing her tits into my face as I fingered her. “Oh god, it feels so good. Fuck me with your fingers, baby."



I sucked one of her fleshy, pink nipples and rolled it around my tongue before biting down gently, eliciting a low moan from Joanne. I switched to the other nipple and did the same thing. I slid my tongue up along her neck and nibbled on her earlobe. She began bucking her hips again, driving my fingers in and out of her steaming snatch faster than before.



“I'm gonna come soon," she said breathlessly. “Make me come, baby! Please make me come!"



I pressed harder and rubbed her sensitive clit with my thumb. She moaned and squirmed. I leant back and watched her writhing below me.



“I'm coming baby!" she screamed.



Joanne's body bucked wildly as her ass lifted off the bed, forcing my fingers to disappear deeper inside of her. Her face contorted in pleasure as she came on my fingers. Her warm juices ran down my fingers and the back of my hand.



“Did I do good?" I asked.



“God, yes!" she panted.



I pulled my wet fingers from Joanne's pussy and climbed up beside her. She wrapped her arms around my neck, squeezing me tightly, before taking my fingers and putting them in her mouth. She sucked them clean, then kissed me deeply. I could taste her climax on her lips.



It was so erotic that I could feel myself growing aroused again. Blood started to race to my cock and it sprung back to life, standing erect in seconds.



“I'm ready for round two," I smiled.



Joanne looked down at my throbbing cock.



“How do you want to fuck me?" she asked.



I pulled her close, my mouth next to her ear.



“I want to fuck you in the ass," I whispered.



Joanne's body shivered with arousal.



“I've never had anal." she said nervously. “You're so big, it might hurt."



“Trust me," I replied. “I'll take it easy."



She nodded and gave me a shy smile. She straddled herself atop me, turning away in a reverse cowgirl position. I spat on my hand and rubbed the length of my cock for extra lubrication. Slowly Joanne spread her ass cheeks and descended towards the engorged head of my manhood. When her puckered asshole touched the tip of my cock, she froze.



“Are you sure?" she asked.



“Yeah," I grinned. “Go ahead."



Slowly, Joanne lowered herself until my cockhead slipped inside her tight asshole. She whimpered as it inched deeper and deeper into her back passage. She looked back at me over her shoulder, bit her lip and clenched her fists as my cock disappeared completely inside of her. I watched the muscles in her rear tighten and relax, as she worked each inch of my shaft into her anal cavity.



“Oh, God," she moaned. “It's so big!"



“Tell me if it hurts," I told her. “I can stop anytime."



“No, it's okay," she sighed. “Keep going. It feels...so..."



I felt like I was splitting her in half, but Joanne seemed to love it. The tightness of her anus around my shaft made me groan loudly.



“Oh shit," she gasped. “It feels so good!"



Joanne worked her hips slowly, allowing me to slide in and out of her. I loved watching her sexy ass bounce and jiggle as she rode me. I reached up and grabbed her breasts from behind, finding her nipples and pinching them tenderly between my thumb and forefinger.



“Oh yeah," she moaned. “That feels nice."



Her ass tightened around my cock. I squeezed her nipples harder, pulling on them until she cried out in surprise. I pulled my hands away in shock.



“Don't stop!" she begged.



Joanne bounced her ass on my cock, impaling herself more forcefully. I gripped tighter on her nipples. She let out a dull cry as the pain mixed with the pleasure.



“Fuck me!" she screamed. “Harder! Harder!"



I picked up the pace and slammed my cock deep into her ass as my balls slapped against her still dripping pussy. Joanne's eyes rolled back and she tilted her head to the ceiling, moaning.



“Yes!" she screamed. “Oh fuck, yes! Keep fucking me!"



I continued slamming into her ass as hard as I could. Each time I thrust forward, Joanne's ass clenched tightly around my cock. I held onto her nipples and pinched them even harder, eliciting another loud moan from her lips. Her body shook violently underneath mine and I realized she was about to climax once again.



“Oh my GOD! I'm going to come again!" she screamed.



I could feel my own orgasm rushing to the surface.



“I'm going to come too!" I moaned.



Joanne squeezed her cheeks tighter around my shaft.



“Come in my ass, sweetie!" she begged.



I plunged my cock as deep inside of her ass as I could and came hard. Waves of ecstasy washed through my entire body, causing me to seize. The feeling of Joanne's tight asshole around my cock sent me over the edge and I shot stream after stream of hot cum deep into her cavity.



I felt Joanne's body spasm against mine as she was engulfed by her own climax. Her pussy dripped more hot juices over my balls as we were both lost in our orgasms. We stayed locked together, her ass clenching around my dick as wave after wave of pleasure raced through my body.



Finally, the sensations subsided. Our bodies trembled as we caught our breath. Joanne slid my cock out of her asshole and I watched as a stream of milky white cum trickled from her sphincter.



“Wow," she gasped. “That was incredible."



We both collapsed back onto the bed. Panting. Exhausted. We lay there for a few moments, enjoying our post-coital bliss.



“You're amazing!" she sighed. “I didn't know sex could be that good."



“Well, it will only get better," I smiled. “Next time I won't be so nervous."



Joanne laughed, then turned over and kissed me softly on the lips.



“Thank you," she whispered. “For letting me try something new. I think I love anal sex."



She giggled and laid her head on my chest. I looked down at her and smiled.



“I think I love the taste of your pussy even more than your cooking!”
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