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 My Wife’s Hot Mom







I wandered through the bustling shopping mall, my eyes scanning the vibrant displays and colorful storefronts. The air was filled with a mixture of fragrances—freshly brewed coffee, cinnamon from the nearby bakery, and the sweet scent of newly opened perfumes. It was an ordinary Saturday afternoon, and I found myself in the company of an extraordinary and beautiful woman: my mother-in-law, Suzie.



Suzie and I had developed an inexplicable bond over the years, one that extended beyond the conventional in-law relationship. Her daughter, Emily, my wife, was the reason we had initially met, but as time went on, our connection grew deeper. We shared interests, similar tastes, and a subtle understanding that danced on the fringes of something more. Suzie for all intents and purposes was happily married, as was I, but I still found myself fantasizing about pleasuring her naked body.



That day we had embarked on a mission to find the perfect birthday gift for Emily. She deserved nothing but the best, and it was up to us to ensure her special day was memorable. As Suzie and I strolled arm in arm, I couldn't help but feel a tinge of nervous excitement. Suzie's presence, usually comforting, now seemed electrifying, and I wondered if she felt the same way.



Our footsteps echoed against the tiled floors, and the melodic hum of conversations surrounded us like a symphony. Suzie's laughter, so infectious, mingled with the background noise, filling the air with warmth. She was a vibrant soul, and her zest for life was contagious.



“Where do you think we should start?" I asked, my voice laced with a hint of anticipation.



Suzie tilted her head and pondered for a moment, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “How about the jewelry store? Every woman deserves a little sparkle on her birthday."



I chuckled, the sound reverberating through my chest. Suzie had always been the mischievous one, her playfulness adding a fire to every situation. Together, we navigated the maze of stores until we found ourselves standing in front of a window adorned with exquisite necklaces, earrings, and bracelets that glittered under the spotlights.



Suzie's eyes widened as they swept over the display, her fingers lightly grazing the glass. I watched her, captivated by the way her face lit up with childlike wonder. There was a subtle elegance to her gestures, a grace that hadn't dulled over the years. It was in moments like these that I couldn't help but notice how deeply I cared for her.



“Look at this one," she whispered, pointing at a delicate pendant in the shape of a star. “That reminds me of Emily.."



I nodded, my gaze drifting between the necklace and Suzie. The way she spoke about Emily, the love and admiration in her voice, tugged at my heartstrings. In that moment, I realized that Suzie's affection for Emily mirrored the feelings I had for her. It was a revelation that both excited and terrified me.



We entered the store, the tinkling of a bell announcing our arrival. A sales assistant greeted us with a warm smile, her eyes flickering between Suzie and me. I couldn't help but wonder if our connection was visible to others, if she thought that we were lovers, not mother and son in law.



As the sales assistant presented the necklace to Suzie and she placed it around her neck, I found myself lost, staring at my mother-in-law’s neckline. Her smooth, but middle-aged skin looked so inviting. I wanted to start kissing her neck and chest just to feel its texture on my lips.



Suzie turned to me, her eyes shimmering with unspoken words. “What do you think? Will Emily love it?"



I swallowed the lump in my throat, my voice steady yet filled with vulnerability.



I took a deep breath, my heart pounding in my chest as I met Suzie's gaze. “I think she'll adore it. Besides, itt looks beautiful on you.."



A soft blush tinged Suzie's cheeks, and her eyes held a mixture of gratitude and something else—something that mirrored the emotions swirling within me. The connection between us was palpable, and as we stood there in the jewelry store, a silent understanding passed between us. We both knew there was more than mere friendship blossoming between us.



Attempting to ease the tension that hung in the air, Suzie smiled and placed the necklace back on its velvet cushion. “Let's keep exploring, shall we?"



Nodding, I followed her lead, though my mind was still filled with the profound realization of our shared feelings. We wandered through the mall, our conversation lighthearted, yet a silent undercurrent of sexual tension coursed beneath it all. The sensation of being torn between my love for Emily and this undeniable connection with her mother grew stronger with each passing moment.



Soon, our path led us to the lingerie section of a high-end boutique. The vibrant colors and delicate fabrics beckoned us, promising sensuality and allure. I glanced at Suzie, a mix of apprehension and curiosity swirling in my eyes. She met my gaze, her own eyes sparkling mischievously once again.



“Let's find something sexy for the two of you to share," Suzie said, her voice tinged with excitement.



We perused the racks, our fingers lightly brushing against silk and lace. As Suzie held up a delicate lace thong, her eyes glanced at me, a silent question lingering in the air.



I swallowed hard, my heart racing as I struggled to find my voice. “Maybe we should focus on something more comfortable, something she can relax in."



Suzie nodded, her expression shifting to a mix of understanding and a touch of disappointment. It was as if she too was torn between embracing the undeniable connection we shared and respecting the boundaries that had been set.



Together, we continued our search, looking for something that struck the delicate balance between sensuality and comfort. Our laughter, once carefree, now held a hint of tension, as if we were tiptoeing on a precipice that threatened to change everything. Every stolen glance, every accidental touch, fueled the fire that burned within us, igniting a longing that could no longer be ignored.



Finally, we settled on an exquisite lace lingerie set in a deep shade of midnight blue. The delicate fabric whispered promises of elegance and allure, and I couldn't help but imagine how breathtaking Emily would look in it. Suzie held the set against her own body, a devilish smile playing on her lips.



“You know," she said, her voice low and teasing, “we could always see how it looks on a real body."



My heart skipped a beat, and I felt the blood rush to my cheeks. The suggestion hung in the air, tantalizing and dangerous. I knew the path we were treading was treacherous, but the pull of desire was overpowering.



Without giving myself time to fully comprehend the consequences, I nodded hesitantly. “Alright, just this once."



Suzie's eyes sparkled with a mix of excitement and uncertainty as she disappeared into the fitting room. My mind raced, trying to process the enormity of what we were about to do. Doubts gnawed at me, reminding me of the commitment I had made to Emily. But the undeniable chemistry between Suzie and me had reached its boiling point, threatening to consume us both.



Time seemed to stand still as I waited outside the fitting room, my heart pounding in my chest. A whirlwind of emotions engulfed me—guilt, anticipation, and an intoxicating blend of forbidden desire. My mind wavered between the love I had for Emily and the burgeoning passion I felt for her mother.



“Come in and tell me what you think,” Suzie’s voice called from the fitting room.



Slowly, I stepped inside, my eyes locked on Suzie's reflection in the mirror. Her skin glowed with a rosy flush, accentuating the curves of her breasts and hips. The soft blue lace contrasted perfectly with her honey-blonde hair, making her appear ethereal and mysterious.



“Very nice," I murmured, my heart pounding in my chest.



The fit was perfect, the lace hugging her body like a second skin, the fabric clinging to every curve and indentation. It was indeed a very sexy outfit.



Suzie turned around, her expression one of surprise and delight. “It fits great! Have I ever told you that I have a thing for lingerie?"



Her words stirred a warmth in my stomach, a sensation that I hadn't felt in some time.



“Not that I can recall,” I replied.



“It always makes me so horny,” she giggled. “And it really does wonders for my confidence."



I smiled, my eyes drifting over her body, taking in the sight of her flushed face and long legs.



“You look incredible," I said quietly, fighting the urge to reach out and touch her.



“Thank you," she breathed, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror. “Do you want to touch it?”



I swallowed hard, my hands trembling as they unconsciously reached for the hem of the bra. My fingers gently brushed the soft material covering her perky breasts.



“Come on, feel them properly," she commanded.



She grabbed my hands and pressed them to her breasts. I couldn't believe it. I now held two handfuls of my mother-in-law's firm tits. Instinctively, I started massaging them through the lingerie. She moaned softly, her breath quickening.



“Oh yes," she cried. “That feels good."



Her words sent a shiver down my spine. I was aware of the danger we were courting, but my need to touch her was greater than my fear. I squeezed her breasts harder, reveling in her moans of pleasure. Her nipples hardened under my touch, her hands reaching up to grip my wrists, pulling me closer.



“And what about the panties?" she cooed, lowering my hand below her waist and pressing it against her lingerie covered sex. I could feel the heat radiating from her pussy and I felt my cock awaken in my jeans.



“How does it feel?" she asked.



“Amazing," I gasped, my fingers running along the length of the silky material.



I reached the top of the panties and slid my fingers inside, touching her shaven skin as my fingers descended back towards her wet slit. She let out another moan, her head falling to the side as I explored her most intimate parts.



“Mmmm," she sighed.”"That feels so good. Keep going," she hissed.



My fingers found the lips of her pussy and I pushed one digit through her warm entrance. Her inner walls gripped my finger as I slowly drove it deeper into her tunnel. I could hear her breathing getting heavier.



“Oh fuck," she groaned.



She unclasped the bra and let it fall to the floor, revealing her age-defying tits and supple, pink nipples. I buried my face into them as my finger buried itself deeper inside of her. She was so tight; her muscles gripping my digit tightly. As I withdrew, her juices coated my fingertip.



“Take off your clothes," she insisted, stepping out of her panties and leaving them on the floor.



I stood there, staring at her beautiful body in the mirror. My dick strained painfully against my jeans as I undressed. As they fell to the ground, my swollen member throbbed as Suzie dropped to her knees.



“Fuck, your cock is so big," she whispered. “I’ve always wondered what it looked it.”



She took hold of my shaft and stroked it lovingly, her eyes fixed on mine as she placed it in her mouth. I closed my eyes and relished the feeling of her warm mouth enveloping my throbbing member.



“Suck my cock," I commanded.



Her tongue caressed the underside of my shaft as she bobbed her head up and down the length of my manhood. I had never experienced anything so erotic. I had seen porn movies where the women gave blowjobs in fitting rooms, but this was real life. This was my real mother-in-law, and she was on her knees sucking my cock. I knew we had crossed a moral line, but something deep inside me wanted more.



I pulled her head back by the hair and thrust myself forward, burying my dick in her throat. Her eyes shot open and she gagged slightly, coughing as I pumped my cock in her mouth.



“Good girl," I growled, pumping my meat in and out of her lips.



“I've wanted this for so long," she whined between mouthfuls.



Her words sent a bolt of electricity through me as I slammed my rod into her mouth again and again. Finally she stood back up and pressed her naked body against me, my cock pressing into her belly.



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



The thought of her pussy wrapped around my cock filled my mind.



“Like this." I said as I grabbed her waist, turned her around and pushed her up against the wall.



She looked back at me with lusty eyes as I forced her legs apart and entered her pussy from behind. She let out a cry as I plunged my dick into her soaking hole.



“Oh, that's it," she moaned. “Fuck me like the dirty whore I am."



I pounded her from behind, our bodies slapping together as she squealed out in delight. My balls slapped against her ass, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body.



“Fuck me!" she begged.



I thrust my hips forward, driving my hardness deep inside her dripping channel. She tried to muffle her moans of pleasure so the other customers wouldn't hear us.



“Yes, yes, YES! Fuck me!" she whispered.



My orgasm built fast. I could feel my balls tightening as I continued to pump my hard cock into her.



“I'm going to come!" I moaned, close to climax.



“Come in my mouth, baby." She begged as she quickly pulled my cock from her pussy and dropped again to her knees.



Suzie took my cock back into her mouth, tasting her own juices on my shaft as she sucked me deeply.



“I'm COMING!" I grunted as I released my load deep into her throat.



When I finished shooting my seed, she opened her mouth revealing it filled with my pearly, white cum. She swallowed all of it then licked her lips.



“Mmm, you taste so good." she smiled.



She squeezed my cock, milking every last drop of cum before cleaning my shaft with her tongue.



I leaned against the wall as she stood up, wiping the corners of her mouth. Suzie put her arms around me and kissed my cheek.



“We'd better get out of here," she giggled.



“Yeah, we probably should," I chuckled.



We left the changing room and walked hand-in-hand back to the counter. The woman behind the counter looked at us strangely and I was sure she had heard us fucking. We paid for the lingerie set and left the shop without saying a word.



“You know what would have been fun?" Suzie said as we continued through the mall.



“What?" I asked.



“If the girl at the counter had joined us. She was hot," Suzie giggled.



My mind was racing. My mother-in-law had just swallowed a mouthful of my cum, and now she was fantasizing about threesomes with me and a stranger. How far could this go?



***



That night I couldn't sleep. My mind was filled with thoughts of Suzie sucking my cock in the fitting room. An image that would be burnt in my memory forever.



In the morning I dressed quickly for work then raced out the door, hardly saying a word to my wife. I feigned being late for a meeting, but I had more important matters to take care of.



As I raced down the busy highway in my car, I called in sick with the office, then took an exit towards my in-law's house.



After a quick ten minute drive I was parked across the street from my wife's parents house. I sat there waiting, watching, until my wife's father finally left for work. Once he had been gone for several minutes I exited the car, crossed the street and knocked on my in-law's front door. Suzie opened it, wearing only a silk robe. Her eyes opened wide in shock and she quickly pulled me inside and slammed the door shut behind her.



“What are you doing here!?" she hissed angrily, pulling me into the kitchen.



“I wanted to see you!" I confessed. “I couldn't stop thinking about you last night."



She looked at me suspiciously. “Is that why you're here? Just to see me?"



“Well, no..." I began.



She raised her eyebrows. “Then what are you doing here?"



I stared into her beautiful green eyes and kissed her passionately on the lips. I reached down, unzipping my pants, freeing my rock-hard member. Suzie gasped and stepped back.



“What are you doing?" she asked.



“I want you," I confessed. “I've always loved you. I love your tits, your ass, everything about you."



“But... but..." she stammered.



I took her by her shoulders and pulled her close to me, kissing her on the neck. She trembled in my arms, but didn't resist.



“My husband could be back any minute," she protested.



“He won't be," I said. “Trust me."



Suzie closed her eyes and nodded, biting her lower lip. I untied her robe and slid it off her shoulders, revealing her naked body to the cool air.



“Mmm," she sighed as I leaned in and kissed her breasts. They were full and soft, my hands roaming over every inch of them.



“Unh," she moaned as I began licking and nibbling at one of her nipples.



I took it between my teeth, then gently bit it, making her gasp. She started breathing heavily as I let my tongue trace the outline of her large areola, circling it slowly.



“Oh fuck, yes," she groaned as I moved to the other breast and repeated the process. While I was doing this, Suzie's hand reached down and started rubbing her neat, pink pussy. The heat was building inside her, and I could tell she was getting excited.



In one swift move I picked her up and carried her naked body into the living room. She wrapped her legs around my waist as I laid her on the couch. I knelt between her open thighs and began licking her slit, coating my lips with her sweet juice. I felt her hands on my head, encouraging me to eat her more. I lapped at her clit, pushing two fingers inside her while my tongue played over her swollen bud. Suzie was moaning loudly now, her hips bucking involuntarily.



I stopped eating her and pulled my face away. Suzie opened her eyes in surprise as I stripped in front of her. Standing naked in front of her, in the middle of the living room. My swollen cock stood at attention and Suzie licked her lips.



“Fuck me, baby!" she commanded.



She slipped off the couch and bent over on all fours on the ground, pushing her ass up into the air.



“You want it from behind?" I laughed.



“Yes!" she replied.



I knelt behind her, but I had other plans. I spat onto my hand and rubbed the length of my cock, coating it with saliva. I took my shaft, spread her ass cheek with my free hand, and guided my manhood towards her asshole.



Suzie gasped as I pushed my way inside her. She cried out as I entered her tight sphincter and began pumping in and out of her.



“What are you doing!?" she moaned.



“Fucking you in the ass like a dirty little whore," I answered.



She moaned at my dirty talk and I fucked her faster and harder. I grabbed her hair in one hand and used the other to push against her ass, forcing myself deeper inside her.



She whimpered and squealed in pleasure as I continued ramming into her rectum. I leaned forward and kissed her on the shoulder.



“I love fucking you, Suzie." I whispered.



This made her moan even louder and she pressed herself back against me.



“Don't stop!" she urged.



I started pounding her ass with renewed vigor.



“Oh my GOD!" I moaned. “Your ass is so tight! It feels amazing!"



“I love your cock in my ass," Suzie whimpered.



“I can't hold on much longer," I confessed.



“Me neither," she sighed. “Come in my ass!"



We both came together, screaming out our release. Suzie's body spasmed as I shot my load deep inside her anus. Her orgasm shook her entire being, and I watched in amazement as her whole body convulsed with each pulse of cum. I filled her bowels with my seed then sat back and watched as it oozed out of her puckered hole. We laid there for a long time, recovering from our orgasms. Finally, we got up and cleaned ourselves off.



“You better not tell anyone about this," she warned.



“Why would I?" I smiled.



“I've never had anyone fuck me in the ass before," she admitted. “Oh my God. I can't believe my son-in-law came in my ass."



She put her hands over her face, but was giggling with nervous excitement.



“Your mouth. Your ass. Next time I'll have to be boring and come in your pussy," I laughed.



“Not likely," she chuckled.



“Oh really? Let's go upstairs and shower," I suggested.



Suzie smirked and grabbed me by the hand, leading me up the stairs to the bathroom.



She turned the shower on, making sure to get the temperature just right. We stepped under the warm water and she began to soap my body with her hands. My cock was hardening again as soon as she touched it, and I could feel pre-cum leaking out of me.



Suzie looked up at me as she washed my chest and stomach. She ran her hands up and down my abs, tracing them with her fingertips. I reached out and grabbed her by the waist, pulling her close. Our lips met and our tongues danced around one another. As we kissed, Suzie worked my cock, sliding her hand up and down its length.



“You're already hard again," she giggled.



“This is what you do to me," I replied.



Suzie bit her lip and looked at me lustfully.



“Well, I guess there's only one place to put this."







 My Wife’s Hot Sister







I stepped into the cake shop, the delicate aroma of freshly baked pastries enveloping me like a warm embrace. The whimsical decorations that adorned the walls seemed to dance in the soft glow of the dimmed lights, casting playful shadows on the shelves lined with delectable treats. It was after hours, and the shop was deserted except for the lingering sweetness in the air and a flickering lamp at the counter.



Jess, my sister-in-law and the mastermind behind this edible wonderland, emerged from the back room with a dusting of flour on her apron, her eyes twinkling mischievously. Her radiant smile was like a secret treasure, and I couldn't help but be captivated by it. The truth was I was attracted not only to my wife Emily’s sister, but to her mother as well. I had already acted on my urges with my mother-in-law, and now my sights were set on my wife’s younger sister, Jess.



“Well, well, well, what brings you here, Mr. Trouble?" she teased, leaning against the counter with a playful tilt of her head.



I grinned, my heart pounding like the vibrant beat of a jazz melody. “I come bearing a delicious request, my dear Jess. Saturday is your sister’s birthday, and I can't think of anyone better than you to create a masterpiece for her."



Jess's eyes sparkled with a mix of excitement and anticipation. She loved crafting sweet dreams out of flour and sugar, her hands weaving magic as she sculpted cakes that resembled edible art.



“I accept your challenge, sir," she declared playfully. "What kind of cake does the enchanting birthday girl desire? A castle in the clouds, a garden of sugary blossoms, or perhaps a galaxy of flavors?"



I chuckled, savoring her words. "Surprise me, Jess. Let your imagination run wild, and I trust that your creation will be more than I could ever envision."



With a twinkle in her eye, Jess took me by the hand and led me through the labyrinth of cake displays. Each one seemed to tell a unique story, a symphony of colors and textures that called to my senses. I could almost taste the velvety smoothness of the frosting, and the delicate layers whispered promises of indulgence.



As we traversed this sweet wonderland, our playful banter became the soundtrack to our clandestine connection. The air between us crackled with magnetic energy.



We finally settled in a cozy corner, the scent of vanilla and chocolate swirling around us. Jess produced a sketchbook, flipping through its pages filled with whimsical sketches of cakes yet to be born. The way her nimble fingers traced the outlines reminded me of an artist delicately etching a masterpiece onto a canvas.



Jess's eyes met mine, and in that shared gaze, we acknowledged the complexity of our emotions. We were bound by the ties of family, by loyalty and duty, yet we couldn't deny the allure that had grown between us. In recent months our playful flirtations had escalated to playful touching and now we were alone together at last. In that moment, a single tear escaped Jess's eye, glistening like a drop of liquid crystal, a testament to the longing that resided within us both.



I reached out, my hand trembling with equal parts fear and longing, brushing away the tear that clung to her cheek. Time seemed to stand still, the world fading away until there was only the two of us, connected by a shared heartbeat.



We stared at one another, the silent tension building between us, a palpable charge that threatened to burst forth.



“Jess?" I whispered, my voice catching in my throat.



She nodded slowly, her expression clouded with uncertainty. “Yes?"



A smile broke across my face. “You have no idea how much I want to kiss you right now."



Jess's lips curled into a mischievous grin. “Then why don't you?"



My heart skipped a beat. Was she playing hard to get, or did she genuinely desire a kiss?



With a wicked grin, I pulled her close, pressing my mouth against hers in a slow and sensual assault. The soft pressure of her lips sent a shiver coursing through my body. I wanted to devour her, but I began with gentle pecks, exploring the contours of her lips with feathery kisses.



There was something about the sweetness of Jess's lips that made me crave more. I plunged forward, deepening the kiss, coaxing a moan from her lips. My tongue teased and danced, tasting the flavor of her soul.



Jess's arms wrapped around me, drawing me closer, her touch sending waves of warmth through my body. She grabbed my hair and pulled me close, our tongues intertwining, a delicious dance of pure emotion.



The sensation of her lips caressing mine left me dizzy with desire. Jess drew back, gazing deep into my eyes.



“What are you thinking about?" she asked, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear.



I shook my head, unable to form coherent thoughts, my mind lost in the maelstrom of sensations unleashed by our kiss.



“I can see it in your eyes," Jess said, her voice a husky whisper.



I smiled shyly, “I'm thinking about making love to you."



Jess's eyes widened in surprise, her lips curving into a knowing smile. Jess grabbed me by the hand and led me to the store room. Inside, she pushed me backwards onto a pallet of flour sacks then started to slowly undress before me. Her movements were sinuous and graceful, her lithe limbs seemingly endless.



Jess shed her clothes, tossing them aside until she stood naked before me. I could barely breathe, my lungs struggling to keep pace with the swelling tide of desire that swirled inside me. The sight of her naked body stole my words, the curves and planes of her flesh stirring my blood to boiling point. I quickly stripped myself bare, until we were both naked.



Jess crawled on top of me, straddling my waist, her hands tracing lazy circles over my shoulders and chest.



“Kiss me," I whispered hoarsely.



Jess leaned down, her lips meeting mine once again. This time, she didn't shy away, pressing herself against me, her long slender legs entwined with mine, our bodies pressed together.



My erection pushed against the smooth skin of her stomach as a wave of heat swept through me. I couldn't remember feeling this way before, so full of lust that I feared I would explode.



I cupped her breasts in my hands, marveling at the perfect shape of her nipples, which hardened beneath my touch. I kissed her neck, licking a path up to her earlobe, nibbling gently.



“Oh, God..." Jess moaned.



Her breasts felt soft and yielding. I took one into my mouth, sucking on the nipple, savoring the taste of her. Her fingers traced my jawline, caressing my cheeks.



“Jess... I want you so bad..." I murmured, sliding my hand down between her legs, finding her wet and swollen with desire.



Jess's body trembled, her hips grinding against my palm. I slid my finger inside her, reveling in the silken texture of her passage.



She moaned, the sound sending a tremor of delight through me.



I began to move my hand slowly, drawing out a series of tiny gasps and sighs. Jess's fingers ran through my hair, holding me close to her breast.



I moved my hand faster, my thumb teasing her clit, eliciting a gasp of pleasure.



Jess's breathing became ragged, her body tensing with the effort to hold off her climax. I sped up, my hand moving with a steady rhythm, driving her higher and higher towards her peak.



“Oh, Jesus..." Jess gasped, her nails digging into my shoulder.



I felt her muscles tighten, and I knew it wouldn't take much longer before she reached her orgasm.



She screamed loudly, her entire body shuddering uncontrollably.



I held her tightly against me, kissing her neck.



As her body spasmed, I felt her warm juice coat my fingers.



Jess collapsed, her head resting on my shoulder.



I stroked her hair, my own heart pounding wildly within me.



“Are you okay?" I asked, still not quite believing what had just happened.



Jess nodded, running her hands over her body, smoothing the stray strands of hair that had fallen across her face. “I think I've died and gone to heaven."



I chuckled, burying my nose in the curve of her neck, inhaling the sweet scent of her skin. “So, did you like it?"



Jess grinned, her eyes sparkling mischievously. “I loved it!"



I laughed, pulling her close to me. “There’s plenty more where that came from."



Jess threw her leg over my hips and rolled us over so that she was now lying on top of me.



“You know," she purred, running her hands along my chest, “I really should be going home soon."



I groaned. “I don't think I can let you leave without you having your wicked way with me."



Jess giggled, rising up on her knees. She straddled my body, her breasts dangling temptingly in front of me.



I leaned forward, taking one of those perfect orbs in my mouth. My tongue circled the hard nub, teasing her into a frenzy.



Jess arched her back and her hands gripped my hair, urging me on.



I suckled her nipple, flicking the tip with my tongue.



“Fuck me!” She moaned.



That was all I needed. I pulled her down, my cock stabbing upwards, making contact with her slick entrance.



Jess cried out, her body shuddering as I entered her.



“Oh, yes..." She hissed. “Harder!"



I grabbed her hips, thrusting myself deep inside her, my hands exploring the soft skin of her ass.



“That's it... harder..." She grunted.



I began to pump myself in and out of her, my balls slapping against her thighs.



Jess bit her lip, her breath coming in short, heavy pants.



“Come for me, baby..." I growled, thrusting faster.



Her muscles tightened around me, and I felt her walls clamp down on my shaft.



We were both moaning together, our bodies shaking as we reached the peak.



“Are you close, baby?” She whispered in my ear.



I felt her muscles tightening, and I buried my face in her neck.



“Yes..." I gasped. "Don't stop."



Jess shuddered, her whole body trembling.



“Oh my God! Come in me!” She commanded.



“I’m coming, baby!” I panted as my climax rushed forth.



I slammed my cock deep inside her, bottoming out as I came.



Jess clung to me, her lips pressing against my shoulder as she rode out the last waves of her own orgasm.



Stream after stream of my ejaculate shot like a jet into Jess’s womb.



We collapsed back onto the sack of flour, laying together as we caught our breaths. I caressed her back, the sweat cooling on my skin.



“That was amazing." Jess said, laying her head on my chest. “I didn't know sex could be that good."



I smiled, kissing her softly on the forehead. “Me neither."



She sat up, looking at me with wide eyes. “How do you feel about doing it again sometime?"



I raised an eyebrow. “Right here on this bag of flour?"



Jess laughed. “No, silly. In bed."



I rolled my eyes. “Okay, but nothing too crazy. Remember, I have a reputation to uphold."



“Yeah... yeah, right." Jess chortled, pushing me playfully. “So, when are you free next?"



I sighed. “Hmm... I'm kind of swamped these days, but how about next Monday night?"



Jess's face lit up. “I’ve got a better idea!”



I looked at her confused. “What is it?"



“Why don't you come over right now?” She proposed. “By the time you get to mine you’ll be ready for round two.”



I blinked. The thought of making love to Jess again was intoxicating, but I had a wife at home. A wife who was her sister. What would she say if I suddenly decided to go off on some wild adventure with her sister?



“I don't know." I replied slowly. “What do I tell Emily?”



Jess shrugged. “Just say you're working late. Don't worry; she won't even remember it in the morning."



I raised an eyebrow. “You sure?"



She nodded. “Trust me."



***



I arrived at the house just as Jess pulled into the driveway. We both rushed inside with nervous anticipation.



We had barely closed the door behind as when Jess started stripping the clothes from my back. Her hands caressed my body, undoing my belt and zipper.



I helped her remove my shirt and pants, shedding all clothing quickly. When I stepped out of my underwear, Jess was already undressing herself.



We traversed the length of the hallway as we kissed, making our way to Jess’s bedroom.



As we made our way inside the bedroom, I pushed Jess down onto the bed, spreading her legs open. I knelt between them, gently kissing her inner thigh. I ran my tongue along the soft skin, tasting the tangy flavor of her arousal. Jess moaned softly, her fingers digging into my back. I moved my kisses lower, my tongue swirling around her wet folds. Jess let out a soft cry as I pressed my tongue into her pussy, licking up all her juices.



“Oh, God..." She breathed.



I teased her entrance, rubbing the tip of my tongue against her sensitive flesh. Jess whimpered, shifting her hips.



“Is this what you want?" I asked seductively.



Jess nodded, her lips moving soundlessly.



I moved back up her body, purposely teasing her with my touch, before kissing her passionately, letting her taste herself on my lips.



“I have a confession to make,” I whispered.



I wanted Jess to play into my fantasy. I wanted her to know my dirty, little secret.



“What is it?" Jess purred, pulling me down to kiss her again.



I paused before answering.



“It’s about your mom,” I started.



Jess frowned. "What about her?"



“Emily isn’t the only person in your family I’ve fucked.” I told her.



Jess frowned. “What do you mean?"



“After tonight I’ve fucked not only you, but your sister and your mom.” I smirked.



Jess stared at me in shock. “You fucked mom!?”



I nodded.



“I did. I came in her ass,” I confessed.



Jess gasped, her mouth dropping open.



“Didn't you know? Your mother loves getting fucked in the ass. She actually gets off on it.” I grinned.



Jess shook her head. “No! You can't be serious."



I laughed. “Believe it or not, I'm not lying."



I ran my hand down Jess's stomach, feeling her tense beneath my touch.



“Now turn over. I’m going to fuck you in the ass like your mother." I commanded.



Jess groaned as she obeyed, turning onto her front. She wiggled her butt, trying to line herself up with my cock.



I helped guide her, grabbing hold of her cheeks and spreading her apart.



“Be gentle. I’ve never done anal,” she begged.



“Relax, Jess. You’re doing fine.” I reassured her.



I placed the tip of my cock at the entrance to her ass, pressing forward. A small trickle of blood escaped her opening, running down her crack and dripping onto the sheets below.



Jess moaned, pushing back against me. “It hurts!"



“Relax, baby," I soothed. “You're doing great."



I felt her muscles clench around me. I pushed forward, forcing myself into her tight passage. Jess cried out, biting her lip. I withdrew slightly, then thrust back in.



“Ahh..." Jess cried.



“That's it, sweetheart." I encouraged. “Give yourself to me."



I began to move. Slowly at first, working my way deeper into Jess's ass. Her walls were tighter than I expected, gripping my cock with surprising strength. Jess whimpered as I filled her completely.



“Don't stop," she pleaded. “Please don't stop."



I began to move faster, picking up my pace.



Jess moaned. “I love that... oh, God."



I grabbed her hip, pulling her up to meet each stroke. I kept up my steady rhythm, pounding into her ass. Jess's moans turned into cries of pleasure.



“Fuck me harder!" she begged.



I gave her what she wanted, slamming her hard against the mattress. My balls slapped against her clit, sending jolts of electricity through her body.



“Yes! Yes! Fuck me!" Jess screamed. “Fuck me like you fucked my mom!”



I picked up speed, fucking her mercilessly.



Jess bucked under me, screaming as she came. I couldn't hold off any longer. I felt my balls tighten, preparing to release my load deep inside Jess's ass.



“I'm coming!" I shouted.



I plunged into Jess, spraying my seed deep inside her bowels.



Jess cried out as we both climaxed. We remained locked together for several minutes before I pulled out. I collapsed on top of Jess, exhausted.



“Wow, that was incredible." Jess said breathlessly.



I smiled. “Yeah, well, I‘ve had practice."



Jess chuckled. “I guess so. Oh my God! Why did you tell me that you fucked my mom!?"



“I knew it would turn me on, knowing her own daughter knew our secret," I smirked.



Jess rolled over on her side, facing away from me.



“Are you mad?" I asked.



She sighed. “No. It just makes me feel weird, knowing you came in my mom's ass."



“And her pussy. And her mouth." I added.



Jess bit her lip, a blush rising to her cheeks.



“Come here," I whispered.



Jess turned toward me, wrapping her arms around me.



“I shouldn't have said anything. I just wanted to be honest with you," I lied. “You're special to me, and I thought that you should know."



Jess leaned in, smiled and kissed me softly. “Thank you."



I traced the outline of Jess's lips with my finger, smiling back at her.



“Wow. I think I just got jealous of my mom." Jess giggled. “Sorry!"



“If only you knew. Believe me, there are plenty of other girls whose asses I've fucked." I said.



Jess and I laughed.



I pulled Jess up next to me. She cuddled close, resting her head on my chest.



“So, have you thought any more about what cake you want me to bake for Emily?" She asked.



I kissed her cheek. “I'm sure whatever you make will be amazing. You're a great cook."



“Thanks. You're so sweet." Jess beamed.



I rolled off the bed and stood up.



“I better have a quick shower and get going. Emily will be wondering where I am," I said.



“Okay. But let me join you in the shower," Jess purred.



I grinned, nodding. “Good idea. Let's go."



I led Jess into the bathroom, closing the door behind us. All I could think about was doing the same thing with her mom.



Like mother, like daughter.







 My Wife’s Hot Aunt







As I walked through the old warehouse, a mix of excitement and nervousness filled me. The air was thick with the scent of possibility, mingling with the musty smell of cardboard and memories. This was Natalie's place, the hub of her party and event hire business, where dreams came to life. And today, I was here to make my wife's birthday party a truly unforgettable affair.



As I wandered through the vast expanse of decorations and party supplies, I couldn't help but feel a sense of adventure. Each item held its own special charm, promising to add a touch of magic to the celebration. But amidst all the festive treasures, my eyes searched for a different kind of sparkle – Natalie's smile.



Natalie was my wife’s aunt. Her mom’s sister. And just as I had deep feelings for Emily’s mother Suzie, my attraction extended to her aunt, Natalie.



Natalie was a captivating woman with a radiant presence. Her auburn curls flowed down her shoulders, framing a beautiful face that always seemed to be lit up by a warm smile. Her eyes, a mesmerizing shade of sapphire, sparkled with mischief and joy, drawing you in with their magnetic charm.



Natalie was a free spirit, and radiated sexual energy. Where the rest of my wife’s family were more conservative in their expressions of love and desire, Natalie was the complete opposite. She would visit nudist beaches, take in sex shows in Amsterdam and regularly ask me about my sexual health. Our bond had deepened since I had opened up to her about my own sexual proclivities. She had asked me at the family Christmas dinner to see my cock after I told her about my larger than average length. Not wanting to disappoint, I had taken her around a corner to inspect it but we had been interrupted before I could show her.



This would be the first time we had seen each other since then, and I knew she was still curious. I wondered if looking at it would be enough, or if she wouldn’t be able to help herself. I wondered how far things would go.



Lost in my thoughts, I stumbled upon a corner of the warehouse adorned with a stunning display of fairy lights. They twinkled like stars, casting a soft, ethereal glow that bathed the room in enchantment. Natalie, in all her creative glory, had turned this space into a celestial wonderland.



“Caught you daydreaming among the stars, huh?" a playful voice chimed from behind.



Startled, I turned to find Natalie leaning against a stack of crates, her smile lighting up the room. Her presence was magnetic, and I couldn't help but feel drawn to her. She was a force of nature, beautiful and captivating.



“Guilty as charged," I admitted, a sheepish grin spreading across my face. “Your magic has me under its spell, Natalie."



Natalie's laughter bubbled up like a spring breeze, filling the air with joy. “Oh, honey, it's not just the stars that have got you smitten, is it? There's something else in the air tonight.”



Caught off guard, I felt my cheeks flush with warmth. How could she see through my carefully guarded emotions? I tried to play it cool, waving her words away with a dismissive gesture. “Come on, Natalie. You know I'm crazy about Emily. This is just admiration for your incredible talent."



Natalie took a step closer, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Admiration can sometimes be a fancy disguise, you know? Love has a way of sneaking up on you when you least expect it."



Her words hit me like a bolt of lightning, resonating with the truth I had been denying. My heart raced as I looked into her eyes, my voice barely above a whisper. “But-”



Before I could finish my sentence, Natalie placed a gentle finger on my lips, stopping me in my tracks. Her eyes locked with mine, filled with a mix of longing and determination.



“You know, I’ve been thinking about you since Christmas,” she cooed, her eyes burning with desire. “I want to see that package of yours. I've got to know if it's as big as I've heard."



My mouth went dry, and my head spun with lustful thoughts. My cock pulsed in anticipation. Was she really suggesting what I thought she was? Could she read my mind?



“What are you saying, Natalie?" I stammered, trying to sound cool and calm.



“I'm saying I want to see if those rumors are true."



“But- but -"



“But nothing, baby. I'm asking you to prove it."



She reached out to me, her hand gently stroking the back of my neck. The warmth of her touch ignited my senses and I shivered with excitement. My cock swelled beneath my pants, straining to break free.



Natalie pressed her body up against my own, and I knew from the widening of her eyes that she had felt my engorged erection press against her stomach. She leaned towards me, her soft lips moving close to my ear, her breath tickling my lobe.



“I can feel you," she whispered. “You're hard for me right now, aren't you?"



I nodded, unable to find my voice. It was like Natalie had unlocked some hidden part of me, my desires unleashed. I wanted her. And I wanted her to know how much.



Natalie pulled herself away from me, taking a step back and looking into my eyes. “It's okay, sweetie," she purred, running her fingers through her hair in an exaggerated manner. “I won't tell anyone. Just give me a few minutes alone with you. That's all I need."



She smiled seductively, her eyes darting to my crotch, then back to my face. I could no longer contain myself. My hands quickly unzipped my jeans and dropped them with my boxers to the floor. I kicked my shoes aside and stepped out of my clothes, freeing myself from their confinement.



Natalie's eyes widened at the sight of my manhood. “Wow!" she gasped, stepping forward and wrapping her fingers around my shaft. Her fingers were warm and firm, and her grip was strong. I shuddered, a wave of pleasure washing over me.



“Wow. You should do porn!" she laughed as her fingers stroked and tickled my length.



I groaned, my hips rolling in response to her touch. I needed more. “Natalie, please-"



“Shh! Don't talk, baby," she soothed, “I want a closer look."



Natalie dropped to her knees, her head next to my cock. Suddenly, she ran her tongue along the underside of my throbbing member, sending chills down my spine. She flicked her tongue up and down the top side of my shaft, teasing the sensitive skin. Then she dipped her head lower, her lips closing around my head and sliding down my length. I couldn't believe how deeply she could take me in her throat. Her lips spread wide, allowing her to engulf my entire cock in her warm, wet mouth.



I groaned with delight, my hands grabbing at her hair. I could feel her hot breath on my balls and her warm tongue swirling around my base, massaging my shaft. My toes curled and I moaned loudly, my cock pulsing inside her tight little mouth.



Natalie increased her pace, pumping my cock in and out of her mouth. I could feel my orgasm building, my cum surging through my shaft and gathering at the tip of my cock.



“Stop. I'm going to come!" I warned.



“You don't want to come for me?" Natalie purred as she took my cock from her wet mouth.



“No, I do. But I want to try your pussy first," I confessed.



I had always wondered what Natalie's pussy felt like. I had heard of her sexual exploits, and I knew she was experienced, but I had to see for myself. I wanted to taste the essence of her.



Natalie stood up in front of me. I watched as her fingers traced the contours of her perfect body, admiring each curve, every perfect inch of her. I was entranced by her beauty, awestruck by the way she moved. Her smooth skin glistened with sweat, her nipples hard and erect beneath her shirt.



There was nothing teasing about the way she undressed. Natalie was so matter of fact, that her clothes fell to the floor in seconds. I stared greedily at her beautiful body, her breasts rising and falling slightly with her deep breaths.



“You have a gorgeous figure, Natalie," I complimented her.



I pulled off my own shirt and we were both standing naked in front of each other. Natalie's eyes roamed over my chest, my arms, my shoulders, my abs, until they finally landed on my groin.



“Do you like my cock" I asked her.



“I love it," she replied, taking my shaft into her hand.



We were both breathing heavily, our bodies flushed with excitement. I could feel my heart beating rapidly, the blood rushing through my veins.



“Come here," she said softly, taking my hand.



Natalie led me to a corner of the warehouse with a chaise lounge she hired out to clients. It was surprisingly comfortable, the cushions soft and plush as I laid back. Natalie straddled my waist, looking deeply into my eyes as her fingers lightly stroked my cock.



“Fuck me," she begged, her cheeks turning bright red.



I reached between us and guided my cock to her warm opening, pushing slowly inside her slick pussy. Natalie grunted at first, then relaxed, the muscles in her pussy gripping my cock tightly. It was amazing. Despite all her dalliances, her pussy was still incredibly tight, defying her age.



Natalie began rocking her hips slowly, grinding herself against me. I thrust up underneath her, feeling her insides squeeze my cock. Our bodies were pressed together, her tits squashed against my chest. She was moving so fast now, her head thrown back in ecstasy. I could hear her moaning, the sound echoing across the warehouse.



Soon it filled with the sound of skin slapping skin, the smacking of flesh, the slurping of our wet bodies. We were fucking like animals, wild and uninhibited. I looked up at Natalie as she rode me, her face contorted in pleasure. I flicked her nipple with my tongue and began sucking deeply on it.



She cried out loudly, her pussy tightening around my cock. I could feel her climax growing. Natalie bucked her hips, arching her back, and I felt her pussy spasm around my cock.



“I'm coming!" She screamed. “Oh my GOD!"



Her body went rigid, and I felt her pussy contract..



“Oh fuck! Oh FUCK! Fuck me! Harder!" Natalie gasped, her voice high pitched and shrill.



As she came, Natalie's pussy squeezed my cock tightly. I was barely able to hold on as her orgasm ripped through her. Finally, she collapsed on me in a sweaty mess as I continued to fuck her hole. She whimpered with every pump, her sex so sensitive now to my touch. I felt her juices running down my thigh.



“Don't stop," she begged.



I couldn't help myself. I sped up, slamming my cock into her hungry pussy. Natalie's body shook in bliss as I pinched her nipple and sucked on it hard.



“Ahhh...aahhhh..." Natalie moaned loudly, her body trembling.



I kept right on fucking her, not wanting to waste a second.



“Come in me," she whispered.



I could feel myself reaching the end, my balls tightening, my cock throbbing inside of her. My orgasm was building quickly, and I thrust hard into her pussy, burying my manhood deep inside her.



“Oh yes!" Natalie cried, biting her lip.



“I'm coming, Natalie!" I moaned.



My body tensed and my cock erupted, shooting my load deep inside Natalie's pussy.



“Ahhhhhh!" I groaned, collapsing back onto the lounge.



Natalie grabbed me tightly, kissing my lips passionately. She tasted sweet, like strawberries and cream. I realized we hadn't even kissed until this moment.



“That was amazing," she sighed, resting her head on my chest, my cock still inside her.



I held her close, relishing in the warmth of her soft skin.



“Thank you," she said. “It was wonderful."



“I enjoyed it too," I replied.



Natalie smiled happily, rolling off of me and sitting up on the chaise lounge. Her wet pussy glistened in the light from the warehouse windows. I watched her for a while, admiring her naked beauty.



“I had no idea what I was missing," she giggled.



“Neither did I," I laughed.



Natalie pulled a small towel from beneath the cushion and wiped her pussy clean. Then she stood up.



“I should get dressed," she said, smiling coyly.



“Wait," I replied.



Natalie turned to look at me, her blue eyes sparkling.



“What?" she asked, her brow furrowing slightly.



“You don't know my cock's biggest secret." I smiled.



“Oh?" Natalie grinned, her face breaking into an angelic smile.



“It recovers quickly," I said as I showed her my returning erection.



Natalie gasped, staring at my cock.



“Wow," she breathed, wide eyed.



Natalie dropped to her knees once more and sucked the length of my cock, tasting her own juices along the shaft. My head fell back in pleasure, and I closed my eyes.



“You know what I want you to do?" Natalie purred.



“Yes?" I groaned.



“Sit on that lounge," Natalie instructed.



“Why?" I asked, confused.



“Because I'm going to give you something else to come in."



I walked over to the lounge and sat back down. Natalie sauntered towards me standing between my spread legs. She turned around and looked over her shoulder.



“Fuck me in the ass," she commanded.



I was shocked by her brazen request but nodded my head.



Natalie spread her cheeks with her hands, revealing her tight asshole. Slowly she began to squat, lowering herself towards my cock.



“Are you ready?" she asked.



“God yes," I replied, my cock twitching in anticipation.



Natalie lowered herself down onto my lap, the tip of my cock stretching her hole as I pushed myself slowly inside her ass.



“Ungh!" She moaned as my cock began to disappear inside her.



She was so tight I thought I might split her open. But Natalie didn't seem to mind. She licked her hand and started massaging my balls.



“Oh fuck!" I groaned, my cock throbbing in her ass.



I grabbed her hips, holding her tightly against me. Natalie let go of my balls and leaned back, pushing her ass up and down my cock.



“Fuck me hard," she panted. “Harder than before."



I wrapped my arms around her waist and fucked her harder, plunging my cock deeper inside of her ass. Natalie moaned loudly as I pounded into her. The tight walls of her hole pulled and stretched at the skin on my shaft.



“Oh God! Yes! Harder!" Natalie screamed.



I increased the speed of my strokes, slamming myself into her ass.



“I'm going to come," I moaned, my eyes closed in ecstasy.



“Come in my ass! Oh God! Come in my ass, baby!" Natalie panted.



With one final thrust I came inside of her, filling her tight little ass with shot after shot of cum. I collapsed back onto the lounge, exhausted.



Natalie sat on my lap for a few minutes, recovering as my cock slowly went limp inside her.



“Now that was... interesting," she giggled.



“Very different," I agreed.



“I guess we should start thinking about decorating this party," she laughed.



Natalie looked down and her eyes widened in shock.



“Oh my God! You're hard again!" She said as she pointed to my swelling cock.



“I told you it recovers quickly," I smiled.



“Well, what should we do with it next?" She cooed as she bent over and kissed my chest, taking my erect cock back in her hands.



“Well I've come in your pussy and your ass. You've got one more hole," I smirked.



Without saying a word Natalie descended on my cock, taking its entire length in her mouth. As she started sucking me off again all I could think about was how much I loved my wife's family.
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