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Clogged Pipes

Hope Star stood in her bath admiring her outfit. Did she need to wear a white crop top without a bra, a short black skirt, and five-inch opened-toed heels to receive a plumber? Nope. Did she see the need to wear it to force an uncontrollable bonner? Yes. The teacher loved to tease the working men that came to her house. If he, or sometimes she, looked good and wanted a little tussle with her, then so be it. Her husband was not home, and it was the summer. With the time off, she was bored. Besides, why not have a little fun? 

The kitchen sink jammed a few days ago, and the stagnant water was gross. Nothing her husband or her tried worked. The plumber called ten minutes prior and sounded familiar. Unable to place the voice, she grew even more excited. Maybe it was a forgotten fling back to reunite the romance. Perhaps it was a swinger or cuck she had enjoyed before with her husband. Who knew? 

The truck pulled up and descended the stairs to welcome them. The bell rang, and she sensually opened the door to entice whatever plumber they sent. On the other side stood Tommy McKenzie, a former student. Her eyes widened at the sight. Without saying a word, she hugged the young man, pressing her massive melons against his chest. Stunned, the man hugged back. 

She pulled back, smiling. She was barely his height, even in the heels—a muscular wirey frame hidden under the plumber's uniform. The lipstick on the cheek indicates she even kissed him. Oops. All of this also occurred in the open. 

“Come in,” said Hope. She guided him into her home and the open kitchen. Everything was white with black highlights and framing. Pastel paintings, rose gold fixtures, and greenery provided the color. The woman stood next to the sink and put her arms under the two enormous breasts, pressing the cloth into them. Tommy, though he tried not to, drank up her body. To quench his thirst, he took two major gulps on her breast and another gulp on her legs and feet before ending with a firehouse on her face. 

Every time he snuck a peek, she grew hornier. The young man was everything that she knew had become. Playfully, she moved closer, breathed on his neck, and brushed her bazookas on her arm. Tommy’s voice squeaked mid-sentence. This is fun. 

—-
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“Mrs.. Star, you are right; the pipes are clogged,” said Tommy. The young man inspected the nasty sink water that had festered in the sink for days. The snake he had used for the last five minutes wasn’t making a dent in the blockage. Flustered by the clog, he opened the cabinet under the pipes and inspected the pipes. 

“Tommy, you haven’t been my student for two years. Please call my Hope,” she responded. He smiled at his former teacher as he tried to bury his nervousness. Tommy had a crush on Mrs.. Hope when he was a student. When he saw the name on the appointment, he was excited to see his former teacher again. He expected her to wear regular clothing like jeans or the pantsuit she usually wore while teaching. Instead, he knocked on the door and saw a scantily clad version of his former teacher. The sudden sight of his former teacher triggers repressed fantasies and emotions. 

Mrs.. Star, instead, answered the door with five-inch open-toed heels, a skirt that barely reached her ass, and a crop top that barely contained two huge fake boobs. Long blond hair hung in a ponytail. Dark black-rimmed glasses covered crystal blue eyes. She grinned when the door opened, and she recognized her former student. The hug she gave Tommy surprised him. Not that she hugged him; she was very touchy in school, but how she squeezed the massive breasts into his chest. Tommy hugged her in return. The high heels made the two almost the same height, but Tommy’s six-foot-two-inch frame was slightly taller. The perfume generated a wonderful feeling in his soul. Tommy wanted to toss her on the ground and ravage her in the middle of the kitchen floor, but he contained those primal urges. However, he couldn’t contain the bulk growing in his pants. With great mental fortitude, the growing plumbing equipment was halted, and he could investigate the sink. Now, he had to go under the sink to the source of the problem. 

Tommy got to one knee. Hope watched him descend. The plumber’s eyes diverted from the smooth tile to the soft legs. The toned thighs and calves glowed into the florescent and natural light of the kitchen. They continued down to the perfectly pedicured feet accessorized with toe rings. Tommy glanced back at the former teacher and was utterly amazed. The crop top that the former teacher wore barely contained them. The two objects of his affection were in the open. The naughty teacher didn’t wear a bra, and Tommy saw the exposed underboob. He gulped before the focus shifted under the sink. 

Tommy’s teenage fantasies raced to the forefront. He dreamed about grabbing her ponytail while long stroking her from behind. Next, he would cum all over her black-rimmed glasses and then shove his manhood in her mouth to clean up the dirty cock. The proximity to his former teacher sparked feelings and emotions he thought were gone. The infatuation with Mrs.. Star was dangerous in high school. He used to fap to teacher porn for hours because of her. 

He cleared the bleach and other cleaning supplies under the sink before further inspecting the pipes. The plastic pipes looked fine outside. Tommy reached for the wrench as his former teacher leaned over his shoulder—the flowery smell threatening another unprovoked response. The plumber removed the elbow of the sink and pulled it from the assembly. Water from the sink drained into the bucket as he inspected the source of the blockage. An object blocked the pipe. He reached into the pipe and yanked the purple object from the pipe. Unsure what it was, the object was rinsed in the draining water from the sink under the sink. Tommy laughed uncontrollably for a moment before regaining composure. 

“What is so funny? Can I see the problem?” asked Hope. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Clearing the Blockage


[image: ]


“Sure,” said Tommy, still attempting to hold back laughter. The plumber's focus turned from the clogged pipes to the legs of his former Math teacher. She leaned forward to see the problem and kept balance in five-inch heels. One finger pushed the glasses tighter on her face, but she couldn’t see the problem. “You can get closer. I don’t bite.” He joked. She smiled and thought, I wish you did.

Hope blushed and leaned under the sink with Tommy. Crystal blue eyes searched for the problem as she crawled closer. His cologne sparked more emotions, and she even considered crossing a line and hooking up with a former student. That was a no-no to her, even though she enjoyed some relatively liberal positions of sex like cucking, swinging, and such. Former students were off limits. The line wavered and shifted because she knew what he used to do in her class. He wanted her, and his reaction downstairs provided her with the information. 

“Do you see it now,” Tommy said. The teacher still couldn’t see the problem. He reached out a gloved with a six-inch purple dildo that was mashed into the pipe. Mrs.. Star's face turned red as she wore the mask of embarrassment. She could speak as the dildo moved closer. It was covered in food and hair, but it was a six-inch dildo. Hope tried to talk but lost her voice. The embarrassment robbed her of standard functions.  

“So that’s where that went,” muttered out of her mouth. She smiled as she looked. Over the weekend, her husband used it vigorously before she took it from his as she came hard. During the drunken kitchen sex bender, she must have jammed it into the sink while he tried to break her back. He held her down as he ravaged her. The last signs of the bruising were barely visible from the rough and enjoyable sex.

—-
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“I have to replace this pipe. The cock was jammed in there, you know, hard. Mrs.. Star laughed at the statement. Tommy shifted uncomfortably. It took all his willpower not to imagine what happened or the clean version of the dildo inside of her. Did she use it on herself, or did someone else use it? I had a suction cup on it; did she have it in the sink? Too many questions circled back to visualizing her naked. 

What were the odds that he would be called to something like this? If Harold didn't call out sick, he would be here looking at her. Instead, Tommy was. 

“I have to replace this one and maybe this one. It did more damage than I first believed when it got lodged in there than it appeared outside. I have to take pictures of this, so don’t be alarmed. Mrs.. Star. Don’t worry, I won't tell anyone about this,” said Tommy, pointing to the pipes under the sink. When he finished pointing, he gazed toward Hope. The stare
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