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Breath of the Young

About the Author

Once a week, every single Sunday night, the opulent master bedroom of the Hale estate became a forbidden kingdom of flesh and devotion. The house itself—grand, sprawling, perched on a gentle hill overlooking the quiet, rolling hills of upstate New York—had been the Hale family’s sanctuary for over seventy years. Built in the mid-1950s by Reginald’s father, Reginald Hale, it still carried the faint scent of lemon polish on the mahogany trim, the dusty warmth of old leather-bound books stacked along the walls, and the subtle, ever-present metallic tang of the hospital bed that now dominated the room’s center like a throne of surrender. The walls were lined with floor-to-ceiling shelves crammed with poetry and philosophy—Shelley, Keats, Emerson—volumes whose gilded spines had gathered more dust than anyone cared to admit. Yet none of that mattered tonight. Tonight, the books felt like distant companions to the real books of the flesh that were about to be written on the silk sheets.

Reginald Hale, eighty years old and bedridden from the cruel march of terminal lung cancer, had chosen this space as his final kingdom. His body was a map of decline: once a tall, straight-backed man who had commanded boardrooms and garden parties, now he was a parchment-thin figure propped against a mountain of down pillows. The oxygen tube curled like a silver serpent around his thin neck, feeding his failing lungs in shallow, labored bursts. His skin stretched tight over sharp bones, the muscle that had filled his tailored suits now wasted away to nothing. But his mind—still sharp as a razor, cruel as a lover’s first touch—remained untouched. His wrinkled hands, gnarled by arthritis and the illness, rested on the cool silk coverlet like claws ready to strike or caress. A thin yellow catheter tube dangled from the loose waistband of his faded pajama pants, twitching with every shallow breath. Beneath the fabric, his once-proud cock lay semi-hard, a shriveled thing no bigger than a raisin, yet the thought of it still sent a perverse, addictive thrill through the man who had outlived his youth but not his hunger.

On every Sunday, Reginald summoned his wife and the boy who had become their salvation.

Mildred Hale was seventy-five, still beautiful in the way only long-suffering women can be. She had once been the vibrant hostess of garden parties, her laughter filling every room like sunlight. Now her body had surrendered to time with a grace that only age can grant: sagging breasts that hung heavy and veined, nipples the color of dried cherries, a soft belly that rose in gentle, womanly rolls, and between her legs a wrinkled pussy that had borne three children and outlived its prime. Her hair, once honey-blonde and thick, was now silver-threaded and pinned in a neat, practical bun that made her look both elegant and vulnerable. She wore a simple cotton housecoat that she removed with trembling hands at Reginald’s command, folding it neatly over the back of a chair as if this were any other morning—because for these few stolen hours, it almost was.

Jason stood naked beside her, twenty-three years old and carved from athletic perfection. Broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, a chest like a Greek statue dusted with fine dark hair, arms corded with muscle from years of football and late-night gym sessions. His cock—thick, veined, already rock-hard and rising like a spear from a nest of dark, curly hair—was a living testament to youth. At twenty-three, he still had the raw vigor, the endless stamina, the animal hunger that made Reginald’s withered member seem almost irrelevant, almost pitiable.

“Strip,” Reginald would rasp, his voice thin but commanding, eyes glittering with the sadistic joy of a man who had outlived his own body but not his desire. “Both of you.”

Mildred obeyed instantly. She had learned that obedience was the only path to pleasure these nights. The housecoat slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her feet on the Persian rug. The silk sheets beneath her reflected the low, golden light of the bedside lamp, and she knelt on them as ordered, her knees sinking into the cool, inviting fabric. Her heavy breasts swayed with the motion, nipples tightening into dark, sensitive peaks. Her wrinkled pussy was completely exposed, the deep folds already glistening faintly from the anticipation she tried—and failed—to hide. A soft, musky scent rose from her, warm and alive with age, that made Jason’s cock throb harder.

Jason stood naked, cock throbbing, the head already beaded with a clear drop of precum that caught the light.

Reginald’s trembling fingers would stroke himself through the thin fabric of his pajama pants, the catheter shifting with each movement like a living thing. “Worship,” he whispered. “Make my wife your lover, boy. Break her. Turn her into the girl she once was.”

The night began with Jason’s mouth.

He lowered himself to his knees before Mildred, his strong hands cupping her sagging breasts with surprising gentleness. His thumbs brushed the wrinkled nipples, and she gasped, a sound half-moan, half-sob that sent a shiver down his spine. He leaned in and pressed his lips to one breast, sucking the nipple into his mouth with slow, deliberate suction. Mildred’s head fell back, her silver hair brushing the silk sheets, a soft sigh escaping her lips. Her wrinkled pussy was now level with his face; he could smell the earthy, feminine scent of her—musky, warm, alive with age, a perfume that was pure womanhood. He kissed down her belly, over the soft rolls that time had left on her skin, and finally settled between her thighs.

His tongue explored her with reverence and hunger. Slow at first. He licked the outer folds, tasting salt and desire, the faint tang of her body that had carried his children and now welcomed him. Then he parted her with his thumbs—careful, so careful—and drove his tongue deep inside her. Mildred cried out, her hands fisting the silk, knuckles whitening. Jason’s youthful energy turned every stroke into a caress—long, languid licks that dragged across her inner walls, gentle circles around her clit, the tip of his tongue flicking against the hood with feather-light precision. He sucked her labia between his lips, drawing them into his mouth, then released them with a wet pop that made her thighs tremble.

Her pussy tasted different from the young women he’d been with—saltier, richer, sweeter in the way only age could make it. The inner lips were softer, more pliant, the taste carrying the faint memory of motherhood and decades of love. He devoured her like a man starved, yet tender, as if she were a sacred relic he had been granted permission to ruin in the most intimate way possible. He licked every crease, every fold, the sparse gray hair above her mound tickling his nose. He pushed his tongue inside her again, fucking her mouth with it while his lips sealed around her clit and sucked gently. Mildred’s hips rose to meet him, a soft, desperate rhythm building in her belly.

When he finally pulled back, her face was flushed crimson, eyes glassy with ecstasy, drool already tracing a shiny line down her chin and onto her sagging breasts. “Oh... Jason...” she whispered, voice hoarse. Her hands trembled as she reached for his head, fingers threading through his hair.

Jason stood. His cock was a monster now—rigid, veined, glistening. He pressed the head against Mildred’s wrinkled lips.

“Open,” Reginald ordered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Mildred obeyed. Her wrinkled mouth stretched wide around the thick head. Jason pushed in slowly, inch by inch, watching her eyes water with that beautiful mix of surrender and delight. Her gagging was exquisite—wet, choking sounds, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his shaft like glistening threads. She took him deeper, her wrinkled cheeks hollowing as she worked him, tongue swirling around the underside. Jason’s hips rocked gently, fucking her face with long, passionate strokes that went soul-deep. Not brutal. Never brutal. Just deep, intimate connection. Every time he bottomed out against the back of her throat, she gagged, but the sound was one of pure surrender and delight. Her hands rested on his muscular thighs, fingers digging in as if she were afraid he might pull away.

Reginald watched, cock twitching uselessly, catheter dangling from his lap. He stroked himself through the fabric, the thin material growing damp with his own clear fluid. “That’s it,” he whispered. “Suck it, you old whore. Take every inch. My boy is breaking you. Making you feel young again.”

Jason fucked her face for long minutes, his thrusts growing more rhythmic, more passionate. Mildred’s drool ran in a steady stream down her neck, pooling in the valley between her heavy breasts. Her eyes met Jason’s for a
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