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Preface
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Susan was depressed and thoroughly bored.

Day after day, trapped in the house with nothing to do but play with her sex toys and dream of imaginary lovers who were better hung than her dreary, unimaginative, absent husband.

As if having your child taken away wasn't bad enough, a child for whom your breasts still dripped milk, having a husband so traumatised by watching the birth that he no longer wanted to touch you, was torture.

A torture made worse by Susan's craving for sex, good, hard, penetrative sex.
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Chapter 1 – Boredom
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There are times, thought Susan, when enough is just not enough.

She looked at the vibrator she had just withdrawn from her pussy, wet and glistening with her juices, and licked languidly up the length. If only Alec was this big, she thought, perhaps I'd not have to spend my days with a vibrator.

The crash of something metallic against the bedroom window startled her, bringing her back to the here and now, away from the fantasy of a secret lover that she'd been indulging herself with.

Still holding the vibrator to her lips and stark naked, she got off the bed and walked to the window.

Jeff was having a bad day. Window cleaning was tedious and repetitive, and the only bit of pleasure on a boring day like today was the vicarious pleasure he got from imaging what went on in the bedrooms he got to look into. Nobody had lace curtains these days, and people didn't keep their bedrooms neat and tidy either. Sometimes there would be a made up bed, pillows and throw cushions fashionably arranged like the cover of a magazine, but more often people seemed to just get out of bed and leave it. Sometimes there was lingerie scattered about, and he could try to imagine the woman who had worn it. If he was very lucky, he knew the woman, not closely, just as someone who opened the door and paid in cash. But to see their underwear was a real treat. Not that he was a pervert. He couldn't help seeing what was there in front of him, could he? It's not like he was going out of his was to peep, he was just cleaning their windows, and if they couldn't be bothered to fit lace curtains...

Dragging his bucket in his free hand, Jeff's head rose above the window sill and he peered in, straight at Susan's neatly trimmed, black minge. It didn't click what he was looking to start with and he took three more steps before his brain registered and his legs stopped climbing. But now he was staring straight at the biggest, roundest pair of tits that he'd seen in a long while.

The window opened, causing him to lean precariously back, away from the ladder, to avoid it. A hand reached out, grabbed his T-Shirt and pulled. Jeff was up the ladder and through the open window like the proverbial rat up a drainpipe.

Standing in front of the most gorgeously beautiful woman he had possibly ever had the good fortune to have seen, Jeff was stunned in to silence, if not inaction. His bucket hit the carpet, sloshing water, but his shirt was off before he had straightened up.

Susan was impressed. Jeff was no office worker. Spending day after day climbing ladders had given him sculpted pecs and a six-pack, all of which glistened with sweat, despite the cool breeze blowing through the open window. Susan shivered, suddenly overly aware of how hard her thick, but short, pink nipples were. Jeff felt it too and turned and pulled the window closed behind him, only to turn back and find Susan sinking to her knees. This clearly wasn't some misunderstanding, she was naked because she wanted sex. The vibrator and bottle of lube laying on the bed confirmed that. Jeff started to undo his belt.

Oh, please, he's so fit, please don't let him be a steroid-taking, gym junkie with shrivelled balls and a tiny prick, thought Susan. But she wasn't disappointed. With her help, his jeans came down to reveal that not only was he going combat, but he had the biggest, thickest, circumcised cock she'd seen since High School. Not since Rod had nearly split her in two whilst taking her virginity in the back of his father's Mazda. Rod by name and Rod by nature. Why had she ever given him up for Alec? Oh yes, money! But this, this was proper. This massive cock, rock hard and solid looking, curved up and out from a pair of muscly thighs, like a rhinoceros horn. Susan put both hands to it and pulled it to her mouth. The window cleaner groaned in delight and his hands gripped her head, moving it in time with his hips as, with bended knee, he swung them back and forth, fucking her mouth with enthusiasm.

“Oh, yes, my beauty,'' he said, speaking for the first time and revealing a West Country accent.

He was vigorous and seemingly determined to finish quickly, but Susan wasn't having that. If a cock like this was coming into her life, it wasn't going to be wasted cumming in her mouth. She pulled back and got up, moving backwards to the bed so that she could lay down and spread her legs, her knees raised as she perched her feet on the edge of the bed.

Jeff couldn't believe his eyes. Her tits were spectacular, and now he could see that her pussy was actually shaved. What he'd seen before was just a neatly trimmed triangle, no bigger than a small G-String would cover, that just advertised her womanliness before giving way to flamboyant pink lips and a gaping pussy. That would do. He licked his hand, rubbed it over the distended dome atop his erection, and guided it into her.

Susan gasped, feeling a second of pain as the unfamiliar width pushed her apart. She'd bought a big vibrator, in part, because she knew it intimidated Alec. But this was way bigger.

“Don't cum in me,” she instructed, “I'm not on the pill.”

Jeff muttered something indecipherable under his breath, and slammed into her, his hands reaching for her tits as he started to fuck her with gusto.

Oh, it's a good job I just came on my vibe and am nice and wet, thought Susan, as Jeff pounded her as she'd not been pounded since a she was a teenager.

Oh, this was good. Jeff was snorting like an angry bull, slamming into her with every stroke, obviously getting very near to climax.

“Don't cum,” she repeated, anxious now that he was unstoppable.

“URGH!” he grunted suddenly, pulling out of her and firing a heavy rope of cum through the air to fall across her from face to belly. His hand stroked his cock now, and twice more he came, dumping two more dollops of cum into her cleavage and on her belly. He grunted again and stood up, grinning inanely.

Susan looked down at the spunk, already slithering down her chest and pooling around her umbilicus. She trailed her fingers through it, her tongue licking her lips and tasting what had landed on her face. She smiled and looked up.

“Jeff,” said the window cleaner, sticking out his hand. Susan looked him, unable to reconcile the vigorous shagging of seconds ago with a naked Adonis suddenly wanting to shake hands. Although no Greek god ever seemed to have a cock like Jeff had. Softening now, it still hung down, like a baby's arm holding an apple.

“Don't forget to do round the back. Knock on the back door when you've finished and I'll let you in. You can do inside as well, if you want.” Susan was full aware of all the double entendres. “Susan, nice to meet you, Jeff.” She stood up, shook his hand, then turned and headed for the bathroom.

I can't believe I just fucked the window cleaner, giggled Susan to herself, climbing into the shower. And before I even knew his name. No condom, no protection, nothing. You slut, Sue, you dirty slut. She trailed her finger up her abdomen, wiping off some spunk before the water reached it, and sucked her finger into her mouth. Ah, spunk, nice spunk, not all coffee and spicy food. He must eat a healthy diet, all green veggies and lots of fruit. She imagined Jeff striding towards her, his huge cock waving solidly before him as he bit down with gleaming white teeth in to a crisp, green apple. Susan shuddered, and her fingers rubbed at her pussy. She wanted to feel him cum in her. Back door it would have to be. Why didn't I go back on pill?  Her thoughts wandered to what had become of her sex life, such as it was. Surely Alec can't be off me forever, and lactating stopping pregnancy is just a myth, I know that.

Susan climbed out of the shower and wrapped herself in a big fluffy towel. Her mind went back to the way Jeff's eyes had roamed over her naked body. Pure lust. I'll give him a treat, she mused. After all, I can't roam the house naked for no reason at all, can I? Her hands traced her curves. It was less than two months since she'd given birth. Two months since the event that had traumatised her husband so much that he couldn't even look at her in 'that way' any more, never mind make love to her, even if it was with his diminutive prick. Two months of crashing depression, depression so bad that she was medicated and her lovely young son was in care. Her hands squeezed her breasts, feeling the milky fullness and knowing the time was approaching when she must use the pump and fill more of the bottles that were collected in the fridge before being delivered to her son. At least he was still getting her milk, not formula. And she did get to feed him on Sundays on supervised visits.

Wandering back into the bedroom, she opened her wardrobe, casting a glance to the window. It was shut, but needed latching. The glass was crystal clear, obviously washed and polished diligently inside and out. She turned back to her lingerie drawer, pulled out sheer black stockings and rolled them up her legs, pulled on a tiny G-string and then stepped in to black high-heeled shoes. She stroked her upper thighs, feeling how smooth and firm they felt. Her hands pressed against her belly. Almost back to normal, flat and firm. Having a rich husband, a house with your own private gym, and an obsessive desire to regain her looks was working in her favour. She might be a mother, but there was no need to look like one. Pornstar-MILF was more her style. But, just to be sure, she selected her black and lacy, most breast-boosting, wasp-waisted corset, slacked the laces at the back a bit, and squeezed into it. She could hardly breath, or do it up all the way. Her gut was one thing, but her tits were way bigger than they'd been before they got milky. There was just no way she way getting into this. Pouting sulkily, Susan admitted defeat and took it off, finding an older, not so boned and shaped one. One that she should get in and fasten up. She did up the suspender straps and looked in the full length mirror. You look good girl, proper serving-wench tits, proper bulging.

Susan touched up her eye-makeup, rubbed her finger over her vulva, making sure the G-String was seated between her lips, and went downstairs.
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Chapter 2 - Finishing
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Susan stood in her kitchen, nervously wondering what she was doing. Twenty minutes ago, the sex had been unplanned, a surprise to her as much as to him, sudden, overwhelming in its animal ruttishness. And almost entirely non-verbal.

But now, now she was planning it. Wearing her best, well, almost best, lingerie, she was prepared. She'd also brought a bottle of lube, which sat on the kitchen table in front of her. She was going to have to talk to him. What was he called? Jeff? What was she going to say. 'Thanks for doing the windows, here's some lube, I've cleaned my arse out, can you fill it with your massive dick and then cum in it, please?'

There was a knock at the door.

Wringing her hands, Susan walked nervously towards it and opened it. Jeff stood there, his T-shirt already removed and tucked in his trouser belt, despite the coolness of the day.

“You wanted the inside doing as well?” He said cheerfully, without a hint of a leer.

“Yes, please,” she replied coyly, stepping to one side so that the neighbours couldn't see her as she opened the door wide. She looked at him as he stepped past her, the way his shiny black hair flowed to his shoulders and his exposed skin seemed to ripple with the movement of the muscles beneath. Susan felt her knees weaken and her pussy moisten at the same time. Her whole body seemed to be screaming, 'Fuck me, let me have your babies'.

She shut the door and turned to face him. He was in the wrong place now. She'd imagined standing at the other end of the table, next to the lube, and him coming in through the door. He'd walk to her, past her, and then turn to take her from behind as she bent over the table, pleading for him to use lube. But he was at that end now, and she was here, next to the back door.

“I've got lube,” she stammered, adding, “for my arsehole?” When he looked at her blankly.

Suddenly it dawned on him. She could see the realisation in his eyes and the way his hands moved slowly to his waist and started to undo his belt buckle.

Jeff dropped his jeans and his cock fell forward and out, semi, but not quite rigid.

“You'd best come here then, and bend over. Susan.”

The way he said her name made her shiver. There wasn't quite a threat in it, just a self-confidence that meant she was going to do what he said, and not the other way around.

Nervously, she walked to the other end of the table, smiled at him and turned, bending over the table. For once, she was grateful it was an old, heavy pine table, and not a more flimsy modern one with spindly chrome steel legs.

Jeff looked down at her, bent over the kitchen table before him. Her firm, pert, pretty arse cheeks were smooth and blemishless, the pale skin bisected by the lacy suspender straps that tied her corset to the tops of her black stockings. His finger slid under the cord of her G-string, lifting it from between her buttocks. Placing his hands firmly on her flesh, he pulled her apart and felt her shake with anticipation. Picking up the pump-bottle of lube, he squirted some into her crack and watched it run down over her chocolate starfish, and then put another dollop on his bell-end. He rubbed his palm over it, stroked his shaft, and then pressed the tip against her. Susan whimpered, and he felt her tense and then relax. He pushed forward.

Susan gasped and swore under her breath.

“Alright?” Jeff's voice actually carried concern.

Susan raised her head and nodded. “Yes.”

As she relaxed, she felt him push into her, filling her and stretching her as she had never been filled before. Her hands reached out and grabbed the edges of the table, pulling herself tight to it and squashing her constrained boobs against the table-top.

Jeff eased in, and then almost all the way out, before pressing back in again, easier a second time.

The sight of his cock, vanishing into her arse was fantastic, and she was so tight. Her pussy had been tight, but this was tight all the way, squeezing his cock along its full length. Gripping her hips, he began to thrust, settling into a steady rhythm, banging her forcibly, and hearing the table shudder across the kitchen floor. And he just kept going, and going, and going. Susan could feel the tension growing inside her. She was going to cum! She was going to cum, not from a vibrator placed on her clitoris, but from a hard cock deep inside her.

“Please, I'm cumming, please cum, please,” she begged.

Jeff sped up, his fingers digging painfully into the flesh of her hips as he thrust faster and faster, in and out of her arse. It hadn't been long since this crazy bitch had had him shower her in spunk, and now she wanted it again. Well, he wasn't going to disappoint her. He fucked her arse with a sudden last burst of selfish lust, pressed in and felt his cock start to pump his cum into her.

Susan felt it too, deeper, much deeper, a sweet agony of a depth inside her. There was a stillness and then random twitching and a warmth spreading deep within her, and she came, a euphoric rush of excitement that flowed through her body and made her nipples and clitoris tingle.

And then he was pulling out, wiping his cock on her thighs and pulling up his jeans. Susan tried to get up, to turn to face him, but her body was limp and just failed to respond. Then Jeff's hand caught at her shoulder, turned her and pulled her to him. One strong arm curled around her back and a hand clenched her jaw, turning her face to his. She could feel his cock, even now, even through his jeans, pressed against her as he pressed his lips to hers and kissed her.

“So, you want the inside doing as well?”

Oh yes, I want my insides doing, thought Susan. She glanced at the clock. Alec would be home from work soon. She certainly wasn't going to get dressed before Jeff left, she wanted to parade around in front of him and see what happened.

“Yes, please,” she replied, “all of them.” She watched as Jeff turned and opened the back door, retrieving a bag from which he pulled out rags and a spray bottle. Closing the door, he leant over the sink and sprayed the kitchen window, rubbing it powerfully until the glass squeaked. Susan was entranced by the rippling of his muscles until she was reminded that what goes up, must come down and that it's best not to stand around at such times in only a G-string.

By the time she returned from the bathroom, having lightened her load and changed into a pair of black, lacy panties with substantially more cover, Jeff was wiping the front, bay window. As she watched, she could feel herself moistening as she fantasised about a far more vocal Jeff, wooing her with sweet words and sweeping her into his arms.

Her hands squeezed her breasts, feeling how full of milk they were and know that she'd have to be using the breast pump very soon before they started leaking. Her arousal was not helping the situation, nor was wearing a corset. The tightness and shaping made her huge, engorged boobs look spectacular, but it was useless for breastfeeding, there was just no way to comfortably lift a breast out of it, without totally undoing it.

“Upstairs as well?” Jeff asked, shaking her from her musings.

“Yes, follow me,” she turned and led him to the stairs, well aware of the way his eyes burned into her back.

It wasn't so much her back that Jeff was actually looking at, as the black lace panties actually made her backside look ever better. And she'd put them on over her suspender straps. This was a woman who knew. Not one that put panties on first, then did up her sussies and then wondered how she was supposed to get her knickers off when it was shagging time. Jeff had long decided that there were two types of women that wore suspenders, those that did so just to be a prick-tease, and those that did so because they wanted shagging. He was pretty sure he knew what sort Susan was. Bored housewife, sex-starved with an impotent husband.

The first room she led him to was the master bedroom. He recognised it from their earlier coupling. Susan entered and stopped, looking at the bedside table.

Jeff walked up behind her and placed his hands on her lace covered buttocks. She didn't move, so he lifted his hands, raising them until he cupped her huge tits.

Susan sighed, tilted her head back to his shoulder and turned, obviously looking for a kiss. “You'll have to be quick, my husband will be home soon.”

That was fine by Jeff, he hadn't been thinking of staying around for cuddles and nice little chat afterwards anyway, so dropping his hand to her hips he spun her around and pushed her back towards the bed.

Susan flopped down on it, staring up at him, her eyes wide as yet again, he removed his jeans, to stand before her naked.

“I might as well as just taken them off and left them off once I got here,” he quipped.

“I'm sure the neighbours would have loved that,” Susan quipped, “you'd probably have drummed up some more work. You really have got a big cock,” she added as her advanced on her, his manhood swinging dangerously firm and already erect again.

“And you got lovely big tits, get them out then.”

Small talk and foreplay were obviously not Jeff's forte, but Susan hastily unhooked the front of her corset until her boobs spilled out, her small pink nipples, firm and erect.

“Yes, very lovely,” confirmed Jeff, laying on her, his hand pressing her boobs together as his mouth closed over a nipple, sucking and squeezing hard.

The inevitable happened, and she could feel the milk start to let down and looked at Jeff as his eyes opened. She expected him to recoil, but he sucked harder, finally pulling back and declaring, “Lovely, big, milky tits. Oh, I am so going to fuck you, darlin'.”

Lifting her legs, he leant in, giving her just time to line him up before he pushed forward, ramming his cock into her pussy, pushing it open. She wasn’t anywhere near as moist as she had been before, and neither had she just removed a large vibrator.

“Ow!” she squealed, as Jeff rammed into her, his cock now hard and rigid and seemingly determined to split her in two. Nor was he giving her time to get used to it, but straight away started hammering in into her, with fast, eager thrusts that shook not only her but the whole bed. This made it squeak in ways she had never heard before. What she had heard before was the sound of Alec’s car pulling into the drive.

But Jeff was going for it now and really, at that point, Susan didn’t care. All she wanted at precisely that minute was the orgasm she could feel approaching, and preferably another load of Jeff’s cum delivered inside her.

Jeff was grunting now, getting closer, and she put her hands to the sides of his head and pulled his face into her breasts, hoping to muffle any sound of her approaching husband. If the impotent wimp was about to find out he was cuckolded, she really didn’t care any more.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes! OH YES! OH YES! OH YES! OH YES!” she shouted unnecessarily loudly as Jeff hammered them both towards orgasm. “OH YES! OH YES! OH YES! OH YES!”

She clenched tight, squeezing his cock as hard as she could manage as she willed him to cum, unable to hold off her orgasm any longer. Her head thrashed from side to side and there, stood in the doorway, briefcase in hand, was Jeff.
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Chapter 3 - Cuckold
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“AAAARRRRGGGG” grunted Jeff and Susan felt his cum flood into her unprotected pussy. She was being bred, on the most fertile day of her cycle, by a stranger whilst her husband watched.

“OOOOOOOOOOOH!” she shouted, louder than she ever had at orgasm before, not only because it was the best fuck she'd ever had, but because at that moment she wanted Jeff to know she was getting the best fuck she’d ever had.

“Susan!” Alec said, his voice raised, but only slightly above the conversational level, as if she'd just spilt his tea, not fucked a stranger in their bed wearing lingerie he'd not seen her in for years.

Jeff looked up, saw Alec, and started to pull out. Susan's arms wrapped around him, pulling him to her, but he was too strong and pulled out and stood up, looking for his jeans. His huge cock waved in the air, the tip still dripping cum. Jane could see Alec staring at it, his mouth open.

“Susan, what are you doing?”

That's a very silly question, she thought, isn't it obvious?

“I'll go,” said Jeff.

“Stay,” she pleaded, as if they had a relationship.

But Jeff turned away and Alec stepped to the side as Jeff high tailed it out of the door.

“Susan, what are you doing?” repeated Jeff.

“Getting fucked, fucked properly. With a proper cock. In all three holes, and he came all over me, and he sucked and drank my milk!”

She sat up defiantly and cast about for her panties, making a show of making which was front and which was back. She then pulled them up, just dipping her fingers between her labia to bring them out covered in dripping creampie. Licking them lasciviously, she pulled up her panties and stood up.

“Get out of the way, I need the bathroom.”

Alec grabbed her arm as she stormed past him, walking carefully, acutely away of the stretching both her holes had just had.

“Leave me, I need the bathroom,” she snapped, shrugging him off and locking the bathroom door behind her.

“Why are you doing this, my love. I thought you loved me,” whined Alec through the closed door.

Susan wiped and flushed, washed her hands and squeezed herself back into the corset, doing up hooks that strained from the pressure of retaining and supporting her breasts. Done, she looked at herself in the mirror. She was surprised. Gone was the depressed, sad, defeated, lonely woman that had looked back at her for the last couple of months. Back was the strong, defiant bitch that she had always known she could be, but somehow had lost the confidence to let loose. Was that all it took? A good shag and man lusting after my body.

She pulled open the door, and Alec stood there, blocking her way. Suddenly he seemed much smaller that she remembered him. She stepped to one side, and he moved with her. She tried the other side, and again he blocked her way.

“Susan, can we talk, try to sort this out?” he whined.

Susan reached out, put her hand on his head and pushed him down. Remarkably, Alec crumpled, sinking down to his knees and leaning backwards as Susan went to step over him. But then she had an idea. With him leaning backwards, looking up at her snatch, she pulled her panties to one side with one hand and moved, her other hand shifting to push his head not down, but forward into her. As she stepped over him, she felt his face contact her vulva, then the touch of his fingers on her buttocks. Slowly, he stopped fighting her and pulled himself to her, his lips and then his tongue pressing to her labia as he sucked and licked. He was not only licking her, he was sucking up what remained of Jeff's cum.
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