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Chapter
One



Karen

Karen Wright pushed the cart through the grocery store as she referenced her list. She had her daughters’ favorites: celery and peanut butter, pears, and those fish sticks she always loved. But the larger portion of the list was items she knew he would love.

Sabrina had been gone for six years. Four at college and another two jump-starting her career. But now she was finally moving back home. It would be a few weeks until the company they started got everything shipped over, and Karen had offered the spare room to them. Instead of staying in corporate housing.

“I think I’ll make Will lasagna,” Karen didn’t realize the blush that suffused her cheeks as she pulled ground beef and ground sausage into the cart.

“Do you need help with anything?”

A tall, handsome man with salt and pepper in his beard offered her a smile, but Karen read the intent in his gaze.

“I’m fine, thank you,” she spoke in such a clipped, peremptory way, her tone rising on the last word, that the man stiffened and the grin slipped from his face.

Karen could still feel his gaze as she turned the cart into a new aisle, and she wiped the grimace from hers. She’d known since she was a girl about the effect she had on men, and some women. In her youth, it was a superpower. But with great beauty come greater lies and men who will use them to get what they want.

Her husband was an exception, but three years after their daughter was born, a drunk driver took him from their lives. Karen’s trust in men was small since, and the few dates she’d gone on only reinforced that in her mind. He was different, of course. Sabrina had found a gemstone in the rough.

I’ll bake a pie, she thought to herself, grabbing a flat of blackberries and throwing a sharp glare at the man who’d followed and was hovering near the edge of the produce section. His jaw was slightly open, and his eyes locked onto her derriere.

“Is he bothering you, ma’am?”

“What?” Karen turned to find a short, plump woman with dark hair and a broad smile. “Oh, sorry, no, he’s fine, really.”

The woman had spoken loud enough that the man heard her, and grimacing, he turned with his basket, looking up at the rack of sauces as if he’d been searching for them all along.

“That must happen to you all the time,” the woman’s cart angled alongside hers, and Karen wanted to laugh because the man wasn’t eyeing her up and down anymore, but the woman was, without interest but with an expression of awe.

“You’d be surprised,” Karen shook her head gently and turned to the woman. “Thank you and forgive me for being awkward. I never know what to do in those situations.”

Her new friend nodded and flashed another broad smile, “The mangos are perfect.”

Karen smiled back and let the woman lead her to the mangos, picking a half dozen for the week. The woman’s name was Noc, and she talked without pause as they shopped. Her husband was home on disability while she worked two jobs. Their kids were grown with mixed success, but she doted on a daughter who was a doctor.

“Do you have children?”

“One daughter,” Karen smiled. “Sabrina was a trial in her teens, but she turned out alright. She designs landscapes with her husband, William. They have a company together. William is an architect.”

There must have been something in the way she said that last sentence because Noc gave her a sharp look and Karen could feel her cheeks heat. Cheeks that bore foundation and blush for the first time in months.

“This William is a good man, then?”

The woman’s innocent question unlocked something in Karen that she kept tightly bottled around her friends, and the words spilled from her.


Chapter
Two



“When I went to Florida, to meet him for the first time he was waiting at the airport with a vanilla latte, my favorite, and a sandwich because he knew, from my daughter, that I wouldn’t eat the plane food,” she blushed and continued, a flutter forming in her belly as she remembered. “As we drove to his parents’ house, he told me all about his plans for the future. The houses and businesses he wanted to design. Art he would offer the world.

“As he spoke about Sabrina, my daughter, I could see that he genuinely loved her. That he knew her as deeply as I. And accepted her faults without quarrel. That’s a big thing because Sabrina can be a chore. My daughter’s a lovely girl, but she’s… particular.”

“Ah,” Noc nodded. “My Tram is a pretty one, too. So many problems with the pretty daughters,” the woman winked up at Karen and her lips pressed into a smile.

Karen nodded in agreement.

“William is a patient man.”

“He sounds like a fine one,” Noc waggled her eyebrows suggestively. “Handsome, too, yes?”

“He is,” Karen’s cheeks burned and her lips compressed into a thin line as she stifled the smile that tried to peek out. “He built a cabin in the Appalacian Mountains one summer. All by himself. The shoulders he had when he came back…”

“Mhmm,” the woman’s suggestive smirk made Karen’s back stiffen, and she wiped the smile from her lips.

“Sabrina is very lucky. And your Tran, is she married?”

“Tran? No,” the woman cackled and shook her head. “I’m very proud, but she goes through men like tissues,” she grimaced and shook her head again. “I’ll be a grandmother before she’s married.”

Karen laughed at that, and they continued shopping together. Their carts filled as they spoke about their lives. The conversation drifted, and Karen found herself debating the merits of the downtown works project as they checked out. She waved farewell to the woman and filled her car before checking her phone. Seeing the notification, the flutter returned to her belly.

Sabrina: everything I own is on a truck [image: loudly crying face][image: loudly crying face]

Sabrina: I’m closing up our offices so I’ll be a day behind, Will thinks we’re putting you out by crashing at home, but I told him you love him as much as I do <3 he lands at 3pm, take good care of him ;)

[image: red heart]William[image: red heart]: landing soon

Sabrina: I’ve been thinking about our last talk and I’ve got a proposition, call me [image: smiling face with horns][image: red heart]

The last text made Karen frown, and she called her daughter. The phone rang and rang, but eventually Sabrina picked it up.

“Mom?!” Music blared in the background, but Sabrina turned it down, and Karen heard herself click over to speakerphone.

“I saw your message honey, is everything okay?”

“When was the last time you got laid?”

“Sabrina!” Her face suddenly flaming hot, Karen turned to see who’d overheard, but she was alone in her living room and her blush darkened. “Not that it’s any of your business, but it’s been a… few years.”

“And you love Will, right? You’d do anything to make him happy, just like me?”

Stomach fluttering again, Karen couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

“What are you saying?”

“You know what I’m saying, Mom,” Sabrina’s tone lowered, and Karen sank onto the couch to keep her knees from buckling and herself from collapsing to the ground.

“How could you ask that of me?”

“Because I see the way you look at him,” Sabrina’s snort of amusement cut straight through Karen, and she quailed, fear curdling in her guts as she imagined her daughter knowing her secret fantasies. But she couldn’t. This must be a joke.

“Ha ha, Sabrina. Very funny. Now, what did you want to talk about?”

“Mom, I’ve thought a lot about this, and it’s the best thing for all of us. Will loves you and you love him, and he needs more than I can give. Trust me. He refuses to admit it, but he’s hurting and I can only do so much.”

“This is insane, Sabrina! How could you ask me to… I don’t even know what!”

“Whatever you’re comfortable with. I trust you, and I trust him. Look, I can explain everything when I get there. Just think about it for me, okay?”

“There’s nothing to think about Sabrina, I’m not going to… whatever you’re suggesting. It’s indecent!”

“I read an article that said it’s common in parts of India, where the divorce rate is less than one percent… Think about it. I love you.”

“I love you too, honey,” her voice was faint as she clicked off the phone and let it fall to the cushion beside her.

What Sabrina was suggesting was the most wicked thing Karen had ever heard of. Forget that it conformed with her own fantasies in more ways than she wanted to admit. Her daughter’s words reverberated in her head, bouncing off those fantasies as a hand slipped between her jean-clad thighs.

Madness…. Utter madness… I could never… not with William… he’s young enough to be my son! And what a beautiful boy he is… Those shoulders… Those hands… What would I have done if he were my actual son?

The taboo thought made Karen’s head snap back as the release washed through her. Her fingertips burned from where they’d rubbed against the denim, but not as much as her face as shame washed through her. Karen berated herself for being wicked, as her fingers dipped once again between her thighs as the images of William’s broad shoulders and gentle blue eyes carried her to the promised land once again.

Get a hold of yourself, woman, Karen told herself as she shivered in the wake of another orgasm. It had been years since she had had two in a day. Two in a week was a celebration, but ever since she’d gone to Florida and met her daughter’s new beau, she craved them like she never had before.

A cold shower settled her nerves, and she was able to carefully apply her makeup and blow out her hair, adding the volume to it she preferred. The loose blonde curls drew stares, which she normally avoided, but he’d remarked to Sabrina once that her hair was beautiful, and she took special care with it whenever they met.

With a last glance in her standing mirror, Karen frowned and changed out of the sundress with its plunging neckline. She’d never worn it in public, and her cheeks were already flaming at the exposed skin. Pulling out her favorite blue polo shirt, she ignored how it conformed to her figure. The material stretched around her large bosom before narrowing into a slender waist. Grabbing her keys, she saw another message waiting on her phone, and her heart skipped a beat.

Sabrina: I didn’t say anything to him! If you think I’m crazy, fine, but he needs it and I think you do too. I love you both so much <3 <3

Her daughter was crazy. There was no other explanation for it. Shoving the phone in her purse, Karen climbed behind the wheel of her BMW and found a podcast to distract herself while she drove to the airport.


Chapter
Three



William

He released his death grip on the armrest and smiled an apology at the girl beside him. It was rude to hog the armrest, but the shaky landing had put him on edge. The woman offered him a gentle smile as if to say, ‘it was no problem’, then rested the fingers of her hand on the back of his.

“Rough landings are terrifying,” she said, her fingers playing over the muscles of his forearm. “But we’re alive, and it’s good to be reminded sometimes how fleeting life is. It goes by so fast. So many missed… opportunities.”

“That’s certainly the truth,” Will said, shifting his arm away from hers and smiling again in apology before turning to look out the window as the plane taxi’d to the terminal but he jumped in place when her cool fingers slid over his thigh and down to run teasing fingertip mere inches from his member.

“I’d hate to miss this opportunity,” she batted her lashes up at him, voice purring as she added. “What do you say? Want to make some memories together?”

Will reached over with his left hand and carefully lifted her wrist free of his leg, smiling apologetically as he did.

“I’m flattered, truly, but I’m happily married,” he spoke softly, holding up his left hand so she could see the silver band.

She blinked up at him and frowned as she drew her hand back slowly. She was a stunning woman. With straight black hair and pale skin. She wore leggings that showed off her slender thighs and pert rear, rising many times throughout the flight to make certain the handsome young man noticed how dedicated she was to the gym.

“You’re serious?” Her tone was disbelieving, but she spoke softly, which he was grateful for.

He nodded, offering a grimace of apology, and she sat back in her seat, crossing her arms beneath her breasts and fixing him with a curious stare.

“You’re a rare man. I’m offering a no-strings-attached hookup where you can do anything you want to me. Use my mouth. Fuck my ass. Anything you want… and still it’s a no?” Her slender thighs scissored, and one arm slipped free to rest a hand back on Will’s thigh. “I hope your wife realizes how lucky she is.”

The woman’s voice was soft as a whisper, but his face burned with embarrassment, and he looked pointedly at the appendage until she realized what she’d done and pulled the hand back with an apologetic blush. She kept to herself as they pulled to a stop at the terminal, but he caught her lingering gaze as he rose and reached for his carry-on.

“If you ever change your mind,” she winked and slipped a business card into his coat pocket before grabbing her luggage and joining the flow of passengers leaving the plane.

Will’s cheeks were red as he followed behind, catching the eyes of a silver-haired woman who offered a cheeky grin.

“Marge and I had a bet going,” she motioned to her friend who struggled with a heavy baggage in the overhead compartment.

Will reached up and helped her lift it down, and the other woman flashed him a grateful smile. Her cheeks darkened when she realized who it was.

“Susan,” she said with a warning frown to her white-haired friend, but the other woman continued.

“We knew she would make a pass at you eventually. I thought she’d reach into your lap on the flight, but Marge said she would jump you in the terminal. Drag you into a toilet and…” her eyes twinkled with amusement at his flaming cheeks, and Susan tittered in embarrassment, but she was nodding.

“It’s the mustache. My Harold had a mustache like that…” she looked down, her cheeks darkening further, and Will couldn’t help but chuckle.

“My wife likes it,” he said, making space for the women to slip in line ahead of him as they shuffled towards the door.

“And where is this wife of yours?”

“She’s closing up the office and turning in the keys to our place. We’re moving here for work and to be near her mom.”

“That’s lovely,” Susan said, nodding back to him. “Is she retired then, your mother-in-law?”

“No, Karen still works. She manages a non-profit for several church groups in the state.”

They peppered him with questions as they made their way out of the plane and into the terminal. He might have written it off as two sweet old ladies being personable, but he noticed how they angled themselves to block his seat-mate when she came striding out of the bathrooms with her large breasts swaying outrageously beneath her loose top, and a predatory look in her eyes.

It seemed like she was waiting around every corner, ready to pounce, but at each turn his new friends blocked her approach, or exclaimed over something to draw attention away from her. Will was amused as they passed security, then he spotted a familiar shade of golden blonde, and he craned his head left and right hunting until his eyes locked with hers.


Chapter
Four



“Well now,” Susan’s voice had taken on a hint of frost, but her eyes sparkled with amusement. “If that’s your mother-in-law, then you’re a blessed man indeed. Take care, William.”

She and Marge gave him waves of farewell, but their eyes lingered on the woman approaching, and they weren’t the only ones. His seatmate wore a stiff expression as she stared before spinning on a heel and stalking away. He didn’t understand the emotion, but he got why everyone else was staring.

Karen Wright was in her forties, but the years barely clung to her. She was taller than most women, but it wasn’t her height, or her billowy blonde curls that commanded attention. Though they were the most stunning he’d ever seen. Nor was it her flawless beauty that had once graced the covers of skincare catalogues. It was the poise that set her apart. The set of her slender shoulders, and the graceful sway of her hips that made her seem to float across the ground.

Their eyes met through the crowd, and her red lips broke out into a broad grin, drawing the same from him. She gave him a little wave as the crowd parted for them. He schooled his eyes to her face, but they betrayed him, dipping down to take in the heavy curves. Sabrina was blessed in that department, but she couldn’t hold a candle to her mother, and he tore his eyes away from their heavy sway with difficulty.

“I’m so glad you made it,” Karen beamed, reaching out to grip his arm but stopping short when he reached his arms out for a hug. “How was your flight?”

Will blushed at the awkwardness of trying for a hug that wasn’t reciprocated, and he rolled his luggage around in front of him as they made their way to the parking lot. To make matters worse, she was so embarrassed for him her blush extended far down her neck.

“It was smooth, except for the landing,” he shuddered and relayed the details of the flight. “Sab should be here tomorrow or Monday at the latest.”

“I spoke with her earlier, and she thinks she’ll get in tomorrow night.” Karen beamed. “We have the weekend to ourselves. What sort of mischief should we get up to?”

Sabrina had been strange for the past couple of months. Dropping odd comments about her mother at the most inopportune times. It made it difficult to relax around his gorgeous mother-in-law. Her cheeks were a light shade of pink, but she didn’t share his awkwardness as they climbed into her car.

“How’s it treating you?” He asked, running a hand along the old, hard plastic dashboard.

“I haven’t had an issue since you fixed the timing chain last time,” Karen started the car up and rolled into the flow of cars leaving the lot. “She’s almost twenty years old, but she’s a champ. I meant to ask, but is it going to cause issues for the business moving out here?”

“We have three projects lined up already,” Will frowned and shook his head. “Truth is, there’s more work than I can handle, but we won’t have to stress about money, so that’s nice.”

“Thank God for small favors,” she laughed and continued to pepper Will with questions as they drove across town. She turned off the freeway well before the mountains and into a small condo community next to a golf course.

“Do you still get out and play often?”

“I haven’t been out yet this year,” she said. “I need to.”

“We can hit the driving range later if you’re not doing anything,” he said with a wistful look at the course. “It’s been too long since I hit a golf ball.”

“Sounds like a plan,” she smiled back. “We can eat after. I made lasagna, just need to throw it in the oven.”

The condo was an airy three-bedroom place. One of the bedrooms was set up as an art studio and the other as a spare bedroom where Will unpacked his luggage. He jumped in the shower to rinse off and couldn’t stop the images of Karen that assaulted him as he soaped himself up. It took two sessions before he felt confident that he wouldn’t tent his pants while they were hitting golf balls.

Sabrina: Take Mom down to the hot tub later she’ll wear the yellow bikini you like. The one that barely covers her (.)(.) <3

The texts were waiting for him when he stepped out of the small guest bathroom. He read it and shook his head. His wife was a treasure, but she got strange ideas in that pretty head of hers. He pushed the message out of his head and found Karen waiting for him in the foyer. She wore a white skirt that showed off her tanned legs to perfection, and a matching polo shirt that hugged her curves.

“Ready to hit a bucket of balls?”


Chapter
Five



Karen

Karen shoved her cell phone beneath her thigh as she sat beside William on the golf cart. It buzzed again, but she ignored it. Refusing to read her daughter’s messages where he could see them. While Karen had changed into her golfing clothes, she’d received the most wicked messages from Sabrina. With suggestions that made her cheeks burn.

“When was the last time you played?” She peppered him with questions as her phone buzzed beneath her thigh and he drove them down to the driving range.

The condo community stretched up and down the course. Winding its way around every hole with foot and cart paths that made it easy to get around. It was a short ride to the driving range, but the day was bright and the course crowded. They drew dozens of stares as they parked, and Karen grimaced when she recognized a trio of ladies making their way over from the clubhouse.

“Karen, how are you?” Darla Jenkins batted her long lashes up at William and made a show of adjusting her top so her soft, jiggling breasts drew his attention. “And who is this tall drink of water?”

Lips pressed into a tight smile, Karen introduced her son-in-law to the trio. Her teeth ground together as she listened to the stay-at-home parent’s gush over his bright blue eyes, thick mustache, and broad shoulders, but when Darla reached up to run a hand down his biceps, it was a step too far and Karen hooked an arm in Will’s, steering him away from the over eager ladies.

“Will’s going to help me with my swing. Have a good day,” she waved as they stepped away, but Darla had one last bomb to drop.

“I could use help to move some furniture, if you’re free this weekend, Will,” the damnable woman batted her long lashes up at William, and made her breasts jiggle again when she glanced back at her. “You can take a break from your mother-in-law and have a cocktail afterward… you can tell me all about your work… it sounds fascinating.”

“If you need help, sure,” he said, but Karen was steering him away and he could only throw up a half-wave before they turned the corner around the pro shop.

“Scandalous woman,” Karen grumbled to herself, and when Will shot her a frown, she wiped her own off and painted a grin on it. “Let’s hit some balls!”

“Sounds like a plan,” he said, letting his gaze trail down her legs as he followed her to the driving range.

He rented clubs and filled two buckets with balls before heading to the end of the line. It was empty at the driving range, but Karen preferred to practice without people watching her every swing. The thick steel pillars kept prying eyes from them, and she set down her bucket and pulled a driver from her bag.

“I’m trying to get consistent,” she said, watching him bomb a drive back to the 250-yard sign.

Her first swing sent the ball skittering along the grass, and her second missed entirely. Schooling her features, she ignored the burning in her cheeks and swung again and watching in approval as the ball arced up before dropping near the 50-yard line.

“If you shift your hips forward earlier, you’ll get underneath the ball better,” Will swung his club in example, and she tried to mimic it, but the body motion was awkward. “Let me show you.”

She opened her mouth to protest, but he was already stepping over the small divider, and the second his hand touched her hip, the tongue clove to the roof of her mouth. His arms came alongside hers, and her mind filled with images of wickedness that she struggled to ignore as the weight of him pressed against her back. Karen’s stomach fluttered and a lightning bolt shot through her loins when he guided her back, letting her weight rest against his hard muscles, then he guided her forward through the swing.

Something hard pressed against her bottom, and the world faded as her attention was riveted. It was too large, too thick to be what he imagined it to be, but her mind refused to let the image go. When he stepped away, she missed the red suffusing his cheeks, or the lingering stare he had for her legs and tight shirt. Her eyes were locked on the lump stretching his slacks, and she bit her tongue to keep the giddy laugh from escaping.

“Try that,” he said, refusing to look in her direction as he set a ball up for himself. “Maybe it will help.”

“I will.”

Karen didn’t hit the balls any better after that, but it wasn’t because of his instruction. The shift in her weight did give the ball more loft, but every time she set up for a shot, she could feel his eyes on her, and she made certain to bend low enough that her jeans conformed to her rear.

They hit balls for an hour as the sun sank toward the horizon. The day was warm but breezy, and as the wind picked up, they made their way back to the condo. Karen directed him, and William drove around the course as she pointed out how the community had grown over the past few years.

“They put in pickleball courts this year,” she pointed. “Everyone was excited about that. And the pools are open year-round now.”

Her cheeks colored as she took in the hot tub. Sabrina had offered several suggestions, and one of them featured the hot tub and a certain bikini of hers. She glanced up at William, and his gaze was locked on the hot tub too before he blinked and offered a half-smile. His cheeks were as red as hers felt, but of course, it wasn’t for the same reason. Her daughter was scandalous at times, but she wouldn’t go that far… would she?


Chapter
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William

He couldn’t get the idea out of his head and damn his wife for putting it there. As they drove away, he kept glancing back at the hot tub and picturing Karen in the tiny bikini. He’d only seen it once on Sabrina’s phone.

His wife had put the image in his hands and laughed when he couldn’t tear his eyes away. It was amusing until she pulled him out of his pants and told him to keep looking, to imagine it was her own mother, as she took him into her mouth. To his shame, he had, and as his wife choked on his biggest load in months, as shame had washed over him.

He still felt an echo of it as they returned to the condo. He changed out of his slacks into a pair of basketball shorts and put on ESPN while she threw the lasagna in the oven. Will flipped over to a movie when she came and sank onto the couch opposite him. It should have been awkward alone with his mother-in-law, but it was always easy to talk to her.

As the movie played, they caught up on their lives. She had a new hairdresser and complained about problems with a neighbor who liked to play music late at night. While Will talked about work and his hopes for the new city.

“We’ll be transitioning away from residential into more commercial work, and I’m excited for the challenge,” he said. “It’s my dream to design an office building. It know its silly, but people spend a third of their lives at work. I want to make it a place they’re happy to come to everyday.”

“I know you will,” Karen said, raising her wineglass to take a sip. “You’re so talented. Sabrina showed me pictures of the latest house you two worked on. Overlooking the bay with those stunning views. The kitchen was incredible.”

“That was my favorite part,” he admitted, sipping his beer. “Cooking was their favorite activity together, so I took care to make it a space they would love.”

“I’m sure they will,” she nodded. “The food is almost done. Let me take it out to cool, and I’ll put the garlic bread in.”

Her wide his swayed delightfully as she walked into the kitchen, and he let himself appreciate the way her huge breasts swung to either side beneath her tight polo shirt. When she returned with a bright smile and a refilled wineglass, he couldn’t miss them swinging and had to swallow hard when he realized she wasn’t wearing a bra.

His mother-in-law sat on the middle cushion and flashed him another smile before taking a big sip of her wine. They watched the movie in silence after that, but Will found it difficult to focus with the scent of her perfume filling his head. Her fingers brushed his thigh, and she flashed him a smile of apology, but the hand remained in place and he didn’t shift away.

“I’ll go wash up,” he said, forcing the stiffness down his pant leg and turning quickly to hide it as he slipped into the bathroom.

“I’ll get the food ready!” she called in, and he froze in the act of stroking out the stiffness.


Chapter
Seven



At twenty-two he should be over this problem, but being around his wife or her gorgeous mother set his heart pounding. When Sabrina was around, he had a reliable release, although she gave him shit for the strength of his libido. Her complaints were rare, but he knew his size often left her sore.

The task done, he washed his hands and smoothed his hair back in place before finding Karen setting the table. He helped her and refilled their drinks as she served up two plates with steaming squares of lasagna and several pieces of cheesy garlic bread.

Stomach rumbling, Will sat down and dug in with a nod of thanks. His moans of appreciation put a smile on his mother-in-law’s face as she picked at her food, but it was a few minutes before he could sit back and speak.

“Delicious,” he said, pushing a pile of pasta, sauce and cheese onto a piece of garlic bread.

“I’m glad you like it. There’s more if you want seconds,” he nodded, and after cleaning the plate, rose to get a second.

“How are things with you and Sabrina? I know my daughter can be a trial, but you make her happy.”

“I try to,” he smiled up at her, blue eyes sparkling. “She’s excited to come back home and be close to you, but I’m a little worried. My mom wanted to be there when we have kids,” he looked down in embarrassment at her quick grin. “And I’m leaving all my college friends to come to a place I’ve only been a few times. I’ll love it here, but it’s stressful.”

“She knows how much you’re sacrificing for her,” Karen nodded. “We both do, and we love you for it. And as for your parents, I’m always here if you need a mother to turn to, you know that.”

“I appreciate that,” he said. “I’ll be fine. I have work and Sab. You’re right about her being difficult,” he grinned. “But nothing worth having is easy.”

“Is that a saying?”

“One of my grandfathers,” Will nodded. “My dad was… absent. Even when he was there,” he grimaced, and she reached over to grip his hand. “My grandpa raised me, more or less. I was his right hand as he fixed things at all the neighbors’ houses.”

Will laughed softly at the memory. Windows, roofs, plumbing — whatever the issue was, his grandfather was happy to spend an hour or a week, whatever it took to fix the problem. The man rarely spoke, and when he did, his accent was so thick it was hard to know what he was saying, but Will and he worked well together, and the skills he’s learned made him a designer that builders wanted to work with.

“Sabrina’s told me some of it,” Karen’s concern was written on her face, and the young man stiffened. “Just about your father leaving when you were young and that your grandfather was the only male role model you had… And your mother…”

“Addiction is a terrible thing,” Will said, the emotion in his voice making him seal his lips shut, but Karen’s gentle fingers played along his wrist, pushing back the bad memories. Clearing his throat, he continued. “We had good times. When she got sober. We didn’t have much, but we’d go to the river and swim or hunt crawdads.”

Karen patted his wrist again before she curled her fingers around his. Her expression was gentle, but her words were firm as she drew him to his feet.

“Let’s finish the movie. The dishes will wait until morning,” he frowned at the casserole dish and plates, but her pull on his arm was insistent, and he let her draw him into the living room.

She pressed him into the couch and turned to grab the remote and a blanket. When she turned back, the neckline of her polo shirt hung down, and he had a clear view of the shadowed inner slopes of her massive breasts. They swayed under their own weight, making the cloth bulge to either side, but it was where those pale orbs kissed each other that he couldn’t tear his eyes off.

“Where were we again…” Karen fiddled with the remote, still bent over and Will swallowed hard, pulling a cushion onto his lap as he finally began tearing his gaze away but then he noticed the pillowy cones pushing through the material as her nipples hardened and his hands twitched.

Damn you, Sabrina, for making me fantasize about it! The thought skittered across his mind, but deep down he knew the truth. He’d even admitted it once to Sabrina, early in their relationship.

“There we are,” she beamed and hit play, but Will barely remembered the movie. “This blanket will keep us warm. It gets so chilly in here at night. It’s nice to share it with someone.”

Something in her voice made him look up, but she didn’t meet his eyes as she laid the blanket atop him and sank onto the middle cushion. The gap between them set a wave of relief through Will. He pulled the cushion out and tried to relax, but his gaze kept straying to the twin peaks poking through her shirt that, if anything, seemed to get harder with each glance.

“If you’re tired, we can go to sleep.” He said, only half hoping she’d take him up on the offer. “It’s been a long day.”

“It has,” she said, then taking the cushion from his hand, she placed it on his lap, right over his throbbing erection. “Maybe I could just lie my head down for a few minutes?”

“Sure,” he said, panic twisting with wicked thoughts as she settled on his lap, the weight of her head making his cock throb all the harder.

This is bad, the panicked through skittered through his thoughts, and he felt his phone buzz but ignored it.


Chapter
Eight



Karen

Her stomach did flip-flops as she settled onto the pillow. Her cheeks still burned, and she didn’t know where she got the courage, but her belly was a quivering bowl of jelly, and she had to force the smile from her lips as the warmth of him radiated around her. His gaze upon her body had sent a burst of confidence and a wave of uncontrollable lust that Karen forced herself to ignore.

The movie played, but she couldn’t pay attention. The scent of him filled her head, making it impossible to think of anything else. Sabrina had sent a text the night before with an image attached. Karen had deleted it immediately, but it was seared into her brain and now, with it mere inches away, it was all she could think about.

It isn’t really that big… is it?

His hand settled on her shoulder, and a shiver passed through Karen’s body. Her skin was so sensitive, with her senses on fire, that she could feel each finger clearly as they gently brushed her shoulder. When the middle finger touched the indent left by her bra strap, it froze, and his shorts gave a twitch.

Something round and hard was moving imperceptibly beneath those silky shorts, and Karen’s eyes locked on. Her breath was frozen in her mouth as she watched it pulse with his heartbeat. She shifted her shoulder, letting his calloused fingers slide over the collar of her polo shirt and brush against the naked skin of her collar bone.

“Mhmmm,” she wanted to curse herself as the moan escaped her throat, but the shame vanished as the twitch in his shorts became a rising staff of flesh.

“Are you… comfortable?”

Karen heard the hesitation in his voice, and it made her smile. Made when she shifted so he could get a glance down the neckline of her shirt, if he wanted. She’d seen his stare before she sat earlier. Her insides quivered again, imagining his eyes on her, and her underwear grew damp between her thighs.

“My neck is a little kinked,” she said, not believing it was her own voice as she half lifted and pulled the pillow out from under herself and tossed it far enough that neither of them could reach it. “Now this is comfortable.”

“Uhh, it’s ummm…”

His shorts sported an obvious tent. One so thick and large it didn’t seem possible. The weight of him kept it stretched out along his thigh, but the silky material molded itself to him. Letting Karen see every detail of his impressive manhood. Her head rested on his muscled thigh, and a quiver swept through her body, making the hairs stand on her backs of her arms and neck.

“Would you get the light?” She turned her head up, meeting his eyes and hoping he could read the desperation in hers. “Then we can have some… privacy.”

He held her gaze for a long moment, and something passed between them. She saw his hard stare soften, and his lips quirked into a devil may care grin that set her heart hammering.

“Sabrina will be here tomorrow,” the words had nothing to do with the movie, but Karen got their meaning plain as day and she nodded before turning back to the screen, her eyes squeezed shut as she prayed the young man could read her mind.

The moment Karen laid the blanket on William’s lap, she knew what would happen. It was as inevitable as the rising sun, but she couldn’t make the first move. Every fiber of her being was screaming at her to ravish this gorgeous, wonderful young man, but uncertainty and fear locked her in place.

It would change everything. Her daughter might want one thing today, but if she changed her mind later… What if the sight of Karen’s naked body disgusted him? The possibilities crowded her mind, but they didn’t stop her from lying on his practically naked lap. The heat from him radiated through her cheek. A scent overwhelmed every fear and made her thighs press together.

When his hand rested back on her arm, but his fingers were off it, brushing the swell of one breast, Karen forgot all about her fears and her daughter. She forgot that this was her son-in-law, as the touch sparked emotions she thought were dormant.

The world faded to the small place the two of them existed within. Nothing outside the bounds of their touch mattered as she remembered the warmth of having a man who cared about her, a man who could protect and provide for her, and one who desired her. That became more and more evident as his touches grew bolder, and then Karen's eyes focused on the object of her fascination as she brought a hand to his bare knee.

A spike of worry shot through her, and she glanced at the screen, relief flooding her when she saw there were still another twenty minutes left in the movie. Will’s fingers now cupped the side of her breast, and she shifted, letting his hand fill with its heavy weight. His indrawn breath was the cover she needed as her fingers trailed up his thigh, brushing the shorts back until the spear of flesh was all it covered.

All she wanted was to tear his shorts off and devour him, but she remained in place, her breath deep as she struggled to fight her urges. She could feel his gaze on her like fire tracing her curves, and every second she stared it grew longer and thicker.

He grew bolder, and she felt his fingers dig into her sensitive breast. Pressing her eyes shut, she stifled the moan as he hefted its weight, letting his fingers slide beneath where they pressed against her belly. His fingers trailed within inches of a nipple that ached to be touched but retreated until she pressed into them, then her teeth were digging into her bottom lip as he seized the nubbin and rolled it between his thick thumb and forefinger.

“Nghhh… please…” she didn’t know what she was asking for but when his hand trailed down and his fingers curled beneath her shirt, brushing her naked skin, reaching up to tease along the underside of her breasts it unlocked the last of her restraints.

Karen’s hand slid out, and she grasped him, loving the hiss of shock and pleasure that escaped his throat. The rough sound sent a shiver down her spine, and his questing fingers traced the curves of her breasts, but she was focused on the heavy log of flesh she held onto. Eyes wide, Karen ran her fingers up its length, gasping as he jerked, her fingers curling around the sensitive, spongy head. Then the shorts were up and she stared in awe as he rose before her, massive as a tree branch and throbbing with need.


Chapter
Nine



Abead of precum oozed out of the top. She heard his words, but they didn’t register. Her nostrils flared as the scent of him hit her, and then she was pulling him back, warm mouth welcoming him home. The hum of pleasure might have come from him. Karen was so lost in pleasure as her mouth filled with his hot flesh she couldn’t be certain.

Fingers slid into her hair, and the strength of them sent another lightning bolt to her midsection, but then fear sparked as she imagined him pulling her off. Tongue swirling the soft head, she sucked him deep, cheek pressing against his belly as she opened her throat. The fingers didn’t pull her off but took a fistful of her hair and guided her up the length of him until she suckled the head. Turning her head, they locked gazes on one another, and she read the wild lust inside him, and her womanhood quivered in anticipation.

“I want you.”

His words were simple, but there was a depth of meaning behind them, and Karen felt herself nodding, the buttons of her pants popping as her rear rolled up. He never left her mouth, and she savored the groan of pleasure he let out as he sank to the back of her throat and past it. She’d never experienced anything like his length and girth, but she fought every instinct to give him the pleasure of her throat. Fighting the gag as she swallowed, loving the whimper of pleasure Will let out as her throat worked the length of him, milking his cock.

She pulled back up, her mouth and throat strained to their limits with his girth, but her son-in-law was panting, his thighs quivering. His fingers locked tight in her hair, holding her in place, and she relaxed her jaw, pressing her heavy breasts into his questing hand as his hips let loose. Her mouth was suddenly assaulted as the young man groaned, and Karen’s eyes rolled back in her skull, her leaking pussy quivering without being touched as an orgasm swept through her.

The combination of the incredibly hot and taboo moment, and how much he stretched and filled her throat. Those mixed with the image of William, her wonderful son-in-law, in the throes of pleasure because of her, set her off. As his hot seed filled her mouth with its salty, sweet taste, she swallowed as fast as she could with her body shaking in orgasm.

When Karen came to, she was lying back atop him, her cheek on his belly. He still filled her mouth, and her tongue was teasing every drop of his cum out of him. Closing her lips, she sucked, and he twitched in her mouth and beneath her.

“Jesus,” Will gave a jolt as if coming to, and Karen rose, brushing a stray strand of cum up into her mouth. “That was… fuck… I can barely think straight.”

“I want to do that again,” the words came out groggy, but she was thinking clearly as she bent down to take him back in her mouth, only he stopped her with a hand on her cheek, drawing her up so their faces were close.

“I told you… I want all of you.”

His eyes burned with an intensity that demanded her submission, and Karen gave it with every ounce of her soul. He swept her to her feet and into the bedroom, peeling her clothes away as they stumbled stepped down the hall. Karen was living her fantasy, but as the door to her bedroom opened and his thick cock rose between them again, she began to wonder if she’d bitten off more than she could handle.


Chapter
Ten



William

He was still shaken by his mother-in-law's incredible blowjob. Will prided himself on being able to receive pleasure while maintaining control, but he’d lost it within her heavenly throat.

All he wanted to do afterwards was strip her naked so he could finally see the body he’d dreamed about for so long. But as they stumbled down the hallway, she kept covering herself. Pressing an arm over her cleavage or holding herself against him so his eyes couldn’t drink in her body.

When her bedroom door swung open, he couldn’t stand it any longer, and he pressed his curled finger beneath her chin, guiding her to step back into the center of the room. Karen reached up to cover herself, but he stopped her with a hand on each wrist. She blushed, her eyes unable to meet his for a long moment, but when they did, a tremulous smile grew on her lips.

Will reached over and slid the light switch up a half inch, casting the room in shadowy yellow light. His mother-in-law flinched as the dim light illuminated her nakedness, but she watched him carefully, and her fragile smile grew into a beatific grin.

“You’re absolutely gorgeous,” he breathed, eyes sweeping from her ankles to her breasts.

Karen rested her hands on her hips, clearly self-conscious but also reveling in the young man’s fixation on her body. One hand rose up her side to cup a breast, and a giggle escaped her throat when his penis lurched suggestively. Capped in puffy, pale nipples, they hung with the slightest sag, but that only made their sweeping slopes look all the larger. Her hand disappeared within the flesh, and she bit her lip, watching his fascination intently.

“Are you going to stare all night?”

“I could,” Will grinned, the smile growing wider when she pouted prettily.

Will couldn’t help but reflect to himself as she stepped forward and swept his mother-in-law into a deep kiss, that if his wife aged half as gracefully, he was a lucky man. Her kiss was hungry, but he slowed her with gentle fingers on her cheek. Their breaths mingled, lips grazing as they smiled.

His insides curdled with the fear that he was betraying the person he loved the most in the world, but nothing could stop the inevitable. His wife might change her mind, or maybe this was a sick test that he was about to fail. All of that could be true, and he couldn’t stop his tongue from brushing hers. Or cease his hands as they quested over her naked flesh, sliding over the smooth curve of her stomach to once again be filled with the firm weight of her heavenly breasts.

“Please,” Karen’s whispered plea came and went as they tumbled onto her bed.

Lacy pillows fell to the ground as Will swept them away with an arm, and she blinked up at him, loose golden curls a halo around her head as she stared up at him with wide eyes. He could read the emotions written on her face easier than his own, and relief washed through him when he saw no conflict. Impossibly, she wanted this as much as he did.

Her fingers laced through his hair as they kissed, but her lips broke the contact when his fingers brushed between her thighs. Green eyes snapped open wide as a gasp escaped her, and Will smiled, curious to find her as shockingly wet as his wife became. He wondered if they shared something else in common and let his lips trail down her neck and chest. He found the rough patch inside her pussy, brushing it with a fingertip while he took her nipple in his mouth.

“Nghhh!”

The fingers in his hair tightened to the point of pain, but he smiled as her body shook beneath him. He felt her pussy cinch around his finger and knew she was cumming. Sabrina had the same instant trigger. Even their thighs cinched on his wrist in the same way as they twisted in pleasure. He watched his mother-in-law’s face as the twisted expression softened and she drew in a ragged breath.

“What… what was that?” Karen’s eyes were wide with awe, but she blushed when they met his, and she tried to curl into him and hide her face, but he pulled her chin up so they stared into each other’s eyes.

“You’re gorgeous when you orgasm,” her blush deepened, but she smiled, and those thick lips invited him in.

The kiss sent a flush through him. Every time their lips met, the emotions swirled hotter and faster, but her fingers curled around his cock and another emotion flared to life. As her slender legs drew him in, he reckoned with the reality of what was happening. This woman, who was like a mother to him, was gasping in pleasure as the head of his cock kissed her sex, and then he was inside her, the heat and tightness washing every worry away as nature took over.

“Nghhh,” Will heard his moan of pleasure but it was cut off by her lips as she kissed him deeply, then he was bottomed out in her sex and her lips opened into a wide ‘O’ of pleasure as her nailed raked his back.

“Ohhh god,” Karen moaned as he drew back, unable to stop his hips as the heavenly grip of her sex sent waves of pleasure through his body. “Wait… wait… I’m going to….!”

He couldn’t stop as he thrust back into her depths. His mother-in-law's wetness and the fluttering grip of her pussy made it impossible to stop, and he watched her eyes roll back and mouth grow slack as the orgasm washed through her. As quickly as it came, Karen gasped in a breath, her eyes focusing back on his, and the nails that dug into his back became massaging fingers that worked their way down to his rear.

“Fuck…” Will growled, staring down at the gorgeous woman beneath him.

Her face was a picture of mature beauty, hair a pillowy cloud that swayed with the same motion as her massive breasts. Pressed together by her upper arms, they were even larger than Sabrina’s, and they swayed with a delicious motion that had his cock throbbing and his eyes locked upon them.

“You… sweet… beautiful… boy,” her words were a sibilant purr punctuated by sharp, indrawn breaths with his every thrust. One hand gripped his rear, while the other curled its fingers in his hard and drew him down into her warm cleavage.

Will might have blushed at the whimper of pleasure that escaped him as the smooth, swaying skin cradled his face, but he was too lost in a world of pleasure. He hooked his arms beneath Karen’s thighs, rolling her hips up, and the woman’s hissing moans turned into guttural grunts. The fingers in his hair became a fist, and the one on his ass drove him harder and faster with every thrust until his mother-in-law stiffened beneath him and a strangled cry of pleasure escaped her.

“NGghghghGHGHH!!”

Her hands pressed against his chest, and Will found the strength to stop, his toes curling as his balls ached with the need to release. He could taste blood as he bit his inner lip, but it wasn’t the first time he’d had to cease his thrusting near the cusp of an orgasm, and he knew what to do.

“Breath… slow… and deep…”

His voice was a rough whisper, but his fingers were gentle as feathers as they brushed between her breasts, up and then across her collarbones. As he did so, he pulled back, letting his throbbing cock slip free of her quivering sex. The whole time Karen had been locked up. Her muscles seized as the orgasms washed through her in endless waves, growing more and more powerful. The moment he left her, she gasped and drew in a slow, ragged breath, her body going slack and eyes distant, vacant.

“That was…” Karen struggled for words, but they failed her as she curled her legs up and rolled onto her side.

She reached a feeble hand up, but it swatted at empty air. Her eyes unable to focus on anything for a few seconds before she caught Will’s neck and drew him down into a kiss that snatched his soul away. The older woman purred into his lips and nipped the bottom one before letting him pull back as she ran a hand through her hair, pushing the sweaty blonde mass back.

“That was the most powerful… I’ve ever had… If you hadn’t stopped, I would have-.”

He pressed a finger to her lips, “I know.”

She looked up at him and blushed, realizing how he knew, and then bit her bottom lip. Her wide ass pressed back against his still throbbing cock.

“You still need to… oh god,” her eyes squeezed shut as he slipped back into her depths, this time with her on her side, legs curled up and massive breasts swaying as he curled his hips in.


Chapter
Eleven



Karen

The world faded away as white bliss threatened to steal her away, but Karen clawed her way back to reality. Looking up, she watched his eyes close in pleasure, and another orgasm threatened. Biting her bottom lip, Karen tried to focus on the minuscule details of his expression as he took her, but her eyes kept straying to the sweaty curls at the nape of his neck, or the lines of his powerful muscles.

When it hit, she rode the waves of pleasure back to herself with difficulty. His hands were cupping her breasts. His lips sealed on her neck as those powerful hips thrust. Again and again his mammoth length speared her sex, touching places no one ever had. He was young enough to be her son, but no man had ever mastered her body like this, and Karen knew in her heart none ever would.

When their lips met, as he lost his rhythm, it wasn’t in fiery passion but the most profound emotion. Karen felt tears prick the corners of her eyes as she held him close, legs curled up, and then his hips slammed into her ass one last time. Thought faded as molten fire shot within her depths. It was so powerful she felt every blast, and they set off another wave of orgasms that left her dazed.

Karen found herself held in his arms when she came to. His warm breath in her hair and calloused fingertips brushing down her back sent shivers up her spine. Turning her head, she ran her fingers down his cheek. Everything about this moment should feel wrong, but her heart was full, and she wanted nothing more than to stay like this forever.

“I love you,” she bit her tongue as the words left her mouth, wanting them back, but the sweet boy grinned and hugged her even tighter.

“I love you too,” he whispered back, and as their lips met, Karen knew in her heart that he was telling the truth.

They rolled on the mattress, kissing and touching, hands exploring one another with gentle touches. But it wasn’t long before he grew stiff again, and Karen grinned into their kiss as she swept a thigh over his hip. William stared up at her with round eyes as she swept her hair forward over one shoulder and pressed her arms together, hands on his chest.

“Jesus,” he breathed, and she’d never felt more beautiful as his eyes traveled down her body.

Karen had modeled in her youth, and she knew the art of positioning her body just so. His eyes went round as saucers, and she smiled to herself. Then he slid within her depths, and her focus faltered. He filled every inch of her, sending shivers of pleasure through her body when he began to move.

Her breasts shook with every thrust, and it didn’t take long before another huge orgasm rushed through Karen, and she found herself collapsed on top of her son-in-law. His fingers dug into her ass and his cock still moved within her, making thought difficult. His lips were on her neck, and his other hand was filled with a soft breast as the boy moaned in pleasure.

The sensations rushing through Karen’s body were too powerful, and consciousness faded again. When she came to, William was beside her, his body curled against hers. She could feel his cock, still hard as steel, digging into her rear, but the kind boy had given her a respite from the endless waves of orgasm. Biting her bottom lip, Karen got a wicked idea and reached behind herself, fingers playing along his slick cock.

“You need to… cum…” her eyes met his over her shoulder as she pressed him against her tightest hole, a shiver passing through her body when he began stretching her.


Chapter
Twelve



“Fuck,” William growled, his body suddenly tense and the fires of passion lit in his eyes. “I’ve never…”

“Me either,” she smiled, her heart swelling to know she could give him this gift.

His hand gripped her hip, but it was Karen who guided him inside her. Biting her bottom lips she breathed through her nose, deep exhalations as her body relaxed. There was a sharp pain as the fat head of his cock slipped past the tight ring of her ass, but then he was within and she gasped; a belly-deep pleasure spreading throughout her.

“Holy fuck,” William groaned, “I can’t… goddamn I’m going to…”

Karen slowed her motions, finding herself wanting to draw out this strange pleasure. Her son-in-law’s weight was pressed against her back, his hand sliding from her hip up to caress a breast before his lips pressed against the nape of her neck. Fireworks of pleasure exploded in Karen, and she bit her tongue, fighting to stay present as a powerful orgasm built within her.

William lost his resolve, and with a guttural growl, he rolled atop her. Karen was pinned, her fingers digging into the comforter as flashes of white-hot pleasure shot through her body. The taboo of being with her son-in-law, combined with the wickedness of letting him fuck her virgin butt was too much, and screaming out her pleasure Karen came harder than she ever had. The world faded, but white-hot blasts of his seed brought her back to reality, and she smiled as William groaned out his pleasure above her.

They collapsed into the covers after that, William holding her tight as Karen fought her way back to sanity. Being held by his strong arms, she felt at peace for the first time in years. Her home and heart were full, and she rolled into him, palm on his cheek as she stared into those bright blue eyes.

“Are you… okay?”

She smiled at the concern on his face and let out a soft laugh. “I’m perfect… honest… Once I relaxed…” she felt her cheeks burning as the admission slipped past her lips. “Next time you can go harder… if you want.”

The young man growled in delight, and Karen yelped, laughing as he rolled her off the bed. Her legs kicked, but he picked her up as easily as she would a child, carrying her like a bride into the bathroom. Her arms draped over his shoulders as the water grew hot, and when they stepped beneath the steam, she stepped backwards into it, loving his eyes on her body as the spray struck her.

Her daughter had been right about his libido. It took less than a minute for him to rise to a stiff mast, but her body ached after years of not having a lover. They soaped one another up, and Karen got to use her special conditioner to make his thick hair silky, but she kept him from slipping between her thighs. It wasn’t easy with his questing hands teasing her every sensitive spot, but she had a plan and wasn’t to be deterred.

Throughout her wild night with her son-in-law, one moment kept returning. The memory was a burning fire that couldn’t be quenched until she tested it again. So she led him back to her bed when they were toweled dry, savoring his lean strength as he sank back onto the pile of pillows she’d made.

“What’s this?” he asked, but she didn’t speak as she crawled between his spread thighs.

Karen pressed a kiss to his firm abs and ignored the lightning bolt that shot through her sex. She finally let her attention shift to the throbbing cock as it brushed across her cheek, then turning, she took him into her mouth. Hot flesh filled her throat, and that deep pleasure returned, making her moan.

William’s fingers dug into the sheets, and his eyes grew intense as they watched her worship his cock. Karen lost herself in the work as her lips, tongue, and fingertips explored every inch of him. He grew especially hard when she would pull him between her breasts and suckle the head, but she craved his thickness in her throat. Finding that her gag reflex would fade once he was deep enough.

The fact that this was her daughter’s husband only added spice to the moment. Karen was past caring as the minutes and then hours ticked by. She tasted his cum twice, swallowing every drop but refused to release his cock and was rewarded with a third that he shot while deep in her throat, his cum going straight to her stomach. Karen had never done drugs, but she felt high as the hours slipped by and only released his cock from her mouth when his snores filled her bedroom. She passed out in his arms with a smile on her lips, trying not to think about what the next day would bring for all of them.

To Be Continued…
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