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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you mean that?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you have them?”

“Yeah, just coming,” he called back.

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

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

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

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

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

There was a moment of silence before Constance spoke again.

“I went to visit Sandra yesterday.”

Henry felt obliged to ask the question on his mind.

“How is she?”

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

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

“Did she say anything about me?”

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

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

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

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

“I’m sorry,” Constance said.

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

“More,” Constance asked.

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

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

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

Constance did the same before speaking again.

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

“Yeah,” he murmured.

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

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

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

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

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

“Sorry,” Henry said.

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

“Easier said than done,” he replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That was private,” Henry exclaimed.

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

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

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

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

“Does Sandra know?” he blurted out.

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

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

“I can’t do this,” he said.

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

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

“This is wrong,” he said.

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

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

“Want me to stop?” she asked.

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

“No.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh shit,” Henry let out.

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

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

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

“Been missing sex?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

“Last week,” he admitted.

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

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

“Let me do it,” Constance said.

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

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

“Fucking perfect,” Henry murmured as he stared.

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

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

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

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

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

“Can I touch?” Henry blurted out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Get on the coffee table,” she urged.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Too much,” he groaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Need to make this smoother,” Constance said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Too much.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I made you cum, so…”

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

“It felt fucking amazing,” he blurted out.

“Want me to wash it off?”

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

“You’re bad,” he said.

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

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

“No.”

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

“Show me the bedroom then,” Constance said.

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

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

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

“What about this?” Constance went on.

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

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

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

“Are you a dirty boy?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You like that?” Constance asked.

“So much,” Henry replied.

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

“Lie down,” Constance ordered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Have you ever?” she asked.

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

“Yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Want it?” she asked teasingly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” she groaned and closed her eyes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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