
        
            
                
            
        

    
Mother-in-Law’s Menage


Nick Storming


Fractured Press


Copyright © 2020 Fractured Press

All right reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without prior written permission of the publisher.

Any reference to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Names, characters, and locations are products of the author's imagination.

First printing edition 2020.

Fractured Press

www.nickstorming.org


Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Authors Note

ALSO BY NICK STORMING




Chapter 1




It had been a quiet and comfortable life with my late husband, if not one filled with passion. When we married, he was full of life and energy, but he fell sick soon after and it lingered for many hard years. His passing was a great tragedy for our family. It was a challenge, more so for me as the stepmom in a family now in flux.

His daughter had just graduated from college and married her college boyfriend a month before he passed. Emily had been close to her father, and she took his death the hardest. She was over at my house so often over those first couple weeks that I invited her and her new husband to live in the guest house outback. I had no desire to live in such a big house alone. I knew Emily and Mason had been struggling in their first year of marriage, but she had been quiet about why. That is when my whole idea of love and happiness changed, and I began on an amazing and wild journey of self-discovery.

Emily and Mason met in college, she was a bit of a wild child and her relationship with Mason definitely tamed her. He is a quiet young man, raised in a very conservative family, and I knew his vows of chastity had meant a lot to him while they dated. My daughter had talked endlessly in the months leading up to their wedding about how excited she was to show all the pleasures of the bedroom to her hunk of a man. Mason had always been shy and quiet when she spoke of these things, his cheeks blushing. She didn’t speak of it after their honeymoon, and I assumed all was well. That first night I learned the opposite was the case.

I had been sitting up in the dark drinking a cup of tea and trying to ignore the sad thoughts tumbling around in my head when I heard yelling coming from the guest house. Curious, I stood up and walked over to the kitchen windows and looked out. The lights were on in the living room and I could hear my daughter arguing with Mason but couldn’t make out the words. My curiosity got the better of me and I slipped into the backyard and crept up to the back of the pool house, where I could hear them and not be seen.

“It’s just gross Mason!” Her voice rang out loud and clear, but I couldn’t make out the reply, Mason’s voice being too deep and low, but my stepdaughter responded right back.

“Once a day is more than I want, and the only reason I put up with it that much is because you swore, you swore Mason that you wouldn’t watch porn and jerk off!”

Again, I couldn’t make out the reply and I sidled forward, risking being seen if they glanced out the window, but then froze when I heard myself mentioned.

“What if my mom walked in and saw you! I don’t want you watching porn again, promise me!”

My son-in-law spoke again, but I couldn't make it out and I heard my daughter's voice soften. Their argument ending, I slipped back into the house. My curiosity was burning as I poured over her words. Pornography had never been something we dealt with in our house. My late husband had preferred to take care of his business in the shower, and if he did watch porno’s I was oblivious to it. I began to worry that my daughter did not understand the needs a man had. I resolved to speak to her as soon as I found the right moment. It wasn’t until that weekend when Mason went out with their dog for a walk in the hills and Emily and I sat drinking coffee and scanning our phones when I brought it up.

“So how has everything been since you moved in?” I asked her.

“It’s wonderful, thanks again mom," she said, "You have no idea how nice it is not having our bed in the same room as our kitchen. That studio was tiny!”

“It’s been so nice having you both here,” I glanced at her and tested the waters said, “Sometimes it can be difficult adjusting to living with someone at the beginning of a marriage, with all that entails, how is everything in that regard?”

“We’re good,” she said, but I saw her eyes flicker as she avoided the real answer and I pressed her.

“Emily? What is it?” She turned to me and I saw she was about to lie again and mask the issue, but then she broke down.

“Oh, mom, it’s been so hard,” she said, and I was surprised to hear anger mixed in with the frustration in her voice, “I’m just so miserable and I don’t know what to do.”

“What is it, dear? Has Mason been abusive or a bad husband?”

“Oh no,” she said, wiping her tears away with a slender finger, “nothing like that. He is the same smart, kind and hardworking man as always… but there is a side of him I never knew… Mom, how often did you and dad… you know… when he was around?”

“You mean,” I made a little motion with my fingers and raised my eyebrows.

“Yea,” Emily said, her cheeks blushing as she struggled to meet my eyes, “I’m sorry I should even ask.”

“Don’t be silly, you can ask me anything dear,” it felt so wonderful to have my daughter opening up to me I struggled past my own embarrassment, pushing it down and thought back, “Well over the past ten years or so, I’d be lucky if we made love once a year, but in the beginning we would come together a couple times a week.”

“So, it wasn’t like ten times a night, every night kind of thing?” She asked, looking up at me.

“Oh, lord no!” I shook my head, “No, things like that only happen in smut stories, don’t place those kinds of expectations on Mason, you’ll only make the poor man feel inadequate.”

“You don’t understand mom, Mason’s appetite is… endless,” she grew annoyed as she continued, “The first couple weeks were wild. But I thought it was just because it was his first time, you know? That after a day or two he would settle down to maybe once a day. But he won’t stop, he wants it all night and I just can’t deal with it. If only there was a way I send him to be with someone I trust and love, then I could get some peace!”

“Oh my,” I said, my breath coming deep and heavy as I imagined my quiet, handsome son-in-law as such a beast in the bedroom, “Try talking to him about this, telling him what it is your needs are. He is a good man, I’m sure he will understand.”

"Yea, your right," she said, "thanks for listening to mom."

I spent the morning thinking about my daughter’s problem. It was ironic in a way, Emily had been a party girl when she was younger and spoke of sex and her love of it openly, often to the embarrassment of the strait-laced Mason. The young man was reserved and quiet, spending enormous amounts of effort getting his own wine merchant business up and running. It was hard for me to imagine him as the man my daughter described.

One of the joys of having Emily move back home was being able to cook family meals again. Their kitchen was being remodeled slowly and she and Mason would join me for dinner three or four times a week and I loved feeding them. This afternoon I went to the store and got a rack of lamb, fingerling potatoes and cabbage for a nice slaw. I was busy preparing the meal, oven roasting the lamb, when Mason got home from work. I had always thought he was a handsome and thoughtful young man, but I’d never before looked at him in that certain light, as I was now.

He is tall and broad of shoulder and chest, hard from a daily workout regimen. He has black hair and dark green eyes that always look like they are brooding on something profound. He was an athlete in high school and college, playing both football and baseball, and he still played with his friends in local leagues. I watched him now as he smiled at me and went over to the basket of fruit, picking through it with his big strong hands. For some reason, seeing his strong hands put heat in my lower belly, I hadn’t felt in years. My eyes tracked his firm butt as he shifted from foot to foot and when he placed his hand down on the counter and lowered himself into a chair, the corded muscled of his forearm, sent a shiver straight to a place that hadn’t been touched in years.

I set down my apron, making an excuse, and ran up to my bathroom. I had my pants and panties down in moments and the second my finger touched my wetness I felt a shiver of incredible pleasure wash through me. Unbidden to my mind was the image of Mason shirtless and full of lust, taking me again and again.

When I came down from my massive orgasm, I felt shame wash through me but also forbidden pleasure. It had been so long since I had given myself such pleasure. I sat there breathing heavily and realized this was the first bit of genuine joy I had felt since my husband’s death, and I felt doubly guilty. I came two more times in the bathroom in quick succession; the need overriding my shame. Then hurried downstairs to tame the slightly overdone lamb from the oven.

The food turned out wonderfully, but as the three of us sat around the table, the tension between Mason and my daughter was palpable. Mason’s eyes were downcast and his face sad, while Emily hen-pecked his every action. I stayed out of the arguments and tried my best to redirect the topics to safe spaces, but by the time the meal was over Emily had stormed out to their place, frustrated and angry. Mason sat quietly staring after his wife, his face full of turmoil.

"How are things, Mason?" I asked him.

“I love her so much,” he said, his deep voice quiet, “but I didn’t realize how much of a sacrifice marriage would be.” He stood and helped me clear the table. My nerves were on fire and the one time his elbow brushed my side near the sink, I could still feel the touch hours later.


Chapter 2




Later I sat in the living room sipping my tea and listened to my stepdaughter and her husband begin to makeup, their voices quieting into hushed desperate whispers. My feet moved on their own and I felt panic rush through me in waves, but still, I slipped out into the backyard and snuck quickly over to their bedroom window. I cursed myself for a fool, even as I stood up peeking into their moonlit bedroom. What I saw sent a physical shock through my body and I pressed a hand against my pants covered crotch, pressing my thighs together.

Mason knelt on the bed. That quiet brooding of his face changed into a bright eye stare of need. I guided my daughter as she ran her tongue up the shaft of the longest and thickest cock I had ever seen in my life. The image of it burned itself into my brain, and my mouth filled with saliva as I imagined how one might fit it into one’s mouth.

My daughter gave a halfhearted attempt at a blowjob and I saw Mason’s face fall in disappointment when Emily spun around a few seconds later, having barely tasted his cock. She shook her butt, and he moved up behind her. The beast within him slowly being unleashed as he reached out with large hands and pulled her back onto him. Emily cried out, and I felt shame at witnessing my stepdaughter in such a scene, but the sight of Mason’s muscled torso and beast of a cock driving into her held me like a lodestone.

He fucked into her with powerful thrusts, his body desperate with need. In moments I saw my daughter tense up and cry out softly as she orgasmed, my embarrassment doubling. But the look of total disappointment on Mason’s face nearly broke my heart, especially after he wiped it away and put on a smile of pleasure when Emily looked up at him. I ducked down, cursing myself for being a fool again.

“Are you… satisfied?” Emily asked, and I could hear the fragile hope in her voice. I knew Mason couldn’t have been, that massive beast of his was been fairly vibrating with need.

“I am, that was perfect babe,” he said reassuring her. Then I could hear their soft kisses as I moved off.

I sat in the dark in the living room, my breathing heavy and my body on fire. But my mind was working and spinning. I couldn’t tell you all of what I was thinking at that moment. My thoughts were a jumble. It was the height of irony that my daughter had what I had always dreamed of, and she didn’t seem to appreciate it one bit. In fact, just the opposite.

I was sitting there in the darkness with my thoughts when the sliding glass door opened and closed. Then I heard heavy steps come into the living room from the kitchen and suddenly Mason was there, stepping softly across the carpet, his laptop in hand as he sat in a big stuffed chair. He didn’t see me sitting there in the dark and I froze, not knowing what to do. Then he opened the laptop and pulled the cock out of his shorts.

“Mason,” I said, speaking up before my tongue became frozen to the roof of my mouth. The young man jumped about three feet in the air, his laptop landing sideways as he whipped his hand away from his pants.

“Sofia!” He said in shock, looking into the dark corner and seeing me for the first time, “Oh god, I didn’t see you there, I’m so sorry.” He stood with his shoulders slumped, embarrassed and defeated. "I'll go now, please forget you saw me if Emily knew… I'm sorry again," he moved towards the kitchen quickly and I felt as if I was pulled to my feet after him.

“Wait!” I said struggling to keep the desperation out of my voice, “Please Mason.”

He stopped there near the couch and turned back to me, and in the pale moonlight, I could see the struggle on his face. SO many warring emotions and shame overriding all of them. My heart went out to him and I came to a decision in an instant that was born from both love and desire. I could see the crack in my daughter’s marriage, widening before my eyes, and there may be a way I could help them both. I ignored the small voice screaming in the back of my mind that I was masking my own desires with the logic.

I walked over and sat on the couch and patted the spot beside me. He glanced behind himself into the kitchen and I could see him desperately looking for a way to get out of the situation. He was a polite young man though, and so he sat stiffly, clutching the laptop to his crotch as he did.

“How are you doing? With the move and newly married an all?” I asked him, turning to face him in the darkroom. His handsome features were troubled as he glanced down.

“Things have been ok,” he mumbled.

“But you have been fighting every night since you moved in,” I pushed.

“Well yes,” he said shrugging, “but that should stop. It took me a while to realize that marriage isn’t exactly what I dreamed it would be, that it takes compromises.”

“Compromise is a good thing,” I said, “just so long as you both are still getting what you need to be happy. Emily can be harsh sometimes, but I know she loves you deeply. Perhaps… perhaps you were asking her for too much… in the bedroom?” I was shocked at my own audacity, and I had to control my rapid breathing as nervousness raced through me.

“She told you?” He hung his head, setting the laptop on the coffee table and dropped his face into his open hands, “That’s so embarrassing to have my greatest weakness laid bare!”

“She didn’t tell me,” I said soothing, “I… happened to overhear something one night and then things became clear.”

"It's my problem like Emily says," he said, his voice so morose, my heart ached, "I've always been like this but before marriage, I could take care of it myself. Emily liked it in the beginning, said I made her feel wanted, but now… now she says I’m just greedy. Maybe I am…”

“We each have our own levels of desire,” I said, not quite keeping the heat from my voice as I pressed my thighs together, “in time hers may increase but it’s good that you respect her wishes now. Tell me,” I felt my cheeks flush even hotter, “can’t you… handle it yourself still?”

“I’ve tried,” he said, “but Emily made me promise not to take care of myself that way… she says its gross and husband shouldn’t have to.”

“That’s unreasonable,” I said feeling annoyed at my daughter for her hidden prudish streak, “I can talk to her about it.”

“Please don’t!” Mason said imploring me, “she would be so mad if she found out we talked about this. It’s ok, my doctor said, there are pills I can take to reduce my… desires.” He moved to stand, reaching out to take his computer, and I leaned forward, placing a hand on his powerful forearm. Once more surprising myself at my forwardness.

“Drugs aren’t the answer. Perhaps… perhaps I can help relieve you,” my voice was soft and fragile even to my own ears, “when Emily isn’t up for it.”

I felt Mason’s arm tense and panic set in. What in the hell was I doing?! What if he told Emily? What if he laughed at me? Why would I think he might want this? All of these thoughts and more raced through my head and I pulled back, shame and embarrassment warring within me.

“You would do that?” He said and I don’t know if it was my imagination or not, but his voice sounded hopeful as well as surprised.

“It must stay our secret,” my voice was calm but breathless and I felt my nipples harden beneath my bra, “Emily can’t know.” He nodded once, his eyes searching mine, “And this is just to help you manage your… needs, until you and Emily work out a solution.” I glanced at the laptop and up into his face, “Is that what you came in here to do?” He nodded, and I looked down, smiling.

“Sit back down," I said, "and let me help you." He settled back on the couch, his face still showing disbelieve and hope as I moved up beside him.

I could feel the hardness of his muscles as I pressed my body close to his turning to him as I reached out with a shaking hand. As my hand moved to the waistband of his tight pants, my breath heaving in my chest, I saw his mighty cock twitch, then begin to thicken and harden. In a second, his pants were tented up obscenely. I glanced up, looking into his eyes, knowing I must be showing the shock I felt.

“Sorry,” he said embarrassed, “I got… really excited.”

"So, I can see," I purred, "it's very flattering Mason." I hooked my thumbs beneath the waistband of his pants and dragged them down his thighs, feeling the thrill of wrongness as his massive cock flopped into view.

“Oh, my…” I whispered, sitting there and staring down at the beast between his legs, watching it twitched with his heartbeat.

“It’s too big,” he said sadly, “I know.”

"Too big?" I said in shock looking at him again, "Oh no Mason! It's gorgeous!" I looked down and let my fingers slide under its heavyweight. The hot flesh felt like a burning rod in my hand as I hefted it, "You will learn in time that there are certain hurts a woman longs for. I never imagined a cock could be this perfect.” I felt his dick throb when I said ‘cock’ and I tucked that fact away in the back of my mind.

I sat in the dark, fully dressed and pressed against my young, handsome son-in-law’s side as I stroked his might penis. I let my finger and thumb twist as they came up over the crown of his cock head, the soft spongy glands so delicate beneath my fingers.

“Oh god Sofia,” he breathed turning his head slightly and breathing out his moan into my hair, I felt his cock throb, “I’m going to cum.” He said and I felt a rush of excitement and pride as the thick white sperm shot forth across my hand, coating his stomach and shirt. I was panting as my hand slowed its stroking.

“That was… unbelievable,” Mason panted out. The look of relief and pleasure on his face faded fast, and I felt his cock throb in my hand. The beast had never even softened.

“Again?” I asked him in disbelief as my slender hand slid up his steely cock.

“Oh, it’s ok,” he said slightly embarrassed, “I can take care of it…”

“How many times,” I whispered, turning to look into his beautiful eyes, my hand gliding up and down his dick, “would you have relieved yourself if I hadn’t been here?”

“Four or five times,” he said, embarrassed. I didn’t bother to hide the smile of surprised joy that lit my face as my hand continued to work him. The sight of his massive tool standing out so long and proud was driving me crazy, but I still told myself this was for their marriage, not my own pleasure.

“Then sit back and relax,” I said, “let me take care of you.”

Mason was in utter shock as I jacked him off to a second big orgasm. His grunt of pleasure sent a spike of joy through my crotch. I'd never felt so good giving my husband a hand job, not that I had given him many, and the air was charged with sexual energy. His cock stayed rock hard, and I bit my lip to stifle my own moan.

“Can I…” he spoke for the first time in a while and I saw his shy glance down to my shirt, “Can I see your boobs?”

“I can’t imagine they will do you much good,” I said, feeling embarrassment at my sagging breasts. Once they had been my greatest asset, large and heavy they had kept their shape through most of my thirties, now they sagged with their own weight. But Mason’s eyes were glued to my chest as my hand slowly unbuttoned the blouse.

“I’ve dreamed of seeing your breasts since I first met you,” he confessed, his eyes glancing up at me shyly.

I felt flattered as I pulled the blouse back and unhooked my bra, feeling the cool air on my tits as they swung free. I watched his face closely and relieved to see no disappointment in his eyes, only lust as he watched me cup one breast in my left hand and pinch the nipple, pulling it slightly. Emily has small breasts and so I felt a bit better about myself as I reached back down and wrapped my hand around his dick.

“Wait,” Mason said, and I felt a moment of worry as he stood in front of me, his long thick cock hanging down between us.

I glanced up into his eyes and saw the powerful man he was slipping free of the embarrassment. He nodded to me and I reached out and resumed my hand-job. His eyes drank in my face and tits as I sat before him. I could feel them shake with each pull of my arm and he began to thrust his hips gently. Long minutes passed with the sound of my ragged breathing and the sliding sound of my hand on his cock. Then I saw his heavy balls tighten and his dick throbbed in my hand. Looking up, I saw a gleam in my son-in-law’s eyes.

I said nothing as I pulled his thighs closer to me, sliding my other hand up the back of his leg as I felt his cock throbbing and then his hips shudder. I was looking into his beautiful eyes and so saw the pleasure and relief wash through him, feeling a connection I never remembered feeling with my husband. My pussy shivered in joy, a small orgasm warming my body as I felt thick jets of his cum splash onto my breasts, again and again.

I was panting and shaking as I leaned back and looked down at the mess he had made on me. Looking up, I saw his entire body relax and the beast between his legs finally begin to soften. He looked down and saw my cum covered torso and went to apologize but I shook my head, smiling as I massaged the cum into my soft breasts.

“If you need relief tomorrow,” I breathed, “you know where to find me. Now you should probably get back to bed.”

“Sofia,” he said, at a loss for words, “thank you,” he managed finally.

“Anytime,” I said.

Mason picked up his computer and with one final embarrassed glance at my naked breasts, he strode from of the room and out the sliding doors, back to his place. I grabbed my shirt and rushed up to my room. I collapsed into my bed and dragged the thick comforter over my head, stifling my cries of pleasure as I touched my aching sex. I have no idea how many orgasms I had, imagining all the devilish things I wanted to do with the beast I’d had my hands on.


Chapter 3




Islept like the dead and woke with the dawn, refreshed and grateful to be alive. Then memories of the night before flooded my brain, and I buried my face in my pillow, hiding my overwhelming shame. What had I done?! Eventually, I pulled myself out of bed and took a shower, getting ready for the day.

I paused before the mirror, looking myself over with a critical eye. I had stopped working out regularly a year or two before, and the signs of softness around the middle were starting to show. My legs were still slender and strong as were my arms, my bust was large and heavy, and I’d always thought those, and my thick dark hair were my best features. It had been a couple of months since I really spent a lot of time getting ready, but I did today, plucking and painting myself in my large plush bathroom. When I stepped out of the bathroom, I was feeling better and happier about myself than I had in months.

I threw on a pair of yoga pants, a sports bra, and a loose workout shirt. I felt motivated, so much so I headed straight out to my car and drove to the gym. I had been months and months since I’d been there, but after a few minutes, I slipped right back into my old workout routine. I was on the treadmill, cooling down from a hard workout and I glanced around, noticing the gym was filled with other middle-aged women like myself. I looked around wondered how many of them would have done what I had the night before. I felt the surge of joy and guilt roll through me.

I thought of my daughter and her new marriage, feeling guilty for what Mason and I had done. I knew this might just be my own rationalization, but I felt deeply that it could help their marriage. Neither of them was happy with their current situation. None of us were. And besides I wasn’t trying to steal Mason away from her, I had no intentions of having his kids and marriage, just deep affection and an insatiable desire.

Driving home, these thoughts rolled through my mind. When I arrived, I saw Mason's truck outside of the house and felt nervous energy coursing through my veins. I went in and got a bottle of water and saw Mason pacing in the backyard on the phone. I could see the tension in his shoulders as he spoke. His words were calm and reassuring, but it looked like a really tense business call. One of the things my husband and I had loved most about my daughters’ handsome new husband was his entrepreneurial spirit. Just out of college he had begun a business entirely on his own, working with small wineries in the region and offering them premium distribution.

He hung up his call and tilted his head back, eyes closed and staring up at the sky, his back and shoulders tight with stress. My heart went out to him and I felt the need to soothe his worries. I slide open the kitchen door and he started, glancing back at the sound. I was watching for his expression as he saw me, and his eyes lit with desire and hunger before I saw him tempering those emotions.

“Problem at work?” I asked, motioning for him to come in. I went over to the Keurig and made us each a cup of coffee as he stepped in, somewhat nervously, and sat at the counter.

“Yea,” he said when he took a seat, “that was the wine buyer for Per Secto in New York, it turns out they got the wrong shipment and are short a number of wines for dinner service tonight.”

“Oh no,” I said, putting cream in our coffees and setting his before him. I stood in the kitchen and tried not to stare at the handsome young man’s broad shoulders and handsome, brooding face, “Is there anything you can do to fix it?”

“I don’t know,” he said, and the stress and tension bled into his voice as I’d never heard it before, “I just can’t seem to think clearly today,” he glanced up at me his cheeks reddening slightly, “Listen Sofia… about last night,”

“Do you think I want to steal you away from Emily?” I asked, cutting him off.

“No,” he said, shaking his head gently.

“Have either you or Emily been happy these past few months?”

“At times,” he said with a sad smile.

“You need something,” my words sounded measured and reasonable, but I felt an unreasonable fire and passion pushing me to these justifications, “that I can provide. I won’t lie to you and say it’s perfectly normal, but I do think you will both be happier.”

“And you?” He said, his dark eyes boring into mine.

“Yes,” I breathed, “perhaps it’s something I need too… to be needed again… wanted. We should be respectful of Emily, but if you ever need… relief,” my eyes held his, and I felt the flutter in my chest as I spoke, “just come to me.”

Mason stood abruptly and stepped back from the counter, his eyes intense as they tracked my face. I saw his desire flaring up even as that massive beast thickened in his pants. My eyes glanced down at it and my chest heaved with deeper and deeper breaths. No words were necessary. We had both come to the point of no return, for good or ill we were walking this path.

“Follow me,” I said then as I walked down the hall, his heavy footsteps following me. I felt my excitement building with each step. I stopped at the guest bedroom and walked in, closing the door behind him. Suddenly he was there, big and powerful. I looked up into his eyes and saw them tracing my face and down to my loose shirt and sports bra. I knew what he needed and so I pressed him back onto the bed, sitting on its edge.

There were no words between us, nothing had to be said. Our passionate glances spoke volumes. My fingers undid the buckle of his pants as I knelt before him. His powerful thighs sliding into view as I dragged them down. That massive beast of his flopping into view. I pulled off my shirt and felt his muscular hands on my body. Shock rolled through me as he pulled the sports bra up my arms. I looked up and saw his admiring smile as his hands cupped my breasts, pulling them up.

“Mmm,” I moaned as I felt his thick cock press against me, “sit back,” I purred, and he leaned back on his elbows.

I loved the way he looked at me, but my eyes were all over that beast between his legs. Before I even realized what I was doing I had a hand around the base and was pulling it back towards me. I kissed the soft tip and heard Mason’s breath catch in surprise, but I was too lost in my task to care.

My thick lips slipped over that mighty head, and I felt my jaws creak as I took him into my mouth. The smooth skin coating steely hardness filled me as I sucked him hard. My eyes glanced up and met his, and I saw the pleasure and surprise there. I licked him up and down, sucking and slurping on as much of his cock as I could fit into my mouth. All the while, my hands worked his shaft and occasionally dragged my nails lightly over his balls.

“You have a beautiful cock, Mason,” I whispered up to him, stroking it and letting my heavy breasts sway with the motion. I felt him tense at my words and his cock throb, “give me your cum… cum for me!”

His seed shot forth in jets that hit my tits, I wrapped my lips around the tip of his cock and sucked out the rest. I wasn’t a big fan of the taste, but the look on my handsome son-on-laws face as I drank him down sent a shiver of pleasure through my body. I felt happy and fulfilled giving him this pleasure, and I tried to ignore the sopping mess within my panties. The smell of his musk was driving me wild. The beast stayed rock hard and one hand continued to stroke and jack him as I leaned back, looking down at the cum on my breasts.

“Keep sucking,” Mason said, his voice rough with need. The young man was a beast once he started, and I couldn’t help but imagine this massive cock ravaging my insides again and again. I looked up at him and smiled in submissive pleasure, letting him know that I loved it when he took charge. I pulled his cock back into my hot wet mouth and felt his large fingers slip into my hair, guiding me as he gently fucked my mouth.

The next orgasm was slower, and I was able to take my time, learning the trick that sent shivers of pleasure through Mason. He came with a loud grunt and I struggled to swallow it all down. Some spilling down my chin and onto my tits. I sat back breathing heavy and looked up at his relaxed and contented face.

“Now you go to work and kick ass,” I said with a big grin. He laughed at that and shook his head.

“That was amazing,” he said, “better than… well better than anything I felt before, thank you Sofia.”

“Like I said Mason, anytime,” I promised gently, “now you have to get out of here so I can clean up!”

He thanked me again before he left, and it overjoyed me to see the tension and stress in him was gone, and he walked out to his car with a bounce in his step. I stripped off my yoga pants and hopped in the shower. The massager got me off to a powerful orgasm as I imagined Mason taking me as many times as he needed, using me as his toy. The thought sent shivers through my pussy and I masturbated one more time after getting out of the shower, the fire within me barely banked.


Chapter 4




Icleaned around the house and started a roast in the afternoon. My daughter got home from work and sat around in the kitchen chatting with me about her day. When my son-in-law got home we all sat down to dinner. Mason was in a good mood and when Emily asked him how his day went, he gave a big grin.

“We had a major issue with a shipment not arriving, but it ended up working out to our advantage,” he said excitedly.

“Really?” Emily asked with a bright smile.

"A case of wine to a high-end restaurant in New York was mis shipped to a different restaurant,” his deep voice filling me with a warm fuzzy feeling, “When I tracked down the issue it turned out that it was on our end and I thought we were going to lose the contract. After lunch," he paused for a second, eyes glancing at me before continuing, "I got inspired and called a rival wine merchant back east. I talked to the owner and let him know my problem, and he agreed to fulfill the shipment to the restaurant that night for a percentage of our sales on the east coast.”

“Is that a good thing?” Emily asked, “That might add up to a lot more than the sale of a case of wine.”

“Oh, it definitely will,” Mason said smiling, “but their company has contracts with a few grocery chains out east and in the Midwest. Currently, he pays a premium for high-end bottles to fill their top shelves and with our costs being so much lower he will earn more on the commission of our sales into his markets. I got a proposal from his office just as I was leaving today. It looks like it will be a win-win for both of us.”

“That’s wonderful honey!” Emily said clapping.

“I’m so proud of you Mason,” I said, “What do you expect the demand to be from those new markets?”

“That’s a good question,” Mason said eyeing me anew, “It will be a doubling of our sales, and there is potential for demand to increase. The steady business will be exactly what the company needs right now.”

“Mom has her MBA,” Emily said when she saw her husband’s reassessing look, “she doesn’t mention it since she stopped working years ago, but she was once a shark.”

“Really?” Mason said with an interested smile.

“She exaggerates,” I said, “I worked for a small manufacturing firm as an operations manager, nothing like what you have been doing.”

“I bet you could be a big help mom,” Emily said with an excited smile, “It could be great for you, get out of the house and have something to do. I know Mason would appreciate the help.” Mason coughed, his cheeks coloring, and Emily looked at him in concern.

“Would you?” I asked, feeling the underlying tension in my words, but unable to stop it, “Would you want some help… around the office?” Mason coughed again and my smile deepened. I did not understand where this wildness was coming from in me, but I felt so alive.

“Yes,” he said looking up and meeting my eyes, “If you’re willing then I could find a job for you.”

“Perfect!” Said Emily, pouring wine into our glasses and emptying the bottle, “Lets toast!”

We toasted and chatted for the rest of the meal about where his company was and what needed to get done. I asked him pointed questions, and his knowledge of the business and facility reassured me with the numbers and information a good CEO should know. Emily and Mason helped clean the table, and then they headed out to their place while I set up to my room and watched my shows. I was getting more and more nervous as the evening went by until finally; I heard the sliding glass door slip open downstairs.

I practically leaped to my feet and raced downstairs. I got into the hall and Mason was right there, his big powerful hand slipping around my waist as he pulled me into the guest room. I bit my lip to keep myself from kissing the man and felt like a wanton whore as I dropped to my knees before him. He stood above me tall and commanding and I pulled free his giant tool.

I wrapped my lips around it like I was starving, and it was my first meal in days. I threw myself into the task, loving his gentle moans of pleasure and the throbbing feel of him in my hands and mouth. One hand slid down between my legs and I felt my wet pussy through my panties, that brief touch causing my body to shiver in pleasure, then Mason was cumming down my throat and I was drinking him as quickly as I could. I pulled my head away, letting the remains dribble down my chin as I felt my own orgasm approaching.

"You have needs too," Mason said with his deep voice and I looked up, my lust clouding my judgment, and saw his grin as he took me in. Then he sat down on the floor, his muscular arms pulling me between his legs, my back to his chest. I tried to say no, that this was too much of what I desperately wanted. His strong hands roamed my body, taking up my breasts in two handfuls and pinching and pulling down on my nipple, even as one hand slid down between my legs.

“Oh god!” I moaned when his calloused finger grazed my clit lightly. I could feel his hard cock pressed against my ass and back, and the thought of it so close to my aching pussy was driving me crazy. As his thick finger slid into me, I felt his warm breath on the back of my neck and his hand enjoying the feel of my body. I stifled the loud moan as my toes curled and I felt tingling pleasure rush through my entire body. I could never remember having such a powerful orgasm, not alone or with my husband. My complete body went slack and my mind was a fog of pleasure and warm feelings. I felt hands on my body drawing my top over my head and I sat up.

He was standing before me again, his eyes burning with desire, and I sat up, gathering my big breasts in two hands and wrapping them around his cock. I’d never done anything like this for my husband. The man had never been adventurous in the bedroom, but from his look of surprised pleasure, I knew Mason had thought about this. His thick cock felt amazing as it slid up and down between my breasts. It took a couple of moments for me to get the hang of wrapping my hands around his cock and using the soft flesh as a cushion. It was so long that the top brushed my chin as I drove down on him. Tilting my head forward I was able to lick his cock as it came at head my face, even sucking gently on the tip a few times. Mason's muscled tensed and I could feel his orgasm building in his heavy balls. I sucked in the head of his cock and worked his shaft with my breasts, loving the feel of him shuddering and sighing in pleasure as he shot off in my mouth.

Mason’s knees grew weak, and he sat back down on the ground heavily. I hadn’t had enough of him and he was still raging hard. So, I crawled between his legs and took his cock into my mouth, nursing and suckling it like a bottle, while he played with my breasts and then fingered me to another earth-shattering orgasm as his cum shot out across my breasts and neck.

He slipped out of the house and I staggered up to my room, feeling almost drunk on his cum. I collapsed onto my stomach, hands between my legs as I dreamed of what it would be like to be taken by that powerful man.

I woke the next morning early, excited for the day again. The guilt was still there, but I was rationalizing it to myself, and honestly, I was so turned on and wild with lust I could have convinced myself of anything. Emily came into the kitchen when I was making a cup of coffee to double-check that I would be able to help Mason out at his office.

“I didn’t mean to just spring that on you,” she said, “if you don’t want to do it, I understand, you have a pretty good life here. I just thought with dad gone, it might be nice to be needed again.”

“That was thoughtful honey,” I said, “I’m not sure what use I can be to his business, but it sounds like a great time to be joining.”

“There was something else I wanted to ask,” she said, her cheeks blushing, “I was wondering if I could help you dress… a little sexier around the house.”

“Why ever for?” I asked, glancing down at my workout clothes and feeling a shiver of worry creep into my mine.

“It’s Mason, mom,” she said, her face beet red now, “I was just thinking that maybe… oh never mind it’s a dumb thought.”

"What is it, honey?" I asked, now flooded with fear that we had been caught somehow and feeling awful for what we had done.

"Mom, would you come to Fiji with us?” She asked, changing the subject so fast it shocked me.

“Fiji? But that’s your delayed honeymoon trip,” I said in concern, “you’ve been planning it for months. What’s going on?”

“I just think it would be great for the three of us to go away together,” she said, the blush fading slowly from her cheeks. She seemed set on it, “A chance for you and Mason to connect as well.”

“Honey, I doubt there’s any son-in-law in the world that would want his mother-in-law on his honeymoon,” I said with a laugh.

"If you make sure to bring that red bikini and lounge by the pool a lot, I'm sure he wouldn't mind," Emily said with a laugh.

“I doubt he wants to see an old woman like me in a bikini,” I said, slightly scandalized. Then my brain filled with the image of Mason’s face filling with lust and desire as he saw my naked body and it was my turn to flush red.

“I catch him checking you out all the time,” she said offhandedly, “he is respectful, but I know he fantasizes about you.”

“Emily!” I said scandalized, but she just grinned a wicked grin and hopped down off the stool.

“Just make sure to pack the swimsuit!” She said as she slipped out the sliding glass doors.

My mind was troubled and afire with wild thoughts when I got to the gym, but a good hour-long workout had me clearheaded. I went home, took a shower and dressed in a nice gray skirt, beige blouse and grey business jacket. I put on a set of pearls, then looked in the mirror and took the pearls off, adding a locket with my daughters’ picture in it that was my favorite necklace. A final few touches to my hair and I looked myself over in the mirror. Happy with the result, I went out and drove to Mason’s warehouse and offices.


Chapter 5




The company is quite small with only a dozen workers, two of which work in the offices with him. He handles most of the sales and orders. When I got there Mason greeted me at the door. I worried things might be awkward between us, but it was just the opposite of my great joy. The moment our eyes met, there was a comfort and familiarity that we had never really known together. He brought me into the offices and introduced me to the other ladies that worked there. One was an office manager, and the other handled the accounting and HR functions. He took me out into the warehouse and showed me around.

As we walked, I asked him questions about the company workflow. How purchase orders were converted into sales and then into work orders for the warehouse. Immediately I saw a glaring problem in their lack of process. The warehouse didn’t have a good system for keeping track of work orders. This hadn’t been a problem that Mason noticed till I pointed it out. Their scale had been so small that a couple of workers could easily handle it all. The more we talked with the warehouse employees, the more he saw how the issue from the day before had happened and how it could happen more often with worse results in the future.

The warehouse manager and his wife who handled the shipping and receiving were so relieved when I pointed out the problem and began to suggest different processes that could be put in place to correct it. Mason agreed to put some in place on a trial basis and then we would check back in with the warehouse in a week to see what was working and what wasn’t.

I was so excited to get to work I barely registered the desk Mason directed me to just outside his office and I pulled out my laptop and started working on putting the procedures in place that would solve the issue. The time passed by so fast I was surprised when the other girls in the office said they were heading out to lunch. They invited me to join them, but I said I’d brought lunch and I also really wanted to get this done.

I stepped into my son-in-law’s office and found him buried in excel spreadsheets. He gratefully set the work aside when I laid out the leftovers, reheated in the break room microwave. We talked of his new deal with the merchant out east and the possibilities of the partnership. He spoke of his dreams for the company and where he saw a lot of opportunities. I gave my advice, and he listened. That was probably the thing that struck my heart the deepest. He listened to my advice on his business with genuine interest and took it to heart.

When we were done eating, I cleaned up the food and set it aside. I stood feeling butterflies dancing in my stomach and locked his office door and turned back to him. I saw his eyes alight with the fire of desire as I slipped beneath his desk and pulled his zipper down, feeling wanton and wild. One of my biggest fantasies had always been to be fucked by my boss, bent over his desk. This was so close I nearly came as I felt his hot dick slip into my mouth. We were both nervous and took care to be as quiet as possible, the small sounds of my sucking mouth barely carrying in the small room. He came quickly, filling my mouth with his cum, I drank it down. Because it was him, I loved the taste and feel of it as it slid down my throat. The look of pleasure and contentment on his handsome face warmed me deep in a place I’d rarely felt feelings.

I slipped out of his office and sat at my desk. My pussy soaking through my panties as I squeezed my thighs together. That had been one of the wildest and craziest things I’d ever done, and it was all I could do to keep myself from getting up and doing it again. I clicked on the laptop and the problem took my mind away from thoughts of sex and lust, for a time at least. The other office girls came in smiling and chatting, having no idea that fifteen minutes before their hunk of a boss had been fucking his mother-in-law’s face.

That evening was Friday night, normally their date night, but Emily insisted I come out with them to celebrate the business's success and me joining the team. I spent extra time getting ready since we were heading to a really nice restaurant downtown. I wore a sleek red dress with a deep neckline and black heels that laced up the calves. I walked downstairs and Emily gave a wolf whistle as I walked down the steps.

“Damn mom you look sexy!” She turned to Mason, “Doesn’t she look hot?”

“You look gorgeous, Sofia,” he said, and I felt myself blushing furiously under his burning gaze. Emily looked from him to me and I saw her smirk of satisfaction and found it odd. We got an UBER and headed to the restaurant, enjoying a sumptuous meal and a few glasses of wine. Emily was outrageously flirty with Mason throughout the meal, but that was nothing new from her. When we got in the UBER to ride home, the three of us more than a little tipsy, we all piled into the back seat of the large car. Emily pulled Mason into a passionate kiss as soon as the light was off, and we were driving. The wet sounds of their lips locked together sent a small twinge of jealousy through me.

When I turned to look at them however, I couldn’t help but feel a heat rising within, the sight was so wanton and wild, now that I knew the beast my daughter tangled with each night. She was such a small thing; it looked like he could break her if he got too rough. And a part of me, a large part, wanted to watch them again. Images of her bent over and wailing in pleasure as he pounded into her with powerful thrusts danced in my head. I glanced forward, trying to get the images out of my fuzzy mind, and saw the driver looking back at us in the mirror. When I caught his eyes and glared at him, he went right back to driving and didn’t look back at the two of them again. I heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper sliding down ever so gently, and I schooled my face not to look down. Then suddenly we were home, and Emily and Mason shifted as the light came on, suddenly innocent.

We walked into the house and I realized, as my steps wove back and forth beneath me, that I was drunker than I had thought. Once inside Emily put on some music and opened another bottle. We all sat down in the living room and chatted about the upcoming vacation in a week.

"You're going to love it, mom," Emily said, "It's all-inclusive and because it's remote and off-season the beaches and pools will be empty."

“It’s been years since I really spent any time in the sun,” I said, starting to enjoy the idea of laying out on the warm sand.

“There is a hiking tour of the ruins near the resort,” Mason said blinking his eyes owlishly, “I can’t… hic… can’t wait to see them.”

“Ruins?” Emily said in slurred mock anger, “You have a sexy young wife and her hot stepmom lying around in bikinis and you can only think about ruins?” Mason glanced at his wife his mouth open and at a loss for words for a second, then she burst out laughing, wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him into a passionate kiss. I sat sipping my wine and watching the two of them kiss, feeling ignored. Mason was running his enormous hands all up and down her body, and I wished that was me he was holding. Emily set her wineglass aside and threw a leg over Mason's hips, her kisses desperate and passionate.

I saw her hand slip down between their bodies and her elbow rise and fall as she stroked him through his pants, then the sounds of his fly being popped, and zipper pulled down. Mason growled and my daughter yipped in pleasure as he picked her up, walking her out of the living room. I glanced down at myself and was surprised to see my legs were spread wide, one hand touching myself over my panties, as my big nipple pressed hard against the front of my dress. I quickly sat up and closed my legs.

"Sorry, mom!" Emily called looking over Mason’s shoulder as they were leaving the living room and gave me a wink.

I sat there for long breathless minutes before finally clearing up the glasses and heading upstairs to my room. What was happening to my once quiet life? I wasn’t sure of every emotion swirling around in me, but I could sense a touch of jealousy and guilt, but overriding these more powerfully was a taboo lust that had my knees weak with desire. I found myself long minutes later sitting before my mirror and brushing out my hair, staring off into the distance with wild thoughts running through my head. A light knock on my doorframe startled me. I turned to find Mason standing there, tall and imposing. The young man had on boxers and they tented out from his mighty wood.

I said nothing, letting my eyes roam over his body and he did the same to mine as I stood and walked to him. I took him by the arm and lead him to my bed, pressing him back and onto the soft mattress and dragging off his boxers. I could smell my daughter on him still. He had come to me straight from their marriage bed and the realization sent a flood of wetness to my sex. I could wait no more, I could put off my own titanic needs for not one more second. I pulled my nightdress up over my hips and Mason's eyes flared wide when I threw a leg over him.

His hands gripped my thighs, his breath hissing with desperate desire as I pressed the big fat head of his cock to my aching lips. I sank down on him, moaning out in joy as he stretched me wide. I felt him invade my depths, and then I rose and sank down even farther. My eyes were closed as I experienced the pleasure of being so full. His hands slipped up my thighs and pulled me down. His lips were on mine and a spark of wildness ran through me when I felt his soft lips and the stubble on his chin brushing my soft cheeks. I held onto his strong shoulders; the muscles rippling beneath my hand.

“Oh!... Oh… God Mason… Honey your cock is perfect…" He drove up into me with long slow thrusts, his dick just kept reaching deeper and deeper, until finally, I felt all of him inside me. My pussy wrapped around him so tight and my clit pressed into his pelvis and I felt the shuddering joy of a small orgasm ripped through my body. Then his strong hands gripped my ass and he grunted with desire and need as he fucked me.

“Fuck me, hard baby… fuck momma hard!” He drove up into me with ceaseless need as another orgasm built in me, his steady and hard thrusting blotting my mind out in pleasure I felt his cock pulsing and his thrusts grow erratic.

"I'm about to nut," he said in a warning and I pulled his lips to mine.

“Cum in me, I want to feel it,” I breathed, my voice unrecognizable to my ears.

His eyes were bright as they gazed into mine, and then I felt him go off. My own orgasm triggered as I felt his huge dick filling my little hole. My body ached from the passion of our sex and I calmed down, knowing that every other time in my life I had had sex, we were done once my husband had orgasmed. Mason was far from through with me, and my heart sang, and my body cried out for more as he rolled me over. His big dick still deep inside me. He pulled my nightdress up over my head and gathered one big breast in his hand. He sucked one big nipple into his mouth, the spikes of pleasure radiating out from it. He gripped my ass in one strong hand, and I felt my legs wrap around his hips. My hands sliding over his back, loving the feel of as muscles rippling beneath them. I took his firm tush in a hard grip and pulled him deeper into me.

We were wild rutting animals. My bedsheets strewn all over as he pounded me into the mattress over and over. I came beneath him, his substantial weight pressing me down, then I felt Mason shoot off inside me.

He calmed down then, leveraging himself back, his great cock sliding out of me, leaving me feeling empty and properly used. Looking down, his face beginning to twist in apology. But I wouldn’t have it, I sat up fast and kissed him, letting my tongue slide along his. My hand sliding down to wrap around his still rock-hard cock.

“You fucked my daughter with this beast,” I said, feeling his muscles tense in uncertainty even as his cock grew longer and harder at my words, “You came to me with her cum still coating your cock,”

“I’m sorry,” he breathed, “I was drunk… not thinking.”

“How did you fuck her?” I asked him, my lips grazing his. I stunned myself at my wicked words, but the taboo thrill had me in its grip and I was finding it incredibly arousing. Plus, the look of surprised lust on Mason’s face warmed me to the core.

“She was bent over,” he said, his voice breathless.

I grinned and kissed him then spun and bent over, whipping my hair over one should as I looked back at his big powerful form behind me.

"Show me," I said. His eyes blazed brightly in the darkness and I felt his hands grip my hips roughly, then he was inside me and driving deep in, “Oh fuck!” I moaned.

I would have continued to speak; the dirty talk was driving me just as wild as it was him. But his animal need drove all thought from my mind as he hammered me down into the bed. My aching pussy came again and again as he stretched me out. When Mason finally came, he filled me with so much of his cum I could feel it spilling out around his softening cock as he lay atop me, panting deeply. He lay beside me and I rolled over, loving his fingers as they traced patterns on my bareback. I rested my head on his muscular chest and felt a gentle peace wash through me as I nodded off to sleep.


Chapter 6




Iwoke with a start, my head pounding from the wine and lifted it groggily to look around. My bed was a mess and the room smelled of sex. I smiled wide, ignoring the small spike of nervous worry at my terrible actions, and stretched out like a cat. Luxuriating in the feel of my pussy, aching and sure from the pounding it had received. I made my way slowly into the bathroom and took a long hot relaxing shower. I dressed in comfortable clothes and went down to make a cup of coffee.

As I was sitting down to read the news on my iPad the sliding glass door opened, letting in a burst of chill air. Emily came in, shutting the door behind her quickly, hands tucked beneath her armpits as she shivered.

“It’s cold out there,” she said with a shiver as she went over to the coffeemaker, “we are out of coffee pods, is it ok?”

“Of course, honey,” I said with a smile. Emily looked a little haggard, her hair in disarray and the impression of her pillow still on one cheek.

“We had a wonderful time last night,” she said as she waited for the coffee cup to fill, “Sorry if things got a little crazy at the end.”

“No need to apologize,” I said, “I had a great time last night… one of the best nights I’ve had in years.” It wouldn’t do to tell her that it might have been the best night of my life, because it certainly was the best sex of my life, by a big wide margin.

“Things didn’t get too crazy there for you at the end?” She asked, sitting down at the table, her face concerned.

“Not at all,” I said feeling nervous excitement but unsure why, “It might sound strange, but it warmed my heart to see how in love you two are. It was passionate and beautiful.”

“I didn’t want to make you uncomfortable, but I knew what it would do to Mason,” she smiled a little mischievous grin and sipped her coffee with two hands.

“I’m glad I could be of help,” I said laughing a little nervously.

“Are you?” Emily said, gaze suddenly intense on me, “Happy to help?”

“Of course, honey,” I said with all sincerity, “I love you both.”

“That makes me so happy mom,” she said with a big smile, “Do you remember that issue I mentioned the other day?”

“The one about Mason… being too demanding?”

“Yea, but he isn’t too demanding,” she said, “his needs are just so great, I can never keep up with him. He has been so wonderful lately and things have been so great, but I worry he is unhappy, not getting his needs met.”

“I’m sure things will work out,” I said, “he is a good man, and he loves you.”

“I know mom,” she said, “I just want to do everything I can to make him happy. On that topic, there was something I wanted to talk about with you when we are in Fiji.”

“What is it?” I asked my voice concerned.

“We’ll talk about it then,” she said with a tight smile getting up from the table, “just promise me you’ll keep an open mind, ok?”

“Of course, Em,” I said, and she gave me a brief one-armed hug before heading back to their place.

That whole weekend my mind was distracted with memories of the incredible sex Mason and I’d had. I ached to feel him again and so on Sunday when Emily went to brunch with her girlfriends; I found myself once more on my back with his tongue between my legs. He licked and touched my sex with gentleness and looking down at his handsome face, filled with joy as he pleasured me, I came with screaming need. Then he was between my legs, his big thick cock stretching me out as he took me, the walls of my pussy milking the cum from his cock. After he came, he stayed hard, the beast in him just awakening He took me bent over the bed, his hand in my hair pulling me back, a hand gripping my hip hard as he hammered me. Again, and again he came in me as we fucked all over the bedroom. I was sore and exhausted, but more satisfied than I had thought possible. I took a nap, and he left to go shower before Emily returned, and my whole body melted into the mattress as the tenderness receded slowly.

The next week went by faster than I would have imagined. Mason's business was humming, and I had a great week there. The process I had designed seemed to be working out for the warehouse staff. Shipments were heading out faster and there was real accountability now to track and ensure everything got delivered to the right place and on time. Emily was in a great mood all week. She spent each night planning for the trip to Fiji we were about to head on, making lists as she does for everything.

Mason would come to me each evening and I would take care of his needs. Often getting him off once with a blowjob. I learned what the man liked as my jaw and tongue worked him up and over the threshold. Then he would take me, the raging inferno within the man making him like a beast and I loved being used by him. He made me cum so many times those evening that I would sleep like the dead, and wake feeling refreshed and alive each morning. He came to me twice after making love to Emily. The first time he tried to keep me from his cock, but my eyes met his and the taboo thrill coursed through me as I sucked my daughter's cum off his cock, tasting their love. He spilled his seed in seconds and I knew his kinky mind had been dreaming of just such a thing. I surprised myself with my openness and the depravity to which I was sinking. It was all so wonderfully wicked that I couldn’t find the will to stop. Twice more I sucked him off during lunchtimes and one day he pushed me into a closet after hours, when the place was empty, lifting my skirt and taking me from behind hard and fast.

Friday finally arrived, and I woke early, packing for the trip. I was feeling naughty and packed several sets of lingerie, evening dresses and the red bikini Emily had insisted several times that I pack. We piled into Emily’s car and drove into the city to the airport. I love to travel, love airports and flights and seeing new places and cultures. It was one of the things my husband and I had always enjoyed doing together and I felt a touch sad and nostalgic as we boarded the plane. Emily could sense it. She had gone with us on many trips over the years and knew what I was feeling. She hugged my arm and rested her head on my shoulder as we walked down the ramp.

Our seats were in the back of the plane. Mason stowed our carryon above, and Emily slipped to the window seat, Mason in the middle and I took the aisle. Once we were in the air Emily ordered three mimosas and we toasted the trip.

“To the most beautiful women in my life,” Mason said smiling and holding his glass up.

“To new experiences,” I said, and Emily clinked her glass to mine.

"I'll drink to that," she said, "and to keeping an open mind," she winked at me and I wondered what she was getting at as we all sipped our drinks.

Soon we were cruising, and the cabin lights went off. Emily pulled out the blanket and covered us up. Mason turned on a sports game on the seat rest screen and I pulled out my iPad and began to read my book. Emily snuggled up to Mason's side, lifting her armrest and burrowing under the blanket. I was just lost in the romance I was reading when a small movement out of the corner of my eye caused me to glance down. I saw the motion of Emily’s arm and the blanket moved up and down over Mason’s crotch.

Stunned, I glanced up and met Mason’s eyes as he glanced at me sideways. His face showed signs of strain and his cheeks were flushed. Looking down again I saw Emily’s eyes open from her pretend sleep, her head not moving as our eyes met. Hers were wide as she watched for my reaction, her hand paused in its ministrations under the blanket. My breathing was heavy, and my nipple grew hard, pressing against my shirt. Emily smiled slightly and winked at me and I saw her hand begin to move again. Long slow seconds turned dragged on into long minutes as her hand stroked him slowly and gently.

Something passed between my daughter and me as I watched the blanket move, wishing there was no blanket at all, and I could watch her pleasure that gorgeous cock. Emily pressed the blanket down for one second and the outline of his big dick was pressed against it and I couldn’t help the inaudible sigh of pleasure that escaped my throat. Then her hand worked him quickly, each of us breathing hard and then Mason went tense, his breathing irregular until he slumped back into his chair. Emily slowly slid her hand back a look of satisfaction on her face.

My hands were shaking as I undid my buckle. Standing on wobbly legs I made my way to the tiny bathroom and once the door was locked behind me, I ripped my panties down my legs and worked myself to a silent, powerful orgasm. I felt so naughty and wrong, and so incredibly alive at the same time. My whole body relaxed, I climbed back into my seat and saw Mason and Emily were sleeping or trying to. I reclined the seat and drifted off to dreams of impossibly kinky things.


Chapter 7




We arrived in Fiji in the early morning and stepped out into the gorgeous weather. There was a shuttle from the airport to the resort and we piled in. No one else showed up and so the driver took us on the two-hour long drive. The resort appeared when we came around a tight turn, the whole coast opening up before us. It was filled with small bungalows tucked back in the palm trees and spread down to the pure white sand beach. There were several pools and one with a big bar in the middle of the pool that you could swim up to.

We got checked in and the nice young woman gave us all the information on the resort and a map to find our way around. We were led to our bungalow, and I was surprised at how roomy and comfortable it was. There was only one bedroom, it is the honeymoon suite, but they brought in a small bed for me. I felt like a third wheel as I set my suitcase in the living room and watched Mason holding Emily as they stared out at the rolling waves.

“Come here mom,” Emily said, holding out her arm. She pulled me into their embrace, and I shivered as Mason’s thickening cock brushed against my butt. He shifted his hips, and I glanced over nervous and saw a small secret smile on my daughters’ lips. I know the girl better than anyone and she was up to something.

“Ok I need a cocktail and some sun,” Emily said breaking up the gentle moment. Mason frowned after her and looked at me, to see if I knew what was going on but I just shrugged. He looked troubled and I could see the conflict warring within him. The man was usually a rock but the three of us being in such a small space was going to be hard on him. I patted his arm and went into the bathroom to change.

When I came out, I was surprised to see Emily in a matching red bikini, her lithe body looked amazing. Her breasts are smaller than mine, but firm and round and her behind is perfectly shaped and firm. She has always been a slender girl but now in her early twenties; she had sexy rounded hips that the strings of her bikini bottoms showed off to perfection.

“Mom you look amazing,” She said when she saw me, her frank look taking me in, “Mason come check out mom!” She walked over to me and slipped her arm around my waist. I could see our reflection in the mirror. I am slightly taller, my hair darker and breasts far more rounded, but we looked so much alike in the matching outfits. Mason stepped out of the bedroom wearing a pair of swim trunks, his muscular torso on display and he froze when he saw us. I saw his eyes widen and felt my nipples harden as the same look of undisguised pleasure at the sight of my daughters’ sexy body, was turned on me.

“You two both look incredible,” he said his voice slightly breathless.

“I wish my tits were as big as yours mom,” Emily said and to my shock she reached up and cupped one, hefting it in her hand, “Still firm and heavy, damn you’re lucky. Mason come feel these.”

“Emily!” I said scandalized and feeling my face blush.

“Hah!” Emily laughed and grabbed a towel, taking Mason’s arm, “Let’s go find some chairs and a server. I’m thirsty.”

I followed after the couple troubled and more than a little excited. I had no idea what Emily knew, but she had been acting strange ever since we had that first conversation, before Mason and I began to fool around. By the time we got to the water, the warm sand under my feet and the sounds of the gently lapping waves convinced me to just relax and be in the moment on this trip.

We found three lounge chairs down near the water. The beach was nearly empty and the lack of kids and families running around was wonderful. A server came over a few minutes later and Emily ordered us all Long Island Ice Tea’s, a favorite of ours. Twenty minutes after that I was more than a little tipsy. I watched Emily and Mason run into the water, splashing and playing around. Mason picking up her tiny body and throwing her laughing and screaming into deeper water. She swam back and pulled him into a deep kiss. His hands were on her ass holding her up in the water against him. I couldn’t see their waists, but I saw Emily wrap her legs around Mason and lift herself up and down onto him. Her head arched back, and I realized with a sudden flood of juices to my nether’s that she had just sheathed his cock inside her.

Mason looked around in shock and saw me watching them. He froze, and I saw Emily whisper something in his ear; he turned back to her and she kissed him, her hips riding him under the water gently. I looked around and saw the beach was empty to either side of us for a long distance. Emily tilted her head, and I saw her peek over Mason’s muscular should and see me watching them. I put my head down quick, pretending to read my book, but peeking up through my lashes.

Emily rode her man harder and then I saw her go tense, her fingers pressing hard into Mason's back before her legs slipped free of his hips and she smiled wide and languid, ducking her head underwater and sweeping her hair back. She walked out of the water straight back to her chair and Mason turned to stare at her ass. She looked amazing, straight out of the movie 10, or one of those other cheesy 80s male induced fantasies. The water streaming down her back, hair slicked back and perfect slender body enough to make any woman jealous. Her cheeks were flush, and she wore a vibrant carefree smile. She sat in her chair, pulling on her sunglasses and sighing.

“Did you enjoy the show?” She asked not bothering to turn her head.

“Excuse me?” I asked, my voice nervous.

“Oh nothing,” she said, “what time do you want to eat dinner?” She turned to me lifting her sunglasses, and I saw the smile in her eyes. Was she teasing me, or was there something else going on here? I stifled my hopes as I replied to her.

“Six?” I said, my voice breathless.

“Perfect,” she picked up her head and sighed, “He sure is a sexy man, don’t you think?” Mason was walking out of the water, the water streaming down his large form, the outline of his giant dick, showing through his shorts.

“Mhmm,” I said not trusting myself to speak just then.

We spent another hour lounging on the beach before picking up and heading back to the rooms. We took showers and got dressed in nice clothes and walked to the restaurant on the far end of the resort. Once again Emily wore a nearly identical dress to mine, both long black numbers with plunging necklines. Our heels clicked as we walked, each with an arm linked in Mason’s.

“I’m the luckiest guy in the world,” he said with a smile as he took the two of us in, “you both look gorgeous.”

“You’re damn right you are,” Emily said grinning at him, “and you better keep those compliments coming if you plan to get lucky tonight.”

Mason laughed then reached out and held the door open for the both of us. We were seated and ordered a bottle of wine and an appetizer to start. Soon the wine was flowing and the conversation as well. We finished off a second bottle and made our tipsy way back to the bungalow. Emily and I were laughing at a joke Mason had made, she was clutching at my arm when I saw her glance out to sea, that mischievous light entering her eyes again.

“Come on,” she said pulling me with her out onto the beach. We kicked off our heels and held them in one hand and ran through the soft sand, feeling like kids again. Emily lead us down to the water and looking around and seeing the beach was empty in all directions she turned back to look at me and Mason. Her grin bright she pulled her dress up over her head, leaving her in only a tiny pair of panties.

“Emily!” I said.

“Come on mom, when was the last time you went skinny dipping?” She stepped up and took my dress, pulling it up over my head, I stood there shocked, in only my own tiny pair of black panties, covering my breasts with one arm and looking nervously between Mason and my daughter. Emily laughed and grabbed my hand leading me out into the water.

“Come on Mason, drop trou’ and get in!” We looked back and saw a poleaxed young man, his eyes wide as saucers as he watched out topless bodies slip into the warm waters.

Emily pulled me close to her side and turned us to watch Mason as he pulled down his shorts. I sighed in pleasure when his big beautiful cock came into sight. And almost didn't notice Emily's fingers as they brushed one of my nipples. I shivered and looked at her and she smiled, her eyes softening as she spoke.

“I love you mom,” she said, and I felt my heart melt at my little girls’ words.

“I love you too honey,” I said smiling at her. Mason waded out to us and I couldn’t stop my eyes from flickering his hard cock before it slipped beneath the waters.

“And Mason?” She asked her voice quiet and serious, “Do you love him too mom?”

“Of course, I do. What’s going on Emily?”

“I need your help with more mom,” she whispered in my ear, pulling me close to her, our naked breasts touching. I tried not to think of the feeling of her hard nipples pressing against my flesh.

"Anything," I said feeling her cling to me, "Just ask darling."

“Mason," Emily said letting her voice carry to him a couple of dozen feet away as he floated on his back, he picked up his head and looked over, “What did you say earlier about my moms’ tits?”

“Ummm,” he frowned at his wife then looked at me, his eyes flicking down to the waterline and up, “That they look amazing.”

"What else did you say when I had your big dick inside me?" Emily's voice was throaty, and I could practically feel the excitement rolling off her. My heart fluttered when I saw Mason blush.

“He said he used to dream of seeing them naked when we first started dating,” Emily stood beside me, her bare breasts free of the water and she pulled me up, “He said he has fantasized about you more than anyone over the past few years… dreamed of fucking my mother,” she grinned wickedly at him, “the lecherous man.”

“Emily…” I said feeling such a wave of terrible guilt. I was about to confess, my eyes downcast in shame when I felt her gentle fingers tilting my head up. Her lips met mine in a soft kiss and she pulled back.

“Mom, I want to thank you for being there for my man,” I sucked in a shocked breath, “I’m sorry I pushed you both into this without talking about it first, but I knew it would be too crazy for you… but believed more than anything that you needed this… that we all do.”

“Honey…” I said tears forming in my eyes, “what are you talking about?”

“I know you and Mason have been sleeping together,” she said, and I sagged against her, feeling the tears of remorse well up.

“I’m so sorry,” I said my voice cracking.

“Mom,” she said with a big smile, tears in her own eyes, “I planned this… I wanted you to see us that night. I knew you would want to help, and I knew once you saw what Mason carried that you wouldn’t be able to resist… you were so good to dad for so long, but you haven't had a real man in your life in years and years… I've seen how you two look at each other. Seen the kind way you treat one another, and it warms my heart more than you can ever know. I love you, as a woman, as the woman who was there for me when my dad was ill for so long, and I know you have come to love Mason as I do.”

I turned to Mason feeling relief and anger warring within me, “You knew about this?” But the young man shook his head his face troubled.

“No… but Emily has said things… that led me to believe she might have wanted it to happen… but I didn’t know until tonight that she had been planning this all along.”

“But how?” I asked moving away from Emily, feeling myself shivering and slightly lost.

“Slowly and with affection for you both,” Emily whispered, “I’m sorry mom, I didn’t mean to upset you, I just want us to be one perfect family… and I thought you might too.”

“I… I need to go…” I said turning and walking out of the water. My mind was a storm of thoughts and emotions and I grabbed my dress and held it to my chest. I got to our rooms and sat on the couch, pouring myself an enormous glass of wine. Mason and Emily took their time coming back, giving me space.


Chapter 8




It was madness. I didn’t know what Emily was planning but there is no way it could ever work out. Madness! What would we do share the handsome young man? I loved him as my son-in-law only, right? But the more I thought about it, the more I realized that over the past couple weeks, as I got to know the man better, I had come to have genuine affection for him. That he was a good, hardworking man who was exactly what I wanted in a partner.

The door pulled open and Emily walked in, her stride nervous and unsure.

“Mom?” She asked, “Are you ok?”

“Yes honey,” I said wiping away the last of my tears, “Come sit down,” I patted the spot beside me.

“Mason is so upset,” she said as she sat next to me, “he thinks you’re mad at him, feels guilty, but it’s all my fault mom, I just didn’t know what to do and I thought this would make everyone happier.”

“Hush Emily,” I said pulling her to my side and stroking her hair, “I’m not mad at you, or Mason. You should have told me though, the guilt I’ve felt… well, it was legitimate. I have to apologize for what we did… it was a mistake.”

“Is that how you really feel?” She asked looking deep into my eyes.

“I don’t know what to feel honey,” I said shaking my head, “It’s all a mess.”

“Tell me what it was like,” she mumbled snuggling her head into the crook of my neck, “When you and Mason were together.” Her question took aback me, but she deserved to know, I only wished it didn’t hurt her.

“It was fine,” I said and then staring off into the distance I decided to be honest, she deserved that much from me, “It was more than fine… I didn’t know a woman could feel such pleasure… could feel so wanted… or that a man could have such passion.”

“That makes me happy to hear,” she said, and I pulled back to look down at her, she met my eyes and I read the sincerity there.

“You’re serious,” I breathed waving my hand slightly, “about all this. Do you know what could come from it all?”

“I’ve thought about it for a long time, and I believe we’ll all be happier,” she said simply.

“Why?”

“Because you have been alone for so long, even before dad passed away, and I know how much you and Mason care for one another. How good you are together. Because I love Mason with all of my heart and he fulfills me as much as any man could,” she shook her head slightly, “and I know he loves me the same, but I can’t give him the same satisfaction. I don’t want a man who spends his love and lust on videos of drugged-out girls being trafficked, and I don’t want him to stray.”

“Honey, he never would,” I reassured her.

“I know he wouldn’t want to, but in four years? Ten? When the girls in his office get younger and younger every year?” she shook her head again, “I won’t put up with that. Besides mom… I know about how terrible it was for you and dad at the end. I grew up in the same house… did you two ever have sex?”

“Hah,” I laughed feeling surprisingly comfortable talking to my daughter about this, “not for years before he passed away. Your father was a good man, but his sex drive was never a match for mine. For years I just thought that’s how things were and by the time I realized there was more out there, I was too old.”

“You're in your 40's, that's not old," Emily said slightly exasperated.

“Anyway,” I said with a sigh. A tickle of fear and nervousness lit within me as I asked, “So how do you see it working?” Emily sat back and smiled wide.

“Mason!” Emily called out the door then she turned to look at me her smile once more turning wicked, “Let’s give him a show,” Then she dropped her dress and pushed mine out of my arms. She pulled me close to her, and I froze in shock as her hand reached up and cupped one of my breasts and then she leaned forward, smelling like the sea and wine and kissed me full on the lips. Her lips were soft and for the first time, I realized what she really meant. A fire smoldered within as I remembered my most forbidden fantasies.

The loud gasp from behind broke our kiss, and we turned to see Mason standing frozen in the doorway, his eyes wide at the sight before himself. He had put his dress pants back on and was carrying the rest of his clothes in a bundle that fell to his feet. I could see the beast within his pants rising and pressing against the fabric.

Emily stood and took my hand in hers, drawing me up beside her. She brought me over to Mason and reaching out took one of his hands in her free one and lead the two of us into the bedroom. My mind was in a daze as a storm of thoughts raged through me. What was about to happen? Was this going to ruin our relationship? I nearly backed out right there, but I felt Emily’s soft hand squeeze mine and her loving smile took in me and Mason. He swallowed audibly and glanced between the two of us.

“I love you both,” Emily said, “And nothing will change that," she reached out and pulled Mason into a deep kiss, her hand cupping the back of his head and his arm encircling her. The sight of their gorgeous young bodies light by pale moonlight was breathtaking. When Emily pulled back from the kiss and pulled me against her and Mason, she tilted his head toward me. I felt his powerful hand on my back as I gazed into his beautiful eyes and saw not the mad lust, I thought I might see, but love, a sea of endless love for her and me.

I kissed my son-in-law then and for the first time let myself relax into the experience. My emotions free to flow as they will. Love and affection for this handsome and driven young man swelled within me, and as I felt his hips dig into mine, our kiss igniting in passion, lust rose as well.

The sound of his buckle being undone caused me to look down and I saw Emily biting her bottom lip as she hurriedly pulled his pants down. His big hunk of meat bobbing up between us, I glanced up at her and she smiled that wicked grin, and I realized it was a twin to my own smile. She dropped to her knees and did as well, sitting beside her each of us clutching one of Mason’s legs.

“Oh god,” he breathed, “This can’t be happening…”

“It’s happening big boy,” Emily said, “and you're not the only one who's been fantasizing about it.” I thought for a second that somehow, she could read my mind and had known the dirty fantasies I’d been having the past couple weeks, then I realized she meant herself.

“Babe… your gonna drive me crazy,” Mason said smiling at Emily as he ran his fingers in her hair. She smiled up at him and leaned forward kissing the tip as she wrapped her slender hand around the base of his cock.

I leaned forward and kissed his thigh, feeling the muscles tremble beneath my lips. Strong fingers slid in my thick hair and I felt tingles run down my spine, I turned my head and pressed my lips to the thick shaft of his cock. My tongue sliding up the soft skin and veins and then back down and across his balls. Sucking one in gently. I felt Emily’s small hand cup one of my breasts and I reached out a trembling hand and felt her soft firm skin beneath my touch. The taboo thrill coursing through me as I moved my mouth up to the head of his cock.

Emily released him from her mouth and pointed that thick spongy cockhead at me and I smiled in pleasure as I kissed it gently several times, letting my tongue slide around and pull it into my mouth, jaw creaking as I took him deeper and deeper.

“Mhmm, does that feel good Mason?" She asked before I felt her lips on my neck as she gathered one of my big tits in her hand pinching and tweaking the nipple.

“Fuck… ahh…. It feels… amazing Em…” his fingers flexed as he caressed my head as I sucked his cock into the back of my throat pressing it tight against tongue and tonsils.

"Got its so hot watching you fuck her mouth," Emily stood at Mason's side and I looked up at them, my pussy aching and on fire and my body on display as my head drove forward and back and his hips thrust. Emily began to touch herself even as Mason's balls tightened and his first orgasm gushed forth and into my mouth. I was breathing heavy as he staggered back. His knees were weak from what looked like an earth-shattering orgasm for him. He fell heavily back onto the bed.

Emily knelt before me and pulled my face to hers. Her lips met mine and she kissed and licked up his cum before we both turned and crawled on the bed. Mason was hard as ever, and the beast was awakening in him. I felt his strong weight roll me over and then he was between my legs, his tongue touching my wet lips and dipping into my most sensitive depths. I gripped the sheets in two fists' pleasure radiating out from his touch and then Emily was there. Her hands touching my face and chest, and desperately I gripped her slender form and pulled her into a passionate kiss. Her perfect bow-shaped lips were soft as warm butter as I let myself indulge.

“That is so hot,” Mason said as he pulled himself up between my legs and I felt him pushing inside me.

"Oh, Mason…" I sighed as he slid home pulling him down with the other arm, turning my head and kissing him, his weight pushing me down into the bed. Our sweaty flesh slapping in desperate need, building, and building until finally with a shaking back clawing scream I was cumming beneath the man. I felt my pussy clamp down and suck the cum from his cock, the fluttering muscles, milking him. The sweet sensation of being filled sending little shock of pleasure throughout my body.

My body was a ragdoll and I panted deeply and felt Mason pull out of me. Emily bent down, trapping his cock in her pretty little mouth, sucking the tip clean of our juices. Then she spun around, putting her ass up in the air and dropping her face to the comforter facing me. I saw her grin and bite her bottom lip as Mason gripped her hips and drove into her.

“Fuck baby!” she cried out, “Fuck you stretch me soooo good!”

I lay there recovering from one of the biggest orgasms of my life, still luxuriating in the afterglow and smiling in pleasure as I watched the beautiful couple fuck right next to me. I slid a hand between their legs and up to drag a light finger across Emily’s clit. I had never touched a woman like that let alone thought I would be doing it to my stepdaughter, but the feeling of her whole-body tense in pleasure as I grazed it, made me grin. I slipped my fingers on either side of his cock and felt it slide in and out of her.

"Oh, god mom…" She gripped me and held me close, "yes… right there…" My finger rubbed her clitoris and Mason gripped her hips in firm hands, driving into her with a steady rhythm. Then she was twisting, her muscles locking up as the orgasm shook her like a leaf in a breeze.

The beast in Mason was unleashed and I felt his eyes on me even as Emily collapsed to the mattress. I was up, having recovered and eager for more. I pushed the young man onto his back and mounted him. My hands pressing into his hard stomach and chest as I pressed my big breasts together. He stared at them with wide eyes, as usual, as they bounced to and fro. We were two animals in heat. His powerful thrusts driving deep into me as I rocked my hips forward and back in time with them. His strong arms pulled me down to him, burying his face in my large boobs and I felt his cock pulsing and throbbing. I sat back up and threw my leg over his hips, spinning around to face away from him, loving the feel as his cock rotated in me, touching every part of my insides.

I had never been in this position before and the feeling was digging deep. Explosions of pleasure running through me. I felt the bed move and looking back saw Emily sit on her husband's face, he gipped her ass, his cock throbbing in me and licked her to a powerful orgasm. Mason and I came together, my screams of pleasure echoing through the bungalow. We collapsed together on the big bed. I felt Mason’s arm circle me and hold me close, Emily cuddling him on the other side. Exhausted and feeling so filled with love I drifted off to sleep.

I woke the next morning to the delicious sensation of Mason's hardon pressed against my behind. I moved my hips and reached down, slipping the big head into my pussy. I pushed my hips back taking it deeper and deeper. I heard a moan from behind me and felt Mason wake with a start. His big hand grabbed my hip and he pulled me slowly back against him. The hand sliding up to cup and massage my breasts. We made slow love there on our sides and I had several small orgasms before he finally filled me with his seed.

“That’s the best wake up I’ve ever had,” he whispered in my ear, his breath tickling my neck. I rolled over and he wrapped his arms about me.

We lazed around all morning, the atmosphere relaxed and comfortable. We had lunch, ordering in and then three of us piled into the bedroom again. I watched from the side of the room as Emily and Mason made love. When she was worn out and exhausted, Mason came and dragged me into the sheets with him and I reveled in the wild man’s unquenchable passion.

The three of us explored the limitless bounds of our passion and love. That second evening Emily stripped me naked, I was so nervous I was shaking, as she lay me down and tasted my sex. Her tongue was the most talented I’d ever felt, and she had me reaching new heights of pleasure when I felt her finger slide into my behind. Mason walked in from the beach, coming into the bedroom to the sight of his wife eating out his mother-in-law, her smooth tight pussy presented to him.

So many wonderful and magical experiences. The three of us skinny dipping drunk and late at night. Not even making it halfway back to the bungalow before I pushed Mason down and just had to feel him inside me. There was an added thrill to being caught that excited us both.

The trip finally came to an end and we packed up, taking lots of pictures of this special place, and trying to preserve the memories we had all made together. We had discussed life back home and I’d insisted they both move into the house proper, there was plenty of room. They agreed and when we got home, we had them moved in a day. That evening the three of us spent it in a giant spa bathtub, sharing several bottles of wine, laughing and joking and indulging in each other’s bodies.

We built a great life together, and to this day we can’t get enough of one another. Emily and I are both pregnant with our first children and we couldn't be more excited about this next chapter in all of our lives.

THE END
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