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Epilogue


The Pool Boy's Harem


Book 1: The Trophy Wife


1

A loud pop shattered the quiet night and almost sent Sophia Sanders into the pool. She whirled around and saw Clyde smiling sheepishly in the soft light, holding a gushing bottle of champagne away from his tuxedo. Sophia sighed with relief as she watched the expensive liquor bubble out of the top of the bottle and splash onto the patio.

“Sorry!” Clyde laughed. “I guess I’m not used to opening the bottles!”

“That’s what happens when you have other people to do things for you,” Sophia chuckled, hurried over to the table as Clyde poured the rich, golden liquid into two crystal glasses.

"Happy anniversary, darling," Clyde said, and handed his wife a glass of champagne. “To ten wonderful years.”

Sophia’s cheeks warmed, her raven hair cascading over her shoulders, framing the sensuous curves of her face. She looked over her shoulder at the sanctuary of their backyard surrounded by lush and perfectly pruned greenery. The warm light from the house sent glittering ripples across the surface of the Olympic sized pool Clyde had insisted they put in two years earlier.

"I am truly grateful for this life.” She sighed with contentment. “I am so lucky to have you.”

Clyde ran his fingers through his graying hair, his eyes never straying far from Sophia’s curves. She worked hard to maintain her body. Five days a week with a personal trainer and there wasn’t a day that when by she wasn't counting the calories that passed between her lips. Sometimes, it was hard, but it was worth it to see that look of complete adoration in her husband’s eyes.

"I do what I can," Clyde replied with mock humility, a playful smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. In truth, he reveled in his role as Sophia's provider, taking immense satisfaction in knowing that he could provide her with all the material comforts she desired.

Sophia leaned toward Clyde, her emerald eyes locked onto his, speaking volumes about her appreciation and the undercurrent of desire running between them. "You know how much I love you," she whispered. She traced a perfectly manicured nail along the back of his hand, and excitement lit up his face.

“You are the best prize I could have ever won,” Clyde murmured and Sophia chuckled as he kissed her, the champagne bubbles tingling on her soft, pink lips. It was an old joke, how Sophia was a ‘kept’ woman.She knew it was old-fashioned, but part of her enjoyed being Clyde’s most prized possession. It made her feel wanted and safe.

Sophia and Clyde shared a lengthy and passionate kiss. She pressed her body against her husband, the warmth of her pliable flesh creating an electric charge between them. Time stood still as they indulged in the sweetness of each other's lips.

"God, you are so beautiful," Clyde murmured into Sophia's ear as he slipped the strap of her dress over one shoulder, eager to reveal the sumptuous figure beneath.

Sophia's eyes widened, but she hesitated, pulling away slightly. "Clyde, wait," she whispered, glancing over her shoulder at the house behind them. "Andrea is still in the house. We wouldn't want her to see us like this, would we?"

"No, she’s not," Clyde murmured into Sophia’s ear. “I sent her home. Why do you think I had to open the champagne?”

“Or course,” Sophia laughed and wrapped her arms around Clyde’s neck. You’ve thought of everything.”

“Oh, right!” Clyde gave her a mischievous smile. “I do. In fact...”

Clyde reached down under the table and lifted a black box.He handed it to Sophia, and she looked up at his smiling face. Slowly, she opened the box and inside was a gorgeous diamond necklace that sparkled brilliantly in a nest of red velvet.

“Oh, my God!” Sophia gasped, her hands trembling as Clyde stepped forward and picked the web of sparkling diamonds. “It... it’s magnificent! It must have cost a fortune!”

“Worth it,” Clyde said and stepped behind her. He swept her curtain of raven hair aside, exposing her neck, and snapped the necklace into place.

Sophia brushed her fingers over the glittering chain. It was heavy; the diamonds clustered in a V shape that narrowed until they pointed to the deep crevice between her round breasts.

“It’s so beautiful!” She turned in Clyde’s arms, gripped his neck, and pulled him into a deep, wet kiss. She could feel the weight of the necklace between them, a symbol of Clyde’s love, and she felt a spark of excitement flare deep in her belly.

"Not as beautiful as you," Clyde said, his voice husky with desire. He slipped his fingers under the straps of her red dress, and this time she didn't stop him as he slid them over her shoulders. As the red fabric pooled at her waist, Clyde took a moment to admire the perfection that was his wife's figure.

Sophia's ample breasts, barely contained by the lacy black bra she wore, seemed to defy gravity. Her flat stomach led the eye to the gentle swell of her hips, which flared out invitingly before tapering into long, shapely legs.

"So beautiful," Clyde whispered, his breath warm against her neck. He leaned in for a lingering kiss, his tongue dancing with hers.

"Thank you," she replied, her voice tinged with a touch of pride. Sophia knew the power her beauty held over others - especially her husband. "I try."

Clyde chuckled softly. "Well, you certainly succeed. Now, let me show you just how much I appreciate your efforts."

The moonlight rippled across the surface of the pool, casting a cool glow over Sophia's body as she stood before Clyde, clad only in her black lingerie. Her hair cascaded down her back like a dark waterfall, and her plump pink lips curved into a sultry smile.

She pushed Clyde into a chair and peeled off her bra. Her round breasts, each one peaked with a hard, brown nipple, gleamed in the dim light. Then, she turned, the firm globes of her ass pointed at her husband and slowly, languorously, slipped her panties down over her buttocks.

She glanced back and was delighted to see Clyde staring dumbstruck as she treated her wonderful man to a striptease. The work to maintain her body was worth it if she could see that hungry, adoring look in his eyes.

Finally, she stood up and backed towards the pool wearing only the expensive necklace and the five karat diamond he had slipped on her finger ten years ago. She stood tall, her body magnificent in the blue light. Then, with a playful glint in her eye, Sophia stepped off the edge of the pool and fell into the blue water.

She stayed submerged in the water, enclosed in a cool, silent cocoon. A smile slid across her face as she imagined the surprise on Clyde’s face. When she couldn’t hold her breath any longer, she burst up through the surface. The water came up to her belly button, giving Clyde a wonderful view of her dripping, glistening breasts.

"Come on, Clyde," she cooed, adding a teasing little whimper at the end. "Don't make me wait."

For a moment, Clyde could only stare at his wife, and Sophia chuckled. The water dripped from her breasts like a thousand crystals, each droplet catching the light and sparkling like the diamonds at her throat. It was a sight designed to drive any man wild, and her poor husband was no exception.

"Sophia," he breathed, barely able to speak. "You... Jesus!"

Sophia laughed.

"You like?" she asked coyly, tilting her head to one side as she gazed at him. Her inner thoughts bubbled with excitement, a mix of pleasure and pride fueling her need. "Then, you better get in here and enjoy your ‘prize’!”

Clyde stood at the edge of the pool, like he’d been struck between the eyes. Without another word, he pulled off his pants, forgetting he still had on his shoes. Sophia watched with glee as her husband hopped around on the deck, trying to tear off his clothes.

"Come on, slowpoke," Sophia teased, splashing water in his direction. "I'm getting lonely in here."

"Patience... oof... my dear," Clyde grunted, finally stepping out of his pants.

His aging body was still strong, but the years had left their mark: the once-dark hair on his chest had grayed, and he had thickened around the waist. He still looked good to Sophia, like an aging lion. With a deep breath, he jumped into the pool and splashed towards his wife,

Sophia’s laughter filled the air as they embraced, their bodies pressed against each other beneath the surface. Sophia reveled in the sensation of Clyde's arms around her, the warmth of his embrace a reminder of why she had married him.

"I want to taste you," Clyde murmured into her ear, his hot words sending shivers down her spine.

"Don’t let me stop you," Sophia laughed, pulling him towards a set of underwater steps. She reclined against them, allowing her legs to float up and part, her dark pubic hair emerging from the water and glistening in the moonlight. Clyde smiled at her boldness, the sight of his wife's exposed pussy making his eyes, and mouth, hungry.

"Bon appetite," Sophia giggled and then gasped as her husband hooked her knees on his shoulders, spread her thighs, and pushed his face into her wet and ready pussy.

There were no slow, deliberate licks from her husband. Her performance had pushed him into a frenzied hunger and Sophia gasped in pleasure as he attacked the silky folds of her pussy. She bucked against him, forcing his face deeper between her legs.

"That’s it, baby!" Sophia moaned, her fingers gripping his hair as pulling him closer. "Eat that pussy!"

He surrendered to her lust, focusing on her swollen clit. His normally skilled touch had been replaced by raw hunger and Sophia’s body responded, the tension coiling within her and pushing her towards the edge of her bliss.

"More," she gasped, her back arching off the steps as she bared herself to him without reservation. "Give me more!"

Clyde sucked her clit into his mouth, swirling his tongue over the engorged bud. The sound of her cries echoed across the pool as her body splashed in the water. The pulsating waves of her orgasm washed over her, and her body thrashed against her husband until Clyde could no longer hold her up. Breathing heavily, he lowered his wife into the water, the cool embrace of the pool contrasting with the throbbing heat between her legs.

"That was so good!" she murmured, wrapping her legs around Clyde’s body and pulling him closer. "I need to feel you inside me."

Clyde struggled a bit as he laid Sophia back against the steps and she was reminded of their age gap. He was fifteen years her senior and while that had meant little ten years ago; the time had stolen some endurance from her husband.

“That’s it, baby!” she cooed encouragingly as he probed her pussy with the head of his cock. “Give it to me!”

Her plaintive cries carried to her husband’s ears and touched off another hungry burst of lust. With a desperate thrust, he drove his cock inside of her. The moonlit water lapped gently against Sophia's body, pressing her against the pool steps as Clyde's thrusts sent shivers down her spine. Her fingers dug into his shoulders, their eyes locked in a gaze that bore into the depths of each other's souls.

"Ah, Sophia," Clyde panted against her neck. "You feel so incredible."

"Harder, Clyde," she whispered, her voice barely audible above the sound of the water splashing around them. In response, he gripped her hips tighter, increasing the intensity of his movements.

"God, Sophia! I can’t hold back!" Clyde huffed, his muscles straining. The raw lust in his eyes sent a thrill through her, reminding Sophia that despite his age, this man still desired her above all else.

Sophia felt the pleasure of her orgasm throbbing gently inside of her. She had never experienced an orgasm from penetration and wished on this night of all nights, she could have that with her husband. She shook off the negative thoughts.

It didn't matter. Clyde was an attentive lover, and he had already given her an orgasm.

"Just come, baby!" she moaned. “Come for me.”

"I love you, Sophia.” he grunted, his words punctuated by ragged breaths.

With that, Sophia felt Clyde's body tense. She pulled him close; she didn’t feel him come, but the spreading warmth and Clyde’s whimpered moans against her neck let her know he was finished.

Clyde's breathless sigh echoed through the night air, his body quivering with satisfaction as Sophia gently disentangled herself from him. The moonlight danced on the water, casting shadows over their entwined forms and, for a moment, Sophia allowed herself to bask in the afterglow of her husband's release.

"Sophia, that was incredible," Clyde murmured.

"Yes," Sophia replied softly, though she couldn't help but feel the twinge of frustration buried deep within her. She had not shared in his bliss, the spark within her remaining dormant as their bodies moved together in the water.

She looked around at the sprawling estate, the luxurious life that Clyde had built for them, and forced herself to push that gnawing dissatisfaction aside. What were fleeting moments of pleasure compared to the love and security Clyde provided?

"Are you cold?" Clyde asked.

"No, I'm fine," she reassured him, smiling tenderly as she wrapped her arms around his neck. "It's just... I can't help but think about how lucky I am to have you."

And she meant it. As her husband held her in a pool of rippling moonlight, she knew no one could please her as much as her husband.

She was sure of it.
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"Your husband is such a lucky man to have a slutty little wife like you!"

Meredith Wilkins moaned in pathetic protest. She couldn’t tell the powerful young man behind her he was wrong. Her poor husband wasn’t lucky. She wasn't a slut.

At least not for the man she married.

But, she couldn’t say anything, not with Mason’s thick cock pounding into her, driving her into the bed she shared with her husband. Every thrust forced the air out of her lungs. Then, he would withdraw and her married cunt, unused to such a big cock, clung to his rigid flesh. He gave her just enough time to cry out in pain and pleasure before he hammered back into her, driving the oxygen from her lungs.

“If only your husband could see you now!” Mason growled and grabbed handfuls of Meredith’s round breasts, kneading the pliable flesh in his strong fingers.

The beautiful housewife let out a gurgled wheeze and Mason grunted happily as Meredith’s pussy clenched around the throbbing length of his cock. He slowed his vicious thrusting and took a moment to take in his surroundings.

The opulent bedroom was bathed in the soft golden glow of the bedside lamps. The expensive silk sheets were tangled around the housewife’s voluptuous curves, unable to contain the Meredith’s enthusiasm of she thrashed on the end of Mason’s cock. Smiling, Mason dug his fingers into the flesh of Meredith's generous hips, pulled her closer, and drove himself to deep into her molten core.

Meredith threw her head back, her auburn hair cascading over the plush pillows, a stark contrast against the smooth white linen. Her ample breasts heaved with each forceful thrust, as Mason indulged in her fleshy body.

His desires were raw and powerful, as he claimed Meredith’s body. He reveled in the richness of her marital bedroom - the rich mahogany furniture, heavy velvet curtains, and priceless art adorning the walls - all bearing witness to the sordid acts Mason was inflicting upon the married woman’s quivering figure.

There was another witness to Meredith Wilkins’ lewd display. Little Darren, a toy poodle named after Meredith’s millionaire husband, whimpered from his perch on a velvet cushion near the foot of the bed. The tiny dog's mournful gaze was fixed upon Meredith and Mason, its dark eyes wide with shock and confusion as this interloper hammered his mistress into the bed.

"Look at him," Mason laughed, nodding towards the trembling pet. "What do you think your husband would say if he knew his precious wife was getting fucked by the pool boy in his very own bed?"

Meredith's cheeks flushed crimson, a mixture of humiliation and excitement coursing through her veins. She bit down on her lower lip, struggling to find the words to respond. "I... I don't know," she stammered, her voice barely audible above the wet sounds of her pussy taking Mason’s cock.

"Maybe we should ask Little Darren here," Mason suggested, a wicked grin spreading across his face as he continued his relentless assault. "You think he'd like to watch while I show you what a real man can do?"

"Please, Mason," Meredith moaned, her hips bucking against his as he drove her further into the throes of ecstasy. "Don't tease me like this."

"Tease?" Mason scoffed, the word dripping with disdain. "I'm just reminding you of how pathetic your husband is compared to me. He couldn't satisfy you like I can, could he?"

"No," Meredith breathed, her body quivering beneath his touch. "Never! Never!"

"Good," Mason replied, his voice low and dangerous. He leaned in closer, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear as he whispered, "Now let your precious Little Darren see just how much of a slut his mistress really is."

Mason's fingers dug into Meredith's ample thighs, yanking her body against him as he thrust into her with a vicious intensity that left her breathless. As his thick, engorged cock buried itself inside her again and again, he had the euphoric sensation of fucking her entire body, driving any thoughts of her husband from her brain with his cock.

"Tell me how much you need it," he growled.

"God, I need it!" Meredith moaned in response, completely lost in the haze of pleasure that enveloped her. "Please, don't stop."

As the room echoed with the sounds of their passionate fucking, Little Darren's whimpers became increasingly desperate, a constant reminder of the forbidden nature of their liaison. But Mason knew that the trophy wife was beyond caring. All that now was the pleasure he was giving her.

Meredith's entire body suddenly tensed and arched off the bed, a deep, guttural moan escaping from her parted lips as waves of pleasure rippled through her. Her fingers dug into the soft sheets beneath her, grasping for something to save her. But she was beyond saving, and the sound of her voice echoed around the room, a primal scream that released all the pent-up desire she had been holding inside. Mason watched with sadistic glee as her bountiful flesh convulsed on y the bed, slowed to a quiver, then finally came to a rest on the sweaty silk sheets.

"Such a greedy little slut," Mason taunted, the cruel edge in his voice only heightening her arousal. "You just can't get enough, can you?"

Meredith shook her head, tears of pleasure streaming down her cheeks. "No! Never!"

"Then let's see if you can handle this," he said, pulling out of her with a wicked grin. He positioned himself between her breasts, his huge cock slick with her juices. As he rubbed his shaft over her fleshy globes, he saw the beautiful wife’s body quiver with anticipation.

"Show me how much you need me," Mason demanded, and Meredith obediently pressed her generous breasts together, forming a tight channel for him to fuck. She looked up at him with wide, pleading eyes, silently urging him on. “Good girl. Now, who do you belong to?”

“You!”

Little Damien whimpered as if the spirit of her husband was watching through the silly dog’s eyes.

“What about your husband?”

“No! Oh, God, no! I belong to you!”

Mason wasted no time, driving himself between her pillowy mounds with the same relentless force that had brought her to the brink of ecstasy moments before. The sight of his cock disappearing between her breasts, only to reappear at her chin, was almost too much for him to take.

"Look at you," Mason huffed, breathing hard as he neared his limit. "Reduced to nothing more than a pair of tits for me to use as I please."

“Whatever you want, baby! It’s all for you!”

A deep growl erupted from Mason’s throat. He pulled his cock from between her breasts and pointed the head of his cock at her face. There was a moment of shock on her features then the first blast of hot cum hit her cheek. Meredith moaned, Mason howled, and little Damien jumped from his perch and fled the room.

Mason’s balls throbbed with exquisite pressure as he shot ropes of sticky jizz across Meredith’s cheeks and forehead, wrecking her perfectly done makeup and gumming down her professionally done hair. In every way he had ruined her, body and soul. All that was left was him.

He bumped her cummy lips with is cock and she dutifully opened her mouth, sucking the last of his cum from his cock and licking him clean.

"You’re mine now, slut," he murmured lovingly, running his cock through the cum on cheeks and shoving it back into her mouth. “Mine.”

***

The air was thick with the scent of sex, a heady mixture of sweat, lust, and the expensive perfume from Meredith's flushed skin. Their bodies glistened, moisture beading and merging on their heated forms as they basked in the afterglow.

"God, Mason," Meredith panted, her face scrubbed cleans and her long, auburn hair wet from where she had washed away his cum, "How can you make me feel so good?"

"All I think about is how to make you mine," he said. The words made the older woman giggle like a schoolgirl, exactly the response he wanted. “And while I love that you’re mine, I've been thinking about expanding my business. You know, seeking out new opportunities, making connections..."

"Connections?" she echoed, her eyebrows furrowing slightly as she awaited his elaboration.

"Exactly," he replied, a sly grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. "You have such an exquisite circle of friends who might be interested in my... services."

Mason watched as a flare of jealousy passed like a shadow over the beautiful woman’s face. It was funny to see a married woman who was being unfaithful to her husband be hurt that he might want to sleep with other woman. It was just another reminder of how the rich thought they owned anything and anyone around them.

Well, he was about to teach Meredith Wilkins that Mason Wolfe would never be owned.

"I don’t know," she said hesitantly, her fingers absentmindedly tracing the contours of his chest. Even though she was hurt, she couldn’t keep her hands off of him.

"Meredith, Meredith," Mason cooed, leaning in to brush his lips against her earlobe. "You know you can’t say no to me, don’t you? If it makes you feel any better, I promise only to clean their pools and not their..."

Mason slid his hands between Meredith’s thighs, sliding his fingers skillfully up her wet slit to her clit. She gasped as he teased the bud, then slipped inside her well-fucked. cunt. She moaned, her head rolling back and forth as Mason continued his slow, sensuous assault on her body.

“Oh, Mason! Please!”

Her hips bucked upward, searching for pleasure, but Mason pulled his fingers back. He ran the dripping tips across her lips, letting her taste her own juices.

“Please, what?”

“Oh, God! Please, don’t stop!”

“Well, then, you know what you have to do.”

He dropped his head to her breast and took her plump, pink nipple into his mouth. Meredith jerked as the pleasure sparked through her nerve endings, adding to her desire. With his other hand, he continued to tease her pussy, playing her body like an instrument, strumming her need with his fingers until she was ready to burst.

Then, just as she was ready to explode, he pulled back, leaving the distraught wife a quivering, dripping mess.

“Well?” he asked again, licking her lust from his fingers. “What do you think?”

"OK!” she whined, her manicured nails digging at his waist as she tried to pull him closer. “I’ll do it! I’ll find someone. Please! I promise!”

With a wicked grin, Mason rolled on top of her, his hard, tanned body contrasting beautifully with her voluptuous pale form. He spread her thighs with his hands, rubbing the fat head of his cock along the unfaithful wife’s cunt lips. Meredith quivered in anticipation and Mason knew she was truly his creature.

Little Darren watched, whimpering from the doorway, as Mason stabbed his fat cock into Meredith’s wet and willing pussy. The dog’s mistress cried out in ecstatic pleasure, unaware of her dog watching as she was pounded into the mattress, her screams filling the poor dog’s ears as she moaned and thrashed like a bitch in heat.
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Sophia Sanders lounged beneath the shade of a sprawling white umbrella, her generous curves covered by the two thin pieces of white fabric. Her body drank in the sun’s golden rays as she l\sipped on a blue frozen margarita.

"Isn't it just perfect out here today?" Meredith Wilkins said. Her friend was dressed in a vintage green one-piece that beautifully contrasted with her fiery red hair and accentuated Meredith’s voluptuous figure which was even curvier than Sophia’s own. The older wife sipped on a margarita, green to match the color of her swimsuit, and watch the young man move around the pool.

Sophia glanced at Mason, the pool boy Meredith had insisted she hire, as he skimmed leaves from the blue waters with practiced ease. His bronzed muscles rippled under his tanned skin, and the younger wife felt her mouth go dry as she admired Mason’s Adonis-like beauty. A furious blushed burn her cheeks, and she took a hurried drink of her margarita, the cold liquid taking away her thirst, but doing very little to banish her illicit thoughts.

"Look at him," Meredith murmured, a knowing smile on her face. Sophia felt a twinge of shock as if her friend could read her mind. "He really knows how to handle that net, doesn't he?"

"Excuse me?" Sophia blinked, her heart skipping a beat as her friend's words sank in. Her gaze flicked between Mason and Meredith. "Are you... saying what I think you’re saying?"

Meredith leaned in closer, her green eyes sparkling with mischief. "You know, Sophia dear, I've heard he can do a lot more than just clean pools."

Sophia's breath hitched at the insinuation, her mind swirling with confusion and hesitation. Surely Meredith didn't mean... that? As she watched Mason's powerful muscles move under his tight shirt, she felt a powerful throb deep in her core, a feeling she hadn’t had for a long time.

"Really, Meredith?" Sophia said, forcing a light laugh as she tried to dismiss the comment and her body’s reaction. "He's just a pool boy."

Despite her dismissive tone, Sophia couldn't help stealing glances at Mason. The way his body moved with such grace and power sent shivers down her spine.

"Are you OK, dear?” Meredith asked, again with that damnable, knowing smile. Was it that obvious, or was Meredith just guessing? “You look like you’re overheating. Maybe you need another drink?”

Sophia looked down at her glass and was shocked to find it empty except for the little umbrella.

“Oh!” she said, seeing her empty drink as a life preserver. “You’re right! I’d better go get Andrea to make us more drinks!”

“Of course, dear,” Meredith chuckled and turned her attention back to the pool boy. “Take your time!”

Sophia rose from her chair, a wave of dizziness washing over her as the alcohol and heat shot to her brain. She steadied herself with her chair. Meredith smiled up at her and Sophia took a deep breath, determined not to let the other wife’s teasing get to her. She walked carefully into the hallway, breathing in the coolness of her climate controlled home.

"Ah, Andrea?" she called out. "Could you please prepare another round of mai tais for Meredith and me?"

"Of course, Mrs. Sanders," came the reply from the dark-haired housekeeper, who bustled away to fulfill the request.

As Andrea worked silently to make the margaritas, Sophia grabbed a handful of ice from the refrigerator and pressed it against her chest. The coldness bit into her skin, melting almost instantly and sending rivulets of water cascading between the warm globes of her breasts. She gasped at the sensation, her body betraying her with a sudden, involuntary pulse of lust.

Get a hold of yourself, Sophia, she said to herself. He’s only a pool boy!

With that resolve in mind, she straightened her spine, and cooled off while Andrea finished the drinks. She took the sweating glasses and stalked purposefully out to the pool to let Meredith Wlikins know just what she thought of the married woman’s shamelessness.

So, she was shocked when she got the pool and there was no sign of the redhead... or the pool boy.

"Hello?" she called out, feeling foolish. She set down the drinks and looked over the empty patio. "Meredith? Mason?"

She passed by the pool and walked down the path that ran between the big house and the small pool house. Could Meredith be flirting with the pool boy in there while he worked?

As she neared the door to the pool house, she could hear voices within. Something about those voices made the throb she had felt earlier flare into fiery life. She shook off the feelings and pushed open the door.

The noises were louder now and definitely made that deep need within Sophia pulsate with lewd insistence. Meredith couldn't be doing... that! It was some kind of joke. She and that pool boy were having a laugh at her expense.

Still, she didn't rush to the bedroom or leave. Instead, she crept to the door, the lustful moans forming words in her ears.

“Oh, God, Mason! Your cock feels so good!”

Even as the lewd words penetrated her brain, Sophia was at the door. She gasped in shock and felt the heat move down her belly, then settle between her legs.

There, among the tangled sheets and pillows, were Meredith and Mason. Mason was on top, his firm naked ass rising and falling between Meredith’s generous thighs, driving the moaning redhead in to the mattress. Sophia could tell at once this wasn’t the passionate lovemaking she had shared with her husband over the last ten years. No, this was fucking. Raw, lewd, and thrilling. The intensity of Mason’s vicious thrusts sent shivers down Sophia's spine, and the heat between her thighs turned moist and slippery.

This can’t be happening! Sophia thought, her mind racing with shock, yet unable to tear her gaze away from the lewd display. She felt like an intruder, invading a private moment that wasn't meant for her eyes, yet the raw sensuality of the scene stirred that sleeping hunger deep inside her. Her body was betraying her, responding to the carnal energy emanating from the couple with a lust she couldn't suppress.

I’ve go to get out of here! she thought desperately. What would Clyde think?

She tried to summon the image of her husband's face as a shield against her lust. But instead of comforting her, the thought of Clyde only made her more acutely aware of the difference between the hard pounding Mason was inflicting on Meredith and the gentle love-making she shared with her husband.

As Sophia struggled with her conflicting emotions, Mason's head snapped up and his piercing gaze suddenly found her. A wicked grin spread across his face as he stabbed deep into Meredith’s pale, quivering body. He didn't break eye contact, asserting his dominance even as he reveled in the pleasure he was eliciting from his lover.

"Well, hello, Mrs. Sanders,” he chuckled. “Enjoying the show?”

Sophia gasped and she shivered like a deer ready to bolt. Mason saw her fear and slid out of Meredith’s body. He stood proud and tall, his perfect body slick with sweat. Sophia tried not to look, but she couldn’t help follow the ripples of his muscles down to thick V of his abdomen which led, naturally, to his crotch.

“Oh, God!” she moaned as she saw the huge cock dripping with her friend’s juices swinging between the young man’s legs. It was easily twice the length of her husband’s and thick as tree branch. It was at once grotesque and beautiful.

“Why don’t you go invite your friend to the party?” Mason said lightly, helping Meredith to her shaky legs like a gentleman. The effect was slightly married by the fact that both of them were dripping with sweat and smelled of illicit sex.

“Of course, baby,” Meredith smiled and shifted her gaze towards Sophia. The younger woman watched in awe, captivated by Meredith's voluptuous figure. She had never pictured her friend naked before, but now that she was approaching, she couldn't look away from the fullness of her ample breasts and firm pink nipples. Meredith’s fiery red hair was slightly damp and tousled, a stark contrast to her typically polished look. It was raw and authentic in a way Sophia had never envisioned—real, untamed, and seductive.

"Don't be shy, darling," Meredith purred and slipped an arm around the brunette’s shoulders. The smell of musk and sweat floated up to Sophia’s nostrils and mixed with the alcohol already affecting her mind.

"Wait... I shouldn't be here," Sophia protested weakly, her gaze darting between Mason and Meredith. “You shouldn’t be here.”

"Come on, Sophia," Meredith cooed, her grip tightening on Sophia's shoulders. "It’s just a little bit of fun. Trust me, Mason is worth it!"

Sophia couldn't help but feel drawn to the promise of excitement and passion that Mason and Meredith seemed to offer. Despite her reservations, she allowed Meredith to lead her into the room, the musky cloud of sex enveloping her.

"Good girl," Mason stood before her, his glistening form taking Sophia's breath away. How could a mere pool boy be so beautiful? "Now we can all enjoy ourselves."

Sophia's breath caught as Meredith's fingers traced the curve of her throat, the touch electrifying and forbidden. Her heart pounded in her chest, each beat screaming a warning to resist the temptation before her. "I can't," she whispered, a tremor in her voice. "This isn't right."

"Relax, Mrs. Sanders." Mason's deep voice, using her married name, cut through the haze of alcohol and lust. "Just a bit of fun, right, Meredith?"

"Yes, baby," Meredith agreed, her lips brushing against Sophia's earlobe, sending shivers down her spine. "Mason does things to me poor Darren could never do. I know he can do the same for you."

The influence of alcohol, combined with the heat of the moment, clouded Sophia's brain. As her resistance weakened, she found herself pulled into the sensual vortex swirling around her. A small voice in her mind cried out in protest, but the overwhelming desire that throbbed inside of her quickly drowned it.

Mason saw the hesitation and, like any true predator, he seized upon it. He reached up and hooked a warm, sure hand behind Sophia’s neck and pulled her forward to meet his kiss. The wife moaned as her mind fought her body’s intense need. Then Mason’s tongue was in her mouth and for the first time in ten years, she was kissing a man that was not her husband.

It was wrong and wild in a way she could never have imagined. Mason’s tongue was forceful, yet teasing, andheld her against his hard body, every muscle pressing into Sophia’s soft flesh. She felt something large and insistent throb against her belly button and she moaned again, realizing it was Mason’s cock.

As Sophia succumbed to Mason’s kiss, she was dimly aware of Meredith undressing her, peeling away the thin layer of cloth that protected her from Mason’s hot flesh. Only when her hard nipples brushed against Mason’s chest was the younger wife, aware that she was now naked and exposed to the wicked couple.

"What’s the matter, Mrs. Sanders?" Mason hooked a finger under her chin and made her look at him. "You’re so beautiful. And it’s obvious your husband isn’t giving you what you need, or you would have run already.”

Sophia's senses were engulfed by the intoxicating mix of Meredith’s soft kisses and Mason’s rough hands as he hefted the weight of her breasts in his hand, scraping his thumb across the sensitive nipples. She whimpered. She should be defending her husband. She should be running or screaming, or anything but pressing her body into this young man’s hands. But he was so beautiful and Meredith was murmuring encouragement in her ear. That and the lust and alcohol left the younger wife in a helpless, drunken haze as Mason guided her to the bed.

"Please..." she gasped as he slid a hand down her belly, rubbing his fingertips in the glistening raven pubic hair. God, she was wet! Why? How could this be happening? Confused, she allowed Meredith to pull her to the bed, and she kissed the older woman while Mason watched with a cruel smile.

“That’s right,” he said, stroking his huge cock while the older women kissed passionately, their desperate moans exciting him. “Such good little married sluts. Your poor husbands would kill themselves if they could see you now.”

Sophia whined, but Meredith swallowed her cries with her mouth. She was a cheating slut, and she knew it. A little alcohol, a little heat, and now she was kissing and fondling her friend’s breasts to the delight of another man. If only she could break free, but even as she thought it, Meredith was pushing her to the mattress. Sophia moaned, pushing her breasts into Meredith’s hands, shocks of pleasure driving the guilt further down inside of her. Meredith giggled and rolled a fat tit over Sophia’s face. The younger wife felt the hard nipple graze her lips, and she opened her mouth instinctively, sucking the hard bud into her mouth.

“Oh, God!” Meredith moaned. “Oh, she’s hungry, Mason! Just like you said she would be.”

Sophia barely registered the words, the tone intimating some sort of illicit plan, but all that burned away when Meredith pulled her nipples from Sophia’s mouth and captured the young wife’s lips in a searing kiss, mercilessly kneading and teasing Sophia’s fleshy breasts until the younger wife could hardly breathe.

Mason, not to be left out, knelt on the bed and parted her thighs with an air of ownership that both frightened and excited her. He stabbed his fingers deep into her slick heat, curling the tips inside of her, exploring the depths of her cunt in a way her husband never had.

"Look at you," he growled. "You’re so fucking desperate, aren't you?"

Sophia's breath hitched violently as her body convulsed under Meredith’s relentless kisses and Mason’s furious finger-fucking. Each stroke and stab made her core throb with need and she couldn't stifle the guttural moans that erupted from her throat as she gave into their onslaught.

With Meredith’s mouth on one breast, sucking on her hard nipple, Mason gave one last thrust, mashing his fingers into the spongy roof of Sophia's cunt. A blinding white light flashed through Sophia’s brain and suddenly she was convulsing on the bed, lost in the throes of the most powerful orgasm of her life.

Nothing, nothing Clyde had ever done could match that power, that bliss, and it left her in anguished throes of lust and guilt that left her gasping for breath.

“Holy shit!” Meredith laughed. “You came like a fucking faucet, Sophie!”

Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment at her friend’s words and she tried to sit up, pulling the sheets up to cover herself. But Meredith quickly intervened, grabbing onto Sophia's hand and pulling it away from the sheet.

"No hiding now, Sophie," she teased. "There’s no hiding what you are, slut! We’ve both seen it."

Sophia blushed deeper but couldn't help but feel a small spark of excitement at Meredith's words. It was true - she was naked and satisfied, something she never thought could happen outside of her marriage.

But it wasn't just the physical satisfaction that consumed her thoughts now. It was also the guilt and shame that threatened to swallow her whole. She had cheated on Clyde, even if he didn't know about it. She had given in to temptation and lust, and now she was paying for it in waves of guilt.

"I shouldn't have done this," Sophia whispered, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes.

Mason smiled as he rose between her parted thighs, his cock standing straight and thick like a fleshy weapon.

"Oh no, you don't," Mason scolded. "You’ve had your fun. Now, it’s my turn."

Sophia's heart raced as Meredith lay down next to her.

“Don’t worry,” she murmured softly in her friend’s ear. “It hurts at first, but then you’ll never want anyone else.”

Sophia's thoughts were a chaotic whirlwind of guilt and pleasure as Mason positioned himself between her legs. The blunt head of his cock pressed hard against her entrance, teasing her with its size and thickness. She couldn't deny the intense desire that coursed through her body at the thought of Mason taking her, even though she knew it was wrong.

You'll never want anyone else." Meredith's words echoed in her mind. What did that mean for her marriage? Did she really want to be ruined for Clyde forever?

And that's when Mason stabbed his thick cock into her cunt. Oh, God, it hurt! Pain stabbed through her as her tight cunt lips stretched to the point of tearing. She couldn't take it and screamed, quivering in Meredith's arms as the young man laid waste to her body.

Mason reacted instantly to her cries of pain. With an expert sway of his hips, he pulled out, then slowly fed her cunt more and more of his delicious cock, slowly opening her hungry body to him. Each slow thrust pushed deeper inside her until he was fully buried within her.

Sophia's body tensed, then released as the pain turned into a sharp pleasure that shot through every nerve ending in her body. She moaned loudly as Mason moved in a steady rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before plunging back in. Meredith's mouth found hers in a fierce kiss, distracting Sophia from the burning between her legs. Their tongues tangled together as the older wife's fingers dug into Sophia's breasts, pinching and pulling at her distended nipples, sending even more pleasure rippling through her body.

The younger wife was on fire, consumed by lust and pleasure. Her body bucked instinctively against Mason's, seeking release and surrendering to the pleasure of his cock. With each thrust, Mason hit new places inside of her, places her husband had never reached. She lost herself at the moment, giving into every sensation without thinking about what it meant for her marriage or the consequences of this forbidden affair.

"Isn't he magnificent?" Meredith murmured, her hot breath tickling Sophia's ear. "Let yourself go, dear. Enjoy what Clyde could never give you."

Sophia could hardly think straight, the sensations coursing through her like wildfire consuming her from within. The guilt of betraying her husband gnawed at her conscience, but it was no match for the raw pleasure she was experiencing at the hands of the young Adonis who seemed intent on ruining her very soul.

"God, you are so tight!" Mason grunted, each forceful plunge sending a jolt of ecstasy through Sophia’s quivering frame. "Your husband’s cock must be so fucking small!"

Tears filled Sophia's eyes as the words sank into her brain. Clyde wasn’t small, it’s just that Mason was so big, so masculine. Everything about his body seemed built for sex, a weapon designed to drive her to the point of madness.

"Oh, she’s feeling it!" Meredith laughed and stroked Sophia’s hair. "That’s right, slut. Just give in to it!"

As if on cue, Meredith's skilled fingers found her swollen clit, rubbing it in a relentless rhythm that combined with Mason’s plunging cock, sending her hurtling toward the edge of reason. Her body tensed, an overwhelming pressure building deep within her core.

"Come for me, baby," Mason demanded, and Sophia shattered. Her vision blurred and reality seemed to slip away as Sophia lost all control of who and what she was. The orgasm Mason had given her was nothing compared to the one she felt with his cock buried inside her pussy. Never in her life has she come from a man’s cock. She had never thought it was possible. But, not only was it possible, it was the most mind-blowing, soul-searing experience the wife had ever encountered.

“Oh, my God!” Meredith’s laughter seemed to echo from far away, slowly bringing Sophia back to some semblance of reality. “I’ve never seen anyone come like that before.”

“That’s because she’s never been really fucked before,” Mason growled and she felt him pull his cock from her pussy, leaving her feeling empty and alone, her flesh and blood connection with the powerful young man suddenly severed.

"Please," Sophia whimpered. “Please... more...”

She couldn’t believe she was begging for him. A moment ago, she had been a faithful, loving wife. But that woman was gone, replaced by a hungry, lewd creature who only wanted to feed her lust.

"Open your mouth," Mason commanded, his voice firm yet somehow reassuring. Sophia opened her eyes and saw Mason standing above her, his cock dripping with her juices and thick pearls or pre-cum oozing from the slit. She remembered Clyde’s pleading eyes as he begged to come in her mouth, but she had never allowed it. Not even for their anniversary.

"It's all right," Meredith whispered, her warm cheek pressing against her face as she took looked up at Mason’s glistening cock. "He made you feel happy. Now it's time for you to make him happy."

Sophia glanced up at Mason, the young Adonis who had brought her to such heights of pleasure that she'd never known existed. How could she deny him when he had given her so much?

With a mixture of trepidation and lingering hunger coursing through her veins, she parted her plump lips and prepared herself for what was to come.

Mason's eyes gleamed with satisfaction, a cruel smile on his face as he stroked himself one final time. Sophia steeled herself against the wave of humiliation that threatened to engulf her. Instead, she focused on the perverse gratitude swelling within her, a lewd reaction, but one she couldn't deny.

With a deep, primal groan, Mason released himself in a searing, sticky flood that spattered across her face. The warm jizz clung to her skin, dripping over her cheeks and chin, marking her as his willing captive to Mason's lust.

Meredith moaned beside her, bathing in the splatters of cum that missed Sophia’s face. Sophia felt the older wife's tongue lap at the rivulets of jizz that dripped down her cheeks, not wanting to waste any of her Mason's seed.

Mason's towering figure loomed over them, his tanned muscles glistening with sweat as his massive cock pulsed with raw power. As he brought it closer to her face, she couldn't help but marvel at the sheer size and virility of him, an undeniable contrast to what she had grown accustomed to in her marriage.

"Open up, Mrs. Sanders," he commanded, his eyes dark and intense.

Obediently, Sophia parted her lips, allowing Mason to smear the thick, salty ropes of his cum across her tongue. She moaned at the taste, a mixture of shame and excitement coursing through her veins. This was forbidden, taboo even - two married women sharing the cum of a man who was not their husband - and yet, it ignited a fire within her she had never felt before.

Meredith rubbed her lush body against her, leaning in to steal a heated kiss from Sophia's cum-covered lips. The sensation was electrifying, sending tremors of pleasure down Sophia's spine as Meredith slurped thick cum from the younger wife's mouth, her hum of pleasure reverberating through Sophia's mouth.

"Look at you both," Mason chuckled. "Two beautiful wives, so eager to please me. What would your husbands say?"

As they lay before him, Sophia struggled to process the whirlwind of emotions threatening to consume her. Satisfaction warred with confusion, while guilt nipped incessantly at her conscience. She knew that this encounter could have far-reaching implications for her marriage, and yet, she found herself unable to regret her actions. She felt more alive, more desired than she had ever felt in her life.

What did that say about her?

As the reality of her actions set in, Sophia couldn't help but wonder what the future held for her marriage and her newfound desires. But for now, as Mason beamed down at the two unfaithful housewives covered in his cum, Sophia allowed herself to bask in the lewd pleasure of his satisfaction. At that moment, Mason's happiness was all that mattered.
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A week later, Sophia was staring out her bedroom window at the rippled blue waters or the pool, her pulse quickening as Mason's chiseled body appeared. His skin glistened with sweat as he cleaned the poo, the muscles she remembered so well moving smoothly under the skin. Just the sight of him, so close, made her heart flutter with involuntary excitement.

Unable to face the young man after what had occurred in the pool house, she had made Andrea answer the door when he arrived. She was still upset and confused by her actions that day. Of course, she had been drinking, and the heat had affected her senses, but that wasn’t an excuse. She had cheated on poor Clyde, something she had never imagined she would do. But it wasn’t just the cheating, it was how Mason had taken control, used her in ways she had never been used, and forced her body to heights she had never imagined.

She still couldn’t forget him, no matter how hard she tried. The worst moments were when she was lying next to Clyde at night. His soft snoring, usually so comforting, only reminded her of her betrayal. And those memories would swiftly evolve into fantasies of that day, of Mason’s hands on her body, of being invaded by his flesh and the violence of her orgasm. It made her body throb just thinking about it and, more than once, she had masturbated next to her sleeping husband, taking the edge off her lust and deepening her betrayal even further.

She cursed herself for watching him, but she couldn’t help herself. The forbidden desire that coursed through her veins was undeniable, consuming her every thought. At least if she stayed in her room, she was safe from his intense gaze and his devastating charm.

Here she could watch in relative comfort until he was gone.

"The fucking pool boy," she hissed, her fingers gripping the windowsill. "What a fucking cliche!"

As if he could hear her words, Mason lifted his head and turned, looking up at her window. He grinned and Sophia gasped, whipping the curtain back into place, but realizing too late that he had seen her.

Damn it!

Her heart raced, and she felt a sheen of sweat break out on her forehead. How? How could she have let this happen? And why was she allowing him to have such power over her?

She stood up straight and looked around her tastefully appointed bedroom. The wealth in this room alone was worth more than that pool boy made all year. She was the one in charge and she would not be a prisoner in her bedroom.

With renewed determination, Sophia walked to the door and whipped it open, making her way downstairs to the kitchen. It was empty, Andrea off somewhere cleaning or doing laundry, and Sophia stalked to the refrigerator and yanked a bottle of water from the shelf.

She opened it and took a long drink, enjoying the feeling of the cold liquid as it soothed the rising fever inside her body.

"There you are, Mrs. Sanders," Mason said, leaning against the kitchen doorway with a lazy grin. "I wondered if I’d get to see your beautiful face today."

Sophia sputtered, water spraying from her mouth and running down her chin. She cried out as the cold liquid hit her chest.

“Sorry,” Mason chuckled. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“You didn’t scare me!” Sophia said with as much indignation as she could muster, with the front of her shirt soaking wet and her bra showing through. “You shouldn’t be in here!”

Mason let his eyes roam over her body possessively, reminding the older woman that he had seen much more than her bra. He had seen,he had touched, everything.

“Sorry,” he said. “I was just thirsty and wanted to see if I could get something to drink.”

Mason sauntered over, muscles flexing beneath his tanned skin as he plucked the bottle from her hands. Without breaking eye contact, he took a long, slow sip, his full lips brushing against the rim. Sophia felt her throat constrict at his brazen display of dominance.

"Get out," she choked, her voice barely audible.

He smirked, handing the bottle back to her. "You don't mean that, do you?"

His sexual power was palpable, and the memories of his finely muscled body sliding against hers made her tremble. Mason moved in, invading her personal space, his breath warm on her neck.

“You can feel it, can’t you? How good it was?”

Each hot word caressed her ear like a touch.

“Do you think of me when you’re with your husband?”

"Stop it," she whimpered, his words too close to the truth. She pushed against him, but the feel of the hard muscles of his chest only made the heat inside burn hotter.

"Admit you want it," he murmured, his fingers teasing the hem of her skirt, nails scraping along the sensitive flesh of her inner thigh and threatening to slip underneath. “And maybe I’ll give it to you.”

"Oh, God," she moaned.

"Mrs. Sanders, do you need anything?"

Andrea’s voice jolted Sophia back to the moment. She pushed Mason’s chest, her fingers lingering just a moment on the hard-packed muscle, then she scooted away from him.

"Um, no, thank you, Andrea," Sophia stammered. “I’m fine.”

"Well," Mason said, his gaze locked on Sophia's flushed face. He stepped back and walked towards Andrea, who was standing with her arms crossed, glaring at the younger man. "I guess I should get back to work.”

With that, Mason sauntered out of the room, leaving Sophia gasping for air and reeling from the whirlwind of emotions. But a seed of desire had been planted, its roots digging deep under her skin.

As he left, Andrea turned her disapproving gaze onto Sophia and she did her best to straighten her shoulders and look as if nothing had happened.

"Mrs. Sanders, are you OK?" Sophia noted the judgment in Andrea’s voice.

“I’m fine,” Sophia said, summoning an inner righteousness she didn’t feel. “He was just getting something to drink.”

"Of course, ma’am,” Andrea said in that non-committal way people who served other people have when it’s obvious they don’t agree. “I need to go to the store. Shall I wait until the pool boy leaves?”

Sophia sighed. If she said yes, it meant that there was something going on between her and the pool boy. Sh couldn’t have the network of maids and servants in Lotus Fields discussing her personal life.

"Of course not, Andrea!” she huffed. “It's fine. You can go."

"Very well." Andrea turned away, her stiff posture signaling her silent disapproval but as there was nothing more she could do, she picked up her purse, slung it over a forearm, and left the house.

Sophia heard the door click shut and sighed, struggling to release the tense muscles Mason’s presence had tightened into knots. She needed time to think, to process the whirlwind of emotions coursing through her body. Slowly, she made her way towards her bedroom, craving solace and comfort.

Barely a step from the stairs leading up to her room, she heard the door to the deck open, the sound like a whisper of a sword being unsheathed. Warily, she turned to find Mason standing there, his eyes locked onto hers.

"Forgot something," he muttered, not waiting for an invitation. He grabbed her by the waist, pulled her against him and crushed his lips against hers. Forceful, demanding, irresistible; his kiss sent her reeling, as he pushed her towards the steps.

"Wait!" Sophia gasped, struggling to catch her breath and regain control of her senses. Her mind screamed for her to resist, but her body betrayed her, melting into his embrace. Slowly, she peeled her lips off of his and rested her forehead against his chest. “You shouldn’t be here.”

"Can’t help myself." He chuckled wickedly, his fingers tracing the curve of her spine. "I can't get enough of you."

"We can't do this. It's not right."

"You’re so cute?" he countered, lifting her chin for another kiss. "When you try to deny what you want."

Sophia's world spun out of control, her thoughts a chaotic whirlwind as Mason's tongue slipped his tongue between her lips. She did her best to fight the feeling, but all too soon her tongue was battling his, slipping past it to taste him, too.

Mason was eventually the one who broke the kiss, leaving the distressed housewife swaying on her feet. Sophia gasped as Mason’s hands slid under her shirt and up over her stomach, his touch sending shivers of pleasure through her body. She knew she should push him away, but the feel of his powerful hands on her skin was intoxicating.

"Mason, please," she breathed.

But Mason was relentless. He grunted with satisfaction, then moved to the hem of her shirt and tugged the damp cloth up over the lace of her bra.

"Mmm," Mason murmured appreciatively as he hefted the weight of her breasts in his hands. "I wonder what Mr. Saunders would think if he could see how shameless his wife is?"

Sophia's heart raced at the thought of being caught in such a compromising position. She knew she should stop this now, before it went any further. But a part of her craved the excitement and danger of being with Mason.

"Please," she whimpered again, but it came out more like a plea than a demand.

Mason didn't seem to hear or care as he lifted her bra, bearing her breasts to the cool air. Her nipples were already hard, but as he covered one with his mouth, the sensitive bud throbbed with heat. Sophia moaned and dug her hands into his blonde hair as he sucked greedily at her nipples, licking and biting the sensitive flesh until her chest was on fire.

As he feasted, his hands traveled down to the waistband of her skirt, deftly skinning her skirt and panties over her ass and down her legs. Sophia stumbled out of them and Mason followed her, ripping her shirt up over her head, and tearing at the bra. And just like that, she was standing at the foot of the stairs, naked and vulnerable.

"Get on your knees," he demanded. She hesitated and Mason took a handful of her long dark hair in his hand, yanked her head back, and planted a hot kiss on her neck. “Get on your knees, Mrs. Sanders.”

The hiss of his breath on her skin sent a shock of electricity through her spine. Was she really going to get on her knees in the hallway of her own home? How could she do this to Clyde? To herself?

Yet, even as the questions ran through her mind, she sank to the floor, and found herself face to face with the bulging outline of Mason’s cock straining against the fabric of his shorts. The memory of their first encounter flashed through her mind–how it had filled her up, stretched her out, and introduced her to a whole new level of pleasure. A perverse thrill welled up within her, mingling with her shame and guilt.

"So, do you want to see it?" Mason taunted, pushing his shorts down over his hips.

"Please... I don't know..." she stammered.

"Then tell me to stop," he insisted. He reached down and pulled his thick cock from the confines of his pants.

It was even bigger than she remembered. And the smell! A potent mixture of sweat and musk. Mason guided her face towards the throbbing shaft and her mouth went dry.

“No?” Mason chuckled. “I didn’t fucking think so!”

Mason pointed the spongy tip of his cock at Sophia's lips and stabbed the spongy head of his cock into her mouth. She whimpered in fear and lust, the sheer size of his cock overwhelming her. When she had been sharing it with Meredith, the older wife had helped. But now Sophia was alone and responsible for the whole of his enormous dick.

She choked and gagged, tears streaming down her cheeks as her throat instinctively rebelled. Spit poured out of her mouth around the monstrous shaft and dripped in rivers of drool onto her breasts. It was so much bigger than Clyde... so much bigger than anything she’d ever taken. She couldn’t do it, she just couldn’t do it. Mason was going to make her pass out with his cock!

Sensing her distress, Mason pulled his cock from her mouth in a burst of spit. She coughed and spluttered, tasting the bitter tang of his pre-cum mixed in with her spittle. As she fought for breath, Mason rolled his dripping cock over her face, rubbing his scent into her skin until she was choking on it.

“Breathe, baby,” Mason said, his voice a soothing murmur that immediately calmed her. “Breathe. I know you don’t have experience with a real man, so we’ll take it slow. There are lots of ways you can make me happy. And if you make me happy, I promise to make you happy.”

Mason continued to tease and rub the length of his cock along her mouth, nose and cheeks, letting the kneeling wife feel every inch of his hot skin until she couldn’t take anymore. She reached up and gripped the shaft, felt the throb of his pulse against her palm, and slowly pushed it back between her lips.

“That’s a girl,” Mason huffed. “Now you’re getting it.”

Again, that perverse sense of accomplishment. Again the raging guilt of being happy, on her knees, sucking another man’s cock in her own home. The feelings weren’t enough to stop her. In fact, the very lewdness of her position made her intimately aware of her pussy juices dripping down her leg.

God! You’re getting off on being this young man’s whore!

She ignored the angry thought. Instead, she focused on her breathing, relaxing her throat as best she could and taking him deeper with each pass. His moans of approval spurred her on, the perverse satisfaction she felt at his pleasure driving her to push herself further and further.

“Now, since I know you can handle it, I’m going to fuck your mouth.”

Sophia moaned. She had never let anyone talk to her like this before, or do the things this young man wanted to do. But she had no choice now, as Mason shoved his thick cock deep into her mouth. The fat head of his cock pulsed at the back of her throat and she was on the edge of choking when he pulled back, then thrust forward, the heavy sac of his balls slapping wetly against her chin.

Sophia gurgled as Mason thrust his cock deeper, hammering her throat with each powerful movement. Her eyes watered and her nose dripped, but she couldn’t pull away. She was completely at his mercy, completely submissive to his desires.

As he continued to fuck her mouth, Sophia’s mind raced with conflicting thoughts and emotions. Part of her was disgusted and ashamed at what she was doing, but another part of her was exhilarated by the sheer taboo of it all. She had never felt so dirty and yet so turned on at the same time.

Mason's grip on her hair tightened as he thrust harder and faster, his moans growing louder with each passing second. Sophia could feel his cock throbbing in her throat, finally cutting off her air flow.

Just when she thought she couldn't handle it anymore, Mason pulled out of her mouth with a loud pop. He grinned down at her, panting heavily.

"Fuck, that was so hot!" he said with a chuckle. “I’ll bet you never let your husband do that, have you?”

Sophia's cheeks burned with embarrassment, but she nodded in agreement. Even if Clyde had wanted to, he wouldn't have been able to fill her mouth the way Mason had. And even if he could, she would never have allowed it.

So, why are you letting this bastard treat you like this?

The answer was obvious, even to the voices in her head.

Because Clyde can’t make me feel this good!

Mason's eyes flashed with a predatory gleam as he watched the emotions pass over the wife’s face.

"Tell me, Mrs. Sanders," he said. “Have you ever swallowed your husband’s cum?”

“What? No!”

The thought repulsed her, yet she couldn't deny the perverse thrill that coursed through her as she realized what Mason wanted. He wanted her to submit to his every whim, no matter how degrading or debauched.

“Good, then here’s what I want you to do,” he said, his voice low and hypnotizing as he stroked his beautiful cock in front of her eyes. “I want you to take every drop of my cum in your mouth, but I don’t want you to swallow. Do you understand?”

“You... you don’t want me to swallow?” she whimpered and reached up for his cock, but he pulled it away from her.

“That’s right. I want you to taste every fucking drop of my jizz. I want you to show me my cum.” He tapped the blunt head of his cock against her lips. She moaned as if slapped. “Then, you can swallow.”

She mewled, a helpless, desperate sound. He continued to stroke his cock, holding it just out of reach, waiting for her to decide.

It was lewd; it was wrong, to take a man’s cum like a... like a porn star, especially since she had never let her husband do it. But the thought of taking his cock, of the pleasure that Mason would give her if she pleased him, made her body vibrate with a need she’d never felt for poor Clyde.

It was a sign of Mason’s power, and her desire for him, that she could not resist. At this moment, she craved the taste of Mason's lust, and would do anything to get it.

“I understand, Mason,” she moaned. “I won’t swallow.”

“Good girl. Now suck my cock like the cheating little slut you are.”

“Oh, God!” Sophia whined, the humiliation rising like a pain in her chest. But she was too far gone now and opened her mouth to accept Mason’s throbbing cock. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked on him with a hunger she had never felt before. The musky scent of Mason’s balls filled her nostrils, fueling her primal instinct as Mason abandoned all control and fucked her face with vicious thrusts of his cock. She took it all, relishing the degradation as he realized how quickly she had fallen to this powerful young man.

"Fuck!" Mason grunted, and the bitter taste of Mason’s pre-cum hit her tongue. She felt a moment of revulsion, but she kept sucking, intent on giving Mason her entire mouth. “Don’t you fucking swallow, slut! Taste every fucking drop!”

Sophia's mind raced, torn between shame and arousal as Mason’s thrusts became more insistent. His crude words only stoked the fire within her, reducing her to a quivering mass of lust.

Mason let out a primal howl that reverberated through Sophia’s core. A moment later, a torrent of thick, salty cum erupted into her mouth. The syrupy liquid coated her tongue and pooled in her cheeks, the sour taste overwhelming her senses. Despite her initial revulsion, she kept her mouth locked around his pulsating shaft, holding him in place as he emptied every gooey drop into her mouth.

Mason gasped, slipping his oozing cock from between her lips.

"Show me," he commanded.

Obediently, Sophia opened her mouth wide, revealing the thick, milky load he had deposited there. Her cheeks flushed a deep shade of crimson as she displayed her submission for him to see, that perverse sense of pride swelling within her.

"Good girl," he praised, his tone both condescending and approving. "Now swallow it all."

Sophia hesitated for a split second, torn between her lingering shame and the desire to please Mason. But in the end, her need to satisfy him won out, and she swallowed the viscous fluid, choking slightly as it slid down her throat and settled deep in her stomach. The taste was bitter and overwhelming, but she no longer cared. The excitement in having pleased her young master was more than enough compensation.

"Open your mouth again. Let me see," Mason demanded, his fingers brushing against her jawline as he tilted her face up to meet his gaze.

She complied, showing off her now-empty mouth with an air of triumph. The satisfaction in his eyes ignited her simmering lust as he bent over her.

“You were such a good girl,” he murmured in her ear and, right there at the base of the steps, he slid his fingers between her legs. “It turned you on, being a little slut for me, didn't it?”

Without hesitation, Sophia nodded, unable to form any coherent words as his fingers finally reached their destination. He circled her clit with slow, deliberate strokes, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body.

"Please," she whimpered, unable to keep herself from begging for more. She felt vulnerable and exposed, completely under Mason's control.

Mason chuckled darkly and slipped two fingers inside of her without warning. Sophia moaned at the sudden intrusion and clutched onto him tightly as he slid his fingers in and out of her at an agonizingly slow pace.

"You want to come?" he asked.

“Yes,” Sophia sobbed. Her mind was a haze of pleasure and shame as Mason continued to plunge his fingers relentlessly into her sopping cunt. She could feel the pulsing heat building in her core, threatening to explode and take her sanity with it. But it wasn't just the physical pleasure that was driving her towards the edge, it was the degrading words he whispered in her ear.

"That's it, you dirty little slut," Mason cooed. "I want you to come with my jizz in your mouth. I want you to fucking explode as my cum sits in your belly!"

The crude words sent a shock of arousal through Sophia's body. She felt herself teetering on the brink of release. "Oh, God!" she moaned, unable to hold back any longer.

Mason chuckled darkly, cupped her mons pubis and rubbed her pussy viciously, all the while growling in the distressed wife’s ear.

"Come for me like the cheating little whore you are!”

And with those vulgar, degrading words, Sophia let go. Her body convulsed as waves of pleasure washed over her, leaving her trembling and gasping for air. As she rode out the powerful orgasm, Mason continued to rub her pussy. She felt a pressure release and suddenly hot juices were spraying out of her cunt, over his hand, and pooling onto the marble floor.

Mason finally pulled his fingers from her pussy and Sophia fell back against the steps, her chest heaving as she gasped for breath. The younger man slid down beside her, supporting her back in a rare, tender gesture.

"You did good," Mason murmured and even brushed the wet strands of hair back from her forehead. “Much better than I ever expected.”

Sophia couldn't help but smile at his praise, despite how shameful it made her feel. She had just indulged in one of the most taboo acts imaginable with a man who was not her husband–one who was almost half her age–and yet she had never felt more alive.

"Thank you," she murmured, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment.

“That’s the right answer,” he said and kissed her. She was exhausted, but still she accepted the kiss, the taste of his mouth melting away the bitter aftertaste of his cum. When he let her lips go, he nuzzled her ear. “Now, there’s one more thing I need before I go.”

Just when Sophia thought she could relax, her heart started racing again.

“What’s that?”

Mason placed his lips next to her ear, and she shivered as he told her what he wanted her to do.


5

Two hours later, Sophia was waiting anxiously as the front door opened and Clyde walked in the door. He looked tired, his shirt unbuttoned and his tie loose around his neck. She wondered if her plan,

Mason’s plan

would even work.

“Hey, honey!” She said brightly and came to Clyde at the door. She wore a slinky black dress and heels, a look she knew her husband found irresistible.

So, she was happy when Clyde's eyes widened in surprise, his gaze lingering on the way the fabric clung to her curves, accentuating her ample breasts and shapely hips.

"Welcome home," she purred, pulling him into the entryway for a deep, passionate kiss. Their tongues danced together, and Sophia tried to suppress a shudder–not from desire, but from the knowledge that Mason's cum still lingered in her mouth. She wondered if Clyde could taste it too, but he was too surprised to notice.

"Wow, what's the occasion?" Clyde asked as they broke their kiss.

"Nothing special," she replied with a smile, the lie tasting as bitter as the remnants of Mason's seed on her tongue. "I just felt like dressing up for you."

As Clyde hung his coat and loosened his tie, Mason's final order echoed in her mind.

“When your husband comes home, I want you to give him a big kiss with my cum on your tongue.” The hot words had slithered like poison into her ear and planted firmly in her brain. “Then, I want you to suck his cock and think about me.”

How could she actually go through with it? She could easily lie, if she ever saw Mason again, and say she had done it without further betraying her marriage.

But, the very idea of kissing her husband after her mouth had been filled with Mason's cum sent a twisted thrill through her body. And now, with Clyde standing in front of her, she told herself that she wanted to give her husband a blowjob. It would be a way to make amends for what she had done, at least in her own tortured mind.

Are you okay, Sophia?" Clyde asked. "You seem a little... distracted."

"Of course," she replied, forcing a smile onto her face. "I'm glad you’re home. Why don’t you head upstairs and clean up? I’ll be up in a minute."

"Sure," Clyde agreed, and headed towards the steps, his feet passing over the spot where her juices had puddled just a couple of hours earlier. A shiver of lust slid up Sophia's spine, but she shook it off and headed to the kitchen.

“Andrea, can you make Clyde a gin and tonic?”

“Of course,” Andrea said, glancing at Sophia before heading off to make the drink.

Sophia sighed. She wondered if Andrea was still suspicious of her and Mason. She had done her best to clean up the puddle of her juices and get herself calmed down before the housekeeper had returned from the store. Andrea had looked around for signs of Mason, but seemed content when there was no trace of the young man. The only traces were the bitter remnants of Mason’s lust in Sophia’s mouth and the ghost of pool boy’s potent musk lingering in her nose.

Andrea came back with a drink and handed it to Andrea. She looked the beautiful wife up and down, her eyebrow raised slightly.

“Is it a special occasion?” Andrea asked. “Should I make something special for dinner?”

“Don’t be silly!” Sophia chuckled, but felt her cheeks grow warm. “I just thought it might be nice to dress up for a change.”

“Of course,” Andrea frowned and returned to her work.

Sophia pushed down her feelings of guilt and forced herself to remain calm. Andrea didn’t know the truth and she could only do so much with her suspicions. She would not threaten her job by spreading rumors about her employer.

Sophia headed towards the kitchen, then stopped and turned back to speak to the Andrea.

“You know what?” she said. “Hold off on dinner for a little while. I have a feeling we’ll be eating late.”

Andrea turned and Sophia saw a little quirk of a smile on her lips. She knew what the older woman was thinking. Would someone who had cheated want to indulge in hanky panky with said husband two hours later?

Of course not! No one would be that shameless.

Except for you, Sophia thought miserably as she left Andrea in the kitchen. You are exactly that shameless.

Again she shook off the thoughts as she ascended the stairs, Clyde’s drink in her hand. She was going to give Clyde pleasure, not because Mason told her to, but because she wanted to.

Didn’t she?

The question echoed through her brain as she entered the bedroom and found Clyde standing there, half-undressed. He smiled as she strode across the floor and handed him his drink.

"A drink, too?" he asked with a bemused smile. “Are you sure you’re OK?”

"Never better," she purred, looking at him like a panther eyeing its prey. "Now let me show you how much I've missed you."

Clyde swallowed hard, but didn't resist as Sophia pushed him back onto the bed, her fingers deftly undoing the remaining buttons on his shirt. She took a moment to admire his body, a familiar sight that until a week ago brought her comfort and pleasure. But now, all she could think of was how it compared to Mason's chiseled form.

"I want to taste you," she whispered, sliding to her knees. Clyde's breath hitched, his eyes wide with shock and hunger.

"God, Sophia," he gasped as she tugged at his boxers. "What's gotten into you?"

"Does it matter?" she replied. "Just enjoy it, Clyde.”

Sophia's gasp filled the bedroom, her eyes widening at the sight of Clyde's penis. She had never thought of him as small, but compared to Mason's enormous, powerful cock, he looked like a child. Her heart raced, conflicting emotions swirling inside her as she attempted to grasp how quickly her perceptions had changed.

Clyde grinned, mistaking Sophia's shock for desire. His little cock twitched eagerly, droplets of pre-cum glistening at the tip.

"Amazing," Sophia lied, trying to hide her disappointment. She leaned in closer, her pink lips hovering above Clyde's erection, and tried to recall the burning lust she had felt when submitting to Mason's dominating presence.

"Please, baby," Clyde begged, his voice not at all commanding or powerful. "Please suck it."

She complied, slipping her lips around him, and easily taking him into her mouth. She bobbed her head enthusiastically, but the sensation of fullness, of submission, was woefully absent.

"God, you're incredible," Clyde moaned, his hands gripping her silky hair. But Sophia's thoughts were elsewhere, her mind plagued by memories of Mason's pulsing flesh in her mouth and the taste of his cum on her tongue.

Sophia redoubled her efforts, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked harder. A hollow feeling gnawed at her - why couldn't Clyde ignite the same fire within her that Mason had?

"Fuck my face," she rasped between breaths, hoping to elicit some lustful response from Clyde, but the words felt foreign and out of place on her lips.

"Really?" Clyde asked, his eyes widening with surprise and a hint of excitement.

"Please," Sophia pleaded. She needed the power and the punishment.

"A... Alright," Clyde stuttered, gripping her head and thrusting shallowly into her welcoming mouth. It wasn't the same; it would never be the same. The realization weighed heavily on her heart.

"Harder," she moaned, willing him to take control and fill the void left by Mason's absence. But Clyde's movements remained tentative, a far cry from the dominant force she craved.

"Are you sure?" Clyde asked.

"Yes, goddammit!" Sophia snapped, her frustration boiling over.

Clyde nodded, his jaw set in determination as he picked up the pace, thrusting with more vigor. But it was short-lived. After only a few shallow strokes, he whimpered as his climax approached.

God! Even the sound he makes when he’s coming is weak! she thought miserably, then tried in vain to crush the thoughts as Clyde’s body spasmed on the bed. His ass lifted off the mattress, and he buried his cock as deep as he could go which was, sadly, not even enough to make her gag.

Sophia's tongue recoiled instinctively, assaulted by the acrid bitterness of Clyde's thin, watery jizz and she suddenly remembered why she didn’t like to suck his cock. And yet, Mason’s tangy, thick load filling her mouth had made the throbbing pulse between her legs pound like a bass drum.

With Clyde, she felt practically nothing.

The realization struck her like a slap: this was Mason's plan all along. He had wanted her to feel the inadequacy of her husband firsthand, to taste the difference between a weak man and one who could fulfill her every need.

"Th-that was amazing," Clyde stammered, his cheeks flushed with the exertion of his brief climax. "You... you were incredible, Sophia."

"Thank you," she murmured, forcing a smile as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Her thoughts churned, a maelstrom of confusion and lustful yearning for Mason's powerful hands and his even stronger cock.

"Let me... let me clean up," Clyde said, his voice quivering as he stumbled towards the bathroom, his legs unsteady from the intensity of his orgasm. The door clicked shut behind him, leaving Sophia alone with her turbulent emotions.

What have I become? she wondered, her heart heavy with the weight of her newfound hunger for Mason. I love Clyde, but...

She sank to the floor, feeling the cold tiles press against her heated skin. The memory of Mason's power filled her mind, an intoxicating blend of raw lust and guilt.

"Damn it!" she whimpered. "He’s just the pool boy!"

But even as she cursed him, she couldn't deny the magnetic pull of his energy, the way he'd unlocked a part of her she hadn't known existed.

I need him, she admitted to herself, the thought was both terrifying and exhilarating. I need him to make me feel alive again, to make me feel...

She stopped, trying to ignore the words that floated inside her mind. In the end she couldn’t deny them any more than she could deny her need for Mason Wolfe.

To make me feel conquered. Owned.

Sophia's body ached with longing, her desires torn between the man she'd married and the dangerous attraction of the man who'd claimed her in a way Clyde never could. And as she lay there on the cold floor, one question haunted her every thought:

When can I see him again?
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She had to wait a week. A whole week.

Sophia was still coming to terms with the fact that she had cheated on her husband, the man she had loved for over a decade. But now, all she seemed to think about was doing it again! But, time itself seemed to conspire against her.

She fidgeted as she watched the clock on her bedside table, next to a picture of her and Clyde on their anniversary. It seemed so long ago and yet it had only been a few weeks.

Why am I doing this? she pondered for the hundredth time. Clyde may not satisfy me, but doesn't his love and the way he provides for me make up for that?

Her body knew the answer. She hadn’t had sex with Clyde since that night and had no desire to try and rekindle, or maybe just kindle, some sort of fleeting feeling of satisfaction with him. It broke her heart to watch him at dinner, or reading in bed and know that she wanted nothing more than to be kneeling in front of Mason, worshiping his beautiful cock.

As she stood there wrestling with her emotions, her reflection stared back at her from the full-length mirror. The sight of her own beauty - the raven hair cascading down her shoulders, her large breasts barely contained within the confines of her red bikini - only intensified her desires. She knew how much pleasure her body had to release, and the thought of Mason unleashing that bliss sent a shiver down her spine.

"Damn it," she muttered under her breath, her frustration mounting. Despite her better judgment, she couldn't shake the feelings that stirred within her, nor could she ignore the longing for something more than what Clyde could give her.

The sound of the doorbell made Sophia jump. She had given Andrea the day off, ignoring her questioning glance. Sophia was past caring about the housekeeper. She only had her suspicions, and she could keep those to herself.

The bell rang again, and Sophia was up, throwing a diaphanous robe over her tiny bikini. She gave herself a last look in the mirror, admiring her curves and the glossy blackness of her hair cascading over her shoulders. She looked sexy... confident... desirable.

No one could resist you, she thought wickedly, ignored the picture on the side table, and hurried out the door.

"Coming!" she called out, when the bell rang a third time. Why was he ringing the bell? The last time he had just come in like he owned the place.

Does he think Andrea is here? Or Clyde?

She whipped open the door, expecting to see the tall, chiseled figure of Mason glowing in the sunlight. Instead, she was forced to look down at a short, pudgy man on her doorstep, the only thing glowing was the sun off his balding head.

"Can I help you?"

"Hi there. I’m Frank." the man said with a gruff voice, his eyes widening as he saw Sophia’s heavy breasts and wide hips barely contained by the bikini. She gasped and pulled the thin robe around her, not that it covered much, but it was the thought the counted.

"Frank? What are you doing here?" Sophia asked, looking over Frank’s shoulder. The truck was Mason’s, but he was nowhere to be seen.

"Oh, uh, Mason's not available today, so he sent me to take care of the pool for him," Frank replied, trying hard not to stare at the beautiful wife’s barely covered body.

"Really?" Sophia said, fighting to keep the disappointment from her voice.

"Yes, sorry, ma'am," Frank said. “You... uh... you’re not the first one that’s been disappointed when Mason can’t make it.”

"What? What are you implying?" She asked. What woman? Then, a steamy memory of Meredith Wilkins on her knees, her red head bobbing up and down as she throated Mason’s cock, burned through Sophia’s brain. She had almost forgotten about the older housewife. Was Mason with her right now?

She felt a sudden sting of jealousy and immediately realized it was ridiculous. She was married and Mason was single. Of course, he was fucking other women! Sophia knew she had no right to feel this way, yet she did.

You thought you were special, didn’t you, sweetheart? A snide voice said inside her mind. You’re just another notch on his bedpost.

“Fine,” Sophia said and felt the humiliating tears sting her eyes. She needed to get rid of this man before she completely lost it. “The pool’s around back.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” Frank said and for a moment she thought she caught a flash of a knowing smile before he turned and waddled around the side of the house to the pool.

With a strangled, frustrated sob, Sophia went back upstairs to her bedroom. She threw herself onto the bed, her thoughts a confused mess of lust and jealousy.

Maybe it’s for the best, she told herself. This is a sign that I need to be faithful to Clyde.

Sophia's fists clenched in the satin sheets as a sudden flood of memories washed over her - Mason's powerful hands gripping her, his mouth exploring every inch of her body, his massive cock filling her completely.

"Fuck..." she whimpered, unable to resist slipping a hand beneath her bikini bottoms as the vivid images consumed her. She imagined the weight of Mason's muscular body pressing her into the mattress, his fingers digging into her hips as he fucked her.

The wife’s fingers plunged deeper, thrusting hard and fast between her swollen lips. She squeezed her heavy breast, then lifted one so she could suck at the puffy, pink nipple. In her mind, it was Mason's powerful hands pressing into her flesh, his mouth hungrily sucking on her. Her tongue flicked and danced across her swollen bud, sending wave after wave of ecstasy into her core.

She arched her back and let out a guttural moan as she suddenly focused on her slick, throbbing clit, sucking and rubbing herself furiously. The sweat on her skin glistened in the sun, adding to the intense heat that radiated from her core. She quivered with anticipation, imagining Mason's powerful thrusts driving her towards sweet release. Her fingers moved with a purpose, mimicking the rhythm of his hips as she neared the peak of pleasure. Each stroke brought her closer and closer to the edge, a wildfire burning within her.

It wasn’t the same as being with him, but it was enough. It had to be enough.

"Hey there, Mrs. Sanders."

Mason's voice cut through the haze of lust like a splash of cold water. Sophia cried out, sitting up in bed, her heart fluttering like a butterfly trapped inside her rib cage.

Mason stood in the door, his powerful arms crossed over his chest and a wide grin on his face.

"Did you miss me?"
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Sophia snapped up in bed, her eyes wide as she took in the muscular form of Mason leaning against the doorjamb.

Was he really here? Orr was it a dream?

“You weren’t thinking about Frank, were you?” Mason chuckled as he slowly lifted himself off the wall and walked over to her. He was wearing his familiar shorts and tight white t-shirt that clung to his perfectly formed chest and arms.

Frank? Who’s Frank? she thought, then remembered the glare of sun off the head of the portly man who had come to the door. Why would I be thinking of Frank?

Only as Mason loomed above her, a grin on his lips, did she realize he was joking. She opened her mouth to say something, anything, when Mason knelt on the bed, gripped her chin tightly and pulled her into a searing kiss.

The taste of him was an intoxicating blend of sweat and heat, his mouth moving over hers with a deep, primal hunger. It was better than she had dreamed of and she readily opened her mouth to receive his eager tongue.

Sophia’s world narrowed to the feel of Mason’s lips, the heat of his breath, and the relentless pressure of his mouth upon hers. Her thought that Mason’s absence was a good thing, that she might maintain her wedding vows, were dissolving as she gave in to Mason’s sucking lips and dancing tongue.

She moaned, a soft, involuntary sound that betrayed her inner turmoil. Her marital bed creaked beneath them, reminding her of her betrayal. A sliver of doubt entered her mind. Part superstition, part realization.

Sophia knew if she gave in now, in this sacred place, there would be no turning back.

“Please,” she breathed. “We can’t. Not here.”

With a growl that resonated through her body, Mason shifted, his hands clamping down over her wrists. He pushed her onto her back, her body yielding beneath his strength, her wrists captive above her head. One rough hand ripped away her bikini and squeezed her breast. Her skin prickled, and her nipple pulsed with heat as he manhandled her ripe flesh.

Mason’s eyes, fierce and unapologetic, flickered over to the nightstand where a picture frame stood. Sophia and Clyde, captured in a moment of happiness, looked down upon her and their smiles became mocking. Mason’s coarse voice cut through her shame to deliver the killing blow.

“Look at the happy couple,” he hissed. “I know he can’t make you feel as good as I do. I deserve to fuck you in this bed, unlike your sad sack husband.”

Sophia let out a pitiful whimper. It was wrong. So very wrong. But her body had already given into Mason’s power. Now Mason wanted her soul.

Mason sensed her indecision, his grin predatory as he zeroed in on her exposed neck. “Tell me,” he purred, his voice a low, dangerous growl, “tell me how pathetic your husband is.” His hands caressed her thighs, sliding upward, rubbing her pussy through the thin fabric of her bikini bottoms.

Sophia mewled, her protests stifled by his calloused fingers, which slipped under her bikini and teased the edges of her swollen folds. The build-up of desire reached a breaking point. She writhed beneath him, her soft, fleshy curves trembling as he teased her mercilessly.

“Mason, stop,” she gasped, her protests weak, her voice ragged with need. “Please, I can’t... I can’t... I...”

“You can’t what?” he taunted, his eyes locking with hers. “Go on, tell me. Admit it. Your husband is pathetic. All you have to do is say it and the pain goes away.”

Sophia’s cheeks flushed, her skin aflame as a wave of humiliation washed over her. His words cut her to the core, but they also fanned the flames of her arousal. Clyde was a good man, a caring husband, and she loved him. But in this moment, pinned beneath Mason’s gloriously hard body, all she could focus on was her need for him and what only he could give her.

“He’s... he’s never been...” she trailed off, her voice breaking.

Mason’s grin widened. “Never been what, Sophia? Finish it.”

Unable to meet his gaze, Sophia bowed her head, her cheeks on fire. “He’s never been... enough.”

It was out before she could reel it back in, the humiliating confession hanging in the air like a poisonous cloud. The room seemed to shrink around them, the weight of her admission suffocating her.

Mason chuckled, low and menacing, and then his lips were on her, hot and insistent, his tongue plunging into her mouth as if he could devour her shame. Large, powerful hands squeezed her breasts, making her moan as he attacked her mouth, his kiss a wicked form of punishment and promise.

Sophia moaned softly, her body betraying her, arching into his touch as her mind screamed in protest. This was wrong, this was so, so wrong, but her traitorous body didn’t seem to care. And when Mason let her lips free, she took in a deep breath and said the words he wanted to hear.

“He’s pathetic,” she sobbed, more from desperate lust than pain. “My husband, Clyde, is so pathetic!”

Mason rose, a predatory grin on his face, like a hunter poised to claim his prize. With deliberate slowness, he slid off his shirt and the wife’s mouth went dry as he revealed the harsh edges of his muscles limned in sunlight. Then, he unbuttoned his shorts and peeled them off, his thick, meaty cock springing from the fabric and bouncing heavily between his legs.

“Oh, my!” Sophia gasped, her eyes wide as Mason positioned himself between her thighs. He reached down and gripped the thin fabric of her bikini. Then, with one yank, tore it from her body. Sophia hissed, more from the violence of the movement than from any actual pain. Then, her hiss turned to a moan as Mason brushed the spongy tip of his cock against her slick folds, swabbing her swollen furrow and teasing her with his cock.

“Ready for me, Sophia?” His voice was thick with need as he aligned himself with her entrance and, without waiting for an answer, stabbed his cock into her. The invasion was sudden and unforgiving, stretching her to accommodate his girth, and hammering into her defenseless, molten core.

“Oh, God! It’s so fucking big!” she whimpered. Then, without thinking, she added. “You are so much bigger than my husband!”

Mason growled, the words spurring him on. Sophia suddenly realized that a big part of his arousal was her surrender. The complete submission of another man’s, a rich man’s wife, turned him on!

Sophia let out a strangled sound of shock and ecstasy. Her nails clawed at the silk sheets as Mason’s hips snapped forward with raw power, a primal need that would not be denied. Each vicious thrust of his cock sent a searing shockwave of pleasure rippling through her body, and the wet slap of flesh against flesh echoed off the walls. It was a sound unlike any that had filled this room before, and the lewd rhythm heightened the tension coursing through the cheating wife’s body.

The entire world became a blur. The only thing that mattered was the intense connection between them. Mason’s forceful thrusts drove her to the brink of insanity, his cock stroking deep inside her, throbbing with his blood and lust.  Her thoughts fragmented into a chaotic frenzy, unable to form coherently under the intense pleasure. Every part of her responded instinctively to his domination, her hips rising to meet every pounding movement, her pussy clinging to him then being slammed back into shape as he hammered mercilessly into the place her husband slept.

She was completely at his mercy, lost in a whirlwind of ecstasy that only he could satisfy.

“Is this what you want, Sophia? To fuck me on your husband’s bed?” Mason grunted, each word punctuated by a vicious stab deeper inside her.

“Yes!” she sobbed, the admission torn from her lips. She was lost in him, in the intoxicating blend of pain and pleasure that washed over her. Sophia’s vows meant nothing, her husband’s loving touch insignificant next to the power of the man who ignited every fiber of her being.

Mason’s pace was relentless, unforgiving. His hands tightened on her hips, fingers digging in to anchor her in place, to ensure she felt the full impact of his cock as he buried it deep into her quivering body. With each thrust, she was pushed closer to the edge, her climax building like a storm. The bed creaked and groaned beneath them, a testament of Mason’s power and her betrayal.

“Look at him,” he commanded, his voice cutting through the haze of lust like a serrated blade. With a firm hand, he turned Sophia’s head to the side, forcing her gaze upon the framed picture of her and Clyde that sat innocently on the nightstand.

“See how he smiles? He doesn’t even know what a real slut he has, does he?” Mason grunted, each thrust a lewd punctuation to his words. His body was a relentless machine, driving her towards oblivion as his voice fucked her psyche.

“I’m not... I’m not a slut!” she whimpered with her last ounce of strength.

Mason slowed his thrusts, gripped her wrists again, and pinned them above her head.

“Not for him,” he hissed in her ear. “You’re my slut!”

Sophia’s chest heaved, her breath erratic gasps that mingled with the crude smack of flesh against flesh. The image of her husband, once a beacon of warmth and love, now blurred before her eyes as tears welled up—tears created not from sadness but from a pleasure so intense it bordered on agony.

“Tell me,” Mason grunted, his breath rough with lust. “Tell me who you belong to!”

The dam within her broke, and Sophia’s world narrowed to a single, blinding point of ecstasy. Her back arched violently, pressing into the hardness of Mason’s body as her cunt convulsed around him. Her cries shattered the silence, a raw, primal sound that drowned out the mockery of her marriage.

She tried to fight the rising pleasure. The last part of her that cherished her vows was screaming, pleading, begging her not to give in.

That deep, shameful part of her knew, If she gave in now, in this place, she could never go back.

And then, just like that, Mason’s glorious, monstrous fucking broke her body and soul.

“Ma-Mason!” she screamed, surrendering to the seismic waves that ripped through her core. The portrait of the smiling couple became nothing more than a smear of colors behind her tear-drenched lashes, a distorted mirage lost in the explosion of her climax. “I’m sorry, Clyde! I’m Mason’s slut!”

The defeated wife writhed underneath Mason, like a puppet with its strings cut, jerking as the last of her old life was burned away. Slowly, she descended from the peaks of ecstasy and came to a rest underneath Mason’s body. The world around her solidified once more, the exquisite fog of pleasure dissipating to reveal the cold, hard truth. She had been split open, not just by Mason’s relentless thrusts, but by the realization that permeated through the haze of her shattering climax.

It’s all over.

The thought repeated like a mantra in her mind as she felt the weight of Mason’s body shift.She was changed, a woman no longer bound by her vows. A dark chuckle escaped Mason’s lips.

“You’ll never be able to fuck Clyde again without wishing it was me,” he murmured.

He pulled his cock from her body, leaving a void that was both a relief and an ache she had never known. Mason knelt beside her and she looked up, transfixed, as he stroked the thick, beautiful cock, the same cock that had just shattered her soul, inches from her face.

“Now, you’re mine,” Mason grunted with triumph. “And I’m going to mark you so you fucking know it!”

With one powerful jerk of Mason’s hand, the head of his cock bulged and the slit belched out a thick, ropy blast of cum that took Sophia full in the face. She moaned as his hot jizz splattered across her cheeks, mouth, and chin—burning, branding strokes that painted her with the undeniable mark of her surrender.

The thick cum slid over her skin, some tendrils finding their way to her eyelashes, the framed image of her and Clyde fading behind the milky veil of Mason’s lust. She blinked, and with each flutter of her gummy lashes, Clyde’s face became more distant, replaced by the dripping lust of the man who had claimed her.

Sophia’s chest heaved, Mason’s gooey load clung to her cheeks like a lewd facial mask. She could already feel the hot jizz cooling, making the skin of her cheeks tight and threatening to glue one eye shut.

“Clean it.”

Mason brought himself to her lips—still swollen from his kisses and burning from words of betrayal. Sophia, trapped in the pleasure of her own debasement, opened her mouth. Her tongue tentatively met the warm flesh that both tormented and thrilled her, tasting the saltiness of sweat and the bitter tang of the last of Mason’s cum. This irrevocable act of submission, this intimate cleansing, was a silent acquiescence to his power.

When he was satisfied, he slid his cock from her mouth and, with a heavy sigh, collapsed beside her on her marital bed. His hand reached out, cupping her breast possessively and pulling her tight to his body.

“You’re a good girl, Sophia,” he murmured in her ear.

Sophia latched onto the phrase, desperate to believe there was tenderness within that hard body. Perhaps she was more than just another conquest, another notch on the bedpost of his manhood.

She wanted to be special, to be chosen—even if it was by this man who could never truly be hers.

“Good girl,” she whispered back. “Your good girl.”

It was a vow, a promise, a betrayal wrapped in a loving faithfulness she had never experienced with her husband.

And as she clung to Mason, the image of Clyde smiled obliviously from the bedside picture frame, unseen by his exhausted wife as she luxuriated in the arms of another man. And, as if to punctuate the lewdness of the scene, an errant drop of Mason’s thick cum slowly slid down the picture, covering the loving husband’s face, leaving only a sticky smile.


Book 2: The Newlywed
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Penny Thompson's steps echoed loudly through the vast halls of her new home, the afternoon light casting sharp, angular shadows across her firm figure. Her simple blouse strained against her round breasts, accentuating its curves and causing the buttons to strain. The knee-length skirt she wore hugged her round hips and clung to her firm, shapely backside. Wavy brown tresses cascaded down from her head, framing her delicate, heart-shaped face, which was currently creased with worry lines.

Terry had admonished her for the way she dressed. It didn’t fit at all with their fancy new lifestyle, but Penny liked the way she looked and felt comfortable in her simple, Midwestern clothing.

"Damn it, Terry," she muttered under her breath, her soft voice barely audible even in the empty house. "Why did you have to buy such a big house?"

She still had trouble navigating the place, so much different from the small trailer home she had grown up in Iowa. But that was the old Penny’s life, the life before she had met Terry and his big dreams.

We need to live big to make it big, Penny. She heard his voice inside her head.

She turned down a hallway lined with paintings from artists she didn’t even know. Most of them were prints, thank God, but she knew they were only placeholders for the real thing. She turned a corner and found herself at a dead end.

How can you get lost in your own house? She sighed, taking a deep breath. Relax, Penny. You’ll love this house when you fill it with kids.

She stifled a laugh and a rueful smile curled her plump pink lips. You could only have kids if you had sex, and Terry's long hours at the office to maintain their lavish lifestyle left little time for intimacy. Was it any wonder she was frustrated?

She felt a dull ache between her legs, an ache that she could go right back up to their ridiculously huge bed and satisfy, but she restrained herself. She had been masturbating alot recently, and it felt too much like cheating.

Penny turned around and headed the other way, meandering through the sprawling mansion. As she passed a doorway, she suddenly heard voices. Relieved, she followed the sound.

"You can’t be serious!" A low voice laughed. “Sophia Sanders? Having sex with the pool boy?”

Penny's pulse quickened as she stood just outside what must be the kitchen. She should announce herself. Or, at the very least, stop listening. But the soft murmur of scandal drew her forward, despite her better judgment.

"She's completely infatuated with Mason!"

Penny suddenly recognized the voices. The younger voice belonged to Clara, her housekeeper and cook. Yet another expense she worried about, but necessary with this absurd house.

The other voice was Clara’s mother, Andrea. She was the Sanders’ housekeeper, and it was actually Sophia Sansdres who had recommended Clara to Penny.

Andrea's hushed voice carried through the thin air, laden with worry. "I can't even imagine what this will do to her marriage if her husband finds out."

"But why?” Clara’s voice was shocked. “Why would she jeopardize everything for the pool boy?"

Peeking around the doorframe, Penny watched as Andrea wrung her hands together anxiously, her body tense and rigid. The older housekeeper glanced over her shoulder, as if fearing that someone might overhear their conversation.

"Have you seen Mason?" Andrea hissed. "He's young, handsome, and has the body of a Greek god. But he's dangerous—like a wolf! You keep away from that boy!”

Penny felt a shiver run down her spine at Andrea's description of Mason. How could the pool boy of all people be that dangerous? And yet, the thought excited her, increasing the dull ache in her core to into a deep throb..

"Still, it doesn't make any sense," Clara insisted, her youthful naivete shining through. "Sophia is married to one of the most powerful men in the city. Why would she risk it all for a fling with the pool boy?"

Andrea sighed, her shoulders sagging with the weight of her concerns. "I don't know. I just pray that Mrs. Sanders comes to her senses before it's too late—for her sake and mine."

"Yours?"

Nodding solemnly, Andrea explained, "If Mr. Sanders discovers what's happening under his roof, he'll divorce her and I’ll be out of a job!"

A silence hung heavily in the air between the two women, and Penny hung on it, straining to hear more. Finally, Andrea sighed again.

“So, how do you like it here?” she asked her daughter, pointedly changing the subject.

“Oh, it’s fine,” Clara said, flapping her hand airily. “I mean, it’s just the two of them and he’s hardly ever home, so there’s not much to do. I feel sorry for Penny—”

“Penny? On a first name basis are we?”

Clara blushed. “Sorry, mama. I meant Mrs. Thompson. And yes, I do feel sorry for her. She seems lonely.”

Andrea reached across, her eyes warm, but Penny noticed a brisk, professional tone in her voice.

“She’s rich with a beautiful house and a hard-working husband. What more could she want?”

Penny blushed, suddenly feeling guilty for listening. To listen about your neighbors was one thing, but it was entirely something else when you were the subject of gossip.

More indeed, Penny thought, and couldn't help but think about her exhausted husband and the heat that had cooled between them.

"Unbelievable," Penny whispered as she wandered through the halls, trying to find the stairs to her room. The thought of Sophia Sanders, the elegant woman who had it all, engaging in an affair felt like such a... a betrayal not only to her marriage but her position in the world. Suburban wives might go for the help, but a wealthy woman like Sophia Sanders.

It’s not true. Penny decided as she finally located the huge staircase leading up to the labyrinthine second floor. What could a respectable woman like Sophia want with a pool boy?
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Just a stone's throw away from the Thompson's residence, the marital bedroom of Sophia Sanders reverberated with the wet slaps of flesh on flesh. Her hands planted firmly on Mason's chest as she impaled herself on his huge, beautiful cock.

"That's it, Mrs. Sanders!" Mason grunted. "You want more of that big cock, don't you?""

"Yes, Mason! Yes! More!

Mason let out a primal growl and flipped the busty beauty over as if she weghed nothing. God! He was so much stronger than her husband. And his cock! His wonderful cock!

The thoughts burned through her brain as Mason lifted her thighs and slammed back into her cunt with all the force he could muster. Sophia screamed, her voice bouncing off the walls of her bedroom, a sound never heard when she was with her husband. Mason's beautiful, glistening cock pounded mercilessly into the trophy wife’s slick, quivering core. The obscene squelching sounds of their union filled the air, punctuated by the sharp smacks of his hips against her flesh, added a staccato beat to the music of her cries.

Sophia's voluptuous form bowed in surrender, her ample breasts crushed against the hard planes of Mason's chest, as she gasped and whimpered with each brutal thrust. Her fingers clawed at his sweat-slick back as Mason relentlessly pounded his cock into her soaking wet cunt.

Her eyes rolled back into her head as he thrust deeper, hitting that sweet spot inside her that made her whole body tremble with need. He growled in approval, his face contorted with lust. She bit down on her lip to stifle a moan, loving the feeling of being so utterly possessed by him.

"You like that, Mrs. Sanders?" he growled. "You like fucking me on your husband’s bed?"

It had been like this for weeks. Sophia arranged for Andrea to have the day off and then Mason would come... and come and come. She knew her housekeeper suspected something, but what could she do? She was becoming addicted to the force of nature that was Mason Wolf.

Mason suddenly slowed his movements, pulling his cock until only the tip was inside of her. Sophia moaned, rocking her hips upward, trying desperately to sink that beautiful cock back inside of her pussy.

“I asked you a question, Mrs. Sanders, he grunted, placing extra emphasis on her married name. “I asked you if you liked being fucked on your husband’s bed?”

"Yes," she said with a sloppy grin on her face. "I love it."

Mason grinned triumphantly, his thrusts becoming harder and faster once again as he took full control of their lovemaking. Sophia's hands gripped the sheets tightly as she surrendered herself completely to him.

The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room once more as they both raced towards their climax. Mason's cock hit that sweet spot inside of Sophia over and over again, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body.

"Fuck, Mason... you... you’re so good!" she whimpered.

"That's right, baby. You know I'm the one who really knows how to fuck you like you deserve."

He pressed down on her thighs and drove her into her marital bed. The pleasure built inside her as he held her down, claiming what was his. She moaned softly under the weight of his dominance, but couldn't deny that it felt good. So damn good.

“Tell me you need me!” Mason huffed, his breath becoming shallower as he neared his orgasm. “Tell me you want me more than your husband!”

Sophia bit her plump lower lip before whining, "I... I need you more than I ever needed him." She tried to fight the feelings, but the overwhelming pleasure coursing through her body was too strong to resist.

“Fuck, that is so hot!” Mason grunted and pulled his cock from her body, leaving her feeling empty and hollow. A moment later, he was kneeling over her, stroking his cock above her beautiful face. “Say it again! Tell me you need me more than your husband!”

“I do! I need you more than my husband!” She screamed and that was all Mason needed to push him over the edge. With a guttural howl, Mason pulled out of Sophia's gaping pussy and  pulled her over to the side of the bed, stroking his cock above the wife's face. Sophia watched in awe and anticipation as the slit on his cock pulsed open and released a torrent of hot, sticky cum onto Sophia's face. The thick liquid splattered across her cheeks, dripped from her eyelashes, and coated her lips in its salty warmth. As she lay there, panting and dazed beneath him, she couldn't help but revel in the sheer debauchery of it all.

"Such a beautiful mess," Mason said, admiring his handiwork as he slowly caught his breath. "Remember this moment when you're back with Clyde, pretending to be the perfect little wife."

Sophia moaned as thoughts of her husband were forced into her brain while Mason's hot jizz oozed down her face. The thick liquid stung her eyes and the swampy smell filled her nostrils, filling each blink and every breath with Mason’s salty drippings.

"Open up," Mason demanded, his words not for to the loving wife, but for the slutty creature quivering inside of her.

Sophia obeyed immediately, feeling the head of his still-hard cock press against her puffy lips. She cradled it gently with her hands, slid her tongue up the hot length of it, then pushing him deep inside her mouth.

"Clean me off," he ordered. She moaned and took him deeper into her mouth, swirling her tongue around his sensitive flesh, savoring every bitter, throbbing inch of him. He hissed with pleasure as she diligently lapped at the sticky mess coating his shaft.

"Good girl," Mason praised when he was satisfied that she had done a thorough job. He pulled out of her mouth, his cock glistening and clean. "Now go wash your face, but don't you dare brush your teeth."

“What, why?”

“Because.” He cupped her dripping chin and forced her to look into his intense eyes. “I want him to taste my come when you kiss him tonight. Understand?”

Sophia whimpered, understanding the implications of his words. Mason wanted her to carry the taste of him–of everything they'd just done–with her when she kissed her husband. The thought was both thrilling and shameful, leaving her trembling with anticipation and guilt.

"Promise me," Mason insisted, his eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her heart race.

"I promise," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

***

Sophia's heart raced as she heard the sound of Clyde's car pulling into the driveway. She took a deep breath, the musky taste of Mason still in her mouth, sending shivers down her spine. Why was she so excited by the idea of kissing Clyde with Mason’s cum on her tongue? The thrill of getting away with it? Or was there a masochistic pride in proving that Mason was indeed better than her husband?

She shook off those thoughts. She wasn’t that cruel, was she? Not like Mason. Still, maybe it was more than Mason’s jizz and sweat that were rubbing off on her.

She took one last look in the mirror, making sure her face was clean, and braced herself for the moment that was to come.

"Hey, babe," Clyde said as he stepped through the front door, looking tired but happy to see her. "How was your day?"

"Good," Sophia replied softly, her voice betraying a hint of nerves. She leaned in for a kiss, her tongue subtly tasting Mason's essence as their lips met. She pushed her tongue and the thought that now Clyde was tasting Mason’s jizz made a wild thrill shoot directly to her core.

"Wow," Clyde murmured, pulling back with a grin. "You taste good. What have you been up to today?"

"Nothing much," she answered nonchalantly, trying to hide the rush of adrenaline coursing through her veins. "Dinner will be ready soon."

"Great, I'm starving," Clyde said, his eyes scanning her appreciatively. "How's Andrea? Did she have a good day?"

"Oh, she’s fine," she replied. "She went over to the neighbors to talk to her daughter."

While I was fucking the pool boy in our bed.

She forced the wicked thought as she led Clyde towards the dining room, keeping her red face turned away from him.

"Ah, that must have been nice for her," Clyde commented, oblivious to Sophia’s red cheeks. "So, what did you do today?"

Sophia hesitated for a moment, the taste of Mason's musky swamp still lingering in her mouth. She felt her pussy throb as she remembered his cock driving into her again and again—

"Oh, I just spent some time by the pool.”

"Ah, sounds relaxing," Clyde responded, taking a sip of his wine. He paused suddenly, furrowing his brow. Sophia felt a twist in her stomach, fearing that he might have picked up on her excitement.

"Wait a minute," he began, scrutinizing her face. "The neighbors... You mean the newlyweds, right? The Thompsons?"

Sophia nodded, relieved. "Yes, I think that's their name.”

“Right,” Clyde said. “I met the husband... Terry? He mentioned they were looking for someone to take care of their pool. You think Mason would be interested?"

Sophia's thoughts raced. A newlywed? With Mason? Already she imagined Mason seducing the young, beautiful wife of Terry Thompson, her nubile body twisting under Mason’s sweaty, powerful body. She felt a sting of jealousy, as if the act had already happened.

"Of course," she said, forcing a smile onto her lips."I'll ask him."

"Great," Clyde replied, leaning in to plant a soft kiss on her cheek. "Mason's a real go-getter. I'm sure he'll jump at the chance to offer his services to the new couple."

“I’m sure you’re right,” Sophia said, and Clyde didn’t see her frown as he sat at the dining room table. “I’m sure he’ll jump at the chance.”
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The sun blazed down on the shimmering pool water, as Penny shifted nervously. She wore a white bikini top that held tight to her firm round breasts, a unbuttoned man’s shirt, and a pair of very short, very tight pair of cutoffs that should probably have been thrown away a year ago. But Terry loved her in them, so she kept them around in the hopes he might get randy.

She hadn’t expected company, hence the too casual clothing, and she had especially not expected the beautiful young man standing next to her by the pool. His skin was a delectable golden brown from working outdoors. The sun had bleached his curly blond hair nearly white. He looked like a surfer, his finely muscled body oozing with strength and an almost raw sensuality the young wife had trouble ignoring.

“I... I’m sorry,” she said and pulled the shirt tighter around her breasts, feeling exposed as the young man looked at her with appraising eyes. “My husband didn’t tell me you were coming.”

"I’m sorry about that, Mrs. Thompson," Mason smiled, but she got the sense that he wasn’t sorry at all. In fact, he seemed to like her nervousness. “It happens all the time. If it’s a bad time...”

He left the sentence dangling, cocking an eyebrow at her. His eyes were on hers and his beautiful face and warm smile sent a tremor through her body. Even though it was hot, the hairs on her arms were raised like she was touching something electric.

Just tell him to go, she thought. He can come back when you’re prepared!

Prepared? Why would she need to be prepared? He was just a pool boy. Attractive, sure and built like a Greek statue, but still an employee.

Besides, what excuse would she give Terry? She couldn’t have the pool boy clean the pool because he was too good-looking?

She suddenly realized that she had been silent too long and Mason’s eyes were lingering slowly over her body, like a touch. She pulled her shirt tighter around her body.

“It’s fine,” she said, mustering as much confidence in her tone as she could. “It’s fine. I’ll leave you too it.”

As she turned away, she could feel Mason's gaze on her. She opened the door and glanced back to see him still wearing that smug smile and waving at her. Her heart pounded as she stumbled through the doorway and managed to shut the door behind her. A dampness between her thighs made her wonder if it was just sweat, but a deep, insistent between her legs told her otherwise.

Peeking through the blinds, she watched Mason as he maneuvered around the pool, muscles rippling beneath his bronzed skin. The way his blond hair caught the sunlight made her heart race, and she couldn't help but feel more heat pooling between her thighs.

"Christ, he's gorgeous," she whispered, biting her lip. She thought of Sophia Sanders, the raven-haired neighbor rumored to have succumbed to Mason's charms. Perhaps it wasn't just gossip after all.

As Mason skimmed the pool surface, his biceps flexed, veins bulging like cords of steel. Penny's breath hitched, and her fingers ghosted over her own trembling body, tracing the outline of her swollen nipples pressing against the thin fabric of her bikini top. She imagined Mason's strong hands on her, teasing and caressing, and wondered if Sophia had felt the same hunger.

What the hell, Penny? she thought as she dropped her hands. So he’s hot! That doesn’t mean you get to act like a virgin schoolgirl. You’ve seen hot men before!

An image of Terry flitted through her mind. She felt a sliver of guilt. Terry was attractive, with a confidence and drive that most men didn’t have. But Mason was in a whole different league, one reserved for actors and models.

Her thoughts raced as she watched Mason's powerful form, his sculpted chest glistening with sweat. She could practically taste him, the salty tang of his skin mixed with the chlorine from the pool. Then, he bent over and gave her a tantalizing view of his firm ass pressing against the tight white shorts.

She was frozen, her body hot and throbbing. She couldn’t move, mesmerized by his beauty.

Then Mason Wolfe stood and turned, looking directly at her.

A wide smile crossed his face as if to say, "Like what you see?"

Penny started, her heart racing as she realized that Mason had caught her ogling him. Her face turned burned, and she quickly averted closed the blinds. She leaned back against the door, her body almost bursting with pent-up desire.

And that’s when he knocked.

"Hey, Mrs. Thompson," he said when she opened the door."Is there something you needed?"

"I... I don’t..." she stammered, but her words failed her as he stepped closer, his broad shoulders blocking the sun and casting her in shadow.

"Relax," he murmured, his voice low. "I don't mind. I’m flattered. You are a very beautiful woman. A very beautiful married woman. Having you staring at my ass is high praise.”

Penny swallowed hard, her pulse quickening as Mason's words penetrated her mind. He thinks I’m beautiful. He thinks I was staring at his ass.

He knows I’m married and he doesn’t care!

Fuck! I’m in trouble.

“I... I wasn’t staring! I was just making sure you were... were...”

“What? Making sure I was doing the job?”

He stepped forward, looming over her, slightly aggressive, yet also holding back, waiting for her to make the next move. And, at that moment, she wanted to. She wanted to run her hands over his chest and taste that skin to see if it was as salty as it looked.

She couldn't deny that she was attracted to him–he was like a magnet, pulling her in with an irresistible force. But she was a married woman, and it felt wrong for her to even entertain these thoughts.

"Look, Mason," she said, struggling to maintain her composure. "I appreciate the compliment, but I'm not interested. I'm a happily married woman, and I don't think it's appropriate for us to be having this conversation."

"Really?" he asked, his lips curling into a wicked smile as he leaned in closer, his fingers brushing against her arm. “Because it looks like you wanted more than a conversation.”

"Stop it!" Penny snapped, her chest heaving with a mix of anger and arousal. "I’m not like that! What do you take me for?"

"A beautiful woman," Mason smirked, moving even closer until their bodies were almost touching. "Who needs more than just her pool cleaned.”

Penny's heart raced as Mason's lips hovered dangerously close to her mouth, his hot breath sending shivers down her spine. Was he going to kiss her, right here in the foyer of her own house? And was she going to let him?

"Mrs. Thompson, I just wanted to let you know I finished cleaning the kitchen and—" The young woman paused, sensing the palpable tension between Penny and Mason. "I’m sorry."

Mason pulled away from Penny, smirking. "Not at all. I just needed to grab a cold drink. All this hard work is making me thirsty."

"Sure," Clara replied, her eyes darting between them. “Mrs. Thompson?”

“What? Oh, yes. Go with him to the kitchen and get a drink. I... I’m just going to go upstairs and lie down. This heat is terrible.”

She turned away from Mason’s knowing smile and hurried up the stairs to her bedroom. She closed the door behind her and leaned against it, trying to catch her breath. The encounter with Mason had left her feeling raw and vulnerable, her body aching with desire.

Penny threw herself on her bed, staring up at the ceiling as she tried to calm her racing thoughts. She couldn't believe what had just happened with Mason. She was a happily married woman? So why did she feel so drawn to him?

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, trying to push away the intense feelings that Mason had stirred in her. She couldn't let this happen again. But try as she might, Penny couldn't shake off the memory of Mason's touch and his words. It was like a fire burning within her, consuming all reason and logic.

Suddenly, there was a knock on her door. "Mrs. Thompson? Are you alright?" It was Clara.

Penny quickly sat up and tried to compose herself before calling out, "Yes, I'm fine. Just feeling a bit tired from the heat."

There was a moment of silence before Clara spoke again. "Would you like me to fetch you some cold water or maybe an ice pack?"

Penny hesitated before replying, "No thank you, Clara. I think I'll be fine after resting for a bit."

"Alright then," Clara said.. “By the way, the pool boy is gone.”

“Thank you for uh... letting me know.”

Penny let out a sigh of relief and laid back down on the bed. She couldn't believe how close she had come to giving into temptation with Mason. Guilt and shame at her actions surged within her and she decided she never wanted to see Mason Wolfe ever again. She resolved to have Terry fire him as soon as he got home.

Unfortunately, Terry worked late again, leaving Penny alone to stew in her own shameful lust. She thought about masturbating, but that felt like even more of a betrayal, so she laid on the bed and fidgeted nervously. By the time Terry got home arrived, her body was a confused mess of desperate lust and overwhelming guilt. There was only one thing that could make her feel better and she meant to have it, whether Terry was tired or not.

"What... what are you doing?" Terry stammered when he entered the room to find his wife lying on her stomach, her firm, ripe bottom on full display.

"You were gone sooo long," she pouted, turning over so he could stare at her round breasts and pink nipples that had been hard ever since her encounter with Mason. "I need you, baby."

She felt a sting of guilt as Terry’s eyes wandered over her skin, flush with the lust incited by another man, but she quickly pushed away those thoughts. So what if a brief encounter had turned her on? It was Terry that was going to enjoy the fruits of Mason’s beauty.

The fact she was giving her body willingly to her husband instead of Mason made her feel strong and forced away the last feelings of guilt.

Terry was tired, she could tell, but as she spread her thighs, revealing the wet pink lips of her pussy, she saw his face brighten. She was never this forward. Maybe that was the trick she needed to try all along.

"Are you sure about this?" Terry said. "You seem... different."

“Of course, baby!” She slid up to her knees and gave him her best sexy pout. “Please don’t make me wait any longer!”

Penny crawled froward and, with eager hands, she forcefully tugged at her husband's pants. They fell open, revealing his already swelling cock. Despite his obvious exhaustion, the sight of her eager face was enough to send blood rushing to his groin. She licked her lips, her eyes never leaving his as she leaned in and engulfed him with her hot and hungry mouth.

Terry moaned and dug his hands into Penny’s brown curls, pulling her forward. She felt him in the back of her throat, but it wasn’t painful. It felt good to have her husband here, all warm blood and hot flesh. It made up for the weeks of no sex and the brief infatuation with the pool boy.

She continued to suck his cock, relishing the way his grunts of pleasure rumbled in his chest, sending vibrations straight to her core. Terry's hands tightened in her hair as she worked her mouth back and forth, taking him in deeper with each stroke. The veins in his shaft throbbed against her tongue, and she could taste the salty tang of his pre-cum, a sign that he was enjoying her mouth more than he could handle.

She slid one hand down between her legs, feeling the wetness that had pooled there, and rubbed her clit in time with her sucking. Her other hand wrapped around the base of Terry's cock, squeezing and pumping in rhythm with her mouth. She could feel him tensing, his breath coming in short gasps, and she realized, almost too late, that he was going to explode.

Penny pulled back and saw Terry’s cock twitch, pearly tears weeping from his cock and dripping onto the bedspread. She wasn’t ready for him to come yet. She needed him inside of her, to fill her with the warmth she had been missing for weeks.

“Pkease, Terry!” She turned over and spread her legs, reaching down and opening her swollen lips to reveal the pink flesh of her cunt. “I need you inside me.”

Terry looked confused for a moment, then lunged for the bedside table. Penny giggled at his antics, but at least he had remembered the condom.

He pulled out the package and struggled to open it. Any tiredness had faded away with her blowjob, and he was ready for her.

"Here, let me help you," Penny panted, reaching up to assist with the condom. She pulled out the cold rubber and gripped his cock in her warm hand, ready to spread it onto his cock. Terry trembled, and she felt his shaft twitch beneath her fingers

The combination of her mouth and her hand on his cock was too much. Terry jerked and Penny watched, speechless, as his cock dripped a milky splash of cum on the round globe of her breasts.

"Ah, fuck..." Terry moaned, covering his face with one hand. "I'm sorry, Pen. I just... I couldn't hold back."

Penny stared at him, torn between amusement and disappointment. She wondered if Mason would have lost control so easily–and immediately felt guilty for entertaining such traitorous thoughts.

"Hey, it's alright," she said gently, forcing a smile onto her lips. "These things happen. Why don't you go take a shower, and we can try again later?"

"Y-yeah, okay," Terry mumbled, his cheeks flushed with embarrassment as he climbed out of bed and disappeared into the bathroom.

Left alone in the dimly lit room, Penny's thoughts drifted back to Mason – his tanned, muscular body glistening in the sunlight, his confident swagger as he approached her earlier that day. The memory made her pulse quicken, her arousal surging once more despite her better judgment.

Her fingers traced along her stomach, teasing her own sensitive skin and sending shivers down her spine. She imagined those fingers were Mason's, strong and assertive as they roamed over her body. Her hand continued upward, cupping one of her full breasts, her thumb brushing over her hardened nipple.

She knew she shouldn't indulge in these fantasies, but the temptation was too strong to resist. As the sound of running water came from the bathroom, Penny slipped a hand beneath the waistband of her panties, her fingers finding the slick heat of her desire and the pent up lust her husband had failed to release blazed into life. She imagined Mason's strong, calloused hands on her body, his deep voice whispering filthy promises into her ear as he took control and claimed her for his own.

“Fuck!” she moaned under her breath, her fingers working in frantic circles around her swollen clit. She felt a flicker of guilt as she thought of Terry in the shower while she diddled herself thinking of Mason. But the visions of the young pool cleaner towering over her, dominating her with his raw power, was intoxicating! Was she even imagining a huge bulg in his pants? A bulge that would put poor Terry's cock to shame?

"Fuck yes! Fuck!" she gritted out, her fingers delving between her slick folds. She could picture Mason kneeling before her, his skillful tongue teasing her entrance before delving inside, tasting her very essence. She moaned again, louder this time, her wet fingers pumping rhythmically in and out of her quivering core. The memory of Mason's chiseled chest, the way sweat glistened on his sun-kissed skin, pushed her closer to the edge.

"Oh, shit! OH, FUCK!"

She couldn’t hold back her cries as she arched her back, fingers digging into her spasming cunt as the waves of pleasure crashed over her. Hot juices sprayed out over her hand and onto the sheets. Her cries echoed through the room, each one leaving her more breathless and spent than the last.

“Honey? You OK in there?”

Penny snapped back to herself. She had been so into the fantasy; she hadn’t heard the shower turn off. Terry must have heard her coming and in a minute he would step out of the shower and see her naked and dripping, her ass sitting in the wet spot created by the illicit illusion.

“I’m... I’m fine, honey,” she said hurriedly, and rearranged her wet and messy lingerie. “I just... I just stubbed my toe.”

“Ow,” Terry said and came out of the bathroom, his body wrapped in a towel. “I’m sorry that happened. Those really hurt.”

Terry leaned over and planted a kiss on her cheek. She looked at his glistening skin. A day ago, she would have said Terry was the most handsome man on earth, but that was before she met Mason.

Still, it was wrong, thinking of Mason that way. She knew it was just a fantasy, nothing more.

As Terry returned to the bathroom, Penny laid back on the bed, still sweating from her illicit orgasm. The damp sheets clung to her skin, adding to her overwhelming sense of discomfort. And, as her mind swirled with conflicting emotions - desire mingled with shame - Penny completely forgot about her plans to fire Mason Wolfe.
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A week later, Penny laid by the edge of the pool, her white swimsuit barely covering her ample curves. The sun glistened on her tanned skin, drawing attention to the gentle rise and fall of her full breasts, which strained against the thin fabric, her hard nipples visible.

Her heart raced as she awaited Mason's arrival, her thoughts consumed with images of his strong arms and chiseled body. She had wondered all week what to do about the young man and had finally settled on a solution. While sex with Terry may have been a failure, she had been turned on and her excitement was infectious. And that had been with just a tiny amount of flirting with the pool boy.

How hot would it be to actually flirt with him? Not do anything, of course. She loved Terry, and even flirting felt like a betrayal. But, if it could turn it on, she could use that desire to turn on her husband again.

And besides, it would be fun to put Mason on his back foot this time. After all, she knew she was pretty, and taken, so all she had to do was turn on the charm. And, if she needed a break all she had to do was call out to Clara who was just inside the house.

"Hello, Mrs. Thompson," Mason's voice echoed from behind her, startling Penny from her plans. She turned on her lounger to see him standing there, tall and tan, his blond hair damp from a day of cleaning pools.

"Well, hi, Mason," she replied, trying to keep her tone light and flirty. “Back for more, huh?”

As he approached, Penny arched her back, pushing her chest forward, pretending to adjust her long, wavy brown hair hoping to provoke a reaction.

"Yes, ma’am," Mason said. Penny didn’t like the ma’am. Why, she wasn’t that much older than he was.

What was worse was that he seemed indifferent to her display. Inside, Penny was a furnace, her thighs already damp from the heat, but reaching a boiling point as the moment she had waited for all week suddenly walked by her. She had tempted,and caught, better men than Mason Wolfe. Her husband, Terry, for one.

“So, Mason? Do you like cleaning pools?” Penny said, fanning her round breasts through her white bikini. Her nipples, already hard, turned into uncomfortable pebbles under the thin fabric. “I’ll bet you meet the most interesting people!”

"Sometimes," he replied, flashing a quick smirk, then turning his attention to the pool.

Penny bit her bottom lip, frustrated at his lack of interest. She looked down at her firm, round breasts and the sensual flair of her hips. The white triangle of fabric was all that stood between her and her pussy which was already damp.

Why isn’t he looking at me? Was last week just a joke? First my husband and now Mason.

Maybe I’m not as beautiful as I thought.

The white fabric of her suit rubbed against her hard nipples, scraping the sensitive skin until she was almost crazy enough to rip it off. She shook off those mad urges and instead turned her frustration on the man by the pool.

"Hey!" she called out, her voice sharp and demanding. "Mason, I need to talk to you!"

Mason glanced up, his blue eyes meeting hers for an instant before returning to his work. "Sure, Mrs. Thompson," he said and Penny noted a hint of exasperation in his voice, as if she was bothering him. "What do you need?"

"Last week... last week, you were..." She couldn’t finish the sentence. He was all over her? That he wanted her? “You seemed... interested.”

"And you weren’t," Mason shrugged, his gaze still focused on the pool. "Besides, I'm just not interested in playing games."

"Games?" Penny's face flushed with embarrassment. "Is that what you think this is? A game?"

"Isn't it?" Mason said tiredly, finally looking at her, his eyes dark and intense. "You're married, Penny. You made that very clear. And you don’t want to cheat on your husband, you just want to flirt with me and put it away in your spank bank."

Penny's breath caught in her throat. Spank bank? Was that even a thing women did?

Not that he wasn’t exactly right.

"That’s not... I didn’t..."

As she stumbled for words, Mason laid down his net and approached her. The way his body moved, like a panther, made her pulse race.

"Tell me I’m wrong, Mrs. Thompson," he said, quietly, "tell me you didn’t think about me when you were with your husband.”

“No, that—”

“You look hot, Mrs. Thompson,” Mason interrupted. “Maybe you should take a dip in the pool?”

Penny huffed, her cheeks flushed with indignation and embarrassment. "I have no interest in getting in the pool, Mason," she snapped. “I just—”

Her words were cut off as Mason scooped her up into his powerful arms. She had just a moment to feel the hard muscles in his biceps and chest as her held as if she was as light as a baby.

"You need to cool off,” Mason growled in her ear before launching her into the air.

Penny let out a scream of surprise as she flew through the air, her legs kicking flailing uselessly. Then, she felt a cold slap on her ass and back as she hit the water.

Her breath stopped at the shock of the cold water on her fevered skin and she had just a moment to think, Mason was right, I did need to cool off, before she burst up through the surface, spluttering.

She looked at the pool’s edge for Mason, but the pool boy was gone. She slapped the water in frustration.

That bastard! How dare he fucking he put his hands on me! Just wait until I tell Terry!

She headed towards the side of the pool when she felt strong, warm hands grip her waist and pull her backward. She gasped as she suddenly felt something long, hot, and pulsing press against her ass cheeks.

Oh, shit! she thought as Mason wrapped those powerful arms around her. He’s just as big as I imagined!

"Miss me?" Mason whispered huskily into her ear while his hands roamed over her wet body. His fingers traced the curves of her hips, then slowly worked their way upward to the heavy swell of her breasts.

For a moment, Penny forgot where she was and who she was with. The feel of Mason’s warm, wet body pressed against her felt amazing! There was so much power inside of him, a power that could easily overwhelm her. The fear and the danger made her body tremble with need.

Then she thought of Terry, her loving husband, and the world came crashing back to her. This was her house, her pool, and the man behind her was definitely not her husband.

"Stop!" Penny whimpered, hating the whine in her voice. “I can’t do this.”

Mason leaned closer, his hot breath caressing against her neck as he whispered into her ear. “You wanted my attention, remember? Now you've got it. So, what are you going to do with it, Penny?"

Her mind raced, the guilt gnawing at her conscience. Well, what did she expect him to think, after she practically begged him to touch her? Still, the lust that had pooled deep in her core was bubbling now as Mason almost casually rubbed his thick, length of heat between her buttocks.

Penny bit her lip, hating herself for enjoying it, yet unable to resist.

"Nothing to say?" He taunted, tightening his grip on her waist. "Maybe you just need a little more...encouragement." With that, his hand slipped lower, grazing the edge of her bikini bottoms before dipping beneath the fabric to explore further.

"Please," Her body arched backward against him, pushing her pussy into his fingers, feeling both shame and arousal as her body betrayed her. "I shouldn't be doing this..."

"Ah, but you want it," Mason insisted, his voice dark and seductive. "Your cunt is practically begging for it. Why don’t you just give in, in Mrs. Thompson? You know you want it."

"God, yes," Penny whimpered, the confession coaxed out of her by Mason’s fingers. She was crossing a line that could never be uncrossed, but the temptation had become too strong to resist.

Penny's heart raced like a runaway train as she turned in Mason's arms, her hands gliding over the hard planes of his sculpted chest. She couldn't deny that he was a work of art, his body finely tuned from years of manual labor under the relentless sun. Terry may have been in good shape, but Mason's chiseled form was something else entirely—raw, powerful, and built for sex.

"Is this what you wanted?" Mason asked, his voice deep and provocative. "To touch what you aren’t supposed tyo touch? You’re husband has given you everything except for what you really need."

"Stop it," Penny whispered, feeling her cheeks flush with embarrassment and arousal. The pool lapped against her body, reminding her that Terry had paid for this with all of his hard work and she was defiling it in the worst way possible.

"Come on, admit it," Mason goaded her, his breath hot against her ear. "You were practically begging for it. Well, now I’m going to give it to you."

"No," she stammered, trying to quell the raging storm of desire within her. "I—I didn't mean for any of this to happen. I was just... I was only trying to provoke you, for a laugh."

"Really?" Mason raised her chin so she could look deep into his eyes. "Who’s laughing?"

"Please—" Penny pleaded, but Mason crushed his lips against hers, the raw heat of his mouth stealing her breath away. She moaned, any words forgotten as she melted into the embrace.

The young newlywed’s mind screamed with guilt, but her body betrayed her as she surrendered to the kiss. Mason's tongue danced with hers, exploring her mouth with a hunger that stoked her own desire. His hands roamed over her wet, trembling form, gripping her hips and pulling her body firmly against him.

"Look at you," Mason taunted, breaking from their kiss and hissing against her lips. "You're a married woman, yet here you are, acting like a desperate slut."

“No! I’m not a slut!” Penny's cheeks burned with shame and she pressed her hands against his chest, the rock hard muscles making her forget all about her protests. “I;m not. I just... I just need...”

Mason smirked, his eyes never leaving hers as he hoisted her onto the edge of the pool. The hot tiles beneath her ass made her gasp, but she didn’t look away from Mason’s intense gaze.

"I know what you need," Mason grunted and spread her thighs wide. She moaned, embarrassed as her moist, intimate spaces were exposed under the blazing sunlight, a wet triangle of fabric all that was separating her from Mason’s touch.

Sensing her weakness, Mason slid a finger over along her inner thigh, then hooked a tip under the fabric of her bikini. Her hips gave a little jump and Mason gave her a knowing smile, reading her need like he was reading a book.

Damn him! But she didn’t pull away. Her mind was hazy with lust and her entire world had narrowed to that point between her legs as Mason peeled back the thin fabric and stared hungrily at the swollen lips of her cunt.

“Oh, yeah,” Mason growled. “You fucking want it, you little slut.”

"Oh, God!" Penny moaned.

"Then is what you deserve," he said, his hot breath blowing across her sensitive lips, making her squirm. “For being a little cock tease.”

Then Mason buried his face in her pussy.

She expected his hunger to take hold of him, and she had prepared to be ravaged like a heroine in a trashy romance novel. So she was shocked when Mason slowly traced his tongue along the slick folds of her cunt. There was no frenzied hunger, no uncontrollable lust. Instead, he lapped at her lips, easing closer and closer to her weeping slit, taking his time and driving her crazy.

Penny arched her back and tangled her fingers into his blond hair, trying to pull him closer. She was on the point of begging when the tip of his tongue split her wet furrow and slid up to lap at her swollen clit.

“Oh, fuck!” She moaned, her hips squirming on the hot concrete, as Mason’s experienced tongue wormed inside of her, gently nudging the underside of her clit until her juices were spilling out of her. There were tears in her eyes, tears of frustration and joy. Only then, at her lowest moment, did Mason cover her clit with his lips and suck her bud into his hot, hungry mouth.

"Oh, fuck!" Penny cried. "Mason! Fuck, I can't take it!"

Mason's tongue slithered and writhed over Penny's throbbing clit, his lips sucking greedily on her tender, swollen flesh. The heat of the concrete matched the heat that surged between her legs, an echo chamber of lust that flooded her pussy with juices.

"God, you're so fucking wet," Mason growled, plunging two fingers inside her slick passage, thrusting them deep as he continued to dine on her quivering cunt. Penny gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the pool for dear life as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

"Please, don't stop!” Her desperate pleas sounded like someone else speaking in her voice. Her mind screamed at her with crazed, conflicting emotions: fear, desire, and most of all, guilt. Didn’t her marriage mean anything? Yet, as the powerful sensations crashed through her body, the thoughts of guilt and fear were drowned by the rush of intense need.

"Such a little slut," Mason taunted, increasing the tempo of his fingers' relentless invasion, their rhythm perfectly matched to the insistent flicks of his tongue. "Begging for another man when you've got a husband waiting for you at home."

Penny's cheeks flushed with shame, yet the humiliation only added fuel to the the fire. She bit her lip, trying to hold back the flood of desire that threatened to burst forth, but it was too late.

"Please... I need it," she murmured, her eyes locking onto Mason's as her hips bucked against his face, her body greedily seeking release.

"Tell me how much you want it," he demanded.

"More than anything," she confessed, letting her guilt die under the fire of her lust. "Please, Mason... make me come!"

"Filthy cheating slut," he hissed against her pulsing flesh. "You get off on being a dirty little cheater, don't you?"

Penny couldn't deny it any longer–the taboo thrill of surrendering to Mason only made her crave him more. As his tongue curled under her clit one final time, she felt the walls of her pussy clench in anticipation.

"O-oh god... I'm gonna come!" she cried out, her body tensing as a violent orgasm forced her body to convulse as waves of pleasure rippled through her, her vision blurring. She moaned loudly, unable to restrain herself any longer, and bucked her hips against Mason's eager mouth. As she rode out the aftershocks of her orgasm, she couldn't help but feel both a sense of guilt and exhilaration at what had just transpired.

"Fuck, that was amazing," Penny gasped, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath.

"You liked that, huh?" Mason asked, smirking as he wiped his face clean of her juices.

"Y-yes... I did," she admitted reluctantly, her cheeks burning.

"Good," Mason said, his eyes darkening with lust. Without warning, he stood up and pulled off his wet shirt, revealing his toned, glistening body in all its glory. The sight of him sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through Penny's veins–she had never been this turned on before, not even for her own husband.

"I’ll bet Terry doesn’t eat you out like that, does he?" he teased, flexing his muscles and running a hand through his damp hair. "He wouldn’t know what to do that down there, would he?"

"Stop it, Mason," Penny pleaded, though the pulsing between her legs told a different story. Terry had never come close to making her feeling like that, and that was just with Mason’s mouth! What would happen if she fucked him?

"Make me," Mason said, thinking the same thing. He stepped closer until their bodies were mere inches apart. Penny could feel the heat radiating from him, and despite her inner turmoil, she craved him once more.

"Oh, God!" she whined. “Why am I doing this?”

"Because you deserve it, Mrs. Thompson," Mason said softly, his breath hot against her ear. "You know, if you stay, I’ll show you things poor Terry could never.”

Mason's glistening skin glowed in the sunlight, his taut muscles flexing as he leaned over Penny. She stared up at him, her vision blurred by a mix of lust and tears. She knew what she was about to do was wrong, but the heat coursing through her veins left her powerless to resist.

As if to seal the deal, Mason moved her to the steps of the pool, lying her down in the shallow water. Then, he straightened to his full height. He was completely naked now and for the first time; she saw his cock.

It was so big! It was long and thick and looked more like a fleshy tree branch than an instrument of pleasure. It put poor Terry to shame, at least twide her husband’ s length and thicker than her wrist.

The huge, fleshy cudgel should have been ugly and, on any other man, it would have been. But on Mason’s fit body, glistening in the sunlight, it looked glorious!

Just imagine what that thing could do to you! she thought traitorously; the anticipation ripping through her already aroused body.

Mason watched the warring emotions of the young wife, and she knew what he was thinking. That this woman, this married woman, was wet, ready, and willing to take everything he could give her.

Penny hated being that woman, but looking at his body in all its glory, she knew there was no going back.

Mason stepped forward and swabbed her overstimulated pussy with the fat head of his cock. She gasped, her eyes half closed as he grinned down at her.

"Are you ready, Mrs. Thompson?" Mason said, emphasizing her married name and making her feel the full weight of her betrayal. "Are you ready to cheat on your husband?"

Penny's breath hitched as she tried to find her voice, her heart pounding in her chest. She looked into Mason's eyes, searching for any sign of mercy. But all she found was primal hunger.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Please make me cheat on my husband.”
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In one swift motion, Mason plunged his massive length deep inside her, his body causing waves of water to splash onto her trembling thighs.

"OH, MY GOD!" Penny screamed as the pain shot through her pussy. "Is that your whole cock? It’s fucking big!"

A wicked chuckle escaped Mason's lips. "Bigger than Mr. Thompson’s, huh?" He dug his fingers into her thighs, creating deep divots in the firm flesh. “Don’t worry, baby. You’ll get used to it.”

Mason pulled back, the young wife’s pussy clinging to his cock, then stabbed his hot shaft deep into her quivering cunt.

For a moment, all Penny could feel was the searing pain of being stretched to her limit. Mason held himself inside of her, his teeth gritted, and she could tell that he, too, was in pain. He took a deep breath, and she was shocked to feel him throb inside her wet tunnel.

“Relax, Mrs. Thompson,” he groaned. “Your not used to a real cock. Just let me in. Let your body take me.”

Penny’s mind whirled with lewd thoughts. Of Terry’s smaller cock, of Mason’s huge throbbing flesh deep in her core, of her own infidelity. She didn’t know if she could do this, not like this, not with this monstrous shaft buried inside of her like a spear.

Then, as quickly as the pain began, her body relented, her taut sex relaxing around Mason’s cock like a, wet, welcoming hug. Mason sighed, pulled his cock out, then pushed back in, slower this time, but building steam.

“Oh my, God! It’s so big!” she whimpered as she looked over the surface of the water and saw Mason’s cock sawing in and out of her. Her pussy muscles gripped him tight each time he pulled out, then gave way to a blast of beautiful pleasure as he thrust her back into shape. “So fucking big!”

The powerful pool boy gripped her hips, then yanked her through the water, slamming into her hard with each brutal thrust. The sound of Mason's hips connecting with the young wife’s ass echoed through the backyard, a lewd counterpoint to the pounding rhythm of his body.

Penny trembled with an overwhelming rush of pure pleasure, every nerve ending suddenly on fire. The intensity was unbearable, her mind struggling to keep up with the waves of pleasure pulsating through her veins. She couldn’t believe Mason’s raw power and the sheer magnitude of sensation was a physical and mental overload that threatened to drive her insane.

"Fuck, yes!" Mason growled possessively, and she felt a wave of euphoria as she realized she was pleasing him. "Bet Mr. Thompson can't make you feel like this, can he?"

The mention of her husband momentarily snapped Penny from her stupor, guilt bubbling up in her chest. Then Mason's hips slammed into her with a ferocity that bordered on violence. With each thrust, she felt herself unraveling-sensation she had never felt with anyone, including her husband. She was helpless against the heat coursing through her body, surrendering to Mason's punishing rhythm as he hammered into her again and again.

"Nuh... No," she stuttered through the bouts of pleasure. “My... my husband, cuh... cuh... can’t!”

Mason growled and Penny’s eyes widened as he increased his pace, turned on by her admission. The guilt and shame were blasted away by the waves of pure pleasure coursing through. As much as she loved Terry, he had never touched her in this way. He had never made her feel so full, so connected. So fucked.

"That’s right!" Mason panted, his fingers digging into her hips as he buried himself deep inside of hr. She gasped as he bent over her, his face a mask of lust and anger. "Do you feel how deep I am inside you?"

"Y-yes," Penny gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the pool for support, the rough texture biting into her delicate fingers. The waves of pleasure rippled through her body, growing stronger with each passing second.

"You want me to stop, Mrs. Thompson?" Mason asked, his tone teasing but firm. His eyes, filled with lustful fury, locked onto hers, daring her to answer.

"No! Don't stop," she pleaded breathlessly, her voice cracking under the weight of her desire. "Please fuck me! Please fuck me!"

Mason's fingers dug into Penny's hips as he pulled out, then drove into her again. God! It felt like his cock was in her belly. The thrill of being stretched and filled beyond anything she had ever experienced before was overwhelming. Her vision blurred, and all rational was swept away by the intense fucking.

"Please fuck me! Please fuck me!" Penny chanted over and over again, her voice breathless and desperate. Each syllable punctuated by the wet slap of skin against skin, their bodies stirring up waves in the blue water, mirroring the waves of shame and lust crashing inside of the young wife.

"What about Mr. Thompson?" Mason taunted, a wicked grin spreading across his face as he reveled in Penny's submission. "Doesn't he deserve better than a cheating whore of a wife?"

For a moment, Penny hesitated, the mention of her husband and Mason’s lewd words piercing through the haze of lust. But then the pool boy slammed back into her, and the searing heat of him burned away the shame, leaving only Mason and his cock.

"I don't care!" she cried out, surrendering herself entirely to her pleasure. "Just fuck me!"

As Mason’s fucking forced Penny closer and closer to the edge, the young wife had one last rational thought. Clara, the young maid, was in the house! Was she listening even now? Would she hear Penny’s cries when she came?

The young wife clapped a hand over her mouth as Mason continued to fuck her, driving her to the edge of bliss. Oh, God! she thought. Please, don’t let her hear me!

Mason saw the young wife holding back, and he reached down and pulled her hand away from her mouth.

"Let it go, Mrs. Thompson!" Mason growled, gripping her by the chin and forcing her to look him in the eye. "Let the whole fucking world know how much you love this cock."

Mason's words echoed in her mind like a hypnotic suggestion, connecting with the pleasure coursing through her body. The young man's grip on her tightened, and he leaned down to capture her lips in a fierce kiss. His tongue plundered her mouth as his hips continued to thrust into hers, driving them both towards their climax.

Penny's hands slid up his muscled flanks and gripped Mason's shoulders, her nails digging into his skin as she surrendered herself completely to him. Her entire world was consumed by the sensations of his cock filling her so perfectly, so completely. She could feel every inch of him inside of her, claiming her as his own.

Mason broke their kiss and buried his face into the crook of Penny's neck, his hot breath tickling her skin as he whispered in her ear.

"Now, Mrs. Thompson," he growled. "Let go for me. Give it to me. Give it to me!"

She didn’t know how many times he said it, but as the word ‘me’ stabbed her brain over and over again, it happened.

The intense pleasure crashed over her, sweeping away all thoughts and fears until there was only the euphoria of orgasm left in its wake. She screamed, loud enough for anyone within a mile radius to hear.

“YES! I’M CUMMING! IT’S YOURS!”

She did not know if it was her orgasm or her heart she was giving to him, but it didn’t matter. Her body convulsed in the water, splashing and jerking as Mason held his hot flesh inside of her. She was like a speared fish, twitching out the last of its life to the hunter before she was devoured.

"Wow!" Mason panted as he looked down at his prize. "I’d say you needed that for a long time. Poor Terry must not be doing his job at all!"

Penny could barely form a coherent thought, her mind a whirlpool of pleasure, guilt, and shame. She knew the consequences of what she'd done would be far-reaching and devastating, but the raw, animalistic need that had driven her to this point refused to be ignored or denied.

As the last licks of pleasure slowly receded, Penny's mind cleared, making her aware of Mason's heavy breathing and the imminent release that threatened to spill inside her. Her eyes widened in panic.

"Wait! You can't come inside me," she gasped, her hands bracing against his chest, pushing him back slightly. "I can't get pregnant!"

Mason's intense blue eyes narrowed, a predatory grin spreading across his face as he pulled out of her. "Fine, Mrs. Thompson. I'll give you something you'll never forget," he growled, yanking her up into a sitting position on the edge of the pool.

She was still groggy from her orgasm and looked up to see Mason’s glorious body and massive cock glowing in the sun. He was stroking the thick, reddened length of his shaft, the bulbous head expanding grotesquely.

“You ever let Terry cum on your face, slut?”

“Nuh... no!” she moaned.

Not that he hadn’t tried, but she had always been disgusted by the thought. What was she? A whore? A porn star? But, still drunk on the most powerful orgasm of her life, she had no spirit left to fight.

"Look at me," Mason commanded, and she found herself unable to resist. His cock, slick and engorged, hovered before her eyes. "I made you happy. Now you’re going to do the same for me. Now, tell me you want it."

"I... I want it," she choked out, and the masochistic part of her did want it. She wanted to please this powerful man who had given her so much. It was only fair. It was only right. He deserved to cum on her face, and after the way she acted?

She deserved it, too.

"Fuck!" Mason growled, and his hand gripped the base of his cock.

Penny watched in fascinated horror as the slit of Mason’s cock expanded and the first blast of hot cum hit her in the eye. She gasped as it burned, and she tasted a hot, bitter blast hit her tongue.

Then he was cumming in full force, his lust splattering across her face like hot wax. Penny was degraded and strangely excited. She opened one eye and saw Mason’s face twisted in pleasure, his confident demeanor finally giving way to his need. She had done that.

Finally, Mason stopped coming, and she moaned. Her senses drowned in the swampy smell and bitter taste of Mason’s cum. He reached down and gripped her chin, his face inches from her dripping lips.

"Such a dirty whore for me, aren't you?" he hissed. "Now, I want you to come again with my cum all over your pretty face."

Penny trembled, both from the lewdness of his words and the heady excitement of his promise. She hated herself for how much she loved this degradation, how she craved him even after the abuse, but she couldn’t stop.

Mason slid his hand beneath the water, finding her slick, swollen folds with expert precision. He plunged two fingers inside her, eliciting another gasp of pleasure mixed with pain as the sensation sent shockwaves through her body.

"Come on, you filthy slut," he urged, his voice dripping with disdain. "Show me just how much you love being used."

His words were like a whip, lashing at away at her dignity even as his masterful fingers invaded her cunt. The delicious mixture of shame and arousal pushed her further and further until she could no longer hold back.

"Please... oh, god, please!" she begged, his cum bubbling on her lips. “Fuck, yes!

Penny writhed under the water, her body bucking against Mason’s hand as she succumbed to wave after wave of bliss. She moaned wantonly, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. She could smell and taste his cum, feel it dripping lewdly down her cheeks, and she no longer cared. All she wanted was that pleasure between her legs to never stop.

"Good girl," Mason purred and pulled his fingers from her quivering pussy. He ran his thumb across her cheek, eliciting a moan from the exhausted wife, then shoved his slick finger into her mouth. "Look at you, a good little cheating wife coming with my cum all over your face. What would Terry say?"

Penny whimpered around his thumb, tasting his thick, bitter jizz. The last remnants of her climax washed over her as she watched Mason's cum slowly dripping from her chin and into the water, leaving milky trails in its wake.

"Fuck, you are incredible," Mason chuckled. She couldn't bring herself to meet his eyes, instead watching his cum dirty the waters of the pool, just like it stained her face.

"Y-yeah," she stammered, the weight of her betrayal suddenly settled on her chest, making it difficult to breathe.

"Mrs. Thompson," Mason said. "I'll see you next week, yeah?"

Her heart sank at the thought of this lewd affair continuing, but the lingering tremors of ecstasy made it impossible for her to protest. She nodded almost imperceptibly, not trusting her voice to form words.

"Good," he responded. "Tell your husband thanks for the business." His laughter filled the air as he walked away, leaving Penny alone in the pool, her body still quivering.

As the sound of Mason's footsteps faded, Penny tried to focus on the gentle lapping of the water against her skin, desperately attempting to drown out the guilt and shame.

What have I done? she thought, her throat tightening around a sob. How could I betray Terry like this?

She knew that what had transpired between her and Mason was wrong, that it went against everything she believed in, but the memory of his cock, the way it had filled her, completed her, made her tremble with need. Already she wanted more of him, despite the shame.

As Penny stared at the milky trails of Mason's cum dissipating in the water, she knew this was far from over. The seed of lust had been planted deep within her, and despite the crushing weight of shame and guilt, she knew if Mason Wolfe came for her again, she would be powerless to resist.
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And she was right. She was powerless to resist him.

Every week she she told herself she wouldn’t let him in. And every week, she arranged for Clara to have the day off. Which was a good thing, considering Mason Wolfe wasn’t satisfied with sex in the pool. He wanted to fuck her in every room of the house.

And it was a big house.

Penny lay back on the bed, her body aching from the rough fucking Mason had given her. She heard, as if from far away, the shower go on in the master bathroom. Her hand reached up and touched Mason’s cum, already drying on her cheeks, and spread a glaze of the salty fluid over her tongue. The smell and taste of his cum brought back the memories of the previous weeks, colliding and crashing through her numb brain.

A memory floated to the surface. In the huge dining room she and Terry had never used, she found herself on top of Mason, riding his thick cock on the gleaming surface of the dining room table. She could feel him deep inside of her, his cock feeling like it was in her belly, reaching those glorious places Terry could only dream of. Her round breasts bounced against her rib cage, the feeling of his engorged shaft deep inside her driving her wild. She rode him hard and fast, working for that orgasm she needed. And when she found it she screamed, her voice echoing off the high ceilings and ringing in her ears.

Only later did she find the puddle of her juices staining the gleaming surface. She had moved a bowl of fake fruit over the spot and hoped Terry wouldn’t notice.

Another memory batted at the edges of her mind and, with a sigh, she let it come to the front of her brain. She moaned on the stained sheets as she saw the hall of paintings. She had her hands pressed firmly against the expensive canvas, the smiling faces of a family picnic staring back at her as Mason pounded her from behind.

“That’s it, slut!” Mason’s words haunted her even now. “Who do you belong to?”

“You, baby!” she cried, and the happy family swam in front of her eyes as tears of joy streamed down her cheeks. “I’m your slut!”

Another orgasm, another scream that echoed through the halls of the empty house. Screams of desperate surrender.

The memory shifted and suddenly Penny was in a library she had never even seen before. A hidden room that Mason found and had decided to make his own. Its towering shelves were filled with leather-bound volumes and the smell of old paper hung heavy in the air as she knelt before Mason, her mouth bobbing furiously on his thick cock.

She could taste him, this throbbing shaft filling her and choking her as the smell of old books filled her nostrils and mixed with his musk.

When she felt him tense, she pulled back, opening her mouth and presenting her face for his load. His hot cum splattered across her face, the sticky jizz marking her as his possession. It dripped down her cheeks as she cleaned him lovingly, the words of dead authors the only witness to her lewd actions.

And just like that, every place in the house had been marked by Mason, the smell of his musky sweat and jizz greeting her no matter where she went. She could not escape him.

Penny's thoughts snapped back to the present, back to the steady hiss of the shower. She trembled with anticipation as she sat on her marital bed, naked and sweating, her face covered in Mason's cum. He had been especially rough on her today, excited by the thought of fucking her in the bed she shared with Terry. And the filthy things she had said– that he was better than Terry, that he was a real man and Terry was pathetic–each one excited Mason and he thrust hard, and faster. And Penny had been so drunk on his cock, she would have said anything for another savage thrust.

The hiss of running water got louder as Mason emerged from the bathroom, his golden skin glistening. He was gloriously naked, his cock hanging to mid-thigh like a sleeping snake waiting to strike again. Penny's eyes widened, her body trembling with the familiar rush of guilt, fear, and lust. This time, however, guilt won as she remembered what she had said on her marital bed, how she had insulted Terry so Mason would fuck her harder.

"Look at me," Mason said, his voice softer than she was used to. He walked over to her, cupped her chin, and lifted her eyes to his. There was something in his gaze that she hadn't seen before, a warmth that seemed to melt away some of the shame that gnawed at her heart. "You've done well, Penny," he murmured softly, his thumb gently stroking her cheek. "You took care of me so well, like a good girl. Now, let me take care of you."

A warmth to match the warmth in Mason's eyes bloomed in Penny's chest, and she found herself unable to look away from him. A single tear escaped and slid down her cheek.

"Hey," Mason said softly, his thumb catching the tear and wiping it away. "It's OK. Everything you feel is OK. You enjoyed it, yes?"

She hesitated, then nodded, on the verge of more tears. It was true—she had enjoyed their encounters more than she thought possible. But what about Terry? The guilt still gnawed at her, even as the desire for Mason assaulted every nerve in her body.

"Good. That's good," Mason murmured, smiling warmly at her. He reached out and helped her up, her body aching from his vigorous fucking but in a good way, like a workout she had needed for a long time.

"Come with me," he said, taking her hand and leading her into the bathroom. Steam filled the room, and the cozy hiss of the shower calmed her nerves. He helped her into the huge, walk-in shower, where the warm water cascaded over her, easing her bruised muscles and her damaged soul. Mason stepped in behind her, and they were enclosed, safe, in the warm, wet sanctuary of the shower.

"Just relax," he whispered in her ear, his voice gentle yet firm. The sound of his voice sent shivers down her spine, and despite everything, she couldn't help but comply.

"Thank you, Mason," Penny breathed, her body trembling as the water washed away the cum and the sweat. But she knew that no amount of water could wash away the memories, the emotions that tormented her.

"Stop thanking me," he said, his tone light but insistent. "You deserve this, Penny. You deserve to be taken care of, to feel wanted and desired."

She closed her eyes and sighed with pleasure as Mason's powerful hands lathered the soap, his touch gentle and tender, so different from their previous encounters. The delicate scent of lavender drifted through the steam, wrapping itself around her and pulling them closer together.

"Your skin is so soft," Mason murmured, as he washed Penny's back. His fingers traced delicate patterns along her spine, sending shivers down her body. "You're so beautiful, Penny. You are perfect."

Penny felt her pulse quicken, but couldn't bring herself to speak. Instead, she focused on the feeling of his hands gliding over her wet skin. It was intoxicating, this kinder, gentler side of Mason. The pain she had felt, physically and emotionally, floated away with the soapy lather.

"You deserve to be pleasured in ways your husband never could." Mason whispered in her ear. Where she normally she felt guilt at the mention of Terry, his hot words sent a jolt of lust straight to her core.

As if sensing her body's response, Mason's fingers found their way between her legs, teasing and caressing her swollen, sensitive pussy. Penny's nipples hardened, and she arched her back, pressing herself against his hand as the pleasure built within her. She couldn't believe she wanted to orgasm again, but she did. Her shame and guilt were forgotten, replaced by an all-consuming need for Mason’s touch.

Mason continued stroking her, whispering in her ear, the lust slowly building to a crescendo. She tensed and Mason, reading her body like a book, knew she was about to come.

"That's it. Come for me, Penny," Mason commanded softly, his breath hot on her neck. "Come for me."

Penny's body responded instinctively, her muscles tensing and releasing against the tiles of the shower as the pleasure surged through her. The aftershocks reverberated throughout her entire being, leaving her gasping for air and quivering in Mason's powerful arms.

"Did you enjoy that?" he asked.

"Yes," Penny whispered.

"Good," Mason murmured, pressing a tender kiss to her temple. "You deserve it."

The water continued to pour down, creating a rhythmic symphony that drowned out Penny's thoughts as the steam swirled around her. She felt like she was floating, lost in the haze of her own desire and confusion.

"Now, will you pleasure me?" he asked. Not a command, but a request. “Please.”

Penny nodded, and Mason stepped back, revealing his cock already growing. How? How could he get hard so quickly? Terry could never go multiple times!

The obtrusive thoughts flitted away the moment she wrapped her slender fingers around his cock. Slowly, she worked her hand back and forth along his slick length, pleased with the heavy heat of it in her hands.

“Get on your knees, Penny,” Mason growled, his voice less gentle now, but she recognized his need and dropped obediently to her knees.

"Please, Penny,” he gasped, trying not to frighten her, framing it as a plea instead of a command. She felt her chest fill with warmth at this consideration. Of course, she would do it., she thought. Anything to please this wonderful man!

Wonderful? A few kind words and you fall to pieces?

Penny acknowledged the unwanted thoughts and then pushed them away. This is what she wanted. To please this wonderful man who had given her so much. So, he wasn’t her husband. Maybe if Terry had been more of a husband, she wouldn’t be on her knees, worshiping a real man!

The traitorous spite stabbing into her heart sickened her, but also drove her forward. She wrapped her lips around Mason’s cock with more hunger, more need, than she had shown before. Anything to get away from those awful thoughts.

And it worked. The taste of him was intoxicating, and she wanted more. Gripping the base of his cock, she guided him deeper into her throat, her eyes watering as she struggled to take him all in. Penny knew she was giving herself over to him completely, offering her submission as she worshipped his body with an intensity she never knew she could possess.

I deserve it! she spat at the negative voices in her mind, the head of his cock choking her. He deserves it!

"Good girl," Mason moaned, placing a hand on the back of her head, guiding her movements. "Now suck my balls."

Mason's cock, heavy and engorged, shone with Penny's spit as he pulled it away from her eager mouth. His massive balls, wet and swollen, hung low between his muscular thighs, begging for her attention. Penny didn't waste a moment. Diving face-first into his sac, her tongue darted out to lick and suck at the tender flesh. The musky, masculine scent of him filled her nostrils, driving her wild.

She measured the weight of his balls in her hands as she cupped them, massaging gently and teasingly. Mason's moans grew louder as she continued her ministrations, his hips bucking against her face. Penny could feel herself growing wetter by the second, her own arousal building in response to his.

She took one of his testicles into her mouth, rolling it around with her tongue before releasing it with a wet pop. She moved on to the other, giving it the same worship as she continued to stroke and squeeze his cock. Mason's breathing grew ragged, his moans becoming more desperate as he neared the edge.

“Do you want me?” Mason huffed, pulling her gasping from his balls before he exploded.

“Yes!”

“That’s good,” Mason said, and to Penny’s surprise, he turned and bent over, presenting his hard, perfect ass to her. “Show me.”

Penny gulped as she realized what he wanted from her next., but she had gone too far to stop. In an act both degrading and exhilarating, she leaned forward and buried her face between his ass cheeks, her tongue seeking his tiny, round sphincter. The sensation was unlike anything she had ever experienced before–the swampy taste, the musky smell, and the wet skin fo his ass pressed against her face all combined into one overwhelming moment. It was like she was drowning in Mason’s body.

"Such a good girl," Mason moaned, rolling his hips so his ass rubbed against Penny''s face. "My good girl."

Penny felt a lewd sense of accomplishment and she worked her face even deeper into his ass, using her mouth, tongue and even her nose to worship Mason’s glistening anus. She reached blindly around his body with both hands, finding his cock once again and stroking it vigorously. The sleeping snake was now hard and hot in her hands, ready to strike.

"Enough!"

Mason growled low in his throat, primal and urgent, and turned to her, his eyes clouded with lust. Penny could tell he was close to losing control, and she felt a lewd pride that she had brought him to this point.

Mason reached down and pulled her to her feet. Then she squeaked as he lifted her effortlessly off the shower floor. She clung to his wet body, her fingers digging into the hard muscles of his back as he carried her to her bedroom, their bodies leaving a trail of water in their wake.

"I need you," Mason grunted as he laid her on her marital bed. "I need you right now!

Penny spread her legs wide, her heart pounding with anticipation. She felt the familiar mixture of shame and desire clawing at her insides, but it was Mason's hunger that held her down. He positioned himself between her thighs, his throbbing cock poised at her entrance.

"Tell me you want this.”

"God, yes... please, Mason," she gasped, her body trembling. "Fuck me. Make me yours."

With a feral groan, Mason plunged his rock-hard cock into her slick, quivering pussy. She gasped as he filled her completely, the head of his thick member nudging against her cervix. Her velvety walls clamped down around him, welcoming him in with a vice-like grip. He pulled back slowly, savoring the feeling of her wet heat gripping him, before driving into her once more.

He thrust hard, hitting her deepest spots with each stab of his meaty flesh. She screamed, her nails digging into the sheets as a violent wave of lust built inside of her. Her cunt muscles contracted around him, milking him, wanting more.

Mason responded to her excitement and fucked her relentlessly, driving her to the edge of sanity. Her mind raced, swirling with thoughts of her husband, Terry, and the life they had built together–but they were burned away by Mason's soul-shattering power.

"Harder, Mason!" she cried, her voice desperate and pleading. "Please... don't stop!"

"Take it all, Penny," he grunted, his powerful hips slamming into her. "This is what you wanted, isn't it?"

"Y-yes," she cried. "I need this. I need you!"

Mason hammered in Penny mercilessly, driving her to the brink of ecstasy. She exploded into a violent orgasm that tore through her like a raging storm, leaving her gasping for air and drowning in waves of unadulterated bliss. Her pussy clenched and released in rapid succession, each pulse intensifying the aftermath of her climax until she was left trembling and spent in her marital bed.

Mason's eyes darkened to a predatory glint as his pace increased, his powerful hips slamming into Penny with increasing force. His voice was husky and possessive when he spoke, "I'm going to come inside you, Penny! Fill you up with my seed!"

Penny felt a flash of fear as she registered his words. If he came inside of her, she could get pregnant! What would Terry do? Then she met Mason's gaze, fierce and gentle, cruel and loving. The two sides of him crashed together in her mind, and she knew.

She didn’t want him to stop, never wanted him to stop, even if that meant...

"YES!” she cried before she could change her mind. “Please, fill me up. Fill my belly up with your baby!"

"Fuck yes, you want this, don't you?" Mason grunted, the muscles in his arms flexing as he gripped her thighs tighter, driving himself deeper into her slick, welcoming heat.

“Yes!” She thrashed on the bed. “Yes! Give me your baby!”

“What about Terry?”

She knew what he wanted, and the last shred of guilt tore away inside of her as she gave it to him.

“I don’t care!” she wailed. “I want you, Mason! Only you!”

"Fuck, yes!!" Mason roared, his face contorted in pleasure as he gave one final, powerful thrust.

Penny's eyes rolled back in her head as she felt Mason's cock throbbing inside her. Each pulse sent a hot jet of his seed deep into her womb. She could feel her body clench around him, milking every drop as another orgasm crashed over her.

The young wife gasped and moaned as her body convulsed, her hips bucking wildly as she rode the waves of ecstasy. She could feel Mason's cock twitching and pulsing inside her, each spasm sending a fresh wave of ecstasy coursing through her veins.

The sensation was like nothing she had ever felt before. It was as if a dam had burst inside her, releasing a flood of warmth and pleasure that spread through her entire body. She could feel Mason's cum filling her up, coating the walls of her pussy and filling her womb.

"Fuck, yes, baby," Mason groaned. "You're mine now. All mine."

Penny could only moan in response, her mind completely consumed by the intense pleasure coursing through her. As their orgasms subsided, Penny collapsed back onto the bed, her body spent and exhausted. She could feel Mason's cum still inside her, a constant reminder of the intense pleasure they had just shared. She felt it slowly leaking out of her, a hot and sticky mess that heightened her bliss.

She looked up at Mason, tears in her eyes. "Thank you," she whimpered, giving her appreciation to a man who may have just given her the gift of life. A man that was not her husband. "I've never felt anything like that before."

Mason smiled down at her, his eyes filled with love and admiration. "You're incredible," he replied, brushing a strand of hair out of her face. "Such a good girl."

Penny's heart swelled with love and gratitude as she snuggled closer to Mason, her body still tingling with pleasure. She knew she would never forget this moment, the intense pleasure of Mason's warm seed filling her womb and sending her over the edge into the most intense orgasm of her life.

Penny clung to Mason, her sweat-slick skin pressed against his heaving chest. In that moment, as they lay together on the bed that symbolized her marriage and betrayal, Penny knew her old life was over. The guilt might return, but it would never be enough to make her give up the feeling of belonging completely to Mason Wolfe.

There were so many things to say. She could feel it in the heart that had just been stolen from her husband. But it wasn’t the right time to say it. So she placed her lips by Mason’s ear and said the one thing she knew he wanted to hear.

"Yes. Your good girl."


Book 3: The Billionaire's Wife
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The flashes from several camera phones momentarily blinded Meredith Wilkins as she accepted her husband’s hand and emerged from the long, black limousine. she did a little head toss, her auburn hair cascading over her shoulders,then linked her arm with her husband Darren's. She stepped forward, her voluptuous figure wrapped in a seductive, floor-length green gown that made her red hair glow under the lights of the paparazzi.

"Darling, you look absolutely ravishing tonight," Darren whispered in her ear, and she laughed for the cameras as if he had told her the dirtiest joke in the world.

"Thank you, darling," Meredith replied, and waved at the crowd as the phones and cameras flashed, capturing the power couple in a variety of angles. The beautiful busty redhead on the arm of the shorter, skinnier billionaire. Their age difference was never more obvious than under the harsh lights of the paparazzi’s many devices.

Tomorrow, her image would be all over social media, and the comments would appear. Some flattering and some... horrible. There was never a social media post with the two of them together without some anonymous asshole commenting that Meredith was a gold-digger, a slut. The nicer ones called her by an older, but no less derogatory, name.

Arm candy.

Forget the fact that she and Darren had been married for almost twenty years. She had been a mature twenty-five when they met and Darren had still been dashing at fifty-five. He had yet to discover the many apps that made him his first billion, or the entertainment company her had purchased, as well as a news organization that was only nominally news. They had built Darren’s empire together, but that didn’t stop the assholes from claiming that she was the trophy wife, the arm candy, as if she had no thoughts or dreams of her own.

Unfortunately, this night she was dreaming of only one thing.

Mason Wolfe. The pool boy.

As she worked the crowd, shaking hands and exchanging air kisses with other wealthy socialites, Meredith couldn't help but feel a gnawing jealousy deep within her. She knew Mason had been with Sophia, her raven-haired friend. But what bothered her even more was the rumor she had heard through the servant grapevine: Mason had allegedly taken Penny Thompson, that little whore, to bed as well.

"Mrs. Wilkins! Over here!" a photographer called out, snapping her back to reality. Meredith turned towards the lens, her sensual lips curved into a practiced smile. She posed for the eager paparazzi, knowing that despite being over forty, she was still gorgeous enough to be the envy of every woman in the room.

As the flash made her world go white, she clung tighter to Darren’s arm as memories of Mason flashed through her mind. It was ridiculous, of course, being jealous when she was already married. Besides, she was twice Mason’s age. He was going to be attracted to younger women. That was the way of the world.

But, God! When she was with him! It was like her whole world dissolved to a pleasure that Darren, even twenty years ago, couldn’t match. Still, not once in those years did Meredith contemplate cheating. Until Mason Wolfe had sauntered into her life and awakened a need deep inside her, a need she had quickly become addicted to.

She felt an insistent tug on her arm and she realized that Darren was urging her forward to make way for an aging actor and his current twenty-year-old girlfriend. The image of them posing for the cameras only hammered her reality home.

She forced herself to look away from the couple and head towards the entrance, the crowd beckoning to her. She flashed her practiced smile and stuck to her husband’s side.

Just like all good arm candy should.

***

Hours later, Meredith sighed as she settled in the soft leather seats of the limo, watching the city lights slide by her window. She had managed to push Mason to the back of her mind during the party, but now that she was safely ensconced in their car, her thoughts of Mason once again flitted into her brain.

"Darling, you looked stunning tonight," Darren said, his thin hand reaching for hers across the leather seat. His face crinkled as he smiled. It was hard not to see the age showing in the lines on his face, but underneath that withered exterior was a powerful man. Was that inner strength, the last echoes of the man that used to be, enough to make her heart beat faster?

An idea had occurred to her earlier that night as she watched Darren get dressed and she was once again comparing his frail body to Mason. Maybe Darren was the answer. If she could glean even an ounce of intimacy from her husband, wouldn’t that be better than pining for the pool boy of all people?

"Thank you, dear." Meredith bit her lip and leaned closer, her fingers tracing patterns on Darren's thigh. "I've missed you, you know," she whispered into his ear, deciding in the moment to give her plan a try.

"Really?" Darren raised an eyebrow, intrigued by her sudden advances. It had been a long while since they had been intimate. She’d had Mason to pleasure her and Darren? Well, Darren had his work, which held his interest more than physical intimacy these days. There was also that fact that since hitting seventy, he had more and more trouble getting excited. For a powerful man like Darren not to be able to perform for his wife? That was worse than an actual physical blow.

Darren’s frail body trembled slightly under her touch and excitement and fear working him up. Meredith leaned over and pressed his arm between her lush breasts.

“It’s been awhile since we’ve... you know,” she slid her hand up his thigh, reaching that point between his legs. Darren grunted as she cupped him. He was smaller than Mason and even though she felt a twitch of arousal down there, it wasn’t standing at attention like.

She shook off the thoughts. Tonight was about Darren not that asshole Mason.

“I... I don’t know, Merry,” Darren’s voice creaked as he used his pet name for her. Meredith leaned over him, her lips close to his ear.

“Guess what I have in my purse?” she purred, her hot breath tickling Darren’s ear.

“Wha... what?” Darren asked, and Meredith grinned. She opened her tiny purse. There was only room for a tube of lipstick, a tiny makeup mirror... and a small round tin.

She opened the tin. Inside were two tiny, brown pills. The blue ones didn’t work for Darren but his doctor, a man almost as old as Darren, had assured him these pills could make a dead man hard in thirty minutes.

It was a crude way of describing it, especially considering her husband was closer to the end of his life than the beginning, but Darren had accepted the prescription. For her. They’d only used them a couple of times. Just taking a pill was a blow to his ego, but they had worked, even if the results were nothing to the mind-blowing sex with another man.

“You brought them? To the party?”

“You never know,” she giggled and lifted a pill up so he could see it. “I thought you might like to take your gold- digging wife home and fuck her hard!”

Darren’s mouth fell open, and she laughed. Sometimes, he could be such a prude. This time, the combination of his beautiful wife and the crude words made his face flush. He was getting excited and started a small bloom of heat in her belly.

“Open up, baby,” she murmured and held the pill up. Darren opened his mouth, and she dropped the pill onto his tongue. Then she reached over to a small mini fridge hidden under the seat and opened a bottle of Pellegrino. “Now, drink.”

Darren took the bottle and obediently took a drink.

Good boy!” she laughed and planted a red kiss on his cheek. Darren flushed again as she wiped the lipstick off his cheek. “Now, sit back, baby. In thirty minutes, I want you to rock my world!”

Upon arriving home, Meredith hurried inside, stripping off her dress. She stood before the mirror, admiring her lush curves, and lowered her hand between her thighs and fingered the wetness she found there. She was surprised by her excitement. This was exactly what she needed.

Darren emerged from the bathroom, naked. She smiled as he neared the body and pushed away the comparisons between Darren’s thin frame and Mason’s muscle-packed body. She was wet for her husband and Mason Wolfe could go fuck whoever her wanted. Tonight, she was fucking a billionaire.

“Come here, baby!” She held out her arms to him and Darren walked over to her. She enveloped him in her arms. He had lost almost two inches of height over the tears and she found his face nuzzling at her breasts like a baby. She smiled and pulled him down to the bed.

Darren climbed on top of her, his arms trembling slightly. A memory of Mason's bard body stabbed at her brain, his strong hands gripping her hips, and his massive cock filling her completely. She was so lost in the memories of her lover she didn't notice Darren’s head pillowed on her breasts, his cock not inside of her.

“Darren?” she gasped and pushed his shoulder. Was he dead? No! Not that!

To her relief and frustration, Darren let a snuffled snore against her breast. He had fallen asleep on top of her! Meredith had to stop herself from throwing him off in disgust. Instead, she moved to her side, gently rolling her passed out husband onto his back. His medically induced erection stood up, mocking her with its thin hardness.

"Damn it," Meredith muttered under her breath, frustration bubbling within her. She carefully rolled her husband off and stared at his useless, erect penis. Looking at Darren’s thin prick only made her angrier, and she rolled over on her back. That’s when she gave up and let all the memories of Mason flood back into her.

"Oh, yes, Mason," she whimpered, her voice laced with lust and frustration. Darren snorted, and she stifled a moan as she dropped her hand between her legs and fingered her wet, swollen pussy. She traced her slick folds, teasing herself as she imagined Mason's strong hands working her body with skill and precision.

She moaned, her eyes never leaving her husband and his thin cock standing at attention in the cool night air. She plunged two fingers into her dripping cunt.

"You can’t fuck me like this, Darren," she moaned as she fucked herself with her fingers. She imagined Mason fucking her in front of Darren, his hard, young cock stabbing deep into her molten core. Shame and pleasure mixed inside of her as her pussy spilled out slick juices onto the sheets.

"Fuck!" she gasped, her breath hitching in her throat as the waves of her climax crashed over her. "I want you so bad, Mason!" She dug her fingers into her wet pussy, driving her body through her orgasm and squirting hot juices onto the sheets.

Panting heavily, she removed her fingers from her pulsating pussy, taking a moment to compose herself while the last remnants of pleasure still tingled through her body. Finally, turned to her husband, her gaze lingering on her husband’s still hard cock.

"Let's keep this our little secret, hm?" she said, and flicked the tip of Darren’s little cock. Her husband whimpered in his sleep.

She giggled on the edge of hysteria, a wicked thrill of making her giddy. Then, she felt tears sting her eyes as her laughter turned into sobs as the guilt and shame rushed in. She angrily wiped at her tears. Why? Why couldn’t Darren be even half the man he used to be?

She tried to hold back her sobs, but they escaped her control. As she wiped away the tears, she couldn't deny the truth any longer - she knew what she wanted, despite the guilt and shame. She turned away from her husband and his ridiculous erection.

Poor Darren. Maybe if he had stayed awake, he might have been able to keep her memories of Mason at bay. As it was, Mason had pleased her again, and it only made her want him that much more.

She made her decision.

No matter what she had to do, she would see Mason again.
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Meredith stood in the kitchen the next morning, pouring herself a fresh cup of coffee. She had on her silky pink nightgown that clung to her curves. She took a sip, the bitter taste cutting through her exhaustion. Even after masturbating, she had had a rough night’s sleep, her thoughts still whirling around Mason. She was on the verge of masturbating again when she finally took a sleeping pill, something she rarely did because it made her feel groggy the next morning.

"Morning, darling," Darren said as he strode into the kitchen, well-rested and in a freshly pressed suit. He took her offered cup of coffee and gave Meredith a chaste kiss on the cheek.

It was a routine Meredith had established in the early days of their marriage. Darren was always up at the crack of dawn, and she would join him, dressed in her nightclothes but with her hair styled perfectly and makeup flawless. She would make him a cup of coffee, a small gesture to remind her husband of what he had waiting for him when he returned home. Even after hiring a housekeeper and cook, she continued to maintain the facade of a devoted housewife even though she hadn’t cooked or cleaned in years.

"I don't remember much from last night,” Darren said as he sipped his coffee. “But what I do remember was... nice."

Meredith smiled sweetly, hiding her frustration. Of course he remembered nothing. "It was wonderful, dear. You were amazing."

The words made Darren grin with a hint of pride. You should have seen it, Darren, she thought bitterly. Your beautiful wife masturbating because you couldn’t stay awake long enough to fuck her.

"Well, that’s good!. As long as you were happy.”

“So, happy,” she gushed and gave him a red kiss on his cheek, then laughed and wiped it off. “What more could a girl ask for?”

She grinned at him and she wondered if this titan of tech could see through her lies. But, no matter how insightful Darren was at the office, he didn’t understand women anymore than he could please them. He smiled again, and he looked like a boy wrapped in an old man’s body.

Men are too easy, she thought. Well, except for Mason Wolfe.

Thoughts of Mason crept into her mind, and she fought to push them down. Not yet.

Thankfully, Darren finished his coffee and gave she gave him a last kiss goodbye from the door. She shut the door and leaned against it, her breasts heaving as she contemplated hr plan. She could still stop all of this right now and thank her lucky stars that Darren had never found out about her affair.

Then, she felt the heat between her thighs, a heat she hadn’t felt since she had been a much younger woman. This time, however, it wasn’t her husband who had ignited that fire.

It was Mason.

She had already made her decision masturbating beside her husband, his thin prick at attention while he snored.

She pushed away from the door and grabbed her phone from the kitchen. Her first two calls were to the housekeeper and cook, telling them know she wouldn’t need them until the evening.

Her next call was to Sophia Sanders.

***

When Sophia arrived, both women sat down for coffee, the aroma filling the room. Meredith wore a simple green housedress that highlighted her auburn hair, while Sophia looked stunning in a white sundress that contrasted with the raven locks framing her delicate face. She reminded Meredith of herself twenty years ago, a fresh-faced beauty on the arm of a powerful man.

If only society told you the truth, that no matter how powerful your man may become, there was always someone stronger, faster... and better.

"Thank you for coming over, Sophia," Meredith began, taking a sip of her coffee. "I hope everything is okay. I haven’t talked to since... well, you know..."

Sophia blushed, her cheeks turning a deep shade of red. "No," she admitted, a frown of disappointment forming on her beautiful face. "I haven't seen him since that day."

Meredith reached across the table and gently patted Sophia's hand. As she did so, an electric shiver of excitement coursed through her body. She couldn't help but think back to the afternoon when she had helped Mason seduce Sophia. Meredith still didn’t know what came over her. The way she had behaved! It was as if her own dormant desires had been awakened by Mason’s domination of the younger wife.

Whatever it was, Meredith felt the same need building inside her as she gazed at the flush in the young woman’s cheeks.

"Darling, you don’t need to feel bad about it," Meredith purred. “We all have needs that our husbands may not be able to... satisfy.”

Sophia's breath hitched, her cheeks still flushed with embarrassment. "I know, but it's hard not to feel guilty," she whispered, her voice wavering.

"Life is too short for regrets," Meredith murmured, her fingertips still caressing Sophia's hand. Her thoughts were racing, filled with kissing the younger wife, lapping at Mason’s cum as he looked down on them, a look of pleasure on his face. That image led Meredith to ask the question she really wanted answered. “So, have you seen Mason lately?”

Sophia looked, but not before Meredith saw the longing in the younger wife’s eyes.

“No, not for a couple of weeks. I guess... I guess it’s probably for the best...”

"You think so?" Meredith asked, her grip on Sophia's hand tightening. "Or, do you miss him?"

Sophia looked up and shook her head. “I shouldn’t. Clyde is wonderful. What Mason and I had was... nothing, I guess. Just a fling. A notch on his bedpost.”

“Oh, I don’t believe that!” Meredith scoffed, mostly because she didn’t want to believe that about herself. “What if I told you I have an idea to get Mason’s attention? Maybe make him pay a little for playing around in our neighborhood.”

“Oh, I don’t know...”

Meredith's eyes sparkled with mischief as she leaned in closer to Sophia, her voice low and sultry. "I have an idea, Sophia. A little something to remind Mason what he's missing." She could see the apprehension in Sophia's eyes, but it only heightened the older woman’s desire.

"OK," Sophia replied hesitantly.

"Let's strip down to our underwear and take a selfie. Maybe even share a kiss–just enough to make it look real," Meredith suggested, her heart racing at the idea of kissing Sophia’s pillowy lips.

“I don’t know.” Sophia's cheeks flushed a deep shade of pink.

Meredith squeezed her hand.

“Look, it’s just a picture. It probably won’t even work, but it’ll be nice to do something for a change instead of waiting around for a man to do it for us.”

Sophia hesitated, her eyes alight with the same longing burning inside Meredith. She gave the younger woman a warm smile, willing her to give in. She felt a surge of triumph when Sophia finally nodded.

"Good!" Meredith smiled warmly and grabbed the younger wife's hand and pulled her towards the stairs. "Let's go make Mason crazy!"
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Sophia hesitated at the threshold of Meredith’s bedroom, her heart racing. What was she doing? After two weeks without Mason’s influence, she had thought she could move past her affair and focus on her life with Clyde.

Now, with Meredith was literally pulling her back into the whole mess. Sophia’s cheeks burned as she remembered that afternoon as Meredith and Mason had first seduced, then used Sophia for their own pleasure. Not that Sophia hadn’t felt pleasure. She had, otherwise she wouldn’t be standing on the threshold of Merdith’s bedroom, the beautiful auburn-haired beauty looking at her with hungry green eyes.

"Come on, sweetie," Meredith coaxed, pulling her into the opulent bedroom, her throaty voice sending shivers down Sophia's spine. She couldn't ignore the wicked thrill that coursed through her at the thought of messing with Mason. Especially the way he had toyed with her, claiming her on her marital bed.

God, how I wanted to belong to him, she thought, remembering his arrogant smirk and the words that played on repeat in her mind: "You'll never be able to fuck Clyde again without wishing it was me." He was right, of course, but after two weeks without him, Sophia had hoped that she could break free from his grasp.

But was she truly over him?

Her growing desire mixed with conflicting emotions made her feel like a swirling storm threatening to consume her. As Meredith gently closed the door behind them, Sophia succumbed once again to the powerful throb of need pulsing like a separate heart beat inside her body.

"Relax, Sophia," Meredith purred, her fingers sliding along Sophia's arm, raising a trail of goosebumps in their wake. "Let's just have some fun together."

The wicked glint in Meredith's eyes was fascinating, and Sophia couldn't help but be drawn in, her body betraying her as she felt her nipples harden and scrape against the confines of her bra. What am I doing? she thought, her breath hitching as Meredith pressed her voluptuous body against her own.

"Meredith... I don’t know..." Sophia murmured, her voice barely a whisper as Meredith ran her hands up Sophia’s body, cupping her breasts through her dress.

"Shh," Meredith hushed her, her lips brushing against Sophia's ear and a gentle hand brushing the hair back from her forehead. She smiled like a mother calming an upset child. "Just let go and enjoy it. We both know that you want this just as much as I do."

And deep down, Sophia knew that Meredith was right.

Sophia’s nerves sufficiently calmed, Meredith stepped back and pulled the straps of her dress down over her shoulders. The silky green fabric pooled at her feet and Meredith stepped free, posing in front of the younger wife.

Sophia could tell that Meredith had chosen a particularly sexy ensemble for their encounter–lacy black lingerie that hugged her breasts and lifted them high, while her black panties were nothing more than thin silk covering her the trimmed thatch of darker red hair between her legs. Sophia felt a rush of heat flush through her body at the sight of Meredith's lush figure. The memory of kissing her pale skin and hefting the older wife’s full breasts in her hands sent shivers down her spine.

"What's wrong, baby?" Meredith cooed, taking the motherly role seriously as she stepped forward and placed her hands on Sophia’s shoulders. "Need some help?"

Sophia bit her lip, unsure of how to respond. But as Meredith moved the straps of her dress over Sophia’s tan shoulders, she surrendered to her friend's advances. She caught a whiff of Meredith’s scent, spicy with a hint of lavender, as the older woman reached behind her and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor to reveal her own choice of lingerie: a lacy white set that contrasted beautifully with her raven hair and porcelain skin.

"So beautiful," Meredith murmured, her fingers tracing the edges of Sophia's bra as she leaned in for a searing kiss. The sweet, slightly tangy taste of the other Meredith's lips danced on her tongue, sending a rush of warmth and desire through her body. The scent of spice and musk drifted from up from their bodies, filling the air with an intoxicating scent. With each kiss, Sophia felt herself falling deeper into a state of bliss, her heart pounding with excitement and longing. It was as if all of her desires had suddenly exploded, leaving her breathless and craving more.

"Come on," Meredith whispered, tugging Sophia towards the bed. "Let's give Mason something to remember."

As they reached the edge of the bed, Meredith pushed Sophia down onto the soft sheets. Sophia's heart raced as her friend climbed on top of her, straddling her hips. Sophia hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest as she touched her lips against Meredith's. They both laughed nervously, the tension between them suddenly palpable.

"Come on, baby," Meredith urged. "We need to really sell this kiss."

They kissed again, this time deeper and with more intensity. Sophia saw a flash from Meredith's phone as she captured the passionate moment. The older woman tapped on her phone, sending the photo to Mason, then tossed her phone aside and turned her attention back to Sophia. It was clear there was more going on than just a simple ploy to capture Mason’s attention.

Meredith dropped her hands to Sophia's breasts, gripping them firmly. Sophia moaned, arching her back into the touch, the sound mingling with the uncertainty swirling within her.

"What are you doing?" Sophia whimpered, torn between pleasure and unease.

"I need this, don't you?" Meredith replied, her voice low and sultry. She slid her hand between Sophia's thighs, feeling the wetness that had gathered there. As Sophia let out another moan, Meredith chuckled, her eyes gleaming with wicked lust. "Yes! You need this as much as I do!"

With a gentle push, Meredith guided the younger woman onto her marital bed. The older, more experienced beauty took charge, expertly undressing Sophia and leaving her lush breasts and wet pussy exposed. Sophia trembled as Meredith’s experienced hands roamed over Sophia's body, leaving a trail of possessive heat along the younger wife’s skin. Sophia's breath hitched as Meredith cupped her full breasts, teasing and squeezing them. Finally, she leaned down and took one hardened nipple into her mouth, sucking and flicking it with her tongue until Sophia was writhing beneath her.

"Oh, God! This is... this is so wrong!" Sophia moaned even as her back arched, pushing more of her breast into Meredith’s eager mouth.

"Shh, I haven't even started yet," Meredith murmured against her, sending rumbles of pleasure through Sophia’s breast and straight to her hot, wet cunt.

As if sensing the blossoming warmth, the older wife’s red nails slid down Sophia’s stomach, raising more goosebumps along the way, then settled on the damp curls between her legs. Sophia felt the rush of heat flooding her pussy, and couldn't resist bucking upward as Meredith slipped a finger between her swollen lips. Sophia gasped as Meredith slowly fingered her pussy, teasing her clit with the ball of her thumb.

Sophia's pussy clenched around Meredith’s finger as the older woman picked up the pace, sliding a second finger inside to stretch her even further. Sophia's moans grew louder as Meredith curled her fingers upwards, hitting that sweet spot on the roof of her pussy.

How? How did she know where to touch? Sophia thought desperately, then all thoughts were swept away as Meredith mashed her palm against Sophia’s swollen clit and worked her fingers faster and faster in and out of her cunt. Sophia's hips bucked against Meredith’s palm, responding to the rough love, her entire body trembling with pleasure. The older wife could feel Sophia's orgasm building, and ground her hand hard into Sophia’s greedy cunt.

“That’s it, baby!” Meredith laughed. “Come for me, Sophia! Come for me like a good little slut!”

Sophia whimpered as the words penetrated her ears. Meredith bent over, sucked in a fat nipple, and bit down on the sensitive flesh.

Sophia screamed as the sharp pain drove her over the edge, her body shuddering on the bed. Meredith continued to finger her through her orgasm, milking every last bit of pleasure from her until the younger wife was spent. When she finally pulled away, Sophia was a panting, satisfied mess.

Meredith knelt by Sophia, cooing softly to her as she brushed the hair away from her face. Sophia looked up at the older woman and felt a rush of warmth for her she had not experienced since she was a young girl. It was a wicked, twisted kind of warmth, but one that Meredith seemed to sense that Sophia needed.

“Such a good girl,” Meredith smiled, still brushing her hand through Sophia’s dark, sweaty hair. “No wonder Mason chose you. You are so beautiful.”

Sophia smiled wanly, the words penetrating her mind and working their way to her heart. Meredith slipped her creamy breasts from her bra and leaned over Sophia, offering her a plump red nipple. Sophia only hesitated a moment before sucking the nipple into her wet mouth, a sudden need to please this beautiful older woman taking over.

“Oh, that’s good!” Meredith gasped, pressing more of her breast into Sophia’s mouth. “Now, suck the other one.”

Sophia eagerly complied, her lips and tongue working over Meredith’s breast. She flicked her tongue over Meredith’s nipple, feeling it harden under her ministrations. Meredith moaned and Sophia was rewarded with the older woman, pressing more of her heavy breasts into her face so she could lick and suck, bite and grope the fleshy orbs until Meredith couldn’t stand it anymore.

The older wife rolled back and peeled off her sodden black panties. Sophia felt her mouth go dry as the older woman pressed her back into the mattress, then rose on her haunches and straddled the younger wife’s surprised face.

"My turn," Meredith purred and Sophia had a second to catch her breath as the older woman lowered her warm, wet pussy onto Sophia’s face.

Sophia moaned as the taste of Meredith's juices coated her tongue. Meredith's wet, swollen pussy lips split open and Sophia stabbed her tongue inside, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from the older woman. Meredith rolled her hips sensuously, grinding her cunt against Sophia’s mouth and nose, using the younger wife’s face for her pleasure.

“That’s it, baby! More! More!” Meredith demanded, gripping Sophia's hair to hold her in place. Sophia complied, her tongue eagerly lapping at the slick folds, desperate to please the older woman. She flicked her tongue against Meredith's clit, felt it swell and harden beneath her touch. Meredith's moans grew louder, more insistent, and Sophia felt a thrill of power at the knowledge that she was the one giving this experienced older woman such pleasure.

Sophia's tongue stabbed deeper, exploring Meredith's folds, tasting the sweet and salty tang of her juices. She sucked on Meredith's clit, pulling it between her lips, teasing it with her teeth. Meredith's hips bucked wildly against Sophia’s face and then there was no more time for technique as Meredith gripped a handful of Sophia’s hair and jammed her face into her cunt, humping the younger wife’s face as the pleasure overtook her.

"Fuck, yes!" Meredith screamed. She ground her pussy harder onto Sophia's face. With one final, shuddering cry, Meredith came undone, her juices exploding from of her pussy and coating the younger wife’s face.

Sophia panted as the fluids from Meredith’s orgasm bubbled in her lips and nose. She was filled with the smell and taste of the older woman, intoxicated by the knowledge she had pleased her, made her gush like a fucking fountain. As the rush of her orgasm faded, a deep voice broke through her drunken, lust-filled haze.

"Well, well. What have we here?"

Sophia and Meredith both shot up, gasping as they tried to catch their breath. In the doorway, a tall man leaned against the frame, a wide grin on his cruel, handsome face.

Mason Wolfe had arrived.
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Sophia was still trying to catch her breath as Mason sauntered into the room, his hands hidden behind his back, a wicked grin on his face. Before Sophia could even think of anything to say, Meredith launched herself off the bed, her face twisted in fury.

"Where the fuck have you been?" Meredith snarled. Sophia could see tears streaming down Meredith’s cheeks as she slammed her fists into Mason’s chest. "Do you know how long I've been waiting for you? Do you even fucking care?"

Mason remained nonchalant as Meredith pounded against him, his hands still tucked behind him. Sophia watched the scene unfold before her, shocked by Meredith;s sudden fury. It was suddenly obvious to Sophia that there was more going on in Meredith’s heart than simple lust.

The younger wife's mind raced, and she pondered her own relationship with Mason. It had been weeks since she'd last shared her husband Clyde's bed, and though she loved him, she could not deny the desire that drew her to Mason.

But was it lust she felt for this pool boy, or something deeper?

Mason let Meredith work her anger out on his chest until she collapsed against him, sobbing.

"I’m sorry, Meredith," Mason said and used one hand to stroke the woman’s damp, red hair. His other hand was still hidden behind his back. “I didn’t know you cared.”

“What?” Meredith sobbed. “How could you not know? I... I’ve done everything you wanted!”

“I know,” Mason murmured and kissed the distraught woman on the top of her head. “I understand. But this isn’t just about you.”

Meredith stepped back, her eyes narrowng. She glanced at Sophia and the younger woman saw the jealousy and sadness in the older woman’s eyes. It was obvious. She loved Mason. Possibly more than she loved herself.

“Who is it?” Meredith said. “That Thompson slut? Is that who it’s about?”

Mason smiled.

“No,” he said. “It’s about all three of you.”

Mason’s eyes flicked to Sophia, and she felt a shudder ripple down her spine as she met his intense gaze.

"All three of us?" Sophia asked. “You mean...”

"That’s exactly what I mean," Mason replied. “But I’ll need your help. Both of you, to make this happen. Or I leave you both now and go about my business.”

“Mason?” Meredith said, pulling his attention back to her tear-streaked face. “What are you saying?”

“He wants all three of us,” Sophia said, shocked at the young man’s audacity. “He wants his own little harem.”

“What?” Meredith stuttered. “All three of us? You can;t mean that.”

“Oh, but I do,” Mason said and, with a flourish he revealed what was behind his back.

Meredith gasped and Sophia’s mouth dropped open as her eyes took in the long, purple rod in Mason’s hand. It took her a moment to realize it was a perfectly shaped penis fashioned out of bright purple rubber. Black straps dangled from the base of it and it suddenly clicked in Sophia’s head.

It’s a strap-on dildo!

She had never seen one on real life before, but there it was, in Mason’s hand as he held it in front of Meredith’s wide, green eyes.

“What is that?” Meredith whispered.

“That is a dildo, my dear,” Mason grinned, rotating it slowly in the afternoon light. “It’s been molded from my cock. See the details.”

He pushed it closer to Meredith’s face until the older woman went cross-eyed trying to stare at it.

“But... but why?”

Mason reached forward and gripped Meredith’s hand, placing the long, thick purple dildo into her palm.

“I thought you might like to be in control for once.”

Sophia’s heart sped up. In control? In control of who?

What was Meredith going to do with that thing?

Meredith had relaxed, her anger replaced by curiosity as Mason stepped behind her. He slowly fastened the harness around her hips, running his fingers over her curves. Sophia's mouth went dry as Meredith turned to her, sporting a long, thick purple penis from between her plump thighs.

"Meredith," Mason purred. "I want you to show me how good you can fuck Sophia."

Meredith's expression shifted from shock to desire, her eyes clouding over with arousal. A wicked smile curved the corner of her lips as she looked at Sophia. The sight of her older friend transforming before her very eyes sent a thrill of fear and excitement down Sophia’s spine.

“Oh... I don’t know...” Sophia stammered as Meredith stepped forward and ran a hand over her cheek.

"Really?" Meredith purred. “Look at this cock, sweetie. Don’t you want this cock inside you?”

Sophia gulped, looking down at the purple monster hanging between Meredith’s pale thighs. The sunlight seemed to make the thing glow from within, highlighting the intricate details, details that matched Mason’s flesh and blood beast. Her mouth went dry, but her pussy was dripping at the thought of the beautiful Meredith driving that thing deep into hr body.

“That’s it, slut,” Meredith said, her voice kind, but her words lewd. “Get on your knees and show me how much you want it.

Sophia glanced at Mason, who nodded, a primal hunger in his eyes. He was enjoying watching the women perform for him. That should have made her angry, but Sophia was past the point of anger. A part of her had missed Mason’s domination, and she felt her whole body trembling with anticipation.

Her pussy juices dripping down her thighs, the younger wife swallowed whatever her pride she had left and lowered herself to the plush carpet, her eyes never leaving the menacing purple shaft bobbing in front of her.

"That's it, baby," Meredith purred, brushing back Sophia’s dark hair gingerly. "Now, suck that fucking cock like you mean it!"

Sophia leaned forward, her lips trembling as she closed the distance between them. She tentatively licked the tip of the strap-on, moaning as her tongue flicked over the silicone. It wasn’t flesh and blood, but as she opened her lips and took it deep in her mouth, she looked up into the grinning face of Merdith, peering down at her past the fleshly globes of her tits.

The sensation was electric, both degrading and exhilarating all at once. Mason chuckled and stepped behind her, his hands running up and down her bare back, nails scratching lightly across her skin.

"Oh, my God!" Meredith moaned. "That is so hot! Now, suck it, slut! Suck that cock!”

Sophia moaned around the silicone cock, her eyes watering with humiliation and arousal. Meredith was moaning above her, her hips rocking in time with bobs of Sophia’s head. The room was filled with their wet, obscene noises as the younger wife submitted to the older wife’s lust.

"That's right, you like it, don't you?" Meredith purred, grabbing a fistful of Sophia's hair and tugging roughly. "You like being our little cockslut, don't you?"

Sophia whimpered her assent, her cheeks and neck flushed. She had never felt more debased or aroused in her life. Her thighs trembled as Mason held her head in place and Meredith rocked her hips, fucking the younger wife's mouth with long, fast strokes.

The sight of Meredith’s curvy hips and heavy breasts warred with the fat cock between her legs. Sophia was having a hard time concentrating on just one thing as the purple head, shaped like Mason’s mushroomed tip, hammered her throat. She gagged, but Mason held her head in place as Meredith buried the cock in her esophagus. Sophia fought for air, her existence narrowed to the feeling of Mason’s fingers gripping her head and Merdith’s huge, purple weapon choking off her air supply.

Finally, Mason let Sophia go and she fell back, gasping as spit burst from her mouth, long ropes of slobber connecting her pink lips to the tip of Meredith’s cock.

“Fuck, that is so hot!” Mason pulled Sophia to her feet. “But I think it’s time for the main event, don’t you, Meredith?”

Sophia looked at her friend, at the wicked gleam in her eyes and the cruel smile on her lips. Again the younger wife felt a thrill of fear, but also excitement as Meredith brandished her glistening cock like a weapon.

“Oh, yes!” Meredith laughed. “Sophia, I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll be walking bowlegged when we send you back to Clyde!”

Sophia moaned, but her body was trembling as Mason and Meredith each gripped an arm and lowered her to the mattress.
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Sophia's heart thudded in her chest as she watched Meredith confidently grip the large strap-on. She couldn't tear her eyes away from Meredith's heavy breasts and wide hips, her womanly curves in sharp contrast to the glistening purple dildo swaying ominously between her thighs.

"Ready for this, little girl?" Meredith purred, positioning herself between Sophia's trembling legs, spreading them wide. The older wife ran the head of the dildo up and down Sophia's slick slit, inciting a gasp from the raven-haired wife beneath her, teasing her with its length and thickness.

“Y... yes...” Sophia moaned, not sure she was ready for it at all.

Meredith smiled warmly down at her, like a mother comforting her child. Then, her smile turned wicked and, without warning, she forced the head of her cock through Sophia's tight entrance, slowly pushing the thick shaft into her. The sensation of being stretched by the monstrous toy sent a spike of pain stabbing through Sophia's body, her cunt clenching the massive weapon, in a vain attempt to stop the invasion.

"It’s hurts!" Sophia whimpered, her teary eyes locked on Meredith's lustful gaze. “I don’t know if I can take it all!”

"Shh." Meredith cooed and pulled back slightly, then drove the purple cock deeper into the younger woman’s helpless body. Sophia’s eyes focused on Merdith’s gorgeous pale breasts, bouncing hypnotically above her. Slowly, her body adjusted to the intrusion, the older wife working Sophia’s pussy open until she could feel the purple cock stab deep into her core.

“Oh, God!” Sophia moaned. “It’s so big! So good!”

“That’s it girl. I’ll bet Clyde has never made you feel like this!”

Sophia whimpered, but she was beyond the point of defending Clyde’s honor. Meredith was right. This is what she needed. What she deserved. And if Clyde couldn’t give it to her...

“Never!” she moaned as Meredith quickened her pace. “He’s never made me feel like this!”

Meredith continued to fuck her and soon the squishy sounds of Sophia’s gushing pussy filled the room. She barely noticed Mason undressing until he appeared, naked, behind Meredith. She glanced at him, feeling a flush of desire in his predatory gaze. His muscular form was a sight to behold, his cock hard and dripping against Meredith’s fleshy thigh. The similarities between Mason's cock and the purple dildo inside her were unmistakable–both molded from the same man, but now on wildly different bodies.

The sight forced a mewl of lust from Sophia’s throat. The wet sounds of Meredith's thrusts filled the air, her moans and grunts mingling with Sophia's own as the older woman fucked her hard and fast. Meredith’s massive purple cock penetrated Sophia deeply, hitting all the right spots. Sophia could feel the pressure building inside her, her orgasm rising like a storm. She gripped the sheets beneath her, her body rocking back and forth in rhythm with Meredith's pounding.

The younger wife’s muscles tightened around the shaft, and Sophia’s moans grew louder and guttural. Meredith knew Sophia was close, and she increased her pace, hammering into Sophia with cruel abandon.

Sophia's orgasm hit her like a freight train, her entire body convulsing with pleasure. She screamed out Meredith's name as she came, her muscles clenching and releasing around the purple dildo. Meredith slowed her movements, allowing Sophia to ride out the waves of pleasure.

After a few moments, Sophia's body finally relaxed, and she lay there panting, trying to catch her breath. Meredith leaned over the young woman, their sweaty breasts rubbing together as she kissed Sophia.

Meredith whispered, "Was that good, baby?"

“So... good,” Sophia murmured.

“I’m glad,” Meredith said and kissed her softly, then nibbled her earlobe. “I never want to hurt you, baby.”

Sophia felt a surge of warmth in her chest, the release of her pent-up emotions making her giddy. She wrapped her arms around Meredith’s neck and then kissed her passionately, losing herself in the smell and feel of the older woman’s generous flesh.

“Very nice, Meredith,” Mason’s voice slithered past Sophia’s afterglow. “I knew you had it in you!”

There was an audible slap and Meredith moaned against Sophia’s lips. The older woman rose and looked over her shoulder. Sophia’s eyes followed the Meredith’s gaze and her eyes went wide as Mason stepped forward and positioned himself behind the older woman. Sophia’s heart raced in anticipation, wondering what he had planned next.

"Stay right there!" Mason commanded when Meredith tried to rise. Then he pushed her back down on top of Sophia, smashing their wet breasts together. Sophia's breath hitched as she looked into Meredith's lust-filled eyes, the hunger there sparking a need deep inside Sophia’s core.

"God, you're so fucking hot like this," Mason growled, and Sophia watched over Meredith’s shoulder as he gripped her ass, his fingers digging into the pale skin and pulled her onto his thick cock.

Meredith moaned into Sophia’s ears. The thrust that Mason gave her sent shockwaves through the older woman's body, which drove the strap-on deeper inside of Sophia. It was an utterly depraved scene–Mason's real cock pounding into Meredith’s wet cunt while its purple doppelgänger plunged into Sophia’s gaping pussy.

"Ugh, yes! Fuck me, Mason!" Meredith cried, her breath hot and wet in Sophia’s ear.

"Like this? You want me to fuck you harder, you dirty slut?" he taunted, increasing his pace, driving the purple cock into Sophia’s core. She shook with pleasure under Meredith’s shuddering breasts, moaning against the older woman’s hard, pink nipples.

As Mason fucked Meredith, the women's bodies became one writhing body for Mason to fuck. Sophia could feel every thrust, every moan, and every gasp as if they were her own, the sensations amplified by the knowledge that her husband's pool boy was fucking them both. The shame gnawed at her, but it heightened the lewdness of her position and she felt another orgasm build deep in her belly.

"Look at you two," Mason panted, his gaze never leaving the women. "You're both so fucking desperate for my cock."

"Because you're the only one who can make us feel like this!" Meredith whined. “It’s all for you, Mason!”

"Damn right," Mason replied and slammed even harder into them, rocking the married woman’s bodies on the bed until it felt like the whole thing might break beneath them.

The mix of pleasure and pain caused by the strap-on and Mason's relentless pounding was unlike anything she had experienced before. As their bodies trembled together, she knew that between Mason's raw power and Meredith's sensual body; she was completely lost.

"Keep fucking me, Mason!" Meredith cried in Sophia’s ear. "Don't stop! Please don’t stop!”

"Fuck, yes!" he growled, gripped Meredith’s wide hips even tighter and drove into her with every ounce of his strength.

Sophia could no longer hold back her own cries of pleasure, her voice joining Meredith's in desperate sounds of moans and gasps as they gave way to the devastating sensations. The room was filled with the smacks of their bodies colliding, their desperate pleas for more, and the warm, wet sounds of Mason’s cocks plundering their wet holes.

"Fuck... I'm close!" Meredith panted, her eyes locked onto Sophia's.

"Me too," Sophia admitted, her nails digging into the sheets as the pressure built inside her.

"Then come," Mason grunted, his voice strained with effort. "Come for me, you filthy sluts."

Sophia cried out first, her body convulsing as she came harder than she ever had before. She could feel her muscles clenching and releasing around Mason's doppelgänger, gripping the purple cock as she rode out her orgasm.

Meredith was not far behind, her own orgasm hitting her like a freight train. She screamed, her body arching off Sophia, inadvertently stabbing the purple cock even deeper into the young wife’s pussy. Sophia clung to Meredith’s body, raising her head and burying her face in the older woman’s lush tits, taking comfort in the smell and feel of the woman’s pillowy flesh as they rode out the force of their orgasms together.

Sophia's eyes fluttered open, her vision blurred by the tears of ecstasy that had welled up during her orgasm, her face pressed into Meredith’s breasts. The older woman’s skin was heavy with the scent of sweat and lust, an aroma that clung to Sophia’s nostrils like a forbidden perfume. She looked up at Meredith, her eyes glazed and unfocused, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath.

"Kiss me," Sophia whispered, her voice hoarse from her own cries of pleasure. And without hesitation, Meredith leaned down to press her lips against Sophia's–a searing, passionate kiss that sealed their lust, and their love, for each other.

"Enough," Mason growled, his voice husky with barely restrained lust. "Both of you, on your knees."

The two women obeyed without question, their bodies still trembling from their orgasms. Sophia could feel the heat radiating from Mason's body as he stood before them, his cock still throbbing and dripping with Meredith’s juices.

"Look at what you've done to me," Mason said. "You're going to clean this up with your mouths. Worship my cock like the filthy sluts you are."

Sophia glanced over at Meredith, feeling a mixture of shame and arousal as they both realized the extent of their submission to this man. Slowly, tentatively, the two women bent forward to lick and suck Mason's cock, their tongues swirling around the hot flesh as they took turns worshipping him. Sometimes, their mouths would touch and Sophia couldn’t deny the thrill of kissing the older woman while sharing Mason’s cock between them.

“That’s my good girls,” Mason murmured and Sophia felt the pride inside her reflected in Meredith’s face. The truth was hammered home. They were both here for Mason. No matter the pleasure they had given each other, it was nothing compared to the bliss Mason had given them.

More than any man Sophia had ever met, Mason Wolfe deserved their worship. It was a horrible, twisted thought, but after all that had happened, how could she deny it? She was here, freshly fucked and on her knees. Could Clyde have made her do that?

Not in a million years, she thought to herself and then buried her face in Mason’s fat ball sac, drowning out her thoughts with his wet, virile flesh.

“Fuck! That’s it! Bury your face in their, slut! Show me how much you need me!”

Sophia, urged on by Mason’s growled commands, sucked his balls into her mouth, rolling the fat orbs around with her tongue. Mason let out a low groan, his hips bucking involuntarily. Meredith responded above Sophia by taking Mason’s cock deep in her mouth, gagging on his thick length while Sophia snorted and snuffled like a pig at between Mason’s legs.

The younger wife could feel Mason's muscles tensing, could hear the ragged moans escaping his lips. She glanced up at Meredith, who was still working Mason's cock with expert precision. The sight of her friend drunkenly sucking Mason’s cock sent a thrill through Sophia's body.

Meredith released Mason's cock with a pop, a wicked grin spreading across her face. "Do you like that, baby?" she purred, licking her lips.

“Yes I do, you naughty slut!” he grunted and slapped Meredith’s cheek with a meaty slp of his cock. “ I’ll bet you never sucked Darren’s cock like that, have you?”

“Never!” Meredith whimpered. “Darren’s cock is so pathetic next to yours.”

Sophia groaned against Mason’s balls. Even though she didn’t say it, the same was true for Clyde. She would never have done something like this for him. Only a man, a real man, could demand this degrading act from her and still make her enjoy it.

Only Mason, she thought and rubbed her face upward into his balls and the tight furrow between his ass cheeks. All for you, Mason.

Sophia suddenly felt Mason’s balls tighten against her chin as she ran her nose over the tight bud of his anus. She was sitting on her ass now, looking up into his gorgeous backside, plumbing the filthy depths of his body and loving it.

But even Mason was human and could not last under the adoring attentions of two beautiful women for long. Finally, he pulled back from them, nudging them until the two women were shoulder to shoulder, gazing up at him through lust-hazed eyes.

"Open your mouths, sluts," he commanded. “It’s time to get your reward.

Meredith and Sophia obeyed without hesitation, their pink tongues lolling out in anticipation, like baby birds waiting for their meal. In that moment, all they wanted was to be marked by him, to be owned by this wonderful, sexy man.

Mason's grin twisted into a malevolent snarl as he let out an animalistic growl. With primal force, he unleashed a scalding stream of sticky cum onto their faces, drenching them in his hot, viscous lust. The thick liquid covered their skin, oozing down their cheeks and dripping onto their chins, marking them as his possession. They were nothing but objects for his pleasure, branded with his cum.

"Such good little whores," Mason huffed, admiring their cum-covered faces. "Now, clean each other up."

At his command, Meredith and Sophia exchanged a knowing glance, their bodies trembling with a mix of satisfaction and a hunger for more. This twisted game had bound them together; two willing participants caught in the web of Mason's powerful spell.

Their tongues darted out, finding purchase on each other's cum-streaked faces. They lapped at the salty, musky fluid, savoring every drop as if it were a precious elixir. They kissed, spitting Mason's cum into each other's mouths, sharing the taste of their degradation as their cheeks and chins grew gleaming and sticky.

The room was thick with the scent of sex and sweat, an overpowering odor that clung to every surface. As they knelt on the carpet, Sophia and Meredith panted heavily, their breasts heaving as they tried to catch their breath. Mason loomed above them, his muscular frame glistening with perspiration, a wicked grin playing on his lips.

"Did you like that?" Mason asked as he gazed down at the once-proud women, now reduced to obedient playthings at his feet.

"Y-Yes, Mason," Sophia stuttered, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. The shame and guilt she felt earlier had been completely overwhelmed by the masochistic pleasure of surrender.

"Good," Mason said and knelt beside them, drawing them into a warm hug, planting a kiss on each of their sticky cheeks. “I am so glad to have found you both.”

Sophia felt Meredith quiver next to her, and she knew her friend was reveling in the warmth of Mason's approval, just like she was. The young man’s love and acceptance settled upon them like a cozy blanket, placing them even further under his spell. Sophia and Meredith were connected to him by their shared lust and passion, and neither of them had the power to break free.

Sensing their surrender, Mason pulled each of them closer, his voice hot and hungry in their ears.

"Now, I think it's time we call Penny, don't you?"
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Penny stood at the door of Meredith's lavish house, her heart pounding with anticipation. The invitation to this party had come as a shock. She had never met Sophia or Meredith before and, considering the whispered rumors about their relationship with Mason, Penny wondered just what motive Meredith Wilkins would have for inviting her over. Still, with her husband Terry’s tenuous business and opulent lifestyle, it wasn’t polite to ignore a summons from the richest woman in Lotus Fields.

"Ah, Penny! You made it!"

Penny was shocked when Meredith herself opened the door, expecting a liveried servant or at least a maid. Then Penny's eyes widened even more when she saw her hostess clad in nothing but a skimpy, emerald-green bikini that did little to restrain her heavy breasts and the wide, fleshy curves of her hips.

"Huh... hi, Meredith," Penny stammered, feeling suddenly overdressed in her modest blouse and knee-length skirt. She couldn't help but compare herself to the older woman, whose beauty seemed almost otherworldly.

"Come in, come in! Don’t be shy!" Meredith beckoned her forward with a warm, almost motherly smile and slid an arm around the younger wife’s shoulders.

Penny marveled at the high ceilings and the polished marble floors of Meredith’s house. It was larger than Penny’s, if that was even possible, but with a cozy touch Penny’s house lacked. For all its beauty, this house felt lived in. Cozy.

And there was no better example of that than the tastefully appointed living room with its plush, burgundy furniture set off by the warm sunshine pouring in through the floor to ceiling windows that looked out onto the sparkling blue waters of the Olympic sized pool.

The pool reminded her of Mason and Penny wondered again about the rumors surrounding Meredith and her neighbor...

“Sophia! There you are!”

Penny looked towards the doorway to see Sophia Sanders walking into the room carrying a tray with drinks. Whereas Meredith was in a green bikini, Sophia wore red, the thin strips of fabric high-lighting the taller, elegant woman’s curves.

"Hello, Penny," Sophia smiled and set the tray down. "I'm so glad you could join us."

"Uh, hi," Penny replied, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment at being the center of attention. How was it possible for these women to look so incredible? And why were they practically naked?

"Did I forget to tell you this was a pool party?" Meredith asked, wrapping her arm around Sophia's waist and pulling the taller woman close. "You must be dying to get out of those clothes and into something more... comfortable."

"I-I didn't know," Penny stammered.

"Darling, don't worry," Meredith assured her. She disengaged with Sophia, who smiled knowingly, and put her back around Penny’s shoulders. "I have a suit that should fit you perfectly."

Penny hesitated, wondering how Meredith could possibly know her size, but allowed herself to be led to the pool house.

Once changed, Penny found herself wearing a white bikini that left very little to the imagination. Her round breasts strained against the tiny top, while the bottoms hugged the curves of her ass. She felt slightly embarrassed to be wearing virtually nothing with the other two women, but shrugged off her negative feelings. After all, the two women were being nice, especially Meredith, and they were both dressed the same way.

What’s the worst that could happen?

Feeling slightly better, Penny walked by the pool and back to the house. She took a wrong turn somewhere when she heard a noise coming from the steps leading to the second floor.

“Meredith?” she called out, but there was no answer, so she followed the sound up the grand, winding staircase and down a long hallway, flanked by doors. One door stood open at the end of the hall, probably the master bedroom, the noonday sun spilling out into the hallway. She heard voices coming from the room, and Penny sighed in relief. She padded down the hallway and was just about to call out to the two women, to announce her presence, when she stopped, her jaw dropping in shock as she took in the lewd scene.

It was the sounds that she noticed first, the wet, slurping and murmured words of passion. She saw the backs of Merdith and Sophia as they knelt before the huge four-poster, one head dark, the other a burnished red in the sun streaming through the window. Their heads bobbed and weaved together as they shared something between them, each woman’s moist giggles and grunts assaulting Penny’s ears.

Two large hands settled on the top of each of head and Penny’s eyes traveled up from the bobbing heads, past the rippled abs and firm pectoral muscles to the handsome face, smiling down at the two older women.

"Fuck, you two are getting so good at this," Mason Wolfe growled. "Keep going, you little sluts. Show he much you want me."

Penny felt a torrent of emotions surge within her: shock, jealousy, and an undeniable arousal. What was happening? Why was Mason here?

She was paralyzed, unable to look away as Mason’s ice-blue eyes raised from the women shamelessly servicing his cock and up to the young wife’s face.

"Hello pretty Penny," he purred. "You're just in time."

Meredith and Sophia lifted their gazes from Mason's crotch, their faces glistening with spit. Neither woman showed the slightest hint of embarrassment or shame; instead, they appeared intoxicated by Mason's powerful presence.

"Come here, Penny," Mason commanded, extending his hand toward her. The young wife hesitated, her heart racing as she tried to process the scene before her. Seeing her uncertainty, Meredith gracefully rose to her feet, her voluptuous body shining with sweat, her pink nipples hard and protruding lewdly from the white mounds of her breasts. She crossed the floor to stand beside Penny, hugging the younger wife’s arms between her voluminous tits.

"Darling, it's all right," she whispered into Penny's ear, her voice warm and reassuring. "None of our husbands know we're here. It's our little secret, and I know you want Mason, just like the rest of us."

Penny couldn't deny the truth in Meredith's words. Her body trembled with lust as she was coaxed forward until she stood over Sophia. She watched, mesmerized, as the gorgeous trophy wife’s red lips stretched around Mason’s massive girth as she gagged on the hot length of his cock. The older wife had surrendered completely, her mind lost in her efforts to please Mason.

"Look at her, Penny," Meredith urged, her breath hot against Penny's neck. She slid her hands down over Penny’s breast and the young wife gasped as the older woman’s fingertips grazed her nipples through the thin fabric. "She's so hungry for him! Don't you feel that way too, too?"

The potent mix of lust and shame coursed through Penny's veins as Meredith slowly slid her bikini down over her pert nipples. Mason held out his hand again, and this time, Penny took it. She hesitated for a moment, rational thought trying to break through the fog of lust that had enveloped her. But with a last look at the beautiful women surrounding her, all of them lost in their desire for this young man, she knew she couldn't resist.

"Come here, Penny," Mason said. "Sit next to me."

Penny took his hand, feeling an electric charge as their fingers intertwined. With a wicked grin, he pulled her to his lap.

"Your husband could never please you like I can, could he? Just like Sophia. Just like Merdith." Mason bent his head and flicked his tongue across her nipple. "You all needed someone who knows how to make you feel like a woman."

His fingers deftly untied her bikini bottoms, leaving her completely exposed. He kissed her, his tongue sliding into her mouth and she fought through the embarrassment and gave into his kiss. It had only been a few days, but she wanted him, wanted to feel him inside of her. Wanted him to take her. So, when he pulled back and forced her head down to his crotch, she gave up after only a token resistance. She shouldn’t want this, but as Sophia took her mouth off Mason’s cock, Penny’s mouth flooded with saliva. Sophia held out Mason’s shaft to her. Penny opened her mouth to say something, anything, but Mason pushed his cock into her mouth and drove the hot flesh deep into her throat.

“Wow! Look at her go!” Sophia chuckled and Penny whimpered around Mason’s throbbing shaft, her cheeks burning, but Mason kept a firm hand on the top of her head and pumped Penny’s warm wet mouth with his cock.

"That’s it, Pretty Penny. Suck that cock like a good little cheating slut."

Penny whimpered again, but she didn’t stop, letting his flesh fill her mouth, choke her, and burn away the shame.

This was where she belonged.

***

Mason’s heart raced as he let Penny’s head go and she took over, her lips wrapped around his swollen cock, the wet heat of her mouth enveloping him. She bobbed her head up and down with an eagerness that pleased him, her tongue swirling around his sensitive tip before sliding back down his shaft. Her pretty cheeks hollowed and he felt the beautiful suction as she sought to milk every ounce of pleasure from him. Mason let out a low groan as she took him deeper, the sensation of her throat tightening around him almost too much to bear.

He couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement at the thought of Penny, a married woman, worshiping his cock. It was dirty and wrong, and that only made it hotter. He felt a surge of power as she looked up at him with wide, pleading eyes, silently begging for more.

Mason gripped Penny's hair, pulling her closer as he thrust deeper into her mouth. He could feel her gag reflex kick in, but she never broke eye contact, never stopped pleasuring him. He had taught her well.

“Such a good little slut,” Mason moaned as he guided Penny's head along his length, reveling in the power he held over her. It had been a risk, inviting Penny to Meredith’s home, but the taste of his cock had pushed all thoughts of loyalty and decency out of her mind, leaving only the desire to please him in their wake.

"Take care of Sophia, Meredith," Mason said. "I want to focus on dear, sweet Penny for a while."

Mason saw the wicked grin spread across the older woman’s face. How easy it had been to corrupt her. So long without power in her own life, she had leapt at the chance to exercise it over Sophia.

And Sophia, dear sweet Sophia. She had spent years of getting everything she wanted from a loving, gentle man when what she really needed was to be told what to do. All thoughts of being powerful, loyal, and strong had melted, and she eagerly dropped to her knees as Meredith strapped on her huge, purple cock.

"That’s a good little slut," Meredith purred, her lush breasts swaying as ran her hands through Sophia’s dark hair. “Now, suck my fucking cock, bitch!”

Mason smirked as Meredith drove her purple cock deep into Sophia’s mouth. The sight of the older woman face fucking the trophy wife while Penny’s wet mout sucked him greedily almost sent him over the edge. But it was too soon. He had so many plans for the three women and this was the time to solidify his hold over them.

He reluctantly pulled Penny’s mouth from his cock with a wet sucking sound and pulled her to the bed. He positioned her fit body so he could see the Sophia suck Meredith’s cock, the auburn-haired woman’s wide hips rolling forward to sink the silicone shaft between the younger wife’s lips.

"Tell me how much you need me, Penny," Mason grunted down at the writhing young blonde. "Tell me I'm better than your pathetic husband."

Penny hesitated for a moment, but as Mason sank his cock into her warm, wet cunt, she couldn't very well deny the truth.

"You are, Mason!" she gasped, her voice trembling with lust and shame. "I need you... I need your cock more than I ever needed him."

"Good girl," Mason growled. He gripped her hips and yanked her ass towards him as he stabbed his cock deep into her wet and vulnerable tunnel. He felt the power coursing through him as her body gave way to him, once again plumbing the depths her bastard husband could never reach.

Meanwhile, Meredith had pushed Sophia down onto the soft carpet and thrust the strap-on into her cunt, punishing her with hard, quick thrusts. Sophia's cries mixed with Penny's moans, rising and falling like music in Mason’s ears. God! It was all he could do to hold back as the thick sounds of female lust filled the room.

"Take it, Sophia!" Meredith hissed, her wide hips forcing the younger wide’s legs to splay open lewdly, allowing her purple cock full access to the depths of her core. "You wanted this just as much as the rest of us, didn't you? Admit it."

"Yes!" Sophia cried. "I want it! Please fuck me! Please!"

Mason saw the exact moment Sophia's orgasm hit her, the way her muscles clenched and released around the strap-on, milking it for all it was worth. He could hear the keening wail that escaped her lips, a sound of pure pleasure and release.

"Fuck!" Mason grunted, his pace increasing as he drove himself deeper into Penny. Her body quivered under his touch, her moans growing louder and more desperate with each passing second.

"Say it again, Penny," he ordered. "Tell me who you belong to, slut!"

“You!” Penny's voice cracked as she choked out the words. "Only you!”

Mason's cock throbbed with a primal need as he drove himself deeper into Penny's tight, wet pussy. The feel of her soft, silky folds enveloping him sent shivers of pleasure down his spine. He could feel her body quivering under his touch, her muscles tense and contracting as she grew closer to the edge.

His fingers dug into the flesh of her hips, pulling her closer to him as he pumped in and out with increasing force. Each thrust was met with a gasp or moan from Penny, her voice growing louder and more desperate with each passing second.

Across the room, Sophia’s body continued to buck against Meredith’s cock as she eked out the last of her orgasm on the redhead’s cock. With the younger wife satisfied, Meredith pulled the dripping purple shaft from her sopping cunt, ripped off the straps, then straddled the younger wife’s face. Mason watched in delight as Meredith’s thick thighs closed on Sophia’s face and her wide hips rode Sophia’s face like a horse.

"God, yes, slut!" Meredith panted, her fingers gripping at handfuls of Sophia's dark hair. "Make me come... make me fucking come!"

Mason continued to pound into Penny, his powerful thrusts dominating her completely. As he watched Meredith ride Sophia's face, he felt a surge of possessive pride. These women belonged to him, and he was going to make sure they knew it.

"Look at them, Penny," he commanded, his eyes locked onto hers. "They're mine now, just like you!”

Penny whimpered in response, unable to tear her gaze away from the sight of Meredith nearing orgasm atop Sophia's face. Admitting her desire intensified her pleasure, her cunt gripping Mason’s shaft.

"Yes, Mason," she admitted breathlessly. "We're all yours."

"Damn right you are," he growled, increasing his pace until Penny could barely breathe. Tears of desperate joy spilled over cheeks, her body trembling as her climax approached.

At that moment, Meredith's screams filled the air as Sophia's tongue brought her to a powerful orgasm. Her lush, pale body quivered atop her friend, shuddering with pleasure as she lost herself in the sensations.

As Meredith collapsed beside Sophia, their sweat-slicked bodies glistening in the dim light, Mason turned his attention back to Penny.

"Now it's your turn, Penny," he grunted. "I’m going to come inside you. I’m going to fill your belly up with my baby!”

Tears streaming down her cheeks, Penny nodded, her voice hoarse with need. "Please, Mason," she sobbed, her mind and body broken. "Yes! Do it! Give me your baby... I want it so badly. Make me yours forever!"

With a victorious snarl, Mason surrendered to his ecstasy, his hips pistoning forward with an animalistic fervor. Each forceful thrust drove his engorged member deep into Penny's slick passage, the head of his cock nudging the entrance of her womb. The sensation was almost too much to bear, and Mason could feel his release building with every surge of pleasure that coursed through his veins.

Penny's body responded in kind, her inner walls clenching around Mason's shaft as a second orgasm built within her. Her body responded to the heat of his desire, the raw power of his lust, opening up for him and accepting everything he offered in an involuntary act of complete submission.

As the tension between them reached its peak, Mason let out a guttural groan, his muscles tensing as he erupted deep inside of Penny. The first wave of his release was like a tidal wave, a torrent of hot seed that filled her womb to the brim. He could feel the heat of it, the wetness, and it sent a shiver of pleasure down his spine.

The thought of impregnating Penny heightened his pleasure, adding an extra layer of intensity to his already overwhelming climax. He could imagine his seed taking root inside of her, growing and multiplying until it became a living, breathing manifestation of his power. The mere thought was enough to send him over the edge again, his orgasm stretching on endlessly as he continued to empty himself inside of her.

Penny, too, was swept up in the intensity of their shared release. The hot spurts of Mason's seed filling her sent her over the edge. Her body shook with the force of her orgasm, her body jerking uncontrollably as she rode out the final waves of their shared climax.

When it was over, they lay there, spent and panting, their bodies entwined in a sweaty tangle of limbs. Mason could feel the wetness of Penny's release mingling with his own, their combined essence slick between their thighs. It was a messy, dirty, and utterly satisfying display of his victory.

A pulsating silence filled the room, broken only by the occasional soft moan and heavy breaths of the women lying spent on the floor. Mason stood above them all like a lion surveying his pride, his once raging arousal now sated but still throbbing with power. He allowed himself a smug grin as he took in the sight before him-three gorgeous women, their bodies flushed and glistening with sweat, each bearing the unmistakable marks of his dominance.

"Look at you all," he drawled, his voice dripping with satisfaction. "You're so fucking beautiful. Helpless and desperate for my cock."

Meredith, her eyes half-lidded with post-orgasmic bliss, crawled to Mason’s side and held on to one leg, looking up at him with wide, wet eyes. "

You know we are, Mason," she purred. "We can't get enough of you."

"Damn straight," Sophia added, crawling to his other side. "You're the best we've ever had."

As Mason's gaze fell upon Penny, the young wife seemed to shrink under his intense stare. She was still coming down from the overwhelming climax he'd given her, her body trembling. Shame and guilt warred within her, but they were no match for the fierce desire that still burned in her chest.

"Thank you, Mason," Penny whispered, her voice barely audible. "I... I never knew it could be like this."

"Of course you didn't," Mason replied, his tone dismissive yet undeniably pleased. "Your pathetic excuse for a husband could never satisfy you the way I can."

Penny bit her lip and looked away, not wanting to admit the truth in his words. But as much as she tried to fight it, she knew she had been irrevocably changed by what had just transpired. She could never go back to her mundane life, not after experiencing the raw power of Mason's touch.

“Now, girls, why don’t you clean me up?” Mason grinned, pulling Meredith’s mouth towards his cock. “Penny made a mess!”

Just as Mason was basking in his conquests, a sudden sound snapped him out of his reverie. Footsteps echoed on the stairs outside, growing louder with each passing second. He grinned as he realized who it must be and shoved his cock into Meredith’s hungry mouth.

"Well, well, well," he chuckled as the door opened and Darren Wilkins stepped into the room, his wizened face wide with shock. "Things are about to get interesting!”
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Mason smirked as he watched the aging Darren Wilkins stumble through the door. The powerful billionaire’s mouth hung open in disbelief and he turned pale, wobbling on his old legs as he watched his beautiful wife, Meredith, her lips wrapped around Mason's thick cock.

Darren was a shell of the man he once was; his nearly bald head gleaming with sweat, his frail body shaking with fear and humiliation. He looked like a deer caught in headlights, vulnerable and lost. In contrast, Mason radiated dominance and control, running his fingers through Meredith's auburn hair as she eagerly serviced him.

"Ah, Mr. Wilkins," Mason grinned wickedly, locking his gaze with the stunned husband. "I hope you don't mind that I've been keeping your wife company while you were away. Turns out, she's quite... voracious."

Darren clenched his fists, but couldn't find any words to respond. His face flushed red with shame and anger. Mason reveled in the older man's distress, knowing that he had the power to make or break this pathetic excuse for a husband.

"Did you seriously think you could satisfy a woman like Meredith?" Mason taunted, tightening his grip on her hair as she moaned around him. "She needs a real man, not some limp-dicked old bastard like you. Just look at how much she loves me. Face it, Darren. She craves my cock more than she ever did yours."

Mason's eyes sparkled with cruel delight as he watched the old man stagger impotently in the doorway. He looked stricken, like he might die right there as his loving wife sucked his cock. Instead, he wavered in the doorway, unable to move.

Mason yanked Meredith by her hair, pulling her away from his cock. The obscenely wet sound of her lips leaving his flesh echoed through the room, eliciting a choked gasp from Darren. Mason smirked at the older man, reveling in his dominance.

"Come on, baby," Mason growled. "Let's show your husband how a real man fucks."

“Darren?”

Meredith whimpered and turned to look at her husband, and her eyes grew round. Mason chuckled. She had been so into sucking his cock; she hadn’t even noticed her poor husband standing a few feet away. Better and better.

“Oh, God! Darren! I’m suh—”

Mason cut off her apology with a hungry kiss. The defeated wife only fought for a moment, then gave into Mason’s mouth, her tongue slipping against his, tasting him eagerly while her husband watched. Mason could feel her pulse racing as he gripped her neck, taking his fill of her lips, knowing full well that Darren's eyes were glued to them, taking in every lewd detail. The couple’s shame fueled Mason’s lust and even though he had just come inside pretty Penny, he was growing hard again.

Mason pushed Meredith down onto the bed, her body sinking into the plush mattress that had once been the domain of her husband. With deliberate force, he spread her legs apart, exposing her glistening sex to his hungry gaze. He stepped between her thighs, his massive cock hovering over her vulnerable entrance.

"Watch closely, Darren," Mason commanded, locking eyes with the defeated husband. "This is how you make your wife scream in pleasure."

With a feral growl, Mason slammed his rock-hard cock into Meredith's slick, welcoming pussy. Her back arched off the bed, and a guttural cry escaped her lips as he filled her completely. The thickness of his erection stretched her to the limit, sending jolts of electric pleasure straight to her core.

Mason's hips pistoned back and forth, pumping into her with relentless intensity. Each powerful stroke sent ripples of ecstasy cascading through her body. Mason gritted his teeth as the cheating wife’s cunt gripped him, pulling him deep as her pathetic husband watched.

“You like that, Meredith? You like my cock?”

"God, yes! Fuck me, Mason!" Meredith moaned, her voice thick with need. "Show my pathetic husband how a woman should be fucked!"

Mason growled in surprised pleasure, looking over at Darren as he swayed on his feet.

“Sophia, Penny! Go catch that poor bastard before he passes out!”

Sophia and Penny exchanged worried glances before tentatively approaching Darren. His face was a mixture of shock, anger, and humiliation, yet even Mason could both see the tiny tent in his pants as he got hard watching his wife being defiled on his marital bed.

"Oh, my God!" Sophia murmured. "You’re so hard!"

"You hear that, Meredith? Your limp dick husband is hard and he didn’t even need a pill!”

Darren moaned and fell backward into Sophia’s arms, realizing his beloved wife had told Mason all about his bedroom dysfunction. Together, Sophia and Penny lowered his frail body to the floor as Mason gripped Meredith’s hips and drove his powerful body deep into her wet cunt.

Sophia’s face was a mixture of pity and wickedness as she fumbled at Darren’s pants and set his little cock free. It sprang up from the wrinkled balls, the white pubic hairs like a nest around a baby bird. Mason grinned with satisfaction as Sophia took the old man’s cock, and she stroked him, her movements slow and tender.

"I’m sorry, Darren," she purred in the old man’s ear. “It’s not your fault you got old and Mason is so much better!”

"Fuck, yeah!" Meredith screamed, as if in agreement with Sophia’s murmured words, her body writhing beneath Mason as he pounded into her without mercy. "I love you, Mason! You make me feel alive!"

Mason couldn't help but laugh at the pathetic sight of Darren being pleasured by his wife's best friend while he fucked her senseless. The power he held over them all - the beautiful, wealthy wives, and their impotent husbands - was intoxicating.

"Do you hear that, Darren?" he called out, his voice dripping with mockery. "Your wife loves me more than she ever loved you!"

Darren's eyes filled with humiliation and despair, yet he couldn't look away from the scene unfolding before him. The raw intensity of the lust between Mason and Meredith only heightened his arousal, and Sophia's skilled hand brought him closer and closer to the edge.

"Please," Darren gasped, "please, I can't... not like this."

"Shh," Sophia murmured, her strokes unrelenting. "There's nothing you can do, Darren. Just let it happen."

As the heat of Mason's thrusts grew more intense, so did the pleasure coursing through Meredith's body. She cried out again and again, her screams a testament to her utter submission. And though Darren's heart ached with every moan that escaped her lips, he knew he had no choice but to accept his fate.

"Look at me, Darren," Mason commanded, his thrusts unrelenting. "Look at the man who's taken your wife."

Darren met Mason's gaze, his eyes brimming with humiliation. And as he felt his climax building, he knew that there could be no escape from the truth: he had lost everything.

Mason's muscles tensed, his body shuddering as he neared his climax. He gazed down at the beautiful auburn-haired woman beneath him, her eyes glassy with lust and submission. As Meredith moaned his name, Mason reveled in his power over her, knowing that her husband, Darren, could only watch helplessly.

"Ah, fuck yes!"

Mason's body tensed as he reached his peak, his fingers digging into Meredith's shoulders as he positioned her on the edge of the bed, his cock pointed at her beautiful face. With a primal growl, he unleashed his hot load, spurt after spurt of thick, creamy liquid splashing across Meredith’s flushed face.

Meredith's eyes widened in surprise and pleasure as she felt the warmth of Mason's jizz coating her cheeks, her lips, and her chin. She closed her eyes and let out a soft moan, savoring the erotic sensation of being marked by her lover's lust.

Mason watched with pure satisfaction as his seed pooled on Meredith's face, tracing the lines of her features with its sticky heat. He could see her tongue dart out to taste him, and the sight sent a thrill through his body.

At the same time, Darren's climax finally hit him, unable to hold back any longer. He whimpered instead of screamed and his feeble cock spurted out a few, pathetic tears of cum. Sophia cooed in his ear as the old man jerked on the floor, stroking him gently and ensuring that every last drop was released from his tired balls.

"Good boy, Darren," she cooed, as she wiped her hand on his pants. "You did so well."

As Darren's breathing slowed and the reality of the situation sank in, he couldn't deny the humiliation that coursed through his veins. His wife had been thoroughly claimed by another man, and all he could do was sit there, spent and defeated.

"Meredith," Mason cooed and brushed his fingers through her auburn hair. "Why don't you go kiss your loving husband?"

Meredith grinned wickedly through the cummy mess of her face and slid off the bed. Darren watched in horror as she crawled towards him, her large breasts swaying enticingly and Mason’s milky jizz dripping off her chin.

“Hey, baby,” Meredith murmured, her glazed face inches from Darren. “Kiss me, darling. Show Mason how much you enjoyed watching him fuck me like you never, ever could!”

Darren gagged and he turned away from his wife’s defiled visage.

"You have two choices here, Darren,” Mason said icily. “You can divorce Meredith, and she gets half your money, plus half of the property purchased during your marriage. Bet you wish you had a prenup, but love is supposed to be forever, right?”

Mason got off the bed, his thick cock swinging between his thighs, still dripping with Meredith’s juices.

“And you might want to do that, pay the price. But if you do, every social network will get the video of your wife fucking the pool boy and everyone will know you were cucked by a better man. I wonder how your shares will do after that little bombshell?”

Mason let that sink in, enjoying the power he held over this man, this entitled bastard who thought he could control the world through money.

"Or," Mason said, his grin widening, "you can kiss your beautiful wife right now and stay married. You'll provide for her as a good husband should, and no one will have to know that you're being cucked by the fucking pool boy. What's it going to be, old man?"

Mason could see the scenarios running through Darren's mind, torn between anger, humiliation, and the desperate desire to salvage his reputation. He glanced around the room, searching for some sign of support or sympathy, but found only eager anticipation in the eyes of those present.

His gaze finally landed on Meredith, her once perfect face now dripping with the younger man’s cum. Her glazed lips were curled into a cruel smile he didn’t recognize. She was no longer his wife, no longer his trophy. She was Mason’s now, and there was nothing Darren could do about it.

Darren turned his head to his wife, choking back bile as he she leaned closer, the smell of Mason’s spunk heavy on her breath. His trembling hands reached for her, and for a brief moment, his heart ached with the love he still felt for her.

"Good choice," Mason purred, watching as Darren leaned in to kiss Meredith. The room held its breath, waiting for the final act of submission.

As their lips met, Darren tasted the swampy filth of Mason's cum on his lips. He tried to pull away, but Meredith caught his head and forced her tongue down his throat, followed by a sickening glob of jizz she had been holding in her mouth.

As Darren choked on Mason’s cum, the younger man whooped loudly, his laughter echoing through the room, destroying what was left of Darren's broken spirit.

"Congratulations!" cried the other wives, clapping their hands together like it was some vile wedding ceremony.

Meredith took advantage of Darren's defeat, pulling back slightly to spit the remnants of Mason's seed into her husband's mouth. He gagged, his body instinctively trying to reject the humiliating act, but Meredith held his head in place, forcing their kiss to continue until Darren had no choice but to swallow the bitter taste of his defeat.

"Good boy," Mason sneered, watching the shame etched across Darren's features as a dribble of his cum escaped the older man’s lips. “Come here, ladies.”

Like moths to a flame, the women eagerly flocked to his side, wrapping their arms around his muscular frame and planting kisses on his tanned skin. The scent of lust and desire hung heavy in the air.

Darren could only look on helplessly as the women he once thought he knew–his wife, his friends' wives–now lavished their adoration upon the young pool boy who had stolen everything. His heart ached with a mixture of love and loss, the bitter sting of betrayal twisting in his chest like a knife.


Epilogue

The ocean breeze caressed Mason's skin as he stood on the deck of Meredith's extravagant Florida Keys home, his eyes locked onto the horizon where the sky met the deep blue sea. The sun was setting, casting a warm golden glow over everything it touched, and the scent of salt hung heavily in the air.

Mason's gaze shifted downward, his eyes falling upon the beautiful, raven-haired Sophia Sanders kneeling before him. Her full pink lips were tightly wrapped around his throbbing cock, sucking and slurping with a fervor that bordered on addiction. She had truly become his over the last few months, any vestiges of her previous life melted away by her love for Mason.

"Are you happy, Sophia?" Mason asked. His piercing blue eyes searched her face for any sign of doubt or hesitation. He wanted to know that he owned this once faithful wife completely — body, mind, and soul.

Tears welled up in Sophia's eyes as she looked up at him, her mouth filled with his throbbing cock. Reluctantly, she let him go long enough to roll the wet shaft over her lips and smile up at him.

“Yes, baby! Very happy!”

"Such a good girl," Mason murmured, a wicked smile playing on his lips as shoved his cock back into her eager mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked on him, desperate to give him pleasure. While she sucked, Mason’s thoughts turned to Clyde, her ex-husband, and a wicked grin spread across his face.

Poor fucking Clyde, Mason thought. He had sued for divorce the day after Mason sent him the video of him fucking Sophia on her marital bed, the necklace the poor bastard had bought her shining on her neck. He had cum all over Sophia’s face, and the necklace, then left the jewelry on their bed, his cum gluing it to the sheets.

He chuckled at the memory. And now, he thought. Half of what you had is mine. All secured in a joint account with both our names on it.

"Such a good little cocksucker," Mason murmured to Sophia, who moaned and redoubled her efforts to please him, her mouth worshiping the cock of the man who had destroyed her marriage.

Just then, Penny appeared in the doorway, her belly swollen with child. Her eyes locked onto Mason, desire burning within them as she approached him slowly, deliberately. As she reached him, her lips brushed against his in a passionate kiss, her hands roaming his body hungrily.

"Look at you," Mason said, breaking the kiss for a moment to take in her blossoming figure. "You are so beautiful!"

Penny moaned softly, her need for Mason clear in every breath. "Thank you," she grinned. "I hope you don’t think I’m too fat."

Mason looked her up and down, her breasts heavy with milk and her belly fat with his baby. Her skin glowed in the Florida sunshine and her blonde hair shimmered like a halo.

“You’ve never looked better, pretty Penny,” Mason murmured, his heart swelling with pride as he watched these two wives submit to him. "Would you mind, my dear? My ass needs your attention."

Mason felt a surge of power as the pregnant Penny sank to her knees. With great care, she peeled open his ass cheeks like a ripe fruit and buried her face eagerly into his ass, her tongue searching for the tight bud of his anus.

Mason felt lightheaded as the two once faithful wives worshiped his flesh. For a moment, he lost himself in their wet mouths and gurgled moans.

As Penny’s tongue wormed its way into his asshole, he thought of Terry, Penny's husband, pacing around their cavernous house, the silence broken by his own tortured thoughts. He could see him, longing for his missing wife, wondering how things had gone so wrong. If only Terry knew that his pregnant bride was on her knees before Mason, licking his ass with the same ardor she once reserved for her husband's kisses.

Mason's mind raced, his heart swelling with pride as his two conquests attended to him. With each lick and suck, he felt more powerful, more alive. The thought that he was now a millionaire–all thanks to the women who had willingly submitted to his charms–filled him with a sense of triumph. And when Darren Wilkins finally kicked the bucket, his bank account would swell even further, making him a billionaire.

Not bad for a pool boy.

As if on cue, Meredith Wilkins stepped onto the deck, her auburn hair framing her round face, her voluptuous figure covered by a tight, green dress. Her eyes, filled with a mix of love and lust, locked onto Mason.

"Mason," she chided gently. "Penny shouldn't be down there in her condition."

Meredith approached Mason, her hips swaying seductively. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down for a passionate kiss. Their lips met hungrily, their tongues dancing together as they shared their desire.

Ever since the day in her bedroom when she had given her husband an oozing kiss goodbye, Meredith had become a motherly figure to the younger wives. She took care of them and, when needed, stepped in with the discipline the other two craved.

Breaking away from the kiss, Meredith turned her attention to Penny. Her voice filled with authority, she directed the pregnant woman, "Penny, get up dear. Hang onto the rail so Mason can fuck you.”

Penny grinned as Meredith helped her to her feet. She bent over the rail, presenting her round ass to Mason. Her engorged breasts swayed heavily beneath her, the weight of her pregnancy making her even more intoxicating.

"Good girl," Meredith murmured and gave the pregnant wife a playful smack on the ass. "Are you ready to get fucked, slut?"

Penny nodded eagerly, her flushed cheeks betraying both her arousal and shame. "Please, Mason... fuck me. Show everyone who I belong to."

With a grunt, Mason thrust forward, burying himself deep inside Penny's tight cunt. Her moans echoed through the air, mingling with the gentle crash of waves against the shore. Each violent thrust made her pregnant body jiggle, her milk-laden breasts slapping back and forth in time with his furious pace.

"Such a desperate little whore," he panted, his fingers digging into her hips as he drove into her relentlessly. "I bet your husband wishes he could see you like this."

"God, yes..." Penny whimpered, her face contorted with confusion and longing. The thought only heightened her pleasure, driving her further into the depths of her lust.

Mason reveled in his dominance. The knowledge that he had stolen these beautiful wives from under their husbands fueling his primal urges. He glanced down at Sophia, still kneeling before him, her tongue lapping at his balls as they slapped wetly against her upturned face. She moaned softly, lost in Mason’s body.

Meredith gave him a final kiss, then slid off her dress. Her lush, pale body glowed in the sunshine. She dropped to her knees behind him and took Penny’s place, worshipping his ass with a hungry fervor.

With a guttural groan, Mason plunged back into Penny's welcoming her body, her cunt gripping him tightly as if he were a long-lost lover returning home. The three women's devotion washed over him, each one vying for his attention and approval. And as his climax crested, Mason looked out at the ocean waves crashing against the shore.

Who needs a fucking pool when you have the whole goddamn ocean? he mused, then surrendered to the pleasure of the three wives now united in loyalty, not to their husbands, but to the pool boy.


All He Wants


Book 1: His Best Friend's Mom
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The faint glow of a bedside lamp cast sultry shadows across the bedroom, illuminating the delicate lace of Eliza's ivory nightgown, translucent and delicate, as it hung from her body. The fabric clung to her generous curves, emphasizing her large, round breasts. Through the diaphanous cloth she could just make out her round, blush-colored areoles and the hard buds of her nipples struggling to poke through the thin fabric.

A soft sigh escaped her lips as she adjusted the garment just so, ensuring it provided the perfect balance between concealment and temptation. Now, she just hoped David would appreciate the effort.

Eliza tried not to frown in the mirror. After twenty years of marriage, the spark in her sex life had definitely cooled. She had been only eighteen when they got married and David, ten years older and infinitely more experienced, had been a kind and generous lover. During those first ten years of married life, Eliza could never have imagined being in this place.

But now that she was 38 and Roger nearing 50, she realized just how young she had been. After giving her two beautiful kids, Roger seemed to lose interest in sex. As Eliza looked in the mirror, she couldn’t understand why. Her body looked ten years younger and her nightly skin care regimen had ensured that the wrinkles she had added a sexy maturity, not age, to her face.

She had caught men much younger than David looking at her, and she reveled in that attention. But, attention from strangers only made it more disappointing when her own husband barely noticed her. To David, she was as a mother and friend instead of a beautiful woman who still needed to be touched.

Eliza shivered slightly as a cool breeze blew through the room, carrying with it the autumn scent of fallen leaves. Eliza crossed the room to shut the window when the bedroom door opened.

"Wow!" David said.

Eliza turned and blushed self-consciously as David's eyes drank in every inch of her body. She could feel his gaze roam over her curves and linger on her pink areolas, reminding Eliza just how intense his desire for her had been.

She tensed, waiting for David to cross the room and pull her into his warm embrace. Instead, he just stared, dumbfounded.

"What's the occasion?"

Eliza suppressed an exasperated sigh and crossed the floor to her husband. She ran her fingers over his chest, then slowly unbuttoned his shirt.

"David," she murmured, her voice sultry but tinged with vulnerability, "I think we should take advantage of this time alone before the children come home." She paused, taking a deep breath before continuing, "I want you to make love to me."

At her words, David looked at her with a mixture of surprise and hesitance. She saw a spark of arousal flicker within in his eyes, but it was quickly snuffed out by his weariness.

Eliza looked at her husband's thinning gray hair and deep laugh. When did you get so old? she thought, then quickly pushed the unfair thought from her mind.

They were both getting older; she reminded herself. She smiled encouragingly at her husband who smiled back, the kind, sometimes wicked young man buried in the curve of his lips.

"Eliza, darling," he began, running a hand through his gray hair, "I'm just so exhausted from work today. I don't know if I have the energy for..."

Her fingers silenced him as they brushed against his lips, a teasing smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "Let me take care of you, David," she whispered. "Just lie back and let me do all the work."

The sight of Eliza, her body a vision of sensuality in the dim light, beckoned to him like a siren's call. Despite his initial reluctance, Eliza saw the first stirrings of arousal take hold.

"OK," he agreed softly, his resolve crumbling beneath the force of his wife's need.

Eliza grinned, a smile that she knew made her look even younger. Her excitement was palpable and when she led her husband to the bed, he didn't hesitate. She finished unbuttoning his shirt, pulling it over his shoulders that had gained a slight hunch from years at his desk job. His belly too had grown over the years, a testament to her cooking skills, but he wasn't fat. Instead, his body was in the beginning stages of being a cute old man, just like David's father.

Still, the physical aspects didn't matter as much as David's attention and his kind and loving touch. So, as she felt him pull her into a warm embrace, her skin tingled with repressed excitement. Her face flush, she guided her husband to the bed and laid him down. She stood above him for a moment, letting his hungry gaze take in her lush beauty, then she slowly crawled on top of him.

"Are you ready, darling?" Eliza asked seductively as she unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants down over thin hips. His cock popped out from the confines of his pants and she giggled. David moaned as she hovered over his swollen glans and breathed hot hair onto the engorged tip. "Well, well. It looks like at least part of you isn't tired!"

"Oh, God, Eliza! Please," David gasped as he anticipated the pleasure that awaited him. He watched as Eliza licked her lips teasingly, her blue eyes never leaving his, before she slowly enveloped his cock with her warm, wet mouth.

Eliza savored the salty, musky taste that was uniquely David, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip as she gently suckled and moaned. With her hands gripping his hips, her fingers deftly mapping his contours with a calculated precision, she lavished her attention upon him. Tongue twirling and flicking, she watched with satisfaction as his breathing increased and body shuddered under the onslaught of pleasure.

"Eliza... God, that feels so good," David gasped, his fingers tangling in her brown hair as he surrendered to her warm, wet mouth. "I don't know how much longer I can last..."

"Shh, just enjoy it," Eliza murmured between licks, her voice low and sultry. She could sense David's impending climax, but she craved more—something deeper, more carnal. With one final, lingering kiss on his quivering length, she raised herself up and pulled off her flimsy gown letting David take in her magnificent body.

She pushed her breasts up in her hands, the heavy flesh overflowing her fingers. Her fingertips teased the puckered red nipples, sending tremors of pleasure through her body. David's breathing grew rapid and his eyes flickered up and down, not sure where to look.

The heady sense of her sexual power filled Eliza with delight. She was still beautiful. She was still a woman who men wanted.

"I want you, David," she murmured as she straddle his cock. Her husband gasped as she slid the engorged head of his cock against her moist, puffy slit.

"Eliza," David breathed, his eyes wide with surprise as she guided him inside her, her slick heat welcoming him home. She let out a throaty moan as her husband's swollen cock slid inside of her, completing the connection she craved.

"Shh, baby!" she whispered huskily, her hips moving in a slow, rhythmic dance on David's cock. The flame inside of her was a flicker, and she urged the head of David's cock deeper into her quivering wetness, desperately wanting him to stoke that fire into an explosion.

"God, you're amazing," David panted. His hands gripped her hips, and he bucked upward, trying to match her rhythm.

Eliza, lost in her desperate pursuit of pleasure, barely registered her husband's words as she ground hard into David's body, grinding her hips against his pelvis, eager for that last spark of fire she craved.

"Harder, David!" she cried out, her voice betraying her need as she bucked against him, her nails digging into his chest. "Please, I need it!"

"Eliza... I'm trying," David gasped. The tone of desperation pierced the fog of lust enveloping Eliza's mind. She looked down at her husband, noted his face contorted with pleasure as his climax approached, and she knew he would not last.

Frustrated, her orgasm still ages from coming to full boil, she worked him even harder, her firm stomach muscles tightening as she worked her hips back and forth. She ground her clit into her husband's pubic bone; the pain shooting through her pussy, turning to a deep pleasure somewhere inside her belly.

It wasn't enough, not nearly enough. She felt David's body tense, a torrential force struggling to hold "Eliza... I can't..." David panted, his voice strained by the effort of holding back the tide. Eliza watched in frustration as David surrendered to the inevitable, his body tensing as waves of ecstasy washed over him. She felt his cum flood her quivering pussy, the heat doing nothing to stave off her own, intense needs.

Already? Eliza thought to herself as David groaned and twitched beneath. His eyes were closed, so he didn't see the frown of disappointment on her face as she rode out the last of her husband's rather weak convulsions.

Eliza knew that her husband's waning stamina wasn't his fault–years of hard work and the inexorable march of time had taken their toll on his once-virile body. But even so, she couldn't help but feel a pang of frustration, a gnawing hunger that refused to be sated.

"Sorry, my love," David murmured, his eyes heavy with exhaustion. "I know it wasn't enough."

"Shh, don't worry about it," Eliza reassured him, her fingers gently stroking his sweat-slicked forehead. "That was fun." Despite the emptiness that continued to claw at her insides, she forced a smile, determined not to let her dissatisfaction show. David was her husband and despite this performance, she still loved him. Sex, after all, was only a small part of any marriage.

At least, that's what she told herself as she slid off her husband's exhausted body. David place a weak hand on her back and she turned, smiling down at him.

"I love you," David said. "I'm just really tired."

"Shh," she smiled and placed a finger on his lips to hush him. "I love you, too. That's all that matters."

"Thank you, honey." Her husband,s eyes closed and Eliza knew David would soon be asleep, leaving her body thrumming with unrequited lust.

"Let me just clean up a bit," she said. "Then, I'll come to bed. "

"Love... you," David said again, his words slurred with exhaustion.

Eliza picked up her negligee and contemplated putting it back on. Then, she looked down at her husband sleeping peacefully and again the unwelcome frustration burned in her chest. She wadded up the garment and threw it in the hamper.

David was already asleep when the bathroom door shut, his wife effectively hidden from him, naked and frustrated. If he had been awake, no doubt the loving husband would have felt feel guilty that he could not satisfy her. But he was already drifting deep into a blissful sleep, leaving his wife alone to her own devices.

Just what should a loving but unsatisfied wife do, alone in the bathroom, while her husband slept in the post-coital bliss she had been denied?

David would never know.
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David would have indeed been shocked if he could see his loving wife as she sat down on the toilet seat, her nerves still humming with pent-up lust. God! Why did David have to come so quickly? She knew, of course, looking down at her heavy round breasts glistening with a sheen of sweat. She'd been too eager, not giving David time to think. So eager to get off.

But it was David who had gotten off and now he was sleeping peacefully in bed while she was so keyed up she would never get to sleep. And she needed rest. Her kids would be home soon and she wanted to make sure the house was setup just so.

Still, Eliza's mind raced with unbidden thoughts, each more lurid than the last. A picture formed in her mind, a phantom lover she had conjured up years ago from reading fantasy romance fiction. Her lover was tall and muscular and, although his face was hidden by her imagination, she knew he was handsome.

However, the most important thing about this lover was his long, thick cock. In her mind, it was beautiful, with smooth skin flush with the blood it took to keep such an enormous cock erect. The veins snaking around the length of it were fat and pulsing. In her mind, this cock was always hard, always ready to take her to new heights.

She looked at the door to the bathroom and imagined David sleeping peacefully in bed. Why did this feel like cheating to her? She hesitated for a moment, feeling a stirring of guilt.

It's only natural, she thought, her heart pounding in her chest. Besides, it's David's fault I feel like this! The thought of indulging in her secret desires thrilled and terrified her in equal measure, her conscience warring with her carnal needs until her primal lust won out.

Eliza leaned against the cold porcelain, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as she fought to quell the rising storm within her. I need this, she murmured, her fingers trembling with barely contained desire. Just this once.

Eliza dropped her hand between her legs, feeling the steamy heat of her pussy warming her hand. She bit her lip, stifling a moan as she rolled the tips of her fingers over her swollen clit, sending a shock of lust through her belly.

"Please," she gasped, her voice barely audible above the sound of her own pounding heart. "Give me what I need."

In her mind's eye, Eliza saw the image of her virile, well-endowed lover, his glistening cock straining at the mere sight of her. He towered over her, powerful and dominant, ready to give her what she craved. She imagined him whispering seductive words in her ear, urging her to abandon her inhibitions and surrender to her carnal desires.

"Touch yourself for me," he commanded, his voice rough with lust. Eliza obeyed, sliding her fingers between her slick folds, sending more shivers of pleasure up her spine. "That's it, you naughty little slut," he growled.

As she fingered her cunt, she raised her hand and dug her fingers into the ripe flesh, kneading the translucent globe with her fingers. She imagined her hand was her phantom, and she ran a rough finger over the hard nipple, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her.

She bit her plump, bottom lip to contain her moans as the phantom continued his insistent demands.

"Faster," he demanded, and Eliza complied, pulling back the soft folds of her cunt plunging her fingers deep into her throbbing core. She fantasized about being filled by her lover’s pulsing length, stretched beyond what she'd ever experienced with David. The thought of being utterly consumed by this new lover drove her wild, her orgasm building like a tidal wave threatening to break free.

"Please... I need you!" she cried out, her voice barely a whisper, her fingers dancing furiously along her slick, swollen bud. The phantom lover smirked, his eyes dark with lustful intent. "Then beg for it," he challenged, and Eliza, trembling on the edge of release, could do nothing but comply.

"Please," she whispered, eyes squeezed shut as her imagination conjured the image of her phantom lover. "Give it to me."

With a wicked, ghostly grin, he plunged his enormous length into her, filling her completely and sending shockwaves of ecstasy throughout her body. Eliza's back arched, her fingers moving with renewed fervor as she mimicked the sensation of being taken by this powerful, virile man.

"Fuck!" she gasped, feeling herself teetering on the precipice of release. Her breaths were short and ragged, sweat trickling down her brow as she pursued her ultimate pleasure. The phantom lover did not relent, thrusting hard and deep inside her, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

"Come for me," his deep voice echoed inside her quivering brain, his growl reverberating deep into her molten core.

It was all Eliza needed to hear.

With a strangled cry, her body arched off the toilet seat forcing her fingers deeper into her dripping sex, her lust spilling out all over the seat. She tumbled headlong into the abyss of her orgasm, her entire body bucking as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed through her, leaving her spent and trembling in its wake.

"God," she panted, her chest heaving as she struggled to catch her breath. But as the fog of lust cleared, the cold reality of what she'd just done seeped in. What would David think if he knew? She imagined the look of hurt and betrayal on his face as he discovered her secret longing for something more than he could give her.

Am I really so selfish? she wondered, guilt gnawing at her insides. Had she become one of those women who couldn't be content with the life they had? And what about the family they'd built together—didn't that matter more than her own fleeting desires?

As these thoughts swirled in her mind, Eliza chastised herself for her lack of gratitude and control. Society dictated that a woman should be satisfied with the love of her husband and family, and not succumb to such base urges. She had given in to the temptation of her own lustful fantasies, something she knew she would have to carry with her as a heavy burden.

David doesn't deserve this, she thought, biting her lip to hold back tears. He tries his best. I am grateful for that.

After a long moment, Eliza stood up on shaky legs. She leaned against the sink and sighed as she stared at her flushed reflection in the bathroom mirror, sweat glistening on her forehead, a sign of the powerful orgasm she'd just given herself. She reminded herself that soon enough, the Simon and Lily would be home for Christmas, providing a welcome distraction from her insatiable desires.

Simon's bringing his roommate Adam home too, she said to herself, a faint smile playing at the corners of her lips as she considered the prospect of meeting someone new. It'll be wonderful to get to know him.

The thought of fresh faces and lively conversation excited her, momentarily pushing away the heavy cloud of guilt that hung over her head. After all, family gatherings were always a time for laughter and joy—an opportunity to reconnect with those who mattered most in her life.

She finished cleaning up, then quietly padded back to bed. In the dim light, she studied David's face, etched with the lines of age and exhaustion. The man she'd married, the father of her children, deserved so much more than her betrayal. She knew this, and yet her desires continued to gnaw at her.

It's not like I'd ever actually cheat! she thought as she crawled into bed beside him. Even if my perfect lover showed up, I would never betray my family.

"Forgive me," she whispered in the darkness, her unspoken apology intended for both David and herself.

As sleep claimed her, Eliza allowed her thoughts to drift towards the upcoming family gathering—a brief respite from the unrelenting storm of desire that threatened to tear her apart. And as she drifted off, one final thought crossed her mind: meeting new people, like Simon's roommate Adam, could offer an escape from the tempestuous waves of lust and guilt that crashed against her fragile heart.

I wonder what the boys are doing right now, she pondered drowsily before succumbing to the sweet embrace of slumber, hoping for a brighter tomorrow. I hope they're having fun, at least.
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Simon scanned the classroom, his heart sinking as he realized Sherry wasn't there. Clutching his books to his chest, he felt the weight of disappointment heavy on his shoulders. Today had been the day he would finally muster up the courage to ask her out, but now that chance was slipping away like sand through his fingers.

"Damn it," Simon muttered under his breath, adjusting his glasses as he took his seat. As a nerd, he knew all too well how difficult it was to find love or, at the very least, a date. His previous attempts had been met with dismissive laughter or awkward silence, leaving him feeling more and more defeated each time.

At least college wasn't a total waste. He had one good friend. Adam was a nerd like him, but he had a positive attitude to their situation that never failed to cheer Simon up. Whether they were shooting zombie hordes on a Saturday night or debating which Star Trek captain was the best, Adam's enthusiasm for life would fill him with hope. It was this hope that gave Simon the courage to reach out to Sherry and take the chance he otherwise wouldn't have taken.

"Remember, buddy, you miss 100% of the shots you don't take," Adam had said as they walked across campus earlier that day, giving Simon a small smirk, as if Adam knew something Simon didn't.

Inwardly, Simon tried to hold on to that optimism, but it was hard not to feel hopeless. The classroom buzzed around him as students chatted excitedly about their plans for Christmas break. He couldn't help but imagine what it would have been like to tell his family about his first date—the pride in his parents' eyes, the teasing from his sisters, the warmth of knowing he'd found someone special.

Simon scanned the classroom again, his eyes darting from one face to another, searching for the angelic visage that had captured his heart. But as the minutes ticked by, he couldn't find Sherry anywhere. A wave of disappointment washed over him, followed quickly by a pang of concern. "God, I hope she's not sick," Simon thought, his chest tightening at the idea.

As the professor droned on, Simon's mind wandered, daydreaming about his pretty crush, her laughter like wind chimes and her smile bright enough to illuminate the darkest corners of his soul. He imagined her soft hand slipping into his, her gaze locked onto his as they strolled through a winter wonderland arm in arm. The fantasy was intoxicating, and he longed for it to be reality.

Sherry, he thought. Where are you?

***

While poor Simon was fantasizing about his dream girl, Sherry was indeed doing fine.

So was Adam.

Adam was sitting, naked on Simon's bed, his skinny ass sweating into his roommate's sheets. On the floor, kneeling between the young man's knobby knees was the object of Simon's fantasies, her pretty mouth wrapped around his roommate's massive cock.

"Ah, you like that, don't you?" Adam asked, grinning wickedly. "Tell me how much you love my cock."

Sherry moaned around his shaft, her words intelligible with the fleshy rod currently pressing her tongue down to the floor of her mouth.

What would Simon think if he could see his dream girl? he thought. He felt just a twinge of guilt at betraying his friend, but it was quickly drowned by Sherry's throaty gurgles.

"It's sooo big, Adam," she gasped wetly. "I love it."

Adam couldn't help but sneer as Sherry's muffled praise echoed in his ears. He'd heard the same sentiment from countless girls on campus, their eyes wide with disbelief as they stared at the massive length that stood proudly between his legs. Even now, Sherry couldn't take her eyes off the ugly monster, lumpy with a slight curve that hit girls right in those spots other men couldn't touch. Thick, knotty veins wrapped around the shaft, pumping obscenely as he rolled the wet shaft across Sherry's cheeks, leaving a trail of spit and pre-cum in its path. He loved seeing the meaty length of his cock lying from hairline to chin, nearly covering one half of her head.

Girls never expected such a monstrous cock to belong to someone like Adam—skinny, pimply, and the epitome of geekiness. But, Adam was smoothly seductive in his own way, a non-threatening presence even to the prettiest girls. That changed when he dropped his pants and women got a look at what he was packing. Some were scared, some intrigued, but all of them ended up on their knees sucking his cock. It was almost like having an OP character in a video game. Women just couldn't resist him.

Satisfied with Sherry's answer, Adam shoved the fat head of his cock between the same red lips Simon had been fantasizing about. She gagged on him, thick drool oozing around his pulsing shaft and dripping into the dark blonde pubes, making his fat ball sac glisten with her spit. Sherry's eyes widened as he probed the back of her throat, testing the tight, elastic entrance to her windpipe. He gripped her head and forced her to hold him there, reveling in the shock and fear as she struggled to take his massive cock.

He growled, pushing deeper and deeper until he was almost to the hilt. He loved having a girl who had been previously unattracted to him, kneeling submissively in front of him while he abused their mouths. The sight of it reinforced his feeling of power over the young woman. He rolled his hips, savoring every inch of Sherry's warm, sucking cavern. Her bubbling whimpers of pleasure gurgled through her throat and vibrated along the length of his cock, making his entire body quiver in delight. His grip tightened on her head as he pushed even deeper into her throat, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked every inch of him as if she would never let him go.

But, despite her hunger, the poor girl needed to breathe. Adam held her there a moment longer than was comfortable, her pale fingers beating at his skinny legs until he finally let her go.

"Fuck!" she cried, coughing up long ropes of spit. The drool dripped onto her pert breasts with their hard pink nipples like pencil erasers. "Fuck, you are so big!"

"I wonder what Simon would think," Adam teased, giving her cheek a meaty, wet smack with his shaft. "You know, your little admirer."

"Please, don't," Sherry whimpered, trying to push his cock back into her mouth. Her pupils were dilated, and he recognized she was drunk on a mixture of his cock and the sweaty musk emanating from his balls. Even if a girl claimed she didn't enjoy sucking cock, Adam knew better.

They just hadn't been offered the right cock.

"Ah, but I think you should know," Adam taunted, pulling his cock away from Shery's questing mouth. "He's been dreaming about you for weeks now, too shy to approach you."

"No," Sherry whispered, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. "He isn't."

"He is," Adam confirmed smugly. "And while your sucking my cock, on his bed, poor Simon is in class wondering where you are!"

Sherry mewled with shame, the helpless sound making Adam's cock throb with need. She wasn't even dating Simon, but she must have feelings for him, feelings that Adam was probing with words the same way he probed her mouth with his thick meat.

The best part? Adam knew she liked Simon, yet still couldn't resist grasping Adam's cock and pulling the dripping head towards her lips.

"Simon really has no one to blame but himself," Adam mused, his voice a low purr. "He talked about you all the time, but never made a move. I couldn't help but wonder what it was about you that had him so captivated."

"Please, Adam, just stop talking about him," Sherry begged, her eyes misting over with tears as Adam once again held back his cock. "Please! I just want you!"

Sherry's cheeks burned red with humiliation, her gaze fixed on the massive, veiny cock bobbing in front of her face. She knew what she was doing was wrong—she'd always been friendly with Simon and had even considered going out with him if he ever found the courage to ask. But now, with Adam sitting before her, his monstrous member casting an almost hypnotic spell over her, she couldn't bring herself to care.

"Look at me," Adam commanded. Sherry hesitated for just a moment before raising her tear-filled eyes to meet his. The wicked grin on his pimpled face made her shiver, but she didn't look away. "That's right, beautiful. You're mine now, and there's nothing Simon can do about it."

With that, Adam grabbed a fistful of Sherry's golden hair and guided her mouth back to his throbbing cock. He could feel her tremble as she tentatively licked the pre-cum from his engorged tip, her pink tongue dancing over his sensitive flesh like a butterfly on a flower. The sight was exquisite, and despite the sheer wrongness of it, he reveled knowing that he was taking something so precious from his supposed best friend.

"Swallow it," he growled, watching as Sherry obediently opened her plump lips even wider, struggling to accommodate the sheer girth of his ugly, enormous cock. It stretched her jaw to its limit, her throat convulsing around him as she fought against her gag reflex. But she didn't stop—she couldn't. The taste of him, the feel of his pulsing flesh filling her mouth, had ignited a primal lust within her she could no longer deny.

"Good girl," Adam rasped, his breathing growing ragged as Sherry's tongue swirled around his shaft, her hands cupping his heavy balls. Her devotion was intoxicating, and he knew that, for all her shame, she couldn't help but love the way he made her feel. "That's it, baby. Show me how much you need this."

The room filled with the wet sounds of Sherry's enthusiastic sucking, the slurping and gagging echoing off the walls like a perverse symphony. Adam couldn't help but wonder how Simon would react if he were to walk in on them now—if he'd even have the courage to confront the man who had stolen away the object of his affections. But the thought only fueled his desire, spurring him on as he fucked Sherry's pretty little mouth with wild abandon.

Adam couldn't bear to keep himself restrained for long. The sight of Sherry, her lips stretched around his throbbing member, pushed him to the edge of reason. He pulled her up by her hair, dragging her away from his twitching cock and onto Simon's bed.

"Get on your hands and knees," he ordered, his voice rough with lust. Sherry moaned helplessly but obeyed, positioning herself on the bed as Adam demanded. Her eyes were glazed over with desire, her body trembling with anticipation, and Adam couldn't help but marvel at the power he held over the girl who had once been so far out of both his and Simon's reach.

He gripped her hips and pulled her backward, running the thick shaft between the perfect globes of her buttocks. She cried out in shock when he pushed her head down onto Simon's pillow, then moaned when his hands slip her ass cheeks like a ripe fruit, exposing her tight, wet pussy. Adam paused for a moment, savoring the sight of her swollen pink labia dripping onto Simon's sheets. He thought about how close Simon had come to this moment – if only he had acted sooner, taken charge like Adam had done.

And now the prize was his.

"Are you ready for this?" he asked, gripping his cock and teasing her entrance with the swollen head.

"Please," Sherry whispered breathlessly, her voice shaking with need. "I can't take it anymore. I need you inside me."

With a wicked grin, Adam thrust forward, burying himself deep within her slick folds. Sherry screamed in pleasure, the sensation of being filled completely overwhelming her senses. As he stabbed into her with harsh thrusts, the small dorm room filled with the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh, Sherry's squeals echoing off the white, cinderblock walls.

"God, you're so tight," Adam groaned, reaching down to grip her hips and pull her back onto him. He could feel her inner cunt clenching around him, pulling him deeper as though afraid he might slip away. But he wasn't going anywhere, not when he could feel the pressure building within him, urging him to claim her body.

"Adam!" Sherry cried out, her nails digging into the sheets as she struggled to maintain her position. "Please, don't stop! I need it!"

"Tell me how good it feels," Adam demanded, his voice laced with a dark hunger. "Tell me how much better I am than Simon could ever be."

"Y-you're amazing," Sherry gasped, her body wracked with shudders as another wave of pleasure coursed through her. "I-I've never felt anything like this before. Please, just keep going..."

Adam relished in her praise, knowing that he had bested Simon in every possible way. He continued to thrust into her, each movement driving his cock deeper inside her quivering depths. The knowledge that he was doing this on Simon's bed, in the very place where his friend slept and dreamed of Sherry, only heightened the experience for him.

Sherry's moans grew louder and more desperate as Adam continued to hammer into her, her breaths coming in ragged gasps as he pushed her closer and closer to the edge. Her body trembled with unbridled desire, the sensations coursing through her so intense that she could barely think straight.

"Tell me I'm the best you've ever had," he growled, his voice low and dangerous as he continued his relentless assault on her senses.

"Y-you're...the best," Sherry choked out, her words punctuated by a sharp cry of pleasure as Adam drove himself deeper inside her. "No one...has ever made me feel like this...before."

"Damn right," Adam growled, his movements growing even more frenzied as he felt his own climax creeping closer.

"Please..." Sherry sobbed, her body wracked with shudders as she teetered on the brink of release. "I can't take it anymore... I need to come!"

"Then come for me," Adam ordered, his grip on her hips tightening as he thrust into her one last time, sending her spiraling over the edge.

Sherry's body arched upward, her hands pressing into the pillows as if she might fall away from them. Her lips parted slightly and a long, throaty moan of pleasure escaped. The rush of her orgasm swept through her like an electrical storm, blinding in its intensity and wracking her with aftershocks that seemed to go on forever. As the last ripples faded away, she collapsed onto the bed, beads of sweat dripping down her temple.

Adam pulled out of her trembling form, positioning himself above her so that his cock hovered just inches from her flushed, tear-streaked face. Her eyes fluttered open, the dazed expression on her face making it clear that she was still reeling from the force of her climax.

"Look at me," he demanded, his voice a sinister whisper as he stared down at her. Sherry obeyed, her gaze meeting his with an almost feral intensity.

As Adam looked into her eyes, he caught sight of the picture of Simon's family on the bedside table—the smiling faces seeming to mock him even as they fueled his twisted desire. It was a stark reminder of what he was doing, the perverse pleasure he took in cuckolding his so-called friend.

The sight was enough to push him over the edge, and with a guttural cry, he released himself, his orgasm ripping through him with a ferocity that left him breathless. The pleasure that burst through Adam's body was almost unbearable, as if his very soul were being torn from the depths of his balls. It felt like a dam had burst within him, an unrelenting torrent of thick, viscous cum erupting from his monstrous cock and splattering across Sherry's beautiful face. Hot ropes of the thick, creamy jizz dripped down her heated cheeks and pooled around her parted lips. He stared hungrily at her; her face glazed with a viscous layer of his milky essence.

"Ugh... oh god..." Sherry moaned, her mind completely consumed by her desire for Adam and the humiliating satisfaction she derived from being coated in his seed. Her eyelids fluttered, heavy with lust, as she looked up at him blearily. The once-pristine visage now marred by the lewd mess he'd made of her, transforming her into an obscene symbol of their wicked act.

Adam couldn't help but laugh aloud, a cruel and mocking sound that echoed against the walls of Simon's bedroom. His eyes fell upon the pillow beneath Sherry's head, where a spreading stain of his cum was seeping into the fabric. "Would you look at that," he sneered, pointing it out to her. "Poor Simon's pillow is ruined."

She followed his gaze, her expression wavering between horror and a perverse kind of delight. "Oh, God! What do we do?" she asked, her voice barely audible beneath the weight of her shame.

"Simple," Adam replied, smirking as he ran the fat tip of his cock through the rapidly cooling cum on her lips. "If Simon asks you out, say yes."

Her brow furrowed at the unexpected suggestion, confusion clouding her lust-addled thoughts. "Why?" she murmured, struggling to comprehend his motives.

"Simon’s not like me," Adam told her, his voice dripping with contempt. "He’s a nice guy. He deserves a chance, don't you think?"

Sherry hesitated for a moment, her mind torn between her lust for Adam and the guilt of betraying Simon. But as she looked up into Adam's cold, calculating eyes, she couldn't deny the truth of his words. "Not like you," she agreed softly, her voice barely more than a whisper.

"Exactly," he said, his smile widening as Sherry gave the tip of his cock a reverential kiss. "Not like me at all."
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As Simon entered the dimly lit dormitory, he was shocked by the unexpected appearance of Sherry Tomkins emerging from his room. Her flushed cheeks and tousled golden hair seemed to radiate an ethereal beauty and Simon was suddenly struck by the idea his desire had conjured the pretty blonde out of ether.

"Sherry?" he asked, his tone too high. He took a shallow breath and voice to a normal octave. "What brings you here?"

A momentary flicker of hesitation flashed across her face, causing her to stumble over her words. "I, uh, missed class today," she stammered, nervously tucking a stray lock of blonde hair behind her ear. "And... And I thought I could borrow your notes, if that's okay with you."

Simon's heart hammered wildly in his chest as he processed her request. Did she seem nervous? By him? His mind raced with the thrilling possibility that Sherry had sought him out for more than just his notes.

She could have gotten them at anytime, he thought. There was no need to come all the way to his room for that.

"Of course," he said as hope rose in his chest. "I'd be happy to help you catch up on what you missed."

Simon's heart pounded in his chest as he mustered the courage he had been searching for, but his mind was captivated by Sherry's pretty face. Her red lips looked puffy and almost bruised, her hair messier than usual, but that only added to her sexiness. He even saw that she had missed a button on her sweater, causing his gaze to wander to her breasts. Had she been so nervous to see him, she hadn't buttoned her sweater correctly?

At that moment, the door opened, and Adam stepped out into the hall.

"Hey!" Adam said amiably. "I was just telling Sherry you'd be back soon and should wait."

"You... you did?"

Adam gave Simon a wink behind Sherry's back threw him a less than discrete thumbs up. Adam smiled at his friend and Simon felt his courage returning.

"Sherry," he began, his voice trembling despite his best efforts to steady it. "I... I was wondering if you'd like to grab a coffee. We could go over the notes there."

As the words left his mouth, a grin spread across his Adam's face.

"Um, sure, Simon," Sherry replied hesitantly, her gaze darting between him and the floor. Her fingers twisted together nervously, betraying the turmoil of emotions that bubbled beneath her carefully composed exterior.

"Guh... Great," Simon choked out, his throat suddenly dry as the desert. He couldn't tear his eyes away from Sherry's heaving chest, his mind racing with thoughts of what lay hidden beneath the flimsy fabric of her blouse. The knowledge that Adam stood just a few feet away, silently watching their every move, only sharpened the thrill.

"Ok?” Sherry asked, casting a furtive, questioning glance over her shoulder at Adam. Simon saw the look and was alarmed. Was she second guessing her decision?

Adam was way ahead of him. He nodded at Sherry, then stepped into the doorway of their dorm room.

"You kids have fun!" Adam gave them a final impish grin, and shut the door behind him.

"Well, uh... I guess we should go?" Simon asked.

Sherry looked at the door for a moment, then turned back to Simon. She hesitated, then her face broke out into a dazzling smile.

"Yes," she said and wrapped her arm in his. The warmth of her body was electric and Simon felt his heart hammer against his rib cage as Sherry led them towards the exit. “Let’s go.”

As soon as they left the dorms, she released his arm, which disappointed Simon, but she did take his hand. The night was frosty, the crisp air biting at his cheeks, but Simon didn’t notice. He would have walked through a tundra if only he could have Sherry next to him.

Sherry only had her sweater on, no doubt she had only walked from one dorm to another and hadn't been prepared for the walk off-campus to the coffee shop. Simon sw her shiver and instinctively removed his coat.

"Here," Simon said.

"Oh, that's all right," she said, but he was already wrapping it around her shoulders.

“No, please,” Simon said. “My mother would kill me if I didn’t offer you my coat.”

“Well, your mother raised you right,” Sherry smiled and draped the coat like a robe over her shoulders, then sought Simon’s hand, eagerly gripping it.

Simon beamed, silently thanking his mother for raising him to be a gentleman.

The dimly lit café came into the view and the warmth gripped them as the door’s swung open. The cozy interior and the smell of coffee beans wrapped“No, please,” Simon said. “My mother would kill me if I didn’t offer you my coat.”

“Well, your mother raised you right,” Sherry smiled and draped the coat like a robe, but she still sought out his hand and he eagerly gripped it.

The door to the cozily lit cafe opened and welcomed the couple with a warm embrace. As they settled across from one another, Simon could hardly tear his eyes away from the vision of loveliness before him as Sherry delicately sipped her hot chocolate, her pink tongue darting out to catch a stray drop of aped cream.

"Here are the notes you missed," Simon said, trying to focus on the task at hand. His fingers hesitated over the pages, tracing the loops and curves of his own handwriting as if they were a lifeline in the raging sea of emotions that threatened to drown him. "If you have questions, please ask."

"Thank you, Simon," Sherry murmured, her eyes downcast as they followed the lines of text. "You're always so helpful."

As the seconds ticked by, an undercurrent of urgency gnawed at Simon's heart. He longed to confess the depth of his feelings for Sherry, yet feared the consequences. Would she laugh at him? Or worse, would she give him a pitying smile and tell him she just wanted to be friends? The questions tormented him, and he found himself unable to focus on anything but the soft curve of her lips, the gentle rise and fall of her chest as she breathed.

Simon's heart thudded in his chest like a tribal drum, the rich aroma of coffee and cocoa enveloping him like a warm blanket. He felt the smooth wooden table beneath his fingertips, cool to the touch, as he gathered his courage. Sherry sat across from him, her golden hair framing her angelic face.

"Sherry," he began, voice trembling, "I've been wanting to, um, ask you something."

Her gaze met his, curiosity mingling with a hint of vulnerability. Simon swallowed hard, a knot in his throat. His mind raced as he searched for the perfect words, but they eluded him like slippery eels in the murky depths of his thoughts.

"Would you, uh, maybe... like to go out with me?" he stammered, the question escaping him in a breathless rush.

A soft chuckle escaped Sherry's lips, and Simon's heart leaped at the sound. Her warm hand reached across the table, coming to rest upon his own trembling fingers. The contact sent a jolt of electricity through his veins, awakening every nerve ending in his body.

"Simon," she murmured, a tender smile playing upon her lips, "I'd love to go out with you after the break."

His heart soared, and yet there was a note of melancholy in her voice that tugged at the edges of his newfound joy. Sherry frowned slightly, her blue eyes clouding over like a summer storm.

"I just wish you'd asked sooner," she confessed, her voice tinged with an inexplicable sadness.

Did I miss something? Simon wondered silently, his happiness momentarily marred by confusion. But as he looked into those captivating eyes, he focused on the positive: Sherry had agreed to go out with him! Whatever doubts haunted her thoughts, he would do his best to banish them.

"Better late than never," he offered with a shy smile.

"True," Sherry agreed, her smile returning in full force, casting a warm glow that set Simon's heart aflame.

The moment stretched between them, their hands still entwined across the table, as if tethered by an invisible thread. The world outside ceased to exist—all that mattered was the tender connection they shared.

***

They stepped out of the cozy coffee shop an hour later, the icy tendrils of winter's breath grazing their cheeks and painting them with a rosy hue. The world outside seemed muted, as if all other sounds had receded and all that remained was Sherry's voice.

"Thanks for helping me with the notes."

"Of course," he stammered, acutely aware of the heated flush that spread across his face. "That's what friends are for."

"Friends," Sherry echoed, drawing out the word as if tasting it for the first time. She hesitated, her gaze drifting skyward, where ivory clouds drifted lazily across the velvet expanse of night. "Simon?"

"Y-yes?" he managed, his pulse quickening at the sound of his name on her lips.

"Thank you," she breathed, her eyes meeting his once more. And then, without warning, she leaned in and pressed a gentle kiss to his cheek, her lips warm and tender against his skin. It was a fleeting touch—a mere brush of silk against satin—but it left him reeling.

"Goodnight, Simon," she whispered, her warm breath caressing his cheek. She slid off his coat and placed it in his arms, then hurried away into the chilly night, leaving him to grapple with the potent cocktail of emotions that surged through him.

His body felt light, nearly weightless, as he made his way back to the dormitory, the ghostly impression of her lips still seared into his flesh. Every step seemed to lift him higher, as if he were ascending an invisible staircase toward the heavens themselves.

Is this what love feels like? he mused, the thought spiraling through his consciousness like a feather caught in a gust of wind. His heart swelled with anticipation, the promise of their future together propelling him forward on gossamer wings.

Adam was waiting for him when he got back and he jumped off his bed to give his friend a slap on the back.

"Simon!" he exclaimed, his voice dripping with anticipation. "Tell me everything! How did it go with Sherry?"

Simon's cheeks flushed an even deeper shade of crimson as he floated through the doorway, still lost in the dreamy haze that had enveloped him since their parting. He hadn't put on his coat. Instead, he held it in his hands, Sherry's perfume wafting up from the folds. He could practically taste the lingering sweetness of her breath, the soft warmth of her lips against his skin—an enticing symphony that played on in his mind, each note resonating with the pulsating beat of his heart.

"Uh... it was... wonderful," Simon murmured, his voice barely more than a whisper. "She... she kissed me, Adam."

Adam's face broke into a grin, the corners of his mouth stretching nearly to his ears. He studied Simon's expression, the way his eyes seemed to glaze over with desire, his pupils dilating to swallow the world whole.

"Ah, bro!" Adam crooned, savoring the words as they rolled off his tongue. "You're in love!"

Simon sank down onto his own bed, his body trembling with the force of his emotions. The rush of excitement mingled with the undertow of guilt and shame, drawing him ever deeper into the swirling vortex of his desires.

"Adam," he whispered, as if confessing his darkest secret. "I want her so much, but... what if she doesn't feel the same?"

"Ah, my friend," Adam said with mock superiority. "That is the eternal question, isn't it? But fear not, for I shall be here to guide you through the treacherous waters of love."

"Thank you, Adam," Simon breathed, his heart swelling with gratitude for his friend.

He twisted in his pillow and notice a scent, musky and sour, rising from his bed. He sat up and looked down at his pillow.

"What's wrong, Simon?" Adam asked.

"Nothing," Simon replied. "I just noticed that my pillow smells... different." He hesitated, then felt the giddy happiness as he remembered Sherry's chaste kiss. "I think I should wash the sheets, but... I'm too happy right now. I'll do it when I get home."

"Ah, yes!" Adam said and picked up the picture of Simon's family. "I'm sure the lovely Eliza would be happy to wash your stanky sheets."

"Stop it!" Simon laughed, but Adam wasn't wrong. He knew his mother would do his laundry, and the feeling of warmth he got when he thought of seeing his family heightened his joy. Even though he longed to be with Sherry, he knew that he also missed his family.

As his roommate settled down into the pillow stained with his cum, Adam smiled and set the picture of Simon's family down. Adam hoped Christmas would be as much fun as rooming with poor Simon. And if everything worked out with Simon’s family, he might even let him have the adorable Sherry.

After all, Adam thought to himself as he looked at the lovely smiles of Simon's mother and sister. I think I’m going to have my hands full!
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The warm glow of the Walker house welcomed Adam and Simon as they pulled into the driveway. Festive decorations adorned the front lawn, with twinkling fairy lights casting a soft, inviting aura over the property as white smoke curled up from a red chimney.

"Man, your folks really go all out, huh?" Adam remarked.

Simon grinned. "Yeah, Mom loves the holidays. It's always been a big deal for us."

As they approached the front door, it reminded Adam of another door, albeit without the warm glow of the lights and the aromatic scent of wood smoke cutting through the crisp night. It was a cheap aluminum door attached to a yellow trailer faded to the color of piss and listing slightly to the side on its chassis.

A door opened in his mind, and she was there. The first time he met Heather, he was in awe of her glowing, scarlet red hair and the soft, matronly feel of her bosom as she folded him into a warm hug.

"Isn't this great, Adam?" the social worker, a heavyset black lady with tired eyes, said.

"Yeah," he said, drowning in a haze of Heather's cheap perfume. Finally, she let him breathe, then held out her hand, soft and pale. Adam hesitated, then took it, finding it warm and followed Heather inside the trailer.

Adam and his parents had been driving down I-5 when they hit a patch of black ice. Their car had swerved into the wrong lane and slammed headlong into an oncoming semi truck and trailer. The car had been pulled half-a-mile down the interstate, his parents crushed in the front seat as Adam was thrown from the car. Whether it was fate, or the fact that his mother and father had been too drunk to notice that Adam had not been belted in, didn't matter. What mattered was Adam had been ejected into the frigid air, then slid in his snowsuit across the slick pavement, and came to a rest as the truck continued on down the road, his parents ground into pulp in the front seat.

Adam's parents had no family, at least no family who wanted a seven-year-old. So, probably in a drunken night of stupidity, they had signed Adam's life over to their best drinking buddy.

And that was Heather.

Of course, Adam didn't know this at the time. All he knew was that this beautiful, matronly creature had offered to take him in when he most needed it. The social worker, too, seemed to approve, her tired eyes skimming over the cracked linoleum and the tattered furniture. The facts were, the trailer was warm and there was a decent woman with no background of child abuse to take him in. It was better than a shelter.

Heather's home lacked all the sparkling magic of the Walker household. Christmas was marked only by faded, slightly moldy decorations and a secondhand artificial tree, its branches wilting under the weight of the years. But despite the meager surroundings, Adam felt loved for the first time since his parents died. As they stepped into the Walker's warm and welcoming home, his mind drifted back to the eleven years he spent under Heather's care. The state provided her with money for his upkeep, but it rarely went towards improving their living conditions or even ensuring a steady supply of food. Instead, Heather would use the cash to buy alcohol, drowning herself in a sea of bottled oblivion. She would stagger home, clothes askew, announcing that she had met "the one" - the man who would finally take care of them both. But each time, these men were only temporary visitors to their lives, leaving just as quickly as they had arrived.

Adam's bitterness grew slowly, like a festering wound. With each new man that entered Heather's life, he felt her slipping further away from him. He craved the love and security that seemed to slip through his fingers, just out of reach. It was a need that gnawed at him constantly, driving him to despise the very woman who had once been his rock.

The memory that haunted him most was that Christmas night after he had turned 18. Huddled in his bed wearing two layers of clothes (Heather had once again forgotten to pay the heating bill), Adam heard the front door slam open. He heard a squeak which he thought was Heather and another, lower voice growling something inaudible, but dangerous.

He jumped out of bed, his heart racing, and opened the door to his bedroom. It was a short walk down the cracked linoleum hallway to the living room.

What he found was a scene that would forever be etched into his mind. Heather's lush red hair bobbed up and down as she knelt before a disgusting, fat man whose gut spilled over the waistband of his pants like an avalanche of flesh. Her cheeks bulged obscenely as she worked her mouth over his cock, the sad, leaning Christmas tree in the corner casting a dim glow on their sordid tableau.

Heather had brought men home before, and on some late nights, he would hear her having sex. To his shame, he often masturbated as he listened to Heather's man of the week make her bed squeak, and Heather moan, always using the generic name baby because she couldn't remember who she was fucking.

But this, this was something different. He had never imagined Heather on her knees, sucking cock like a porn star, for a disgusting pig like the one seated on the couch. The same couch where they had just watched A Christmas Story on repeat and laughed every time Ralphie thought he shot his eye out with a BB gun.

The disgust that had been building in him boiled over. He stared down at Heather. His cock (even then he knew his cock was bigger than that fat bastard's pathetic nubbin), grew rock hard in his pants.

"Who the fuck are you?" The fat man was the first to see him, Heather so intent on sucking his cock was oblivious to Adam's presence. The fat man's piggy eyes locked onto Adam, and the young man felt his hands ball into fists.

"Adam!" Heather came up for air, spittle dripping down her red lips. Her sweater had been pulled up to expose the fat, round globes of her breasts, tipped with hard pink nipples. Adam recognized the sweater as the one he had picked out for her two years before and never had a scene of Santa and his reindeer aroused him so much, yet made his stomach queasy with revulsion.

"Get the hell out of here, kid!" the fat man bellowed, his face reddening with anger.

"Adam, go back to your room," Heather pleaded, her voice cracking as she tried to maintain some semblance of control over the situation. Her eyes flicked between the man and Adam, a mixture of shame and desperation in her gaze.

Anger filled Adam's thin body, and he advanced on the couple. The fat man saw the challenge and tried to haul himself up from the seat. Adam used the advantage and threw his body onto the man, punching wildly at the pig-like face. Never had he wished he had the strength of the men that Heather brought home. Never had he wanted to hurt someone so bad.

Unfortunately, his blows had little effect and in one lurch, the fat man threw Adam into the air, crashing into Heather. He loomed over Adam and Adam saw the cock peeking out under the shelf of fat. It wiggled like a worm crushed under the weight of the man's belly, and Adam couldn't help it.

He laughed.

"You think this is funny, you little shit!" the fat man roared.

He reached down and pulled up Adam by the collar and slammed his meaty fist into Adam's face. Heather screamed as the bastard hammered Adam again and again.

The pain was intense, the most intense he had ever felt, filling his head, then burning down his body as his nerve endings pulsed with signals if pain. After the first few strikes, however, Adam's mind went blank, and he focused his mind on just one thing. The fat man's tiny cock.

The blows finally stopped and Adam hung from the fat man's hand by the ripped collar, his left eye was swollen shut and his mouth was a bloody mess.

"Not laughing now, are you, asshole?" The fat man asked.

Adam would never know where he found the strength, but he parted his bloody lips and grinned.

"Is that all you got?" he gurgled through the blood in his throat. He had meant the fat man's cock, but Pig took it as a challenge to his strength and hit Adam again.

"YOU SHIT!" The fat man screamed and Adam was dimly aware of that ham-sized fist rising, rising, rising, blood dripping off his knuckles. Then Heather screamed, and the fist hammered once more into Adam's face. There was a moment of blinding pain and then blissful darkness.

Adam wandered in and out of consciousness, barely aware of the trailer rocking underneath him. He thought it might be his head, but when he finally opened his eyes he saw her.

Heather had lured her brutish lover back to the couch, ignoring the bleeding form of Adam on the floor. She had climbed on top of the bloated pug, her soft, pale thighs spread wide to straddle Pig's thick waist. Her moans filled the small trailer as she did her best to ride his cock, her body pressed up against the fat, clammy belly of the man on the couch.

Adam watched in disbelief as he floated in and out of consciousness. Heather’s desperate cries bounced off the thin walls of the trailer and pierced his heart. Pig's thick fingers dug into the pale flesh of Heather's buttocks, grunting into her heavy breasts as she screwed her hips into his lap.

Adam felt the furious pounding of his blood as his fists clenched in rage, and a helplessness that made him curl up on the floor, unable to do anything to stop this lewd sight. And, all the while, his cock was rock hard in his pants, fighting to break free.

"Oh, yes, baby!" Heather moaned. "Just like that, baby! Oh, I love it! I love it!"

The words were like blades of ice in his heart, Heather's voice caught between adoration and lust. How could she do something like that with such an ugly man? And while he was lying, damaged and barely conscious on the floor? Yet, she seemed to enjoy it, her body moving faster on top of Pig until the fat man's face was red and dripping with sweat.

I hope you have a heart attack! Adam thought impotently, but Pig was still very much alive and he showed it by ripping back on Heather's hair and forcing her to her knees. Adam watch as the behemoth pushed himself up from the sofa and loomed over the woman who had raised him.

With one hand, he hauled his fat up and out of the way and, with the other, her stroked his thin cock, the thick foreskin peeling back to reveal the angry red head of his cock.

"Oh, you fucking whore!" he spat, wavering back and forth on the heavy balls of his feet. "Oh, I'm going to give it to you!"

"Yes, baby!" Heather moaned, as if it was the most precious thing anyone could give her. "Please, baby! Give it to me!"

Adam felt like screaming out at both of them—telling them how wrong this all was—–but he simply laid there and took it all in. As much as he hated seeing Heather subjected to such violence and degradation, there was something thrilling about watching what should have been forbidden. Part of him felt like Heather deserved to be shamed, to be stained in the home she had defiled with the fat man's presence.

Pig grunted once more, then his cock belched out a thick, hot rope of cum over Heather's mouth. Remarkably, the woman licked her lips, lapping at the gooey jizz, her pink tongue coated with spunk. Adam's cock twitched violently in his pants as Pig unloaded stream after stream of cum until Heather's red lips were glazed with his dirty lust.

"Fuck, Heather!" Pig chuckled. "You never disappoint!"

Heather just moaned indulgently and Adam's guts twisted as he watched her wipe the thick jizz from her lips and suck the offering off her fingers. She smiled up at Pig like he was her master and she was nothing more than his good pet.

"Merry Christmas!" Pig laughed and aimed a half-hearted kick at Adam, who cringed away from him, only making the fat man laugh harder. "Hope you learned something, boy! Don't interrupt your betters when they're having fun."

Heather said nothing, but Adam was gratified to see her adoring smile slip. Then, Pig took out a ball of crumpled bills and threw them on the floor in front of the redhead.

"For God's sake, woman, get the heat turned on in here!" he snarled, hitching up his pants to leave. "Hell knows you make enough selling your ass. You ought to be able to afford a better place, let alone heat!"

With that, the man that Adam would always think of as Pig stomped out of the trailer, leaving a bleeding, aching Adam and sticky, naked Heather behind.

"Simon!" A bright, breathy voice snapped him out of his reverie. Blinking back to reality, he looked around, disoriented. They were standing in the entryway, doors leading off to the left and right and a staircase adorned with pictures of the Walker family ascending the wall to the second floor.

And through the door to the left of the steps came Eliza Walker herself. Adam's breath caught in his throat as he took in the sight of her. She was an incredibly beautiful woman, her shoulder-length brown hair framing a face that could have graced the cover of any magazine. Her blue eyes sparkled like sapphires, and her full lips curved into a welcoming smile that sent shivers down his spine. Despite the modest blue dress and white apron she was wearing, Eliza's voluptuous figure was impossible to ignore. Her ample breasts seemed to strain against the fabric, as if trying to free themselves from their confinement. The tapered at the waist, then flared out at the wide hips. She was every bit the woman he had pictured, an exterior domestic exterior hiding a lush, sexy creature just waiting to be freed. Adam couldn't help but feel a stirring of lust deep within him.

"Oh, it's so good to see you boys!" Eliza gushed as she stepped forward, enveloping each young man in a warm embrace.

Adam was reminded of another hug, over eleven years ago, except this one didn't stink of cheap perfume to hide the scent of alcohol on Heather's breath. Instead, Eliza smelled like cookies and the scent of apple blossoms from the shampoo she used. It was a fresh, homey scent and that contrasted with the lewd heaviness of her breasts that pressed against his chest. His cock responded to the hug, his arousal growing stronger by the second, but he fought to keep his composure.

"Thanks, Mrs. Walker," he murmured, struggling to maintain his outwardly friendly demeanor.

"Please, call me Eliza," she insisted with a wink that sent his heart racing. "Come in, come in!"

"There they are!"

Simon's father, David, came into the hallway. He had Simon's slight build, glasses and thinning gray hair. Adam couldn't help but notice how vivacious Mrs. Walker looked when compared to Mr. Walker.

He doesn't deserve her, Adam thought to himself as David gave Simon a hug, then turned to Adam.

"You must be Adam," he said. "It's nice to finally meet you."

He gave Adam a firm, but warm handshake, then a gentle pat on the back for good measure. Adam tensed as if under attack, then forced himself to relax. Mr. Walker wasn't trying to hurt him. In fact, it was quite the opposite.

He was trying to welcome Adam to the family.

Despite himself, he couldn't help but feel a sense of warmth as Simon's father accepted him at face value. It was a genuine, lovely sentiment, the kind a man who has everything in life could afford to have.

Like a fat old ram in a field full of ewes, Adam thought. Too bad I'm the wolf.

As they headed up the stairs, Adam couldn't help but be transfixed by Eliza's every movement. The way her hips swayed as she walked, the gentle bounce of her breasts with each step. Maternal and intimately sexy all at the same time.

"Adam?" Simon's voice jolted him out of his thoughts once again. "You okay, man?"

"Yeah," he replied, forcing a smile. "Just... taking it all in, you know? It's really nice here."

Simon grinned, oblivious to the storm brewing within his friend. "I'm glad you like it. I think you're really going to enjoy staying here."

As Adam followed Simon up the stairs to his room, his gaze lingered on Eliza as she disappeared through the door to the kitchen.

I think I will. He smiled to himself. This place is perfect.
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Eliza stood in the dimly lit dining room, feeling a sense of joy as she placed the finishing touches on the table. It was so nice to have people in the house again. The place was just too large for her and David, the lack of spark in the bedroom only making it worse.

But now, Simon was back home, and he'd even brought a friend. Adam seemed nice, if a little shy. A cute boy, but like her Simon, he tended towards the skinny side.

Maybe he just needs some good food to put some meat on his bones, she thought, then laughed at herself for thinking like a mother.

The beautiful housewife cast a final approving glance at the table. Feeling a sense of accomplishment, Eliza took a deep breath and ascended the stairs, her footsteps light against the plush carpeted steps.

Eliza's fingers grazed the wooden surface of her son's door, hesitating for a moment before rapping gently against it. The echo of her knuckles resounded through the hallway, and she listened as Simon's voice called out in response, "Come in!"

Stepping into the room, Eliza found Simon hunched over his computer, deeply engrossed in an online game. His fingers danced across the controller, eyes fixed on the glowing screen as he navigated the virtual world with practiced ease.

"Simon, have you seen Adam?" Eliza asked, her voice barely audible above the cacophony of electronic sound effects that filled the air.

"Uh, I think he's in the bathroom," Simon replied, not tearing his gaze away from the game. "Why? Is everything okay?"

"Everything's fine, dear." Eliza smiled and ruffled her son's tousled hair. "Dinner will be ready soon. Just making sure everyone's accounted for."

"Alright, Mom," Simon said, nodding absentmindedly as he continued to focus on his game.

Eliza turned and stepped from Simon's room and walked down the hall to the bathroom. A curl of steam wafted through the slightly open doorway and Eliza paused. She certainly didn't want to walk in on him while he was in the shower!

"Adam?" she called out softly, her knuckles tapping against the door frame.

"Come on in!" Adam called and Eliza heaved a sigh of relief and opened the door.

There, standing amidst the foggy haze, was Adam, completely naked. His slender body glistened with droplets of water that clung to his skin like tiny diamonds, his damp blonde hair clinging to the curve of his neck. The sight sent a shiver down Eliza's spine, a forbidden thrill that both excited and terrified her.

"Adam!" she stammered. "Oh, my God! Why did you... my God! I'll just—"

She stopped as the words died in her throat. The steam swirling around the bathroom seemed to thicken, each tendril curling and weaving around Adam's body, then clearing away like a fog as Eliza's eyes moved downward.

She gasped in shock. There, between Adam's slender legs, hung a monstrous appendage that defied logic and reason. It seemed impossibly large, like a thick, veiny python hanging halfway down his thigh, but twitching as if summoning the energy for a strike.

Eliza stepped backward and hit the doorframe. My God! she thought desperately. It's huge! Its girthy length was the size of her forearm and bulbous head was an alarming shade of purple that contrasted with the pale skin of Adam's sinewy body. A bead of pre-cum glistened expectantly at the tip, and the stay-at-home parent's tongue involuntarily flicked out to wet her lip as she looked at.

"Like what you see?" Adam asked, his young voice sounded smug. He gave his colossal member a casual stroke, its heavy weight shifting in his grasp as he did so.

A gasp escaped Eliza's lips, the sound sharp and cutting as it broke through the foggy haze that filled the room. Her face burned with a mixture of embarrassment and desire – two opposing forces that waged war within her trembling heart. She quickly averted her gaze, unwilling to meet Adam's piercing stare any longer.

"Adam, I... I'm sorry," Eliza stammered, her confusion and guilt roiling within her like a storm that threatened to capsize her very sanity.

"Sorry for what, Eliza?" Adam asked, his tone deceptively gentle. "Surely Simon's dad has a penis."

She shook her head. David had nothing like that... that monster!

Oh, God! David!

Her husband was just downstairs and her son, her son was just down that hall. And here she was, looking at a young boy's cock.

No, not a boy! A naughty voice whispered in her mind. A man! ALL man!

"Adam, I..." Eliza stammered, her words trembling on the precipice of regret and longing. "I shouldn't have... This isn't right." Her chest heaved with each breath, a dizzying mixture of guilt and desire swirling through her veins like a potent elixir.

"Don't worry about it, Mrs. Walker, Adam replied, placing an emphasis on her married name. He gave her a casual smile, his eyes lingering on her flushed face, a spark of mischief dancing in his gaze. "I won't tell anyone if you won't."

Eliza's face burned with embarrassment. The way he said that as if... as if she had actually meant to see him like this.

She forced her eyes upward and looked directly into Adam's face. Her heart was hammering in her chest, but she was no longer going to let him see it.

"Right," she said, her voice steadier than she felt. "Dinner is ready. You should get dressed and head downstairs before it gets cold." The mundane reminder of their shared meal served as an anchor, grounding her in reality once more.

"Of course," Adam agreed, his tone light and playful, as if they were discussing the weather. "I'll be down in a minute."

Heart pounding, Eliza stumbled back from the doorway, her body trembling with a mixture of fear, guilt, and desire. The images of his cock filled her mind and Adam's knowing smile that seemed to know so much more than a young man should know.

She imagined what would have happened if she hadn't summoned the courage to leave. Would he have reached for her, touched her? Kissed her? And would she, in turn, have kissed him back and maybe... maybe she would have sunk to her knees to taste that—

"Mom?"

Eliza cried out as Simon stepped out of his room. She took a step back and almost stumbled on the stairs.

"Oh, Simon!" she breathed. "Sorry! You scared me?"

"Did you find Adam?"

Eliza tried to pull her mind back from the images she had conjured in her mind. Her heart was racing and she could feel a deep, wet pull inside of her belly, a feeling so inappropriate when you're standing in front of your son.

She realized that she hadn't answered Simon's question. In fact, Simon looked worried and she wondered how long she had been standing there, unable to speak.

"She found me."

Eliza looked up, afraid that Adam might be standing in the hallway wearing nothing but beads of water dripping off his young body and his knowing smile.

Instead, Adam was dressed in shorts and a t-shirt. He came up beside her son, an innocent expression on his face. He looked just like what he was, a young man, just out of boyhood, with a messy tangle of blond hair and a slight build. Nothing about him indicated the virile monster that lay waiting under those baggy shorts.

"You OK, Mrs. Walker?" Adam said and stepped forward to help her.

"No!" Eliza cried and stepped back. She stumbled on the top step but caught the railing before tumbling backward.

Simon was looking at her like she was crazy, or drunk. Strangely, she felt like she was both.

And Adam? Adam just smiled, his knowing look hidden from her son.

"I—I'm fine, boys," she finally managed to say, offering a chuckle. "Just uh... tripped is all. You both come down for dinner, all right?"

The air seemed to thicken as Eliza brought the food in from the kitchen, her chest tightening with each step she took. Her eyes darted to Adam, who lounged in one of the dining room chairs, his confident smile and easy demeanor sending shivers down her spine. The soft glow of the dimmed lights cast shadows that danced across his face, making him look even younger.

Get a hold of yourself, Eliza! the wife and mother said to herself as she set the roast down on the table.

"This looks great, hon," David said, drawing her attention away from the young man.

"Oh, it's nothing," she said modestly. "It's just roast."

"It looks amazing, Mrs. Walker," he replied, his gaze locking onto hers with an intensity that left her breathless. "So much better than what we've been eating at college."

Eliza's heart fluttered in her chest at what seemed like a double meaning in the young man's innocuous statement. A mixture of excitement and embarrassment battled for dominance within her. She turned away from Adam, busying herself with getting food on the plates, her hands shaking.

"Is everything alright, Mom?" Simon asked.

"Y-yes, dear," Eliza stammered, forcing a weak smile onto her face. "I'm just a bit tired, that's all."

She couldn't help but steal another glance at Adam, her eyes drawn to the way his fingers tapped rhythmically against his thigh, a silent reminder of how close he was to... it. What would it feel like, she wondered, to wrap her hands around that thick cock? Would she even be able to hold it with both hands?

"You're a lucky man, Mr. Walker," Adam's voice punctuated her illicit thoughts and she fought to tamp down on them as Adam turned to her husband. "Your family is beautiful. You must be very proud."

"Thank you," David replied, grinning proudly. "I do my best to take care of them."

"I'm sure you do," Adam said and gave Eliza that damn, knowing smile. How could David miss this young man's meaning? It was etched into that smile and the too mature gaze from his boyish face.

David was oblivious as he raised a bite of the succulent roast to his mouth. Eliza's heart raced like a wild stallion as she tried to focus on the delicious meal before her. She picked up her fork, yet all she could think about was the brief, illicit sight of Adam naked in the bathroom.

"Where are your daughters?" Adam asked.

"Oh, Lily is staying with a friend for a few days. She should be back by next week."

Adam smiled, taking in the information. Eliza was relieved that his attention had been pulled away from her as she spoke to David and Simon, her family oblivious to the emotional turmoil inside of her. She was just starting on her potatoes when Adam turned his attention back to her.

"Mrs. Walker, this roast is exquisite," Adam said, his words sincere but his look carrying that damned double meaning. She blushed, with embarrassment sure, but underneath flickered something else. Pride that the young man had noticed her beauty.

"Thank you, dear," she murmured, forcing a smile onto her trembling lips.

As she ate her food, she gave surreptitious glances around the table and couldn't help but notice Adam's confident posture and the way he seemed to command the space around him. He was so small, yet he spoke like a man.

And no wonder! With something like that between his legs? He must have enormous big dick energy!

Adam's eyes met hers briefly, a spark of unspoken knowledge passing between them like a secret shared beneath the covers. She felt the familiar heat rise within her, and her fingers tightened around her fork, the silverware digging into her palm.

"Mom, can you pass the potatoes?" Simon asked, oblivious to her inner turmoil.

"Of course, sweetheart," she replied, her voice quivering as she passed the bowl to her son, barely able to keep her hands steady.

As the conversations continued around her, Eliza couldn't shake the image of Adam's naked body, his impossibly large cock etched into her memory like a brand. She felt an uncontrollable desire welling up within her, threatening to spill over and drown her in its irresistible pull.

"Eliza?" David's voice broke through her reverie once again, his hand reaching out hesitantly to touch her arm. "You seem...distracted."

Oh shit! Say something! Say something!

Eliza stilled her heart and forced a wide smile to her face. She reached out and gripped David's hand, feeling his warm presence under her trembling fingers.

"I'm fine, dear." Her eyes skirted past Adam and landed on Simon, pushing down the explicit thoughts in her mind. "I'm just glad my boy is home."

Adam watched the display of a loving family coming together for the holiday and Eliza could have sworn that she saw an icy look pass across his boyish features. The smile was still there, but that smile no longer met his eyes.

Eliza felt a sudden chill and suppressed a tremor that threatened to give away her thoughts.

Enough! She told herself. You are imagining things. There is no way he wants you. You're old enough to be his mother!

The stern thoughts made her feel better and she sat a bit straighter, the chill gone. She'd seen Adam naked, so what? It meant nothing. She was married with two grown children. Thinking about the naked body of a boy her son's age was just sick.

Besides, with his energy and the monstrous weapon Adam was packing in his pants, he could be with a much younger woman.

Why would he want a mature, loving wife and mother?

It was ridiculous.
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"G'night, Adam," Simon said sleepily, his voice already trailing off as he pulled the covers over himself. The room was dimly lit, and the quiet hum of central heating provided a comforting rhythm.

"Night, Simon," Adam replied with a smile on his lips. He lay on his back, hands folded behind his head, while his eyes remained open. As Simon drifted off to sleep, Adam's thoughts wandered to Eliza. He couldn't shake the image of the look on her face when she saw him naked; a mix of shock, curiosity, and something else... desire?

Eliza had been nervous around him all night. She fidgeted whenever he was near, her eyes darting away quickly, avoiding his gaze. It was cute, like a scared rabbit. Whenever she spoke, her voice wavered, betraying her anxiety. It was as if she was trying to keep herself from thinking about what she had seen - but the more she tried, the more her thoughts seemed to revolve around it.

Adam could tell she was attracted to him, despite her best efforts to hide it. He wondered if her husband could satisfy her. Oh, it was obvious they loved each other, but he could tell by David's lack of energy and Eliza's reaction to Adam's body that she must be craving more.

And that's where Adam came in. He reveled in the idea of fulfilling Eliza's unspoken desires, giving her what her husband couldn't. It wasn't just about the sex for him; it was about power and control, asserting his dominance over another man's wife. The taboo aspect of cuckolding David and in a different way Simon, that further excited him.

He felt a familiar stirring in his loins and imagined Eliza's soft, supple body writhing beneath him, her moans of pleasure filling the air as he drove his cock deep inside of her, lifting her to heights of ecstasy she'd never experienced before.

And then, at that moment, she would be his.

Adam's fingers trailed down his chest, coming to rest on the waistband of his boxers. He bit his lip as he slowly slipped a hand inside, taking hold of his ever-growing erection. Each stroke brought images of Eliza to the forefront of his mind, thoughts that were both tantalizing and forbidden.

He hadn't always been so adept at reading a woman's intentions or possessing the confidence he had now. After all, Adam had always been a skinny kid with one massive asset that wasn't immediately noticeable. It hadn't always been easy for him to tell when a woman was interested or how to convince them to take a peek under his hood to see what he had to offer.

No, that was a skill that had to be taught. And, for better or worse, it was the Pig who had made it all happen.

Let me help you, Adam, Heather's voice seemed to whisper in his ear and he even imagined her warm breath on his ear lobe.

Heather's face, flushed with concern, swam into his vision as his fantasies about Eliza morphed into memories of the woman who had raised him. That night, after Pig had left, she had helped him to bed. He had been alternating between nausea and pain and the next thing he knew, Heather was in bed with him, wearing nothing but a thin slip of a nightgown over her voluptuous body. Her eyes, filled with worry, had scanned his bruised and battered face as she held an ice pack to his swollen cheek.

"Why?" Adam had asked her through swollen lips.

"Because I need the money, sweetie," she replied, her soft voice barely audible. "He... he isn't so bad... most of the time."

As his hand continued to work his throbbing shaft, Adam recalled the way Heather's touch had felt on his skin, the warmth of her body pressed against his, soothing away the pain even as it ignited his desire for her. His cock had pushed forward, tenting his boxers. Heather's eyes grew wide when she noticed.

"Holy shit, Adam!" She said chuckled. "Are you hard?"

Adam turned away, tears stinging his eyes, but that did nothing to calm the throbbing in his cock. Here was Heather, barely dressed, her heavy breasts pressing against his arm. She still smelled of sweat and sex, although she had washed Pig's dirty cum off her face. It didn't matter. A younger, more innocent Adam couldn't stop his lust from boiling in his balls as Heather slowly lowered his hand to his cock.

"It is sooo big!" Heather murmured, her fingers brushing against his hardness as she applied the ice pack to his bruised face. Her eyes widened in surprise, and she couldn't help but let out a soft gasp. "I didn't know you were...this developed."

He looked into her eyes, seeing genuine shock mixed with something else – curiosity, perhaps even desire. As if drawn by some magnetic force, Heather's hand moved back to the bulge in his pants, gently tracing its outline. With trembling fingers, she carefully slid them down to reveal his throbbing cock.

Adam closed his eyes, feeling the confused feelings of lust, anger, and disgust rising within him. This was the woman who had essentially raised him, yet here she was, her pale fingers closing around his turgid flesh.

"Good Lord, Adam," she breathed, her eyes glued to the enormous erection before her. "You're going to make some woman very happy."

"I... I am?" Adam asked hesitantly. "Huh... how?"

Heather licked her lips, and Adam could see the hunger in her eyes as she lifted his massive shaft towards her bruised, red lips. "Let me show you."

Heather leaned in, placing a tender kiss at the base of his shaft before sliding her warm, wet tongue up his length. Adam watched, mesmerized as her lips parted and her pink tongue darted out and teased the sensitive underside of his cock. Then, with a wicked gleam at Adam, she opened her mouth a Adam groaned with relief as her warm, sucking mouth closed around the bulging head.

"God, you're so big, Adam," she gasped, trying in vain to take him all in. "So fucking thick. Mmm..."

Her excitement was infectious; Adam's heart raced as he watched her take him deeper and deeper, her cheeks hollowing with each greedy suck. He could hardly believe this was happening, that the woman who had been like a mother to him was now worshiping his cock with such fervor.

Adam felt like he was in a dream, as Heather's head bobbed up and down on his thrusting length. Her lips were soft and wet, her tongue exploring and teasing with each pass. His hands trembled as he ran them through her hair, feeling the silky softness against his skin.

Heather continued to pleasure him, her movements becoming more frenzied as her excitement built. Adam felt himself nearing the brink of orgasm, the heat rising in his body until it seemed like it would consume him entirely. But just before he could reach the peak of pleasure, Heather pulled away from him, leaving him trembling and panting for air.

"Not yet!" Heather gasped. "You need to learn how to hold out, no matter how much you want to come. You need to please me!"

Heather's breasts were heaving with her ragged breaths, her hard pink nipples begging for attention. She took Adam's hand and placed them on her breasts. Then, she moved into him, smashing her pale flesh into his palm. With her other hand, she pinched her nipple, twisting it which brought a deep, sultry moan from somewhere deep inside of her.

"Now you, baby!" Heather moaned. "Pinch my nipples."

Adam took a deep breath and pinched one of her nipples, gently at first but then harder with each passing second. Heather gasped and moaned in pleasure, arching her back against him as he kneaded and pinched her pink nubs.

"That's, baby!" she whined. "Now, I have got to feel that man cock!"

Adam trembled as Heather eagerly straddled him. She reached down and, with a practiced hand, rubbed the fat tip of his cock against the puffy, dripping lips of her cunt. Adam had a brief image of Heather riding that fat bastard Pig, then the thought was gone, washed away by Heather's warm, wet tunnel.

The sensation of her oily softness enveloping him was indescribable, sending bolts of pure ecstasy shooting through his balls. Heather rocked back and forth, slowly at first, then building to a hard, frenzied pace. Adam lay pinned to the bed enthralled by the sight of Heather's heavy breasts bouncing up and down as she bit her lip, taking him deeper and deeper inside her succulent depths.

Heather seemed to be in a world of her own, her eyes closed as she rode him. Adam felt a surge of lust coupled with anger. Who was she thinking of when she rode him? Pig? Some other bastard she had picked up at the bar?

With a vengeful thrust of his hips, he drove his cock upward inside of her, impaling her with his length. Heather gasped andher eyes flew open, a look of pure desire in her eyes.

"Oh, God, baby! It's sooo big!"

"What's my name?" Adam hissed and rammed upward, stabbing at her soft, inner flesh eliciting a surprised throaty cry from the buxom redhead.

"A... A... Adam!"

"That's right, you bitch!" Adam cried and saw the flush of shame pass over Heather's face, but he didn't care. He wanted to hurt her, the way she had hurt him as she watched Pig beat on his face.

Remarkably, he felt no pain form the beating. All he felt was the pleasure of driving his manhood deep into Heather's defenseless cunt, pounding her into submission.

Adam's lust continued to rise, his anger hot and hard as his cock. He realized suddenly that Heather had been taking advantage of him. His thoughts swirled, a mix of excitement and resentment. With a sudden surge of rage, Adam gripped Heather's hips and pulled her off his throbbing cock.

Heather gasped for air, her eyes hazed with drunken lust, a pout on her puffy, red lips.

"What are you doing?"

"Get on your hands and knees, slut" Adam growled.

Heather looked surprised but rolled over. Adam reached down, dug his fingers into the ample flesh of her hips and yanked her up on all fours. Heather gasped in pain and desire, her heavy breasts swaying as Adam forced her into position, presenting her dripping wet cunt to him like a gift. Adam's heart pounded in his chest, his dominant instincts ignited by the sight before him.

With a hard grip on her hips, he thrust his massive cock back inside her from behind, eliciting a sharp cry from Heather. Adam surged forward with an unbridled ferocity, his hips hammering her as he pounded into her depths. His muscles flexed with every thrust, and Heather's cries mixed between gasps of pleasure and moans of shock as his enormous cock punched deep into her core. Her pussy gripped him, urging him on, hungry for his cock.

"Baby... Oh god, baby, you're so big... I can't believe how much you're stretching me," Heather panted.

"Who's fucking you, Heather!" Adam slapped Heather on the ass, leaving behind an angry red mark. "Who's fucking you now, bitch?"

"You are, Adam... You are," she cried, her face flushed red and contorted in ecstasy.

The sound of her submission only fueled Adam's lust, his thrusts growing faster and more powerful. Heather's body convulsed beneath him, her juices coating his cock and dripping onto the bed below. As he felt her cunt tightening around him, he knew she was close to climax.

"Come for me, Heather," Adam ordered, his voice low and commanding.

Heather let out a desperate cry, her body shuddering violently as an orgasm ripped through her. Adam could feel her cunt pulsating around his cock, milking him for all he was worth. But, he didn't stop. He fucked her straight through the orgasm until she collapsed on the bed, whimpering as he continued to plow her depths like no man had ever done before.

Finally, Adam pulled out of her quivering body,flipped Heather onto her back, and straddled her heaving chest. Her heavy breasts pressed against him as he slid his still-erect cock between them. Looking down at her flushed face and glazed eyes, he knew what he needed to do. He needed to replace Pig's dirty seed with his own.

"Look at me, Heather" he commanded, his voice thick with lust.

With a dazed nod, Heather opened her eyes and salw the engorged tip of his cock thrusting between her breasts. Without being told, she parted her soft lips just enough for him to see the tip of her pink tongue. Digging his fingers into her fleshy orbs, Adam fucked Heather's tits, the sensation of her warm, supple flesh enveloping his shaft drove him closer to the edge.

"Take it, Heather... Take every last drop of my cum," he growled.

As if on command, Adam's climax surged through him, his seed erupting from his cock like a geyser. Thick ropes of cum splattered across Heather's face and breasts, bathing her in his essence. She gasped and moaned, her tongue darting out to taste him, savoring the salty-sweet essence of his release.

In that moment, Adam felt both powerful and vulnerable, the realization sinking in that he had not only broken free of Heather's control, but he had also taken possession of her body and soul. It was an intoxicating mixture of guilt, shame, and desire – one that would haunt him for years to come.

Later, they lay together in Adam's bed, Heather snuggling up close to him. The room smelled of sweat and sex, a smell that Adam would get used to over the coming months. But, that night, he was still new to this world of sex and domination and, despite his forceful attitude during sex, he still felt unsure of himself.

"That was so good!" Heather murmured, tracing slow circles over Adam's chest. "Was that your first time?"

Adam hesitated and Heather chuckled.

"You have nothing to be ashamed of, believe me! You were amazing!"

Adam couldn't help but feel warmth fill his chest. He stroked Heather's hair and she snuggled closer, almost purring like a cat.

"You know," she said. "I could teach you more."

She slid her hand down his belly then rubbed a finger over the tip of his cock. Adam hissed at the sudden rush of pleasure and Heather chuckled again.

"I could teach you how to please women," she purred, running her hand over the belly of his cock. Already Adam was getting hard again, something that shocked most women, but Heather hadn't been shocked. She'd been delighted.

She slid down his body and Adam moaned as she ran her tongue over the sensitive head, lapping away the drops of cum that had seeped out. Then, she gripped his cock confidently on one hand, looking deep into Adam's eyes.

"I could make you a stud, Adam. You could have any woman you wanted," she licked his cock like a popsicle, then gave the tip a wet, open-mouthd kiss. "I could turn you into a god!"

With that, she took him into his mouth and sucked him back into hardness.

His lessons had only just begun.

Over the following months, Heather became both Adam's lover and his teacher, guiding him through the intricacies of a woman's body with unbridled passion. Their encounters were frequent and intense, each one leaving them both breathless and satiated. With her skilled hands and knowing eyes, she taught him how to caress a woman's soft skin, to tease her until she was begging for release, and then to bring her to ecstasy in ways he could never have imagined.

"Remember, darling," Heather purred into his ear one evening as they basked in post-orgasmic bliss, "once you get them into bed, there's no turning back. Once they see what you have to give them, they will give in."

Adam took her words to heart, absorbing every lesson, every whispered secret, and every sigh of pleasure. He felt his confidence growing, blooming like a dark flower within him, fueled by his newfound power over women and their desires.

But as the days turned into weeks, and the weeks into months, a nagging suspicion began to take root in the back of Adam's mind. Despite their passionate trysts and Heather's assurances that he was the only man who could truly satisfy her, he couldn't shake the feeling that something wasn't quite right.

One night Adam was in a deep sleep when he heard the door to the trailer open. He searched the bed for Heather and found it cold. It had been months since she had gone out, preferring to stay home with Adam and his ever present erection.

She hadn't needed another man, or so she had told him.

"...couldn't stay away, could you, baby?" Pig's gruff voice was unmistakable, and Adam felt a cold fury welling up inside him.

"Shh," Heather murmured, her voice sultry and seductive. "Adam's asleep... we have to be quiet."

With each word, the rage inside Adam grew hotter, his vision turning red as he struggled to contain it. He couldn't believe that Heather would betray him like this, after everything they'd shared together.

"Quiet..." he growled through gritted teeth, his hands balling into fists at his sides. "I'll show you quiet."

Adam creeped out of his room towards Heather's bedroom at the other end of the trailer. As he passed through the kitchen, Adam's eyes fell upon a heavy, cast iron skilled. On instinct, he grasped the handle and lifted it, feeling the comforting weight of the black metal in his hand.

Clutching the handle tightly, he stalked back towards the bedroom. He cracked open the door and his guts twisted as he saw Heather on her knees, sucking Pig's cock with a wanton hunger. Every time she bobbed down on his thin, root, her head rubbed against the clammy fat of Pig's belly. The sight of her red mouth on that fat bastard's cock made the flames of his anger burn out of control. With a guttural roar,rushed into the room, swung the frying pan with all his might, and caught Pig squarely on the side of his head with a sickening crunch.

The force of the blow sent Pig crashing to the floor, blood streaming from his temple, while Heather shrieked in shock and fear.

"Adam!" she gasped, her eyes wide with disbelief. "What are you doing?!"

Adam breathed deeply and, for a moment he thought he had killed the fat man. Then Pig let out a wet gurgle and Adam realized he was not dead, just dazed.

"What am I doing?" Adam demanded, his voice cold and harsh. "What are you doing?"

Heather looked up at him with tear-filled eyes.

"I... I have to, Adam," she choked out. "You don't understand... We need the money. Who buys the food? Who pays for electricity? Now that you're eighteen, there's no more money coming in from the state. I have to do this, even though I love you and I need you."

Adam glanced around the broken trailer, taking in the peeling wallpaper, the threadbare furniture, and the empty liquor bottles that littered the floor. He looked back at Heather, sprawled on the ground like a discarded ragdoll, and felt a wave of disgust wash over him.

"I deserve better than this," he spat, stooping down to rummage through Pig's pockets. He pulled out a thick wad of cash and shoved it into his pocket, then moved toward the kitchen.

"Please, Adam!" Heather cried, trying to pull herself up. "Don't go! I'll stop drinking, I promise! I'll be better, just... please don't leave me!"

But her words fell on deaf ears as Adam yanked open a cupboard and pulled out an old, Folgers coffee can. He ripped open the lid and revealed a small stash of money hidden that Heather hid so she could buy liquor. Liquor paid with money from sucking Pig's cock. He took the cash and left the empty can on the counter.

"Goodbye, Heather," he said coldly, turning his back on the woman who had once been his world.

"Adam, please!" Heather sobbed, reaching out for him as he headed for the door. But he didn't look back; he couldn't bear to see the cracked mask of the woman who had taught him everything she knew about desire, seduction, and control.

As he stepped out into the cold night, the door slamming shut behind him, Adam felt a strange mixture of relief and sadness. He was leaving behind a broken home, a broken woman, and a life that he no longer wanted.

But he couldn't shake the guilt and shame that clung to him like a second skin, or the dark knowledge of what he had become under Heather's tutelage. He had learned to wield his body like a weapon, to ensnare women in a web of lust and desire that they could never escape.

And now, as he strode away from the crumbling trailer park, his breath frosting in the air around him, he knew that he would use those skills to carve out a better life for himself – one where he was in control, and where he would never again be humiliated by anyone.

"Watch out, world," he whispered into the darkness, a bitter smile twisting his lips. "Here I come."

***

Adam's mind snapped back to the present moment, his hand gripping his monstrous cock as he neared climax. He gasped and moaned, feeling the heat of desire coursing through him. His thoughts drifted to Eliza and how he could use his gift – the one that Heather had taught him so well – to seduce her out of her money and into his web of lust.

Heather would be shocked if she knew that her lessons had not only allowed him to break free from the chains of their torrid past but also paved the way for him to pursue a better life. He grinned wickedly at the thought, his breathing ragged as he continued stroking himself.

"Damn," he muttered under his breath, beads of sweat forming on his brow. "I've come a long way."

The room was dimly lit, the flickering streetlights casting shadows on the walls. As Adam's hand moved faster and faster, his heart raced with the thrill of what was to come. He imagined himself taking control of Eliza, making her submit to his every whim, just as he had done with Heather.

"Eliza," he whispered, his voice barely audible even to himself. "You won't know what hit you."

His body tensed, and he felt the familiar wave of pleasure beginning to build deep within him. With a final, powerful stroke, Adam let out a guttural groan, releasing his pent-up desires in a torrent of hot, sticky release.

"Fuck!" he exclaimed, his voice strained with the intensity of his orgasm. He lay there, panting, his chest heaving as he struggled to catch his breath.

As he slowly regained his composure, he glanced around the warm bedroom – a far cry from the cold, cramped trailer where he'd once lived. He couldn't help but feel a twinge of envy; Simon was so lucky to have a loving family and a comfortable life.

It was unfair. Simon had been born into this family. He hadn't had to earn it. Adam had had to fight for everything he had in life and he was willing to fight for this.

Even if that meant destroying Simon in the process.
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While Adam lay in his own bed, dreaming of the lovely Eliza, the beautiful wife and mother was in the midst of her own crisis. She lay next to a gently snoring David, wide awake, her body tingling with a restless energy she hadn't felt in years. The sheets clung to her as if they were partners in crime, trapping her between their folds, imprisoning her in thoughts of Adam's monstrous cock—a throbbing, veiny beast that haunted the dark recesses of her mind.

The soft glow of sunrise filtered through the curtains, casting a warm and inviting light across the room. Golden rays touched the antique dresser, the family portraits on the wall, and the smooth wooden floor like a painter's brush dipped in honey. It bathed the house in an innocent warmth, but Eliza's thoughts remained deliciously sinful.

"God, what's wrong with me?" Eliza whispered to herself, her voice barely audible. Her husband, David, snored softly beside her, oblivious to the lascivious fantasies spiraling through his wife's mind.

As Eliza shifted under the sheets, her thighs brushed against each other, sending sparks of heat up her legs and settling deep within her core. She bit her lip, trying to suppress the moans threatening to escape. She twisted and turned beneath the sheets, her skin flushed with an unquenchable heat.

"Damn it," she murmured, her hands gripping the sheets as if trying to anchor herself against the relentless onslaught of lustful thoughts. "This isn't right."

Her heart pounded in her chest, echoing the tempo of her forbidden fantasies. Unable to bear the torment any longer, Eliza slid out of bed. The cool morning air brushed against her hot skin, offering a fleeting moment of relief.

"Focus, Eliza," she whispered to herself, forcing her mind away from the seductive images that threatened to consume her. "Get up, get busy, and distract yourself."

With a determined sigh, Eliza stood up and grabbed a robe, and covered her thin nightgown. She belted the robe tightly around her lush body, feeling a small sense of security as the soft robe enclosed her in a sort of bulky armor. Finally, she tiptoed out of the bedroom, leaving behind her slumbering husband and the all-consuming thoughts of Adam. She couldn't allow her desires to overwhelm her; she had a family to care for and a life to maintain.

The house was quiet, the sun barely up, as she snuck past Simon's room, doing her best not to imagine Adam sleeping on the air mattress beside her son's bed. She forced her mind to focus on the mundane tasks awaiting her: dishes from last night's dinner, a sink full of soapy water, and the sweet aroma of fresh coffee brewing. It was a comforting routine, one she hoped would drive away the lingering shadows of temptation.

"Focus, Eliza," she whispered to herself, her voice barely audible. "You're stronger than this."

Eliza reached the top of the stairs and steadied her trembling hands on the banister. She bit her lip, forcing her thoughts away from Adam's body. She took a deep breath and began her descent; the stairs groaning softly beneath her feet, echoing her turmoil.

When she finally reached the bottom, Eliza felt a strange sense of relief wash over her. The kitchen beckoned to her like a safe haven, its familiar surroundings offering a momentary reprieve from her dark musings. She hesitated at the threshold, taking in the serene scene before her.

The early morning light filtered through the curtains, casting a warm glow over the countertops and cabinets. Soon, the scent of freshly brewed coffee wafted through the air, a comforting aroma that provided solace from her inner torment. A faint hum of the refrigerator provided a steady, calming soundtrack to her peaceful sanctuary.

Eliza reached for a coffee mug, her hand trembling slightly as she tried to focus on the task at hand. The mug was one Simon had bought for her ages ago, faded blue letters proclaiming her as #1 Mom. She brushed the cool ceramic, the smooth surface and reassuring words providing a fleeting moment of comfort. As she poured the steaming liquid into the cup, she found the strong scent pushed the illicit thoughts further to the back of her mind.

This is what I needed, she thought to herself as she lifted the cup to her lips. I mean, my God! You are a married woman! How could you even think about a boy like Adam in that way?

It was in that very moment, when she was just beginning to feel in control of her emotions, that she heard the soft voice behind her.

"Morning, Mrs. Walker."

"Oh!" Eliza cried as the coffee spilled out of her mouth and landed on the sensitive skin between her breasts. She jerked at the pain and her coffee cup missed the edge of the counter and crashed to the floor. Amazingly, the mug didn't break, but rolled to the side, #1 Mom staring up at her accusingly as the coffee spread towards her bare toes. She yelped and jumped backward to avoid the scalding liquid.

And landed right in Adam's waiting arms.

"Adam!"

She felt his hard, lean body press against her. She tried to push away from him, but the skin between her breasts still burned. Adam maneuvered her to the skin and calmly turned on the faucet. He ran a washcloth under the stream and, with a confident motion, he opened her robe and pressed the wet cloth between her heaving breasts.

"Adam, no..." she moaned, but her voice was pitifully weak as the cool cloth soothed her pain. For a moment, she felt faint and she let herself fall into his arms. My God, Eliza! she chided herself. You are swooning like a love sick heroine in a trashy romance novel.

Just when she thought she was going to succumb to his touch, Adam let her go. She felt the sudden loss of the heat of his body and she pulled the robe tight around her.

She turned, trapped between Adam and the counter, breath coming ragged gasps as she waited helplessly for what came next.

Adam held up the wet dishcloth, smiling slyly. He stepped forward and Eliza flinched, waiting, anticipating, longing for his touch yet ashamed of her feelings. Adam continued to smile, and she suddenly realized he was giving her a chance to escape. She could leave right now. All she had to do was summon the strength to do it.

Before she could move, however, Adam dropped to her knees. Shocked, she looked down into the young man's too mature face, that teasing smile on his lips.

"Look what a mess you made, Eliza," he said, then dropped the rag into the spilled coffee. His eyes never left her as he soaked up the spill, then ran the warm rag over her toes.

"Please," she begged, her voice barely audible. "Don't do this."

"Do what?" he asked and dropped the rag. Slowly, he ran a hand across her toes, teasing the webbing between each digit, then slid his hand over the quivering muscle of her thigh. "I'm just helping you clean up your mess."

Adam's hand traveled along her leg, slipping between her wet thighs. Eliza moaned and tried to close her thighs around his questing hand, but Adam had anticipated the move. He ran his other hand up under her robe and gripped the fleshy globe of her ass. Eliza let out a sharp cry and her thighs relaxed, giving Adam unrestricted access as he shoved his hand between her legs, cupping her dripping heat.

"Look at you," he murmured. "You're so desperate for me, aren't you?

"Nuh—no. Th—that's not it," she protested, but her ragged breathing betrayed her. "Oh, God! Please Adam. We can't do this!"

Adam flashed her his infuriating, smug smile.

"You've been dreaming about me ever since you saw me in the bathroom, haven't you, Mrs. Walker?"

"No, I—" she said, but her denial was rendered mute as Adam slid aside her panties, slipping a rough finger into her pulsating core. The pent up lust clouded her mind, making it impossible to think, let alone fight.

"You're so wet for me," Adam taunted, his fingers dipping in and out of her swollen lips, sending sharp spikes of pleasure coursing up Eliza's spine. "Your loving husband and sweet son are sleeping upstairs, completely oblivious to the fact that their mother is down here, getting wet for her son's best friend."

"Oh, God, no!" Eliza cried as the words sent a shiver through her, as much from excitement as from dread. Her robe fell open, her heavy breasts heaving with excitement. With deliberate slowness, Adam peeled the sodden panties down over her hips, baring her glistening sex, her lust coursing son her thighs, betraying her arousal.

"Such a naughty woman you are," he murmured, his hot breath teasing her engorged lips of her pussy. "And yet, you can't help but want me, can you?"

Eliza's mind screamed for her to stop, but the ache between her legs only grew stronger with each taunting word. As Adam pressed his lips to her inner thigh, she moaned softly, a sound that seemed to reverberate through the still morning air.

"Adam," she whispered desperately, her fingers tangling in his hair. "Please... I can't do this..."

"Shh," he soothed, his mouth hovering just above her throbbing center. "Just let go, Eliza. Let me show you what you've been missing."

As his tongue finally met her heat, she felt her resolve crumbling away. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to focus on anything but Adam's tongue slipping between her swollen folds and lapping at her vulnerable flesh.

Adam's tongue was relentless, flicking and swirling over the sensitive flesh of her clit, driving Eliza to dizzying heights of pleasure. She was drowning in a sea of sensations, unable to resist the illicit pleasure that Adam was offering her.

With each passing second, she felt herself spiraling deeper into a world of forbidden desire. The thought of what they were doing only added fuel to the fire, making her feel wild and reckless with need.

When his fingers joined his mouth, plunging inside her while he sucked on her pulsing nub, Eliza couldn't hold back any longer. She cried out loudly, her hips bucking against his face as she rode the waves of ecstasy crashing through her body.

"That's it, Eliza," he urged, his voice low and commanding. "Give it to me. You know you want to."

And with those final, seductive words, she could resist no longer. Eliza surrendered herself to the pleasure, her body convulsing as she reached an explosive, mind-breaking orgasm. She cried out, the sound muffled only by her own hand as she desperately tried to keep from alerting her sleeping family.

"Look at you," Adam said with a wicked grin, admiring Eliza's state of disarray as she struggled to catch her breath. "Such a beautiful sight, but I'm not done with you yet."

Before she could process his words, he bent her over the kitchen counter. Eliza's heart raced in a mix of fear and anticipation as she felt Adam position himself behind her.

"Ready for more, Mrs. Walker?" he asked mockingly, his tone dripping with arrogance.

"Please, no more. I can't stand it!" she whimpered, the guilt and shame of her actions flooding her mind. Deep down, however, she knew she wanted – no, needed – him inside her.

"Too late," Adam said with a wicked smile, and in one swift motion, he thrust his own massive cock into her tight pussy.

His unbelievable girth stretched her to the point of pain. The sensation was overwhelming, filling her so completely that Eliza couldn't help but let out a guttural moan.

Eliza's body trembled with pleasure and guilt as Adam pounded into her from behind. She couldn't believe what was happening – a man young enough to be her son was now filling her in ways she never thought possible. His cock was unlike anything she had ever experienced before, thick and long and stretching her pussy walls to their limits. The sensation was overwhelming, almost painful, but oh so good at the same time. Eliza couldn't help but let out a desperate, animal moan with each thrust, unable to resist the pleasure that Adam was giving her.

As Adam's pace quickened, Eliza's mind raced with conflicting emotions. On one hand, she knew this was wrong – she was a married woman and should not be doing this with another man. On the other hand, she could not resist the intense pleasure coursing through her body.

Without thinking, her body reacted. She pushed back against him, wanting more of him inside her. Her nails scraped across the countertop as she braced herself for each thrust, lost in a world of forbidden desire.

Adam's hands roamed over her body, digging into her hips and pulling her back against him with each powerful thrust. He leaned over her, his hot breath tickling her ear as he whispered dirty words that only fueled Eliza's arousal.

"You like that? You like having my big cock deep inside you?" he growled, his voice sending shivers down Eliza's spine.

The once faithful wife and mother could only nod in response, unable to form words as pleasure consumed every inch of her being. She felt like she was teetering on the edge of something amazing. Something that would change - and destroy - everything.

As if sensing this too, Adam reached between them and began rubbing circles on Eliza's clit. The added stimulation pushed her over the edge and with a loud cry, she came undone once again. Adam continued thrusting deep inside of her with a practiced skill beyond his years. How? How could he be so good? How could he be so much better than her husband?

It wasn't just his size, although the feeling of being truly filled for the first time in her life was overwhelming. It was the way he fucked her, each thrust taking her higher and higher, his fingers working her engorged clit with devastating, skillful precision. It was as if he knew her body better than she knew herself, and he used that knowledge with savage determination.

"Look at you," Adam hissed in her ear, his breath hot against her skin. "You can't get enough of this, can you?"

And though every fiber of her being screamed for her to deny it, Eliza knew the truth: She was addicted to the powerful, forbidden pleasure that only Adam could provide.

"Yes! Yes, I love it!"

"Fuck!" Adam growled and gripped Eliza by the hair, pulling her head back until he his lips touched her ear. "I knew it! I fucking knew it! Now, I'm going to make Simon's mommy come again!"

"Please... I can't take any more..." Eliza whimpered, her voice barely audible over the sounds of wet flesh smacking together as Adam stabbed into her again and again.

"Too bad, Mrs. Walker," Adam replied, his voice dripping with cruel delight. "You're going to come for me again like the good, cheating little mommy you are!"

As Adam relentlessly hammered into her, his words pounding her brain as his cock pounded the deepest parts of her body. The desperate wife and mother felt the familiar pressure building once more, her body tensing in anticipation of another mind-shattering orgasm. She tried to fight it, her brain screaming that this was wrong, but her body betrayed her, craving release.

And despite her best efforts to resist, Eliza did just that. As Adam's cock hit that perfect spot inside her once more, she exploded, her entire body convulsing with pleasure. Tears of shame and ecstasy streamed down her face as she surrendered to the forbidden bliss.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Adam released her, and Eliza collapsed on the floor, panting and spent. She barely registered the sound of Adam's triumphant chuckle or the sight of him standing over her, stroking his still-hard cock.

"Mrs. Walker... look at me," Adam commanded, his tone dark and demanding.

Dazed and exhausted, she obeyed, lifting her tear-streaked face to meet his gaze. It was then that she felt the first hot rope of cum splatter onto her cheek, and realization dawned on her.

"Adam, no... please..." she whispered, but it was too late – Adam grunted and another hot, gooey strand of cum splattered from chin to hairline.

Adam continued to cover her face with his seed, marking her as his conquest. Adam's strong grip held her head in place as he released his warm, sticky jizz over her face. A mixture of revulsion and perverse acceptance washed over Eliza as Adam's thick cum oozed down her cheeks and dripped onto her breasts. She closed her eyes, wishing she could block out the sight of Adam's fleshy weapon spewing out his milky lust and the feeling of the burning liquid marking her as his woman.

"Open your pretty eyes, Mrs. Walker," Adam taunted, his voice dripping with cruel satisfaction. "Look at me."

Reluctantly, she obeyed, her blue orbs flickering open to witness see Adam smiling down at her, flicking the last few drops of cum from the inflamed tip. A part of her mind mewled in horror at the degradation, but another part, buried deep within her most primal desires, whispered that he had earned the right to mark her like this – that maybe she even deserved it.

"Good girl," Adam praised, a wicked grin stretching across his face. He ran the tip of his cock through the glistening mess on her cheeks, collecting some of the viscous liquid before sliding himself between her trembling lips. "Clean me off, Mrs. Walker. Prove what a good little slut you can be for me."

Her mind reeled with shame and guilt, yet her body seemed to betray her again. As his massive cock filled her mouth, her tongue instinctively began to lap at the remnants of his lust, the bitter tang of his jizz signaling her utter submission.

"Such a perfect little mommy," Adam murmured appreciatively, his fingers entwining in her hair as he held her head in place. "Now, don't forget, you have a family upstairs waiting for their loving mother and wife to serve them breakfast. We wouldn't want them to find out about our little secret, would we?"

The mention of her family sent a fresh wave of self-loathing crashing through Eliza, only accentuated by the cruel truth in his words. She pulled away from his now-clean cock, her eyes brimming with tears.

"Go on," Adam urged, a sinister edge to his voice. "Get yourself cleaned up, Eliza. You wouldn't want them to see you like this."

As she stumbled to her feet, her body still trembling from the force of her orgasms and the weight of her guilt, Eliza couldn't help but wonder how she had come to this point. How had she allowed herself to be so completely dominated by this young man who was supposed to be her son's friend? And despite the shame that threatened to crush her, why did a part of her long for more?

Guiltily, Eliza turned on the cold water faucet and cupped her hands beneath the icy stream, gathering a pool of liquid that she splashed over her face. The chill stung her cheeks, still warm from Adam's hot seed, but it did little to wash away the shame that clung to her like a second skin.

"God," she whispered, her voice cracking as she stared at her reflection in the window above the sink. Her eyes were red-rimmed, and her cheeks glistened with a mixture of tears and water. "What have I done?"

Her own voice seemed to mock her, echoing through the quiet kitchen, and she shuddered as she recalled the intensity of her orgasms under Adam's skillful touch. It had been dirty and horrible, an act committed by a woman who had let her lust override her commitment to her family. Yet, she couldn't deny the fact that she had loved every moment of it.

"Adam!" Eliza hissed through clenched teeth, cursing herself for falling prey to his seemingly irresistible charm. She scrubbed her face with a damp washcloth, determined to remove every last trace of their illicit encounter before her family woke up.

You wanted it, a traitorous voice hissed inside her mind. You know you wanted it, just admit it.

"No," she muttered, shaking her head as if she could physically dislodge the memory of Adam from her thoughts. What kind of mother -  what kind of wife -  would allow herself to be so completely consumed by desire for a man who wasn't her husband? What kind of woman would willingly submit to such degrading acts?

As the weight of her guilt bore down on her, Eliza couldn't help but wonder if there was any hope for redemption. Could she ever make amends for betraying her husband and family in such a disgraceful manner? Or was she doomed to live with this terrible secret, forever haunted by the knowledge that she had allowed herself to be used as a plaything by a man who was little more than a boy?

"Enough," she whispered, tears streaming down her face as she wrenched the faucet closed and dried her face with a trembling hand. There would be time for self-recrimination later. Now, she needed to put on a brave face and prepare for the day ahead, hoping against hope that she could somehow salvage the tattered remains of her dignity.

"Breakfast," she murmured, forcing herself to focus on the mundane task at hand. "I need to make breakfast."

And with that thought, she turned away from the window and the reflection of the woman she no longer recognized, taking small solace in the fact that she could still fulfill her duties as a mother and wife, even if it was only a hollow facade.

"Maybe, just maybe," she thought, her heart heavy with the burden of her guilt, "I can find a way to make things right."
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Adam closed the kitchen door behind him, leaving Eliza standing there with a damp cloth pressed against her flushed cheeks, wiping away the remnants of his seed. She looked up at him with a mix of guilt and confusion in her eyes, but Adam simply grinned before turning away, feeling a newfound sense of dominance surge through him.

As he walked down the hallway, Adam couldn't help but let out a small chuckle as he mentally relived the encounter. He had never experienced such an exquisite combination of power and pleasure before. The cruel young man's mind swam with the vivid imagery of Eliza's trembling fingers struggling to clean his cum from her face, while her heaving chest betrayed her arousal. He knew she couldn't resist him, not with the monstrous, ugly appendage between his legs coupled with the determination - and skill - to use it.

The memory of Eliza's submission made his cock stir once more in his boxers. The intoxicating blend of shame and lust that radiated from the once faithful wife only heightened his arousal, setting fire to all of his senses. He had never felt this strong, this powerful.

He was goddamn invincible.

He thought back to Heather, and how different she was from Eliza. Heather, with her fiery red hair and insatiable appetite for sex and alcohol, had been a willing participant. There was something far more thrilling about corrupting the innocent, loving mother of his best friend.

What have I become? Adam mused to himself, but the question held no weight – he already knew the answer. He was a predator, and Eliza was his latest prey. And as the taste of victory still lingered on his lips, Adam felt more alive than he ever had before.

He entered the bedroom, still savoring the taste of his triumph. The door creaked slightly as it opened, and Simon sat up in bed, his hair messy and his eyes bleary.

"Hey, what were you doing out there?" Simon inquired, rubbing his eyes sleepily.

"Helping your mom with breakfast," Adam replied nonchalantly, the corner of his mouth curling into a sly smile. He had been helping her all right. Helping her get off like she'd never had before.

Simon sat up, yawning and stretching his arms above his head. "That's nice of you, man. She could use the help."

Laughter threatened to spill from Adam's lips, but he held it back, forcing himself to maintain his composure. He found perverse amusement in the fact that Simon had been sound asleep while he'd been fucking his mother's soft, lush body and coming on her pretty face. He reveled in the delicious irony of it all, the sweet taboo of cuckolding his best friend in his own home. The more depraved the thought, the more he desired it, the way a moth craves the flickering light of a flame.

As Simon yawned once more and swung his legs over the edge of the bed, Adam's thoughts grew darker, swirling with lustful fantasies and forbidden yearnings. He imagined Simon's sister, Lily, falling under his spell, their innocence shattered as they succumbed to his lecherous advances.

"Mom's been so stressed lately," Simon continued, oblivious to the lurid thoughts dancing through his friend's mind. "I'm sure she really appreciates it."

"Oh, she did," Adam grinned. She certainly appreciated it after she'd come for the third time. She might not have appreciated his hot cum on her face, but he knew she would become used to it, given enough time.

"Anyway," Simon said, standing up and running a hand through his tousled hair, "I should go help set the table."

With Simon gone, Adam felt a surge of arousal flood his loins, the taste of power intoxicating him more than ever. He reveled in the thought that he had just defiled his best friend's mother, and right under Simon's nose no less. It was a thrill like no other, and his desire for control grew exponentially.

As he stood there, consumed by his own wicked thoughts, the faint glow of Christmas lights caught his eye, their colors dancing across the windowpane like mischievous sprites. Each twinkle of red, green, and blue sparked something in his imagination. And then, like a bolt of lightning, inspiration struck. Slowly, he opened the window, a blast of cold air making him hiss. He reached out and gripped the strand of lights, thinking.

"Adam!" Simon called up the stairs a few moments later. "Breakfast!"

"Coming!" Adam called back and let go of the lights, wicked thoughts churning in his brain. He shut the window and, as quickly dressed, a single thought echoing through his twisted mind: Oh, you're a mean one, Mr. Adam.
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The aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled the air, mingling with the enticing scent of bacon and eggs. The sunlight streamed through the kitchen window, casting a warm glow over the bustling family breakfast table.

Eliza busied herself at the stove, flipping pancakes with practiced ease, her mind racing with thoughts of Adam. She'd had just enough time to clean up and slip into a house dress, then begin breakfast. The flurry of activity had allowed her to push the memories of Adam aside, focusing on the sizzling pan, the comforting heat of the stove, the scent of the food—it was all so mundane, so normal.

But, as Simon and David made their way to the kitchen table, the guilt forced the memories of her illicit encounter to the surface and with, the stirring of heat between her thighs.

"Mom, these eggs are amazing!" Simon beamed at her from his seat at the table, his hair tousled making him look so young.

Why? Why did her son seem so much more innocent than his friend?

"Thank you, sweetheart." Eliza managed a weak smile in return, her heart swelling with love for him and guilt for betraying him in her thoughts.

"Eliza, I don't know how you do it," David chimed in, reaching across the table to squeeze her hand affectionately. "You always make the best breakfasts."

"Thank you, dear," she replied, trying to sound cheerful as she met her husband's loving gaze. The warmth of his hand should have been comforting, but all it did was remind her of her bruised pussy lips and the sticky remainder of Adam's lust on her face. She felt the guilt threaten to overwhelm her when Adam sauntered into the kitchen.

"Hey, Mr. Walker," Adam said as he took a seat across from Eliza. "I noticed last night that the lights outside weren't working. Maybe there's a loose wire or something?"

"Really?" David furrowed his brow, concern etched onto his face. "I'll take a look at that after breakfast. Thanks for letting me know, Adam."

"Of course, sir. Anything to help," Adam replied smoothly, his eyes meeting Eliza's as he bit into a slice of bacon. "Mmm... this bacon is perfection, Mrs. Walker. I don't think I've ever tasted better."

Eliza felt the heat creep to her cheeks as Adam let his smile linger, then looked away from her, ignoring the turmoil he aroused in the wife and mother.

"Adam and I can help you check it out, Dad," Simon offered, pushing up his glasses as he finished the last bite of his eggs.

"Sounds good, son," David agreed, patting Simon on the back. "It looks like there's a fresh layer of snow out there, so I guess we'd better shovel too. Better to keep up with the snow or it'll bury us."

"Great idea, Dad!" Simon agreed enthusiastically and looked at Adam. "With all three of us working together, we should have everything working in no time."

Eliza's heart leapt at the suggestion, eager for any opportunity to distance herself from the young man who had ignited such forbidden desires within her. "I'll make some hot chocolate for all of you!" she chimed in, trying to hide the relief in her voice. "It'll be waiting when you're done."

"Sounds perfect" David beamed, pleased with the plan.

"Count me in" Adam added, but then he hesitated and locked eyes with Eliza. "But first, let me help Mrs. Walker clean up here." His voice was casual, but the intensity in his gaze made it clear that he was well aware of what he was doing.

Eliza's stomach twisted into knots as she realized her reprieve was only an illusion. She wanted to protest, to insist that she could manage on her own. But to do so would risk arousing suspicion, potentially exposing the sordid secret she shared with Adam.

"That's... very kind of you" she stammered, struggling to keep her composure.

"Alright," David nodded, oblivious to the undercurrents swirling beneath the surface. "We'll see you both in a bit."

As the men pulled on their winter jackets and stepped out into the crisp winter air, Eliza tried to focus on the mundane tasks at hand–clearing the table, washing the dishes, anything that might help her regain control over her racing thoughts. But the moment the door clicked shut behind them, she felt Adam's presence like a palpable force, drawing her in despite her best efforts to resist.

"Nice try, Mrs. Walker," he murmured, his voice low and seductive as he stepped closer. "But you know you can't escape me" he whispered, the heat of his breath on her neck sending shivers down her spine.

She tried to swallow the lump in her throat, searching for some semblance of control but found none. Her heart raced as she felt his presence at her back, the heat from his body seeping into her own.

"Tell me," he whispered, his breath hot against her ear, sending shivers down her spine. "Can you still feel me inside you?"

"No," Eliza whimpered, the gasped as Adam rubbed his pelvis up against her round bottom. She was shocked by the feeling of something throbbing pressing between her fleshy buttock, the heat of him bleeding through her thin dress.

"Oh, my God! You can't be—you can't be hard again!" she moaned.

"Why not?" Adam chuckled. "After all, you are a beautiful woman. Besides, sitting here, eating breakfast with your husband and son while I just came all over your face? That is so fucking hot!"

"Adam, please! I—I—" The words were tangled up on her quivering lips as Adam ground his pelvis against her ass, the memory of his cock reverberating through her pussy. How could he be hard again? David had never gotten hard again so quickly, even when they were younger!

Adam seized upon her weakness, tugging her back against him, his arms enveloping her. His lips crashed onto hers, hungrily claiming what he believed to be his. The kiss was unlike anything she had experienced with David; it was dark, passionate, and utterly consuming.

Her mind screamed for her to resist, to push him away and reclaim her dignity, her loyalty, but her traitorous body betrayed her, leaning into his embrace. She felt the warmth of his chest pressing against her back, his heart pounding in time with her own, as if they were two halves of a whole, bound together by their shared desires.

"Please..." Eliza gasped, breaking away from the kiss, her eyes wide and shimmering with unshed tears. "Please don't do this. We can't."

"Oh, yes, we can," Adam countered, his voice hungry. "And you want it just as much as I do. I can feel your need, Eliza. It's almost palpable."

He traced a fingertip along her jawline, down the curve of her neck, and over her breast. His other hand slid up her thigh and, without hesitation, pushed his questing fingers between her legs.

Eliza whimpered in shame as her body's betrayal was revealed. Adam rubbed her pussy, making the wife and mother squirm as her pussy juices dripped onto his hand.

Adam held up his dripping fingers, showing the cheating wife her obvious lust.

"See, I knew it!" Adam laughed. "You want me."

"David... Simon... they're right outside," she protested weakly, her mind grasping at any reason to resist him, even as her body yearned for more.

"Doesn't that make it more exciting?" Adam asked, a wicked grin tugging at the corners of his lips. "The danger of being caught only heightens the pleasure, doesn't it?"

Eliza tried to deny it, to tell him he was wrong, but the words wouldn't come. Deep down, she knew there was a perverse truth to his words – the forbidden nature of their liaison only fanned the flames of her desire.

"You're mine, Mrs. Walker," he murmured, his voice low and poisonous. "Now, let's go see your family, shall we?"

Adam pulled Eliza into the living room, his hand firm on her lower back. The heat of his touch seeped through the fabric of her dress, sending a shiver down her spine. He positioned her in front of the large picture window that overlooked the snow-covered yard where Simon and David were working.

"Look at them," he whispered in her ear, his breath hot and moist against her skin. "They have no idea how much of a slut you are, do they?"

Eliza mewled as the words stabbed at her brain. She wasn't a slut, was she? Then why was she allowing this boy - no, this man - do these things to her? Even as the questions flitted through her mind, Adam deftly unbuttoned her dress, peeling the fabric away from her trembling breasts. She tried to resist, to pull away from him, but her traitorous limbs refused to obey. His fingers found their way beneath the lace of her bra, skillfully teasing her areolas until they puckered beneath his expert touch. Her nipples hardened instantly, aching for more stimulation.

"Adam, please... we can't," she choked out, her voice barely a whisper as she glanced nervously at the window. She could see the figures of her husband and son moving about in the yard, and the knowledge that they were so close only made it more wrong - and more exciting.

"Shh, don't fight it," Adam murmured, continuing his sensual assault on her breasts. He pinched one erect nipple between his thumb and forefinger, rolling it gently until Eliza bit down on her bottom lip to suppress a moan.

"Your body wants this, even if your mind won't admit it."

Just when Eliza thought she couldn't bear the exquisite torment any longer, Adam pushed her down onto the plush carpet, her fall softened by the thick material. As she knelt there, panting and trembling, he unzipped his pants and revealed his impressive cock.

"See? Simon can't see you now," he reassured her, a wicked grin on his face. "But if you don't suck my cock, I'll fuck you right here in the window for everyone to see."

Eliza's eyes widened, fear and lust warring inside of her. She reached up and tentatively wrapped her fingers around Adam's veiny shaft, marveling at the throbbing heat of it.

"Go on," Adam grinned. "Show me what slutty little mommy you are."

Eliza moaned. She rarely took David in her mouth! She had never liked fellatio, the very idea of it made her feel dirty and cheap.

Still, on her knees looking up at his huge cock, Eliza felt the heat growing between her thighs. Was she really excited by this - this boy? Her heart thudded with fear as Adam looked out the window, smiling.

"Oh, look, there's Adam? Should I wave to get his attention?"

"Oh, God!" whimpered and finally she leaned forward and put her pillowy lips on the bloated tip of Adam's cock.

So big! Eliza thought as she took him into her mouth. She could scarcely believe what she was doing – betraying her husband and family in such a brazen manner. Yet, as her lips closed around Adam's throbbing flesh and she tasted the salty tang of his arousal, she couldn't help but feel an insidious thrill coursing through her veins.

The knowledge that her son was mere feet away, completely unaware of the sordid scene unfolding inside their home, only made the taste of Adam's cock even more potent. The desperate mother's lips glided along the length of Adam's cock, her tongue tracing the ugly, pulsing veins that crisscrossed its surface. She hesitated for a moment as the rubbery, fat head pressed against the back of her throat, her eyes watering. There was no way she could take it!

His cock was so big, Eliza could barely fit it in her mouth. She bobbed her head up and down, using her hand to stroke the parts she couldn't quite reach with her lips. Each time she took him all the way in, she felt a thrill of excitement run through her body.

Adam's hands tangled themselves in her hair, guiding her movements as he let out low grunts of pleasure. Eliza couldn't believe how much she was enjoying this—the way Adam's cock filled her mouth and the taste of his pre-cum oozing over her tongue were intoxicating.

As if sensing her growing arousal, Adam thrust his hips forward, gently at first but then with more force. His cock hit the back of her throat over and over again, making Eliza gag as she struggled to accommodate him.

Yet with each gentle nudge from Adam's hips, she grew bolder, taking him deeper until her nose brushed against his pubic hair. The act was almost obscene–a married woman on her knees before a young man who wasn't even half her age, willingly accepting his cock into the depths of her throat.

"Good girl," Adam murmured, his fingers tightening in her hair as he guided her movements. "Now lick my balls."

Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment at the command, but Eliza obeyed without hesitation, releasing his throbbing shaft from her mouth to trail wet kisses down its underside. When she reached the tender, wrinkled skin of his scrotum, she carefully took one of his testicles between her lips, rolling it gently with her tongue as Adam groaned above her.

"Stroke my cock while you do that," the younger man instructed, and Eliza complied, her slender fingers wrapping around the slick girth of his erection as she continued to worship his fleshy, wet balls with her mouth.

The air between them was thick with the scent of their arousal, an intoxicating perfume of lust and sweat that seeped into Eliza's very pores. As she pleasured Adam, she noticed the damp heat pooling between her own thighs, the ache of her neglected desire growing more insistent with each passing moment.

"Look at me," Adam demanded suddenly, and Eliza lifted her gaze to meet his, the intensity of his stare making her feel as if she were baring her soul before him.

"Such a good little cocksucker," he praised, smirking as her cheeks burned with shame. "Your husband should see this. He'd never believe what a talented whore his wife is."

At the mention of her family, Eliza's conflicting emotions threatened to overwhelm her. She knew that what she was doing was wrong–a betrayal of the deepest sort–yet as the throbbing heat of Adam's cock filled her mouth, driving away any thoughts of guilt or pain, she couldn't help but bask in the knowledge she was pleasing him.

"Oh, look!" Adam laughed and waved at the window. "There's Simon!"

Eliza moaned imagining Simon outside, blissfully unaware of his mother on her knees, sucking off his best friend. The fear of discovery and the taboo scene made her heart race. Hot blood pounded through her veins, a rhythmic drumbeat of lust and shame.

"Touch yourself, Eliza," Adam commanded, his voice low and dangerous. "I want to see you come with my cock in your mouth."

Eliza hesitated for a moment before her trembling hand slid down her body, disappearing beneath the folds of her dress. The heat between her legs was overwhelming, and she gasped as her fingers found the slick wetness. Despite the guilt that gnawed at the edges of her mind, she couldn't deny the pleasure that coursed through her veins.

"Good girl," Adam purred, watching her intently as he continued to thrust into her mouth. "Show me just how much you want me."

Her cheeks flushed with shame, Eliza stroked her sensitive flesh, each touch sending shivers up her spine. Her breath gurgled around Adam's cock as she felt the pressure inside her building, an unfamiliar yet irresistible sensation growing stronger with every passing second.

"Look at me," Adam demanded, tightening his grip on her hair, forcing her to maintain eye contact even as her fingers danced faster over her throbbing clit. "Don't you dare look away!"

As Eliza's climax approached like a tidal wave, she felt herself losing control, the primal need for release consuming her. She gazed into Adam's eyes, knowing that he held her very soul captive in that moment. And then, with a shudder that shook her entire body, she came, her mouth still full of his pulsating flesh.

"Fuck!" Adam growled and pulled his dripping cock from her mouth. "That was so fucking hot!"

She could hardly think straight, her mind reeling from the intensity of her orgasm. Eliza suddenly craved his bitter seed; she hungered for it, driven by a perverse desire that defied reason.

"Please..." she whispered, her voice barely audible as her body trembled with need.

Adam gripped her by the hair and pulled her, gasping, to her feet. He pulled her dress up over her breasts, the forced her to stand in the window, her face slick with spit and pre-cum, her hair a wild mess of tangles.

"Wave to your, Eliza," he growled in her ear, forcing her to look out the window where Simon stood, still unaware of his mother's debasement.

Her cheeks burned with humiliation as she raised a shaking hand, waving weakly as tears pricked the corners of her eyes. And then, without warning, Adam pulled her away from the window, dragging her by the hair towards the kitchen.

"Let's see what else you will do for me, Mr. Walker," he whispered darkly, leaving her no choice but to follow him into the depths of her own degradation.
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The air was cold outside as Simon labored to shovel the walkway. David was on a ladder, inspecting the Christmas lights with a quizzical expression. Simon wondered where Adam was and, as if he could feel someone watching him, he turned back to the house.

Through the frosty windowpanes, his eyes fell upon his mother, a beacon of warmth in the cold winter afternoon. He waved to her with a smile, taking note of her tousled hair that framed her flushed cheeks. It was probably just from cleaning, he thought. Beside her, Adam stood grinning, his confident smile shining like a mischievous secret shared between them.

"Hey, Simon," David called out, snapping Simon out of his thoughts. "How's college been treating you? Have you met anyone special yet?"

Simon's mind wandered to Sherry Tomkins, the fit blonde who'd captivated him since the beginning of the semester. Her laughter echoed in his ears like sweet music, and he could almost feel the softness of her skin as they'd brushed hands during their study sessions.

"Actually, Dad, there is this girl named Sherry," Simon admitted, a blush creeping up his neck. "She's really beautiful and smart."

"Good for you, son!" David came down from the ladder and clapped Simon on the back. "It's important to find someone you truly care about, someone who makes you happy."

As Simon listened to his father's words, he felt a sense of happiness and admiration for his parents' relationship. They had always been a perfect example of love and partnership. Simon looked back at the window to wave to his mother once more, but she was gone.

***

Eliza found herself pulled back into the kitchen by Adam's insistent grasp, her heart pounding wildly in her chest. The scent of the hot chocolate brewing on the stove filled the room, a contrast to the tension that hung thick between them. She could hear the gentle hiss of boiling water in the background as her eyes locked onto Adam's, unable to look away.

"See, Eliza," Adam whispered, his voice low and seductive as he pressed her against the breakfast table, "you can't resist me."

His hands traced the outline of her trembling body, moving with a boldness that sent shivers down her spine. They wandered with a sense of purpose and urgency, pushing her dress down over her heavy tits and molding the fleshy mounds with greedy fingers. Eliza moaned, unable to resist the fiery sensations coursing through her body. The wife and mother could feel her resistance slowly crumbling under the weight of her lust, even as she knew in the pit of her stomach that it was wrong. But in that moment, nothing else mattered except for the overwhelming pleasure burning inside her.

"Adam, please," she murmured weakly, torn between her love for her husband and son, and the undeniable pull of her lust-filled attraction to this young man who had infiltrated their lives so seamlessly.

"Tell me you don't want this," Adam taunted, his fingers twisting her hard nipples, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her nerves and settling between her thighs. "Tell me you don't want me, no matter how much you love David and Simon."

Her mind raced with conflicting emotions as she tried to rationalize her feelings. But deep down, she knew there was no denying the heat that burned within her every time Adam came near, as if her body were a moth drawn irresistibly to his flame.

"Please, I—" Eliza hesitated, her inner turmoil evident in the tremor of her voice. "I can't betray them again."

"Ah, but you already are," Adam said, his tone mocking yet laced with a certain dark sincerity. "You're body is already betraying them. Now, all that's left is your heart."

As he spoke, the sound of the boiling water grew louder, mirroring the intensity of the desire bubbling up inside of her. With each beat of her heart, Eliza's desire threatened to consume her entirely, leaving her vulnerable and exposed to the dark, twisted passion that Adam had ignited within her.

"Give in, Eliza," Adam whispered against her ear, his breath hot and heavy as he trailed kisses along her neck. "Just fucking enjoy it!"

The words seared into Eliza's brain, but Adam didn't let up. His mouth latched onto her throbbing nipple and he sucked hard, scraping the sensitive flesh with his teeth. She moaned, but instead of pushing him away, she pulled him further into her soft flesh, pressing more of her body so she could feed the boy who was making her feel like a woman.

"Adam... I can't stand it!" she pleaded weakly, but even as the words left her lips, her body betrayed her convictions. She writhed beneath him, arching her back and pressing her pelvis against him, seeking the large monster throbbing inside his pants. The taste of it was still on her tongue, the musky scent of his balls clung to her nose. She remembered the hot, pulsing length of it in her tongue and she wanted nothing more than to feel that fat, burning girth of it inside her weeping cunt. "I can't stand it!"

"I know," Adam grinned. "I want to help you. All you have to do is tell me you want it. Tell me you want my cock!"

As much as she tried to resist, the intensity of her desire only grew stronger, until at last, she could bear it no longer. With a cry torn from the depths of her soul, Eliza surrendered to the pleasure coursing through her, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm as she clung to Adam for dear life.

"God, yes! I need it! Please! I need your cock!" she screamed, her voice raw and desperate as the walls of her resolve crumbled around her.

"Good girl," he murmured, a wicked smile playing at the corners of his lips as he gripped the wife and mother by the chin and forced her to look into his eyes. "What about your family? Aren't you worried your loving husband and son will walk in?"

Eliza's heart seized in her chest at the mention of her family, but before she could respond, Adam's lips crashed down on hers once more, stealing away any coherent thoughts she may have had. His hands ripped her dress down over her hips, revealing her lush body to the hungry young man.

As the haze of desire burned inside of her, Eliza couldn't help but feel a wave of guilt mix with her lust. She was a wife and a mother, bound by vows and responsibilities that she was now betraying in the most primal way imaginable.

Oh, God! she thought. What am I doing?

Even as the thoughts assailed her mind, Adam was pushing her over to the kitchen table. She gasped as he lifted her onto the wood surface where, less than an hour ago, she had been eating with her family.

Adam reached down between her legs and with a cruel yank, tore her sodden panties off, exposing her swollen, dripping pussy to her tormentor.

"Look how wet you are, you little slut," Adam chuckled as he pushed his pants down over his hips. "You are so fucking wet for me, Mrs. Walker."

Eliza whimpered as Adam unleashed his thick cock. It was hard and wet, throbbing a deep red from the vigorous sucking she had been forced to give it in the dining room. She couldn't believe what she was about to do – betraying her family and giving herself over to this young man's desires, all while her husband and son were outside in the freezing cold.

But as she lay on the kitchen table, her legs spread wide and Adam poised between them, all rational thoughts seemed to slip away. All that mattered now was the intense ache between her legs and the insatiable need for release.

Adam swabbed the spongy head of his cock up her swollen furrow, pressing it expertly against Eliza's engorged clit. She moaned, a low, primal sound of submission.

"You never answered my question," Adam grinned, working the fat tip of his cock up and down Eliza's hungry opening. "What about your family? You sure you want my cock when they're out their, freezing their asses off to make you happy?"

"Oh, God, Adam! Please, no more!"

"You want me to stop?"

Adam pulled his cock away from her, leaving her pussy swollen and aching. She whined in pain, her ass slipping in her own juices as it twisted and writhed, her legs labia quivering like a flower's petals.

"No! Please don't stop!"

"Then, tell me," Adam gave her a cruel, icy grin. "What about Simon and David?"

Eliza's mind raced as she desperately searched for an answer. She couldn't betray her family like this, but her body was screaming for release. Her pussy throbbed with need, slick and swollen from Adam's teasing.

"I-I can't," she whispered, tears forming in her eyes.

Adam leaned down, his hot breath tickling her ear.

"You know you want it," he growled. "Now it's time to fucking admit it!"

Eliza shuddered as Adam reached between them and began stroking his cock again. She couldn't believe what she was about to do – cheat on her husband in their own home while he and their son were outside.

But the ache between her legs was too much to bear. With a low moan, Eliza spread her legs wider, inviting Adam deeper.

"I don't care," she moaned.

"What was that?" Adam smirked, his cock so close to her cunt she could feel it.

"I DON'T CARE!" the once loving wife and mother's anguished cry filling the kitchen. "I don't care about them. Please! I need you!"

Adam grinned triumphantly as he pushed forward, sinking his thick cock deep inside of Eliza's wetness. She cried out in pleasure mixed with guilt, gripping the edges of the table as he pounded into her relentlessly.

"Oh God, Adam!" she moaned, unable to control herself any longer.

"You like that? You like being fucked by a younger man while your husband and son are just outside?" Adam taunted.

Adam grabbed hold of her hips, his strong fingers digging into her flesh as he positioned himself at her entrance. He looked down at her with dark eyes filled with wicked desire before plunging into her with one swift thrust.

Eliza gasped as he filled her completely, stretching her in ways she had never experienced before. The guilt and shame that had been clawing at her heart were quickly replaced by an overwhelming sense of pleasure as he stabbed inside of her.

She moaned and writhed beneath him, unable to stop herself from responding to his skilled ministrations. Every thrust felt like it was driving her closer to the edge, fueling a fire within her that threatened to consume everything in its path.

"Say it!" Adam growled. "Tell me you like being fucked while your husband and son are just outside!"

Eliza tried to resist his taunting words, but then another wave of pleasure crashed over her, washing away any remaining doubt or guilt. All that existed now was this moment of pure ecstasy as Adam's cock stabbed deep inside her.

"Yes!" she sobbed. "Yes, Adam! I love it!"

Adam grunted and his pace quickened. His fingers clawed into the flesh of her hips as he drove deeper and harder into her body. The breakfast table shook and creaked underneath them, threatening to crack under the power of Adam's lust.

Just like the table, Eliza felt her mind groaning and quivering as the ecstasy filled her to the point of breaking. All the guilt, all the shame, had been forced out of her by Adam's physical prowess, leaving nothing behind but beautiful, exquisite bliss. Eliza's world exploded in a blinding light as she reached the heights of pleasure, her body trembling and convulsing underneath Adam's powerful thrusts. She screamed his name over and over again, unable to control herself any longer.

Adam grunted as her pussy walls clenched around him, her pleasure triggering his own release.

"Eliza, I'm going to fill you with my seed," he hissed, his voice thick with the promise of sin as he continued to drive into her. "And you're going to take every last drop, aren't you?"

Unable to form words, Eliza could only nod, tears of joy slipping down her cheeks as she acknowledged the truth in his words. She knew that what they were doing was wrong, but she couldn't bring herself to stop, not when it felt so incredibly good.

"Fuck, yes!" Adam growled, his breathing ragged and uneven as he pushed himself to the edge. "Remember this moment, Eliza. Remember how much you love my cock inside you."

With that, Adam buried himself within her one final time, his body shuddering as he released his hot seed deep within her womb. The knowledge that David's vasectomy meant her husband could no longer provide her with such a potent offering only served to intensify the already overwhelming pleasure, the taboo nature of their encounter heightening her arousal to dizzying new heights. She came again, a primal acceptance of Adam's masculine offering.

Eliza's body trembled, her senses still reeling from the intense pleasure of their shared climax. As Adam slowly withdrew from her, a sudden emptiness filled her, leaving her craving for more of his touch. On the kitchen table, she felt completely exposed and vulnerable, a feeling that both humiliated her and stoked an insatiable desire within her. Every inch of her skin tingled with the memory of his hands on her, his lips on hers, his body pressed against hers. The lingering musk of their lovemaking lingered in the air, adding to the already charged atmosphere in the room.

"Stay right there," Adam commanded, his voice low and dangerous as he stepped away from her, leaving her panting and trembling in his absence. He moved with an air of practiced confidence, approaching the stove where the kettle sang its shrill song, announcing that the water had reached a boiling point.

"Th-that was..." she stammered, her thoughts a whirlwind of guilt and shame, even as her body yearned for him to reclaim her once more. "We can't do that again."

"Of course not," he replied nonchalantly, pouring the steaming water into two waiting cups filled with cocoa powder. As he stirred the contents, Eliza couldn't help but feel unnerved by how easily he seemed to be able to shift gears, as if their passionate encounter had been nothing more than a fleeting moment of distraction. But she couldn't shake off the sensation of her pulsating cunt, throbbing with a mixture of pleasure and regret.

As he approached her, Eliza felt her heart begin to race, unsure of what he had planned next. She watched with wide eyes as he positioned one of the cups beneath her quivering cunt, the warmth of the mug only serving to heighten her sensitivity.

"Wh-what are you doing?" she asked in a trembling voice, her eyes darting between the cup and Adam's face.

"Just adding a little cream to David and Simon's drinks," he replied with sinister delight. Eliza gasped as he pushed his fingers inside of her, scooping thick dollops of his hot cum and dripping it into the mug below. He repeated the action with the second cup, ensuring that each serving was tainted with their shared sin.

"Adam... you can't be serious," Eliza whispered, her heart pounding in her chest as she struggled to comprehend the depths of his depravity.

"I's only fair that your family gets to share this treat," he assured her, stirring the contents of the mugs once more before topping them off with a generous dollop of whipped cream.

Eliza couldn't believe what he was about to do. It was wrong in every sense of the word, and yet, she couldn't deny the thrill that coursed through her body at the thought of it.

As she lay there on the kitchen table, gazing down at the two mugs filled with hot cocoa laced with his cum, Eliza's mind raced with conflicting emotions. On one hand, she felt a surge of guilt and shame for betraying her family in such a despicable manner. But on the other hand, her body was buzzing with excitement at the idea of them unknowingly consuming this tainted treat.

Adam watched her with a sly grin, his eyes sparkling with amusement and arousal as he handed her one of the mugs. "Go on," he urged, gesturing towards the bedroom where her family waited.

Eliza's hand shook as she reached for the mug, feeling a mix of fear and anticipation wash over her. She took a deep breath before taking a small sip, knowing that once she did this there would be no turning back.

The rich chocolatey taste melted on her tongue, but it was mingled with a salty tang that sent shivers down her spine. She closed her eyes and moaned softly as she imagined David and Simon drinking this same concoction, unaware of its secret ingredient.

"Oh God," she whispered, tears forming in her eyes as she struggled to come to terms with what they were about to do. It was so wrong! Yet at the same time, it felt so hot!

Adam watched her intently, reading every emotion that played across her face. He could see the conflict raging within her but also knew that deep down she wanted this just as much as he did.

He moved closer to her until their bodies were pressed against each other again. His hands roamed over her curves as he whispered dirty promises into her ear.

"You better get dressed," he breathed, his lips trailing down her neck. "The boys will be here soon!"
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The door swung open, ushering in a gust of wintry air that seemed to shiver with the same tension that gripped Eliza's heart. Simon and David stumbled into the warmth of the kitchen, their faces raw and red, badges of the merciless cold that had whipped at them outside. She watched, her breath catching in her throat, as her husband and son shook off the chill, ice crystals melting from their disheveled hair like the remnants of a frigid dream.

"Whoo, it's brutal out there," David huffed, his cheeks flushed with a ruddy vigor that spoke of the hours spent in the frosty embrace of the outdoors. His thinning hair lay flattened against his scalp, the edges frosted with the kiss of winter.

"Tell me about it," Simon chimed in, rubbing his hands together as if to wring the warmth back into his fingers. With every visible puff of breath that escaped his lips, Eliza felt the sting of her betrayal. The sight of her firstborn, with his geeky charm and tousled brown locks dusted by snowflakes, twisted the knife of guilt deeper into her conscience.

"Mom, you wouldn't believe how much new snow we got," Simon said, a boyish grin spreading across his features, oblivious to the storm of emotions raging within her.

Eliza mustered a smile, though it was brittle, threatened to fracture under the weight of her transgressions. "I'm sure it's a sight to see, honey." Her voice was a strained whisper, barely audible above the din of her own self-reproach.

David, ever the affectionate patriarch, wrapped an arm around Eliza's waist. "What would we do without our warm home to come back to, eh?" His touch, meant to be comforting, sent a jolt through her, a cruel reminder of the rough caresses she had received only a moment ago from another man—Adam, whose presence now lingered like a phantom's kiss upon her skin.

"Indeed," she replied, her gaze flickering away, unable to meet his trusting eyes. The heat from David's body seeped through the layers of her clothing, yet it could not thaw the icy dread that clung to her soul.

As they shed their winter gear, leaving damp patches on the tiled floor, the domestic tableau was marred by the dark shadow of Eliza's indiscretion. The tendrils of steam rising from their garments seemed to mock her, each wisp a silent accusation of the heated, forbidden moments she had shared with Adam while her beloved boys braved the biting cold for the sake of holiday preparations.

"Let's get you boys warmed up," Eliza said, keeping her voice light as she led them into the kitchen

The chill that Simon and David had carried into the house with their entry seemed to linger around them, manifesting in the slow melt of snowflakes caught in the fibers of their winter hats. Eliza's eyes were drawn inexorably to the droplets of moisture that glistened on David's brows like guilt-laden pearls. The air was heavy with more than just the cold; it was laden with unspoken secrets, with the weight of a betrayal that clung to her skin, as palpable as the sweat that had beaded there not long before.

"Did you see the string of lights by the garage?" David's voice cut through her reverie, bringing her back to the present—a present now tarnished by the acts she had allowed to happen.

"Cut clean through." His gaze met hers, and in it, she saw concern, not yet tinged with suspicion. "We'll have to replace it before the party."

Eliza felt the pang tear through her, sharp and accusatory. The lights, yes, but oh, if he only knew what else needed replacing—her loyalty, her fidelity. She moved uneasily, a marionette jerked by strings of anxiety. "Yes, we will," she murmured, feeling the knot of dread pull tighter in her stomach.

"Where's Adam?" Simon's curious voice chimed in, his innocent eyes scanning the room for his friend, unaware of the sordid drama unfolding.

"Here I am!" Adam's voice was buoyant, almost triumphant, as he emerged from the hallway, his blonde hair tousled in a manner that only served to remind Eliza of hands running through it, of breathless whispers and gasps. "I've been helping your mom in the kitchen. We even made hot cocoa."

The words hung in the air, thick with double meanings, and Eliza fought to keep her composure, fought against the tide of memories that those words provoked. She watched as her husband and son followed Adam into the kitchen where the scent of chocolate was rich and heady, mingling with the muskier notes of her recent downfall.

"Thanks, man," Simon said, his gratitude directed at Adam, though his smile included his mother. He sat down at the table and lifted a cup to his lips. Eliza's heart stopped as her son took a sip, the whipped cream adorning his lip in an innocent mimicry of the thick cum mixed with it. It was all she could do not to reach out and wipe it away, to erase the evidence of her betrayal.

"Nothing warms you up like a good cup of cocoa," David added, his voice rumbling with contentment. "Especially when it's made with love."

The word sent a shiver down Eliza's spine, her every nerve ending alight with the fire of her transgression. Love, indeed. If they only knew the kind of care she had been providing.

She turned away, feigning a need to attend to some inconsequential detail on the stove, to hide the flush that crept up her neck, to give herself a moment to collect the shards of her control. She caught sight of Adam's grin, sharp and knowing, and something within her quailed.

"Mom, did you do something different? This tastes amazing," Simon said, his voice tinged with both curiosity and praise. His gaze lingered on Eliza, seeking the secret behind the enhanced flavor that danced upon his palate.

Before she could answer, Adam spoke.

"Actually, that's my secret ingredient," he said. "Something I learned from my mother."

Adam's grin was a sly, predatory crescent that curved like the blade of a scythe in the dim light of the Walker kitchen. It was a smile that held secrets and reveled in them, a silent gloating over the two men who sat unknowing before him. His eyes, blue and cold as chips of glacier ice, flickered with amusement as they watched Simon and David drink deeply from their mugs.

Eliza's heart stopped as she watched the white cream drip from her family's lips, its purity poisoned by the taint of Adam's cum.

The silence that followed was punctuated only by the sounds of her boy's enjoyment—the soft clink of ceramic against wood, the subtle slurp of liquid, the occasional sigh of gratification. Each noise seemed to reverberate within Eliza, reminding her of the thick seed Adam had scooped from her warm, well-fucked cunt and deposited in the cups.

David leaned forward, his movements deliberate and unhurried, and wiped the errant streak of cream from his son's face with a napkin. "Your mother always knows how to warm us up," he said, a playful glint in his eye that spoke of years of shared history and affection.

"Sure does," Simon agreed, oblivious to the dual layers of meaning that hung, unspoken, between the adults in the room. He took another generous gulp, the dark cocoa painting his throat with its velvety caress, ignorant of the defilement that accompanied each swallow.

Adam leaned back with a smirk, his blue eyes glinting with dark amusement as he observed the tableau before him. His presence filled the room, oppressive and intoxicating, like a thick fog that refused to lift.

"Mrs. Walker sure knows how to make a cold day bearable," Adam said, punctuating his sentence with a lascivious wink that only Eliza caught. The subtext of his words slithered through the room, a coiled serpent ready to strike.

Eliza watched, her heart a drumbeat of dread in her ears, as they continued to savor the drink she had served, the cocoa a symbol of her betrayal, yet also a testament to the twisted desires that had taken root within her. She stood motionless, trapped in a tableau of her own making—a still-life portrait of guilt and forbidden longing.

Eliza turned away, hiding the crimson flush of shame that crept up her neck. She busied herself with the pretense of tidying up, though her movements were robotic, disjointed. The thoughts swirling in her mind were a maelstrom; the forbidden fruit had been tasted, and its poison now flowed through the veins of her household.

The small sounds of satisfaction, the clinking of spoons against mugs, were a cacophony to Eliza's ears. They seemed to mock her, jeering at her inability to stem the tide of Adam's insidious influence. She stood there, a statue of domesticity with a roiling tempest beneath her calm exterior.

They drank deeply, the rich chocolatey concoction flowing down their throats, a perverse communion that bound them all to Adam's will. Eliza watched, her heart fracturing further with each gulp, the weight of her silence a tangible force crushing her from within.

As the mugs clattered onto the table, finally empty, Simon stood up and looked at Adam.

"How about a game of Call of Duty?" Simon asked.

Adam gave Eliza a sidelong smile, then pushed himself away from the counter.

"Sure," he said, then looked back at Eliza. "That is, if your mother doesn't need anymore help?"

Eliza sensed the layered meaning that hung in the air between them. Her cheeks burned, but she kept her voice calm.

"No, thank you. You two boys have fun."

Adam grinned one last time, then followed Simon out of the kitchen and up the stairs.

David stood up a stretched, then beamed as his pretty wife. He stepped towards her and placed a gentle kiss on her cheek.

"Thanks for the cocoa, dear," he said. "I think I'm going to go upstairs and rest for a bit. Maybe later we can watch a movie?"

Watch a movie? Watch a movie after what she had done? She could still feel Adam's cock inside of her, the cum he hadn't pushed ripped into her husband's coffee cup still dripping down her leg!

How could she watch a movie while she was thinking of that?

"Um, sure," Eliza managed, forcing a smile onto her lips. David seemed satisfied with her response and made his way out of the kitchen and up the stairs. Eliza watched him go, knowing that he would never suspect what had transpired while he was away. She let out a deep breath and sagged against the counter, her trembling hands grasping at the edge for support. Tears streamed down her face as she replayed every moment of that forbidden encounter with Adam. The way his hands had roamed over her body, the way his cock had reached places David could never reach. He had even made her feed her family his cum! She knew it was wrong, so very wrong. She loved David and Simon. But even as the guilt swamped her heart, Eliza couldn't bring herself to regret what had happened with Adam. In fact, she felt an insatiable craving for more. She came to the realization that if Adam desired her once more, it would be impossible for her to reject him. Even worse, she found herself becoming eager at the thought of what could happen next. Despite her deep love for her family, it couldn't ease the intense desire that Adam had ignited within her.

She settled into the kitchen chair and eyed the empty cups her husband and son had left. She lifted one to her lips, unable to discern the sticky whipped cream from Adam's warm load. Still, she dug her finger into the gloopy mess, scooped the remaining chocolate and cream and slurped it from the tip. She thought she could taste Adam's bitter cum, but it might have all been in her mind.

A slow smile slid over the once naive wife and mother's face. She set down the cup on the table, her decision made.

If all Adam wanted for Christmas was her, then the only thing she could do was keep on giving him the gift of her body.

She only hoped Adam would leave something behind for her poor family.


Book 2: His Best Friend's Sister
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Simon's hands flew across the controller, thumbs pressing with frantic urgency as the on-screen character weaved through a hail of digital gunfire. The soft glow of the screen illuminated the room, casting long shadows that danced to the rhythm of virtual explosions. Adam, seated beside him on the edge of the bed, mirrored his movements with a precision that spoke of long hours spent in similar pursuits.

"Man, you've got some serious moves," Simon praised, his voice tinged with awe.

"Yeah, well, you're not too shabby yourself," Adam replied, the corner of his mouth quirking up in a grin while his eyes remained fixed on the screen.

In the midst of the digital carnage, Simon couldn't help but think how naturally Adam had fit into their home. It had only been a week since Adam arrived at the Walker house for the holidays, and he'd already become an integral part of their daily lives - like a missing piece snugly fitted into their family puzzle.

His mother especially seemed to like the skinny young boy and always found an excuse to be around him, her laughter peppering the air whenever Adam was near. It fascinated Simon, the ease with which Adam charmed his way into the heart of their household. If he was the jealous sort, he might have been upset by the attention his mother gave his friend, but he suspected Adam's home life wasn't a happy one and he felt good sharing his family with someone less fortunate.

The crash of the front door interrupted their game, followed by the vibrant timbre of his parents' voices, filled with excitement and surprise. "That must be Lily," Simon said with a knowing smile, pausing the game and setting the controller aside. "Come on, let's go welcome her home."

The journey through the house was a sensory delight. Every nook and cranny was adorned with festive cheer: garlands draped over mantles, the scent of pine needles and cinnamon teasing the air, the twinkling lights reflecting off shiny ornaments. As they descended the steps, the hardwood creaked beneath their weight, harmonizing with the distant sound of carols playing softly from the living room radio.

Reaching the entryway, they were greeted by the sight of David and Eliza embracing a figure swathed in winter wear. It was Lily, her cheeks flushed with cold, shedding her scarf to reveal the bright smile that never failed to light up the room. David ruffled her hair affectionately while Eliza pulled her into a tight hug.

"Hey, Lily-bug," Simon called out as he stepped into the warmth of familial love, feeling a sense of completeness with his sister's return.

"Simon!" Lily exclaimed, breaking free from their parents to envelop him in an enthusiastic hug. Her energy was infectious, and he felt a swell of happiness at having her home.

Adam hung back slightly, his smile easy and welcoming, as he took in the scene of domestic warmth. Simon glanced at his friend and even though there was a smile on his face, he thought he saw a not of sadness there as well.

"Adam," Simon said proudly, pulling his younger sister forward. "This is my sister, Lily."

"Hello, Lily," Adam said smoothly, coming down the last two steps, entering the bubble of domestic bliss. "I've heard so much about you."

"All good, I hope," she giggled, a hint of teasing in her voice as if she couldn't imagine anyone saying anything bad about her. "It's so nice to finally meet one of Simon's friends."

She gave Adam another teasing glance, then whipped off her coat and handed it to her father who hung it up dutifully. Then, Lily breezed through the entryway and into the living room, her presence like a gust of warm, perfumed air that instantly changed the atmosphere. She was a storm of youthful exuberance, wrapped in a short plaid skirt that flirted with every step she took, revealing firm, fit legs that seemed to stretch on forever. Her blouse, white and tight, hugged her curves with an almost scandalous precision, the fabric straining softly over her round breasts as if it were painted on.

"Wow, Lily," Simon uttered, his gaze traveling inadvertently over his sister's figure before he caught himself and snapped his attention back to Adam. He noticed the way Adam's eyes lingered, a glaze of smitten admiration on his face. "She's always been one to make an entrance," he added with a chuckle, lightly punching Adam's shoulder. "Bit of a flirt, but really sweet once you get past all that."

"Can't argue with that." Adam grinned, nodding appreciatively at Lily's retreating form.

The family settled into the deep couches of the Walker living room. The tree twinkled, its lights reflecting in ornaments that held the collected memories of the Walkers. Even in this glittering room, Lily seemed to soak up the center of attention.

"Adam, how are you finding our humble abode?" Lily purred, crossing one leg over the other in a manner that accentuated her already evident charms. She leaned forward, offering him a view down her blouse that would have made a saint stutter. Adam, however, seemed unfazed by Lily's flirtation.

"Charming as the company," Adam returned with a wink that danced between playful and daring. Lily giggled with delight.

Simon, seated next to them, felt a flush creep up his neck, embarrassment mingling with a strange protectiveness. His sister's overt sexuality had always been a source of discomfort for him, though he tried to chalk it up to her need for attention. It was just who Lily was and had been ever since she had flowered into a gorgeous young woman.

"Come on, Lily, give the guy some breathing room," Simon chided, attempting to deflect the charged exchange with brotherly teasing. But Lily only smirked, seemingly undeterred, her gaze fixed on Adam with a flicker of challenge.

"Breathing's the last thing on my mind," she shot back, her words a velvet touch that could almost be felt skimming across skin.

"Is that so?" Adam responded, his eyebrows arching with intrigue.

"Absolutely," Lily said, a note of sultry promise woven through her voice. She shifted again, the movement deliberate, calculated to draw the eye and stir the blood.

"Really, Lily," Eliza murmured, a flush creeping up her neck and tinting her cheeks a delicate shade of rose, "must you always be so... provocative."

Simon caught the blush staining his mother's features—the same hue as the poinsettias arranged on the coffee table—and misread it as motherly disapproval. He shifted uncomfortably, eager to steer the conversation away from the precipice of impropriety.

"Hey, Lil," he interjected, his voice threading through the tension, "How's college treating you? Made any earth-shattering discoveries?" His question was a lifeline thrown into the simmering waters of Lily's flirtations.

She turned her attention to him, her eyes glinting with the thrill of being the center of such undivided scrutiny. "Oh, Simon," Lily trilled, tossing her hair back—a cascade of chestnut waves that rippled with each deliberate movement. "College is just amazing. I've joined so many clubs, met so many interesting people." She emphasized 'interesting' with a coy glance that lingered on Adam before snapping back to Simon, probing for signs of jealousy or censure.

"Is that so?" Simon replied, his tone light but edged with the sharpness of sibling rivalry. Inside, he wrestled with conflicting emotions—pride at his sister's beauty and accomplishments, yet a brotherly instinct to protect her from the world's hidden dangers.

"Sounds like you're really soaking it in," David commented.

"Absolutely, Daddy," Lily gushed, her words tumbling out in a breathless rush. "There's just so much to learn, and not just from textbooks, you know?" She peered over at Simon again, fishing for a reaction.

"Indeed," their father, David, chuckled, oblivious to the charged atmosphere. "College is all about broadening your horizons. Isn't that right, son?"

"Of course, Dad," Simon agreed, knowing his father really didn't know what it was like for Lily at school. With the way she dressed and her naturally flirtatious nature, he worried someone might get the wrong idea.

The Walker family, plus Adam, sat gathered in the living room until the scent of roasted chicken filtered out from the kitchen.

"Is that chicken, I smell?" Lily sighed, a pout blossoming on her rose-tinted lips. She pushed a rebellious strand of wavy brown hair behind her ear. "I was hoping for something... more exotic."

"Exotic can wait, dear," Eliza chided gently, her smile never wavering.

"I guess it's a good thing Peter's taking me out to dinner."

"What? Really?" Eliza frowned. "I was hoping we could all have a meal together."

"I'm sorry, Mommy, but you know how Peter is. He's so sweet, I just couldn't say no." She turned to Adam and gave her chestnut hair a dramatic flip."Peter was the captain of the football team in high school. And now he's got a scholarship to State, where I go." She leaned forward, her short plaid skirt riding up ever so slightly, revealing the firm fit of her thighs—a sight that drew a quiet gasp from the shadows of Adam's throat.

"Sounds like quite the catch," Adam said, his voice smooth as silk, a knowing smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. As Lily's gaze flitted elsewhere, he shot Simon a conspiratorial wink. Simon snickered. Evidently, Simon could see right through his sister's shenanigans.

David cleared his throat, stirring Simon from his thoughts. "Simon," he said, "don't forget we need to head out after dinner. We need new Christmas lights to replace that cut strand."

"Right, Dad," Simon replied, his mind already adrift on the tide of tasks awaiting him. "Adam, you wanna come with?"

Adam paused, then glanced at Simon's mother. "I might stay here," he said. "And help Mrs. Walker clean up."

"Oh, no, that's fine!" Eliza said hurriedly. "I can handle that. You boys should have some fun."

"It's fine, dear," David smiled and gave Eliza a chaste kiss on the cheek. "I'm glad Adam's here to help out. You deserve it."

Simon, observing the exchange, attributed the flush upon his mother's cheeks to the warmth of her love for his father—heated by the crackling fire and the proximity of the family. His father got up and made his way to the dining room, Simon following behind. If he had stayed a moment longer, he might have noticed the gaze his best friend gave to his helpless mother. The look was neither loving nor warm.

It was a hungry look that had nothing to do with the chicken.
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The sign of the motel glowed brightly as Peter parked the car, its red glow painting their front of the place with a Christmasy glow tinged with lust. The door to room 17 creaked on its hinges as Lily and Peter entered the dimly lit room that would be theirs for the next few hours. A large bed, draped in red sheets, dominated the center of the room, while above it, a mirror on the ceiling reflected their every move like a silent voyeur.

"Nice," Lily laughed, looking at herself in the mirrored ceiling. "Real classy."

"Well, they said it was the honeymoon suite," Peter chuckled as he shut the door. Lily watched him in the mirror, a bird's-eye view of her tall boyfriend clicking the deadbolt and slipping the rusty chin into place, as if anyone was going to break in on them in a place that charged by the hour.

"The honeymoon suite, huh?" Lily's voice was a purr, her lips curling into a mischievous smile as she slid off her jacket, letting it fall to the floor with a soft thud. She caught Peter's gaze in the reflection above and held it, her brown eyes glinting with playful intent. "Someone has been planning this for awhile."

Peter chuckled nervously, running a hand through his hair. He was so innocent, a child trapped in a man's perfect body. It was just one of the reasons she loved him.

"Imagine if my family could see me right now," she giggled and looked up at Peter through fluttering lashes. "Or Adam."

"Adam? Your brother's friend?" Peter's brow furrowed, a twitch of darkness flickering across his boyishly handsome features. "Why bring him up?"

"Because I thought he was cute," Lily sauntered closer to Peter, her hips swaying rhythmically, her voice dripping with faux innocence. "And he looked at me like he wanted to eat me alive."

"Stop it, Lily," Peter protested, but his voice betrayed him, tinged with a possessive edge that only made Lily's smile widen.

"Jealous, baby?" Her fingers danced up his chest, light as a feather. "Don't worry, you're the one here with me."

Inwardly, Lily rolled her eyes. Adam, with his skinny frame, reminded her too much of her brother—a little cute, sure, but hardly the type to make her heart race or her body ache with longing. His leering had been almost comical, easy to deflect with a bat of her lashes and a twist of her lips. No, Adam wasn't the kind of man she craved.

But Peter, oh, Peter—with his powerful body and his earnest yearning—he was different. He was like a toy soldier—wind him up and see how he marches! It was a delicious power, to keep a man like Peter on the edge for her, and it was a power which she wielded like a master despite her tender years.

"Only me," Peter growled, leaning in to capture her mouth with a kiss of desperate hunger and raw need.

"Only you," she chuckled against his lips, the taste of him sweetening the kiss. She loved it when Peter got possessive, relished the way his strong arms wrapped around her to claim her. She was not a woman to be claimed by any man, but she enjoyed letting Peter believe he had a chance at catching the elusive and enigmatic Lily Walker.

She loved the pleasure in restraint, a decadent delight in teasing and denial that left her flushed with desire. Here, under this ridiculous mirror, Lily continued her teasing foreplay. Her fingers danced across Peter's skin, making him tremble. She loved the way he responded to her touch, how easily she could manipulate his powerful body with a simple caress.

But as much as she enjoyed the power she held over him, there were moments when she couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt. Peter was so pure and innocent, and here she was corrupting him with her manipulations and games. She knew deep down that she didn't deserve someone like him, but she couldn't resist the thrill of his adoration.

"God, Lily," Peter gasped, his voice thick with want. "You're driving me crazy."

"Good," she whispered back, her tongue tracing the shell of his ear. "That's just how I like you."

She unbuttoned his shirt, Peter quivering with need as her fingertips grazed his skin. Her boyfriend's form was sculpted, a testament to countless hours on the field, each muscle defined and honed like marble. His broad shoulders and sturdy arms bespoke a strength that was more than just physical—it was a vitality that drew Lily in, a gravitational pull she couldn't resist.

"Look at you," she purred, her fingers gliding down the hard planes of his chest. "Like a Greek God." Her touch was feather light, yet it left trails of fire across his skin.

He watched her with hungry eyes as she undressed, her movements deliberate and slow. The first button of her blouse slipped free, then another, revealing the creamy expanse of her cleavage. She shimmied out of her skirt, the fabric pooling around her ankles.

Lily stood before him in nothing but a lacy black bra and underwear, her body a masterpiece of lush curves and firm angles. Her hair cascaded down over one shoulder, partially obscuring one pink nipple from view. Peter's hand reached out without hesitation to brush it away.

Lily smirked at his boldness and leaned in closer, pressing her breast against his palm against him, a soft sigh escaping her lips.

"Damn, Lily," he rasped, his voice betraying the tremor of his need. "You're so... so..."

"Beautiful?" she offered with a coy smile, her hands roaming over the soft curves of her own body—curves that complemented the taut lines of his athlete’s frame. He was young and firm. She was soft and yielding. Their bodies were made for each other.

"More than that," Peter choked out, his hands clenching into fists at his sides as if restraining himself from reaching out to her. "You're magnificent."

"Then show me," she challenged, stepping closer until she could feel the heat radiating off him. "Show me how much you want me."

His gaze was locked onto her reflection in the mirror above, the sight of her full breasts, her hips made for sin. It was too much—the visual feast, the scent of her perfume mingling with the musk of their arousal.

"Please, Lily," he begged, the words tumbling forth in a rush of desire and jealousy. "I can't stand it anymore. I need you. I need to be inside you."

"Shh," she hushed him, pressing a finger to his lips. "Remember, love. We have our rules."

She gently guided Peter to the bed, and he slid down onto the cheap, motel sheets. His chest rose and fell with labored breaths. The raw longing etched into his features stirred something wicked within her, made her pussy tremble and weep hot lust. This was the same look he'd given her earlier when Adam had lingered a little too long in conversation, the same heat that flared in his eyes when he imagined someone else touching what was his.

"Tell me you don't think about anyone else," Peter said, his voice a low growl. "Tell me I'm the only one who gets to see you like this."

"Of course, baby," Lily kissed his chest, her lips lingering just above his nipple. "You're the only one."

But even as she spoke, her mind danced with the thought of Adam's gaze upon her, the skinny nerd who was nothing like Peter, nothing like the man who now quivered under her tantalizing caresses. It was a delicious irony—the object of his jealousy fueling the very fires of his passion.

"Jealousy suits you," she whispered, leaning in so her lips barely grazed his earlobe. "It makes you want me even more, doesn't it?"

"God, yes," he admitted. "I hate it, but it does."

"Good," she murmured, pulling back to admire the fervor in his eyes. "Because that's exactly where I want you."

"Please, Lily," he begged, voice thick with desire as he reached for her, his fingers brushing against the soft swell of her hip. "I need you. I can't wait any longer."

She looked down at him, the curve of her lips a mixture of amusement and affection. Her hand, languid and sure, pressed gently against his chest, stilling his advance. "Peter, we've talked about this. You know I want to wait until we're married."

His frustration was palpable, a living thing between them. It wrestled with the longing in his gaze, the heat of his skin beneath her touch. But beneath it all was understanding—a respect for her wishes even as his body cried out against them.

With a delicate sigh, she shifted, settling herself beside him on the bed. Her fingers traced idle patterns on the expanse of his chest, feeling the thrum of his heartbeat under the warm skin. As she moved her hand lower, her touch became more purposeful, more insistent. Slowly, she licked her hand, watching Peter's reaction as she slid her wet fingers over his long hard cock.

Peter's cock was beautiful. Not too long, not too thick, it rose between his legs throbbing with hot blood and lust. It was in perfect proportion to the rest of his body and Lily loved to feel the pulsing of his need against her palm.

"You want me, don't you?" Lily murmured, her hand slowly working down his thick shaft, then slipped up the shaft and twirled her wet fingers over the sensitive tip.

"Oh fuck! Yes! I want you!"

Peter writhed beneath her touch, his hips bucking up to meet her hand as she stroked him with skilled precision. Lily couldn't help but smile at the sound of his desperate moans and the way he clenched his fists in the sheets.

She had practiced with Peter's cock many times before, learning exactly how to make him writhe and squirm with pleasure. And she was an eager student, always wanting to please and explore new techniques to send him over the edge.

With a flick of her wrist, she changed tactics, pulling back slightly before running her hand down the length of his shaft and squeezing him gently at the base. She could feel his arousal building, aching for release as she teased and tormented him.

"Fuck, Lily," Peter groaned, his body trembling beneath hers. "Please."

Inside her, the thrill of control unfurled like a dark flower. She reveled in the power she held, guiding him to the edge of release while keeping her own virtue intact. Her mind wandered to the wickedness of it all—the taboo dance they performed, the way she could make him beg and tremble without breaking her vow.

"Does it feel good?" she teased, her breath hot against the shell of his ear.

"Y-Yes," he stammered, the confession torn from the depths of his being. "It's... incredible."

"Good," she murmured, her hand never wavering in its task. She felt him swell further beneath her ministrations, the telltale signs of his approaching release. "Just feel, Peter. Let me take care of you."

Under her relentless attention, his body tightened, the muscles in his abdomen clenching in anticipation. She watched his face contort with the onslaught of sensation, the furrow of his brow and the parting of his lips markers of the ecstasy she wrought.

"Li-Lily," he breathed, his voice a ragged edge, "I'm going to—"

"You're going to what?" she taunted, her fingers rubbing the sensitive spot just under the tip of his cock. His whole body tensed, waiting for the pleasure only she could give him.

"Y-you know," he panted, his eyes pleading.

"Say it," Lily urged, a playful smirk dancing on her lips as she leaned closer.

"Make me cum, Lily," Peter begged, the words tumbling out between labored breaths.

"Good boy," she praised, her focus returning to his engorged length. She gripped him hard and milked his

cock with firm, fast strokes. Each motion was crafted with precision, and she drew him to the brink, watching him teeter on the edge before pulling him back, leaving him dangling in a torturous limbo.

"Ah—close—so close," he moaned, his back arching, seeking completion.

"That's it, baby," Lily crooned, her voice a sinuous melody winding through the taut silence. The power she wielded, the command she had over his pleasure—it was intoxicating. With each denied climax, his desperation grew, and so did the wetness between her thighs.

"Please, Lily. I'm begging you," Peter's voice cracked, the athlete's body tensed and ready to snap from the strain.

"Alright," she whispered, as she seized him with a fervor that had his entire frame shuddering. Her hand moved with fast and cruel strokes, a blur of flesh against flesh, the sound of skin slapping skin punctuating the quiet room. She watched with glee as Peter's body collapsed in on itself, then burst, every perfectly trained muscle exploding upward. Lily laughed and bore down on the base of his cock. For a moment nothing happened, cum churning helplessly inside Peter's swollen balls. Then, with an anguished sob of pleasure, Peter convulsed against her hand and his pent-up jizz shot out in a thick white geyser, nearly hitting Lily in the face.

Laughing, she pointed his squirting dick away from her, long streams of hot lust painting the canvas of his washboard abs and muscular chest.

"God, Lily..." he breathed out, spent and awestruck.

"Good boy!" Lily grinned, barely containing her giggles. She regarded the cum streaked body of her boyfriend with a sense of triumph, her eyes glinting with mischief and satisfaction.

Without missing a beat, Lily shifted upward, her firm, round ass casting a shadow over Peter's face. She positioned herself with deliberate care, straddling his face with the confidence of a queen ascending her throne.

"Show me how much you want me," she commanded.

Peter, his lust sated, responded eagerly, his tongue tentatively tracing the contours of her cunt. She felt the warmth of his breath, the tentative flickers of his tongue, exploring her with reverence and hunger. It wasn't enough and Lily pressed her lips against his face, running the wet furrow over his mouth and nose.

Peter got the message and reached up to grip her thighs, then dug his tongue deep into her pussy, sucking hungrily at her clit until Lily moaned.

"Like that," she encouraged, her fingers digging into the muscles of his chest. "Don't stop."

Her control was absolute, her pleasure mounting as she fucked her hips over her boyfriend's face. The idea of smothering him with her wet flesh and using his face like a sex toy, sent electricity coursing through her veins.Beneath her, Peter was helpless, his lips, nose, even his chin had been transformed into objects to give her pleasure.

"Peter," Lily gasped out, her voice strained with the effort of maintaining her composure. "You're going to make me—"

But her words were cut off as the last remnants of her restraint shattered. A powerful wave of ecstasy crashed over her, drowning out the world in its intensity. Her cries filled the room, uninhibited and raw, as the orgasm tore through her, leaving bright trails of pleasure in its wake. Lily's body bucked and spasmed, riding Peter's face like a thoroughbred.

"Peter! Oh, Peter!" she exclaimed, the name becoming a mantra as the sensations rippled outward, pulsing through her limbs, her chest heaving with each gasp for air, her heart pounding a frenzied beat.

She rode the aftershocks, each shudder a sweet echo of the peak, her mind awash with the blissful haze of fulfillment. In this moment of unguarded passion, the world outside their cocoon ceased to exist. She reveled once again in the defeat of this powerful young man yet, at the same time, had never loved him more.

Lily's trembling body finally gave way, and she collapsed beside Peter on the bed, a tangle of limbs and flushed skin. Peter gasped as he drew in a long breath and Lily realized that at the moment of her greatest pleasure, she actually had smothered him. She felt a fleeting sliver of guilt quickly overcome by the feeling of power she'd just wielded over the young man.

Besides, if he had really wanted to stop, her he could have easily pushed her off. It's not like she could stop him.

"Wow," she managed between gasps, her voice a velvety purr that vibrated through the charged air of the room.

Peter propped himself up on one elbow, gazing at her with eyes darkened by desire—a heady mixture of lust and adoration painting his handsome features. Instead of anger or fear, his slick face beamed with happiness.

"God, Lily, you're incredible," he murmured, his voice thick with emotion.

She turned her head to meet his stare, a sly smile dancing on her lips. "I know," she teased, her fingers tracing lazy circles on his muscular forearm. "And don't you forget it."

The playful arrogance in her tone was contradicted by an inner turmoil that gnawed at her conscience. Beneath the veneer of confidence, Lily wrestled with the familiar pangs of guilt and shame that came from denying Peter the very thing he craved. Yet, these feelings were tangled with a fierce and possessive desire—the illicit thrill of their taboo dance, where she held all the cards and reveled in the power it gave her over him.

"Was... was it good for you?" Peter ventured, his voice betraying a hint of vulnerability.

"Better than good," Lily confessed, her thoughts flickering to the mirror above them. "It was... perfect."

She rolled onto her side, facing him, and traced a single finger down the center of his chest, watching as his muscles twitched beneath her touch. The tension between them crackled anew, a silent acknowledgment of the unspoken desires that still simmered just below the surface.

"Next time, I want to make you feel this good," Peter said, the promise in his words heavy with the weight of unfulfilled yearnings.

"Sure, baby," Lily whispered, pressing a soft kiss to his lips. "All in due time."

As Lily lay next to Peter watching him drift off into a post-coital doze, she wondered about her reluctance to finally give him what he wanted. It wasn't just the power she got from teasing him, but also a nagging feeling that, when she finally gave her virginity to someone, it would be someone with the skill and power to see through her teasing, defeat the walls she had built up around her sex, and finally take her once and for all.

As she watched her boyfriend sleeping peacefully, she wondered if Peter, for all his physical strength, was the man to do it.

And, if her boyfriend wasn't man enough, then who was?
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"Oh, fuck, yes, Mrs. Walker! I have missed that pussy!"

Adam grunted as he thrust into Eliza, her body writhing beneath him. She was a wife and mother, but for the last week she had become a helpless woman, at the mercy of this monstrous boy. Adam's cock was a force to be reckoned with, twice the size of a normal man's, and his sexual prowess was unmatched for a boy his age. It was something she had resisted at first, but now couldn't imagine being denied the pleasure only Adam could give her.

"Fuck, yes!" Adam growled, hammering her to the hilt of his prodigious sword. "That's my pussy, isn't it Mrs. Walker? That's my pussy!"

Eliza's body trembled beneath him, a mixture of fear and desire coursing through her. Adam could sense her submission, her surrender, and it only fueled his lust. He continued to pound her from behind, pushing her forward into the same couch where, just an hour before, her loving family were sitting. Now, it was being used to prop up the sweating, jiggling body of Eliza Walker as Adam took her from behind like a bitch in heat.

"Yes!" she moaned, defeated again by the young man's lust. "It's your pussy!"

"What would your loving family think of their mommy now, Mrs. Walker? What would your husband think?"

"Oh, God, Adam! Please, don't talk about my family!"

Adam growled, not pleased with her answer. His fingers dug into her fleshy hips and he pushed her face into the couch cushions where her son and daughter had been sitting. With a vicious twist of his body, Adam kept the loving wife and mother impaled on his cock while he raised his foot and smashed the sole into her face. Eliza moaned as she was driven into the couch cushions, the humiliation of being dominated by her son's friend bringing stinging tears to her eyes.

"Ah!" he taunted, hammering her hard into the sofa. "They'd see you're just a slutty mommy, wouldn't they?"

Each word was punctuated by a forceful stab deep into her stretched and sopping cunt, his pace unrelenting, ruthless. The sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed through the room, a lewd pounding rhythm accompanying her muffled moans of pleasure.

"Adam, please..." she gasped, raising her head from the couch. Her plea was lost in the wet slap of Adam's stomach met her round ass. Her heavy tits were making noise, wet smacks against her rib cage, every ounce of her body being hammered into a new shape by the vicious young man.

His grip tightened in her hair, a leash of her dark tresses, as he angled her body to his liking, ensuring maximum penetration. Adam's foot pressed firmly down on her head, pressing her back into the couch—into her shame and her sin.

The plush velvet of the cushions devoured her cries, serving as a sound barrier to the world outside as she reached a tumultuous climax. Each scream rose in intensity, building like a raging storm within her until it exploded with the fierce force of a hurricane. Her body was shaking uncontrollably, her limbs flailing wildly as pleasure coursed through her veins. The pleasure was so intense that she began gnawing at the cushion like a trapped animal, the primal lust Adam ignited inside of her overcoming her intense shame.

"Look at you," Adam sneered as he slid his foot off her face and Eliza came up gasping. "Coming like a fucking whore for me."

The room spun around Eliza as she gulped in air and rode out the last aftershocks of her climax. Her thoughts were a tangled mess of guilt and lust. Her heart raced not just from the physical exertion but also from the emotional turmoil churning within her. The walls seemed to close in, each family portrait glaring down at her in silent judgment while Adam claimed her body.

God, what am I doing? She wondered, her chest tight with conflicting emotions. Her mind reeled, trying to rationalize the indescribable pleasure with the betrayal it represented. She felt the heat of Adam's triumphant gaze upon her, burning through her like a branding iron, marking her as his own, if only for these stolen moments.

"Remember this feeling," Adam whispered harshly into her ear, his hot breath a stark contrast to the chill of fear that danced along her spine, "This is where you belong, Eliza. Under me."

He thrust in her again and again, each stroke a testament to his relentless desire to own her, body and soul. The decorated living room was a stage for their sordid drama, the merrily twinkling Christmas lights keeping lewd time with Adam's cock.

"Adam...I..."

She tried to speak, but her voice caught in her throat as he pushed her closer to the edge. Her heart raced and her fingers dug into the sheets, unable to stop the onslaught of pleasure coursing through her body. She was at his mercy, completely lost in the moment.

"Look at you," Adam mocked. "How easily you've become my little plaything."

His words were daggers, yet she could not deny their piercing truth. Amidst the tempest of her pleasure and pain, Eliza realized the depths of her addiction to this young boy who had so skillfully manipulated her pent-up desires. His body may have been skinny, but it was honed with a lewd, sexual strength—the power to unravel her, thread by trembling thread.

"Adam, please..." she gasped, though whether it was a plea for mercy or more, she could not tell.

"Please what?" Adam challenged, halting his movements abruptly, leaving her teetering on the brink. "Say it. Tell me you want more."

She hesitated, pride warring with desire, before the dam of her resistance broke under the weight of his gaze. "More," she whispered, her voice a broken plea.

"Louder!" he growled and slapped her round, tender ass cheek, sending shivers of lust straight to her tortured cunt.

"More!" she cried, tears of desperate lust streaming down her face. "I want more!"

"Good, Mommy!" he praised, the salacious use of her title made her groan with shame. Her groans, however, soon turned to cries as Adam resumed his relentless fucking, once more driving Eliza into the couch.

She was a mother, a wife—she should not be here, spread open and surrendering to the whims of her son's best friend. The guilt gnawed at her conscience, a relentless reminder of the vows she was breaking, the trust she was shattering with every pulse of pleasure that coursed through her body.

But then, there was another wave, crashing over her—a wave of pure, undiluted ecstasy that washed away all thoughts of right and wrong. Adam's fucking was electric, igniting fires in places that had long since grown cold and dormant. His cock was an instrument of sin, and she the willing orchestra, her moans a symphony of forbidden delight.

She suddenly didn't care anymore. The once loving wife and mother was gone, replaced by this wanton, masochistic creature. She didn't care or kids. She was helpless beneath her master, nailed to him by the pleasure of each violent stab of his cock into her used, quivering body.

"Adam, I can't—" Eliza's breath hitched as a new crest of pleasure built within her, threatening to sweep her away. She clawed at the fabric of the couch, seeking an anchor in a sea that offered no respite from the storm of sensation he wrought upon her.

"Can't what?" Adam's voice was heavy with triumph, knowing full well the power he wielded over her trembling form. "Can't stop yourself from coming on my cock? Can't stop being the perfect, dirty little whore I know you are?"

"Adam, please..." It was all she could manage, her words dissolving into gasps as the dam inside her threatened to burst.

"Come for me, Mommy," he commanded. "Come for me and think about your poor family!"

His words, so lewd, so wicked, yet they were the key to the lock that held back her climax. She thought of her family, her son and daughters and her husband David's smiling face. Then, the images splintered into a thousand pieces as a keening wail erupted from Eliza's mouth, a primal sound of anguish and bliss. Her cry echoed off the walls and Eliza's mind shattered, her orgasm ripping through her with a ferocity that bordered on pain, pleasure so intense it was almost unbearable.

But, Adam wasn't done with her. He continued to fuck his huge cock into her, her body convulsing on his shaft. He fucked her through the pleasure until another orgasm burned through her already wasted body and all she could do was moan helplessly as Adam's cock grew bigger, pulsating inside of her.

"My turn!" Adam grunted.

Eliza's mind was a whirlwind of sensation and scandal, but a new, insidious thought crept in, winding its way through the fog of her lust. David's vasectomy—a procedure that had once spelled relief—now taunted her with its cruel irony. Adam was virile, unrestrained, and the risk of his seed taking root within her was both a terror and an illicit thrill.

"Oh, God! Adam! Not inside me!" she cried out but it was too late. Adam's engorged cock suddenly exploded inside of her. The heat of his seed burned in her belly as his sperm filled her pussy and spilled into her unprotected womb. The lewd thought of this young man fathering a child should have horrified her, but her body relaxed, welcoming his seed into her. She fell forward and sighed, another orgasm, a tiny flicker of the powerful mind-melter she had just experienced, rippled through her pussy. It was as if her body was opening up, welcoming Adam's virile seed, the primal instinct to procreate with a powerful mate overcoming any logical reasoning.

As the waves subsided, leaving her spent and quivering, the reality of her actions crashed down upon her once more. What had she become? How could she face her family after such debauchery? The weight of her betrayal pressed down on her chest, yet the lingering aftershocks of her release whispered seductively, promising more rapture, more escape from the mundane existence she had known.

The wife and mother was done and now all she could do was be a receptacle for her young lover's spent lust.

"Fuck, yes!" Adam grinned. "Fuck, I'll bet I'm making you pregnant right now."

"Oh God, Adam! Please, stop!"

"I won't stop," Adam hissed and gripped her by the hair. Eliza cried out, more in surprise than pain as Adam dragged her to her knees in front of him. "And you don't want me to. Now, clean my cock, Mommy."

Eliza's trembling hands reached for him, her fingers brushing against the throbbing evidence of Adam's virility. The sheer size of it—a monstrous testament to his youth—dwarfed her memories of David's more modest manhood. The scent of musk and sweat rose from Adam's skin, a heady aroma that was both foreign and intoxicating compared to the familiar, milder tang of her husband.

"Go on, Eliza," Adam urged, a wolfish grin spreading across his lips. "Clean off that cock that gave you so much pleasure."

With hesitance etched into the creases of her brow, she leaned forward. Her tongue darted out, tracing the length of him, sampling the saltiness of his flesh. It was an earthy flavor, robust and raw, so different from the subtle, almost nondescript taste she had known in her marital bed. She glanced up at him, locking eyes with the young conqueror who had claimed her so completely.

"David... he never..." Her voice trailed off, caught between confession and desire.

"Never what?" Adam's command was soft but firm, demanding her admission.

"Never filled me like you do," Eliza whispered, the words tumbling from her lips even as they quivered with the weight of her betrayal.

Adam's chuckle was low and triumphant, a sound that resonated with the power he wielded over her. "That's right. Take all of me in, Eliza. Show me how much you need it."

Her mouth enveloped him, and she closed her eyes, surrendering to the act. His cum lingered there, a potent reminder of their transgression. With each tentative movement, her mind warred against itself. Pleasure cascaded through her, laced with guilt, while fear gnawed at the edges of her ecstasy—the fear of consequences, of being caught, of the taboo nature of their union.

"That's good," he murmured. "You're such a good little slut, Eliza. You're my little slutty mommy."

His words sent a shiver down her spine, and she found herself yielding once more to the sinful dance of her tongue along his length. She savored him, her actions a penitence for desires she couldn't quell. Each stroke was an apology to her absent husband, each moan a silent scream against the chains of propriety that she had shattered.

"Look at me," Adam commanded, and Eliza obeyed, her eyes shimmering with a tumultuous sea of emotions. She held his gaze, her mind awhirl with the carnal tableau they presented—a wife, a mother, on her knees before her son's best friend, his thick cock filling her mouth , drowning in the depths of her own lust and shame.

"Good girl," Adam praised. Then, he reached forward and picked up her cell phone, his smile widening.

"What are you doing?" she gasped.

"Letting David and Simon know you need some groceries from the store," Adam replied with that smile—a curve of lips that spoke volumes of his intentions. The screen lit up under his touch, casting an ominous glow on his features as his thumbs danced across the digital keyboard.

"David...and Simon...they don't need to go anywhere," Eliza pleaded, her hands trembling as they pressed against the warmth of his thighs, sensing the ripples of muscle beneath.

"I know," Adam chuckled. "But they will think they do." And with a flick of his thumb, he sent the message, dispatching her husband and son on a fool’s errand.

"Another half hour or so," he mused aloud, "should be enough time for round two, don't you think?" His words were like velvet wrapped around steel, soft yet unyielding.

"Adam, please..." Her plea was cut short by her own traitorous body, responding to the promise in his voice with a shiver of anticipation, her flesh remembering the way he claimed her, used her, owned her. The guilt was there, a gnawing rodent in the recesses of her mind, but it was overpowered by the sheer magnitude of her desire.

He stood, pulling her up by her hair with a gentle yet firm grip, the juxtaposition of pain and pleasure sending sparks of arousal coursing through her veins. He led her, step by faltering step, away from the wreckage of the living room, past the framed photos of family vacations and school awards, mementos of a life that felt galaxies away from the dark world she now inhabited.

"Come," he commanded, his voice a low rumble that reverberated within her core, a summons she was powerless to resist.

The hallway stretched before them, a gauntlet of shadows and light, leading to the sanctuary, the sacrilege, of her bedroom. With every footfall, her heart pounded a frenzied rhythm, a drumbeat heralding the approach of forbidden ecstasy.

"Adam," she began again, her voice barely a murmur, but he silenced her with a look, a single glance that spelled out her role in this twisted play.

"Shh," he hushed her, his hand finding the small of her back, guiding, pressing, urging her onward. "We're almost there."

They crossed the threshold together, the door whispering closed behind them, sealing them in a cocoon of lust and linen. Here, in the bed she shared with her husband, Adam would claim her anew, marking her with his touch, branding her with his hunger.

"Let me show you how much I want you," he whispered, his breath hot against her ear, his hands deftly fondling her nipples. They hardened into pink pebbles, her traitorous body anticipating the pleasure Adam would give her.

"Please," she gasped, not knowing if she begged for mercy or for him to ravish her on her marital bed..

"Please," Adam echoed mockingly, a devilish twinkle in his eye, knowing full well the power he wielded.

As he pushed her onto the bed, Eliza surrendered to the tempest inside her body, a storm of Adam's making, ready to be swept away once more into the eye of their illicit, taboo affair.


Lily smoothed down her clothes just before she strolled through the front door of the Walker household. She didn't want her mother or father to see a hair out of place and wonder what she had been up to. What she did with Peter was her own business and she had a carefully maintained image she used for her family.

Her body was still humming from her session with Peter. Although her orgasm had slaked the pent-up lust she had been feeling, it rarely lasted long. She blamed her hormones, but a nagging part of her mind always wondered if the heavy foreplay she engaged in was enough to fully satisfy her desires.

She shook off the thoughts and walked into the house noticing the somewhat unsettling silence that hung heavily in the air. The usually bustling home seemed eerily empty, as if its inhabitants had vanished into thin air. As she kicked off her shoes and tossed her purse onto the nearby armchair, her gaze fell upon a trail of discarded clothes strewn across the living room floor. Men's shirt, women's lingerie, even a crumpled sock or two lay there like forgotten remnants of some lascivious act.

What the hell? she thought. She knew what it looked like, but the sight of the crumpled ball of clothes was so out of place in her warm and cozy house, she just couldn't believe it.

"Hello?" Lily called out hesitantly, her voice echoing throughout the house. She frowned, her anticipation building within her chest.

As she stepped forward to investigate the odd situation, a faint noise from upstairs caught her attention. At first, it sounded like muted whispers, but as she focused her senses, the sounds grew more pronounced. Lily's heart raced as she realized that these were not just any ordinary noises; they were the unmistakable moans and gasps of pleasure, the rhythmic sounds of flesh on flesh that signified sex.

Is someone...having sex? she wondered to herself, feeling her cheeks heating up at the mere thought. She knew her parents had sex, but she had never known them to drop everything in the middle of the day to fuck, especially when their kids could walk in at any moment.

A part of her wanted to disregard the strange scene before her and leave well enough alone, but another, more curious part urged her to follow the sounds and find their source.

With each step she took towards the staircase, the sultry symphony intensified, sending shivers down her spine and igniting a fire deep within her core. As she ascended the stairs, the taboo nature of what she was about to witness only heightened her excitement, causing her breath to come in short, shallow pants.

God, this is so wrong, she thought to herself as she climbed the steps to the second floor. Do I really want to see my parents having sex?

Lily's pulse raced, giving her the answer she didn't want. Her arousal intensified as she hesitated at the top of the staircase, struggling to catch her breath. But the lure of those noises was too strong to resist, and her curiosity propelled her forward. With each tentative step, the moans grew louder, driving Lily's desire to new heights.

Approaching her parent's bedroom door, Lily pressed her ear against the wood, straining to hear the lustful whispers shared between the lovers inside. Her heart threatened to burst from her chest, its rhythmic beat resonating through every inch of her trembling frame.

"More... give me more!" her mother gasped, her desperate voice carrying clearly through the door. For the first time, she imagined her mother as a sexual creature, a realization that made the sparks of lust she had from her time with Peter flare back into life.

Lily finally reached the door to her parent's bedroom, her heart pounding in her chest. She slowly pushed it open, just enough for her to peek inside. The sight that greeted her was both shocking and mesmerizing.

The first thing was her mother, her legs thrown wide and her heavy breasts bouncing as Adam hammered her deeper into her marital bed. Lily's eyes had only a moment to realize how beautiful her mother was, her skin glistening with sweat she opened herself to accept the massive rod of flesh sawing in and out of her pussy.

It was only then that Lily followed the line of the huge cock to the set of bulging balls smacking wetly against her mother's upturned ass cheeks. From there, she took in the skinny buttocks and the thin frame of a man who was not her father.

Adam? she thought, recognizing her brother's best friend as he thrust forcefully into her mother. Lily's eyes widened, shocked at the size of his cock, which seemed almost grotesquely large compared to his thin frame. It looked like a monstrous snake, plunging in and out of Eliza's slick, quivering folds. How... how can he even be so big? Peter's not even close.

Eliza's moans filled the room, a symphony of pleasure and betrayal. Lily watched her mother's fingers dig into Adam's shoulders, her nails leaving angry red marks on his pale skin. Despite her shock at her mother's infidelity, Lily found herself unable to look away, her arousal growing with each powerful thrust of Adam's hips.

"More!" cried Eliza, her desperate, hungry voice sending a shiver of excitement through Lily's spine. "Please, more!"

"God, you're insatiable," Adam smirked, increasing his pace. His firm grip on her thighs made her feel helpless and owned. "You like that, don't you, Mrs. Walker? You like that better than your husband.

Lily stifled a gasped, suddenly reminded that this was her mother, and she was being fucked on the same bed she shared with her father! The thought should have disgusted her. Instead, the illicit act made her body quiver.

Is this really my mother?

"Yes!" Her mother screamed as if answering her daughter's silent question. "Yes! You're better than David! So much better!"

The admission made a bolt of electricity shoot through Lily's nerve endings. Before she could stop herself, her hand instinctively moved to the hem of her skirt, her body betraying her as she felt a throbbing need between her legs. Watching Adam dominate her mother stirred something primal within her. The act was so taboo, so wrong, but the raw intensity of their coupling was unlike anything the young girl had ever experienced.

Is... is this what I've been missing? Lily wondered, her breath hitching as she watched the scene unfold. Is this what real desire looks like?

After all what could have driven her mother into the arms of her brother's friend? If it wasn't true lust, what was it?

Her mother's legs wrapped around Adam, pulling him deeper inside her. Their bodies moved together like a single, desperate entity, Eliza's cries of pleasure punctuating the air. Lily could feel her own excitement building, each moan and gasp from her mother and Adam fueling the fire that burned within her.

As her mother's body tensed, signaling her impending climax, Lily knew the spectacle had irrevocably changed her world. The collision of pleasure and shame left her breathless and conflicted.

"Adam... oh, god!" Eliza screamed, her release washing over her like a tidal wave.

"Fuck, yes!" Adam grunted, his own climax imminent. "You're mine, slut!"

"Yes!" Eliza screams burned in her daughter's ears. "Yes! I'm yours, baby! I'm all yours!"

Lily tried to look away, but her eyes refused to obey. The sight of Adam's arms pushing Eliza's thighs backward tightly, his thick cock buried inside her, was too alluring to resist. She couldn't help but compare him to Peter, her own boyfriend. Peter was taller and muscular. He was bigger and better looking in every aspect.

Except for that monster cock, she thought traitorously. He's twice the size of Peter!

And he knew how to use it, if her mother's reaction was any evidence of the younger man's sexual prowess. Despite her own burgeoning desire, Lily could see how Adam's frenetic rhythm had a purpose, his hip movements timed with perfect precision to bring her mother to an explosive climax.

How? How could such a skinny dork be so good?

No doubt her mother wondered the very same thing.

"Fuck, Eliza... you feel so good," Adam's low growl made Lily's fingers search for her slick, engorged clit.

Oh, God! Are you really turned on by your mother fucking another man?

Her body seemed to answer for her as she finally slipped her hand beneath the fabric, her fingertips exploring her damp folds with a mixture of curiosity and trepidation. Her mother could not hide the blush creeping across her cheeks; she was fully aware of the taboo nature of her actions, yet she could not bring herself to turn away from the salacious scene before her.

"Adam... oh, Adam!" Eliza moaned, her legs wrapped tightly around his slender hips as he continued to drive his monstrous cock into her with wild abandon. "I need more, give me more!"

"Eliza, you slutty little mommy!" Adam panted, grinning wickedly as he increased the pace and force of his thrusts. "I'll give you everything you can handle and more."

As Lily heard these words, her own fingers mimicked the rhythm of Adam's thrusts, plunging into her tight, quivering heat. Her thoughts raced with each stroke, her mind struggling to comprehend the sheer intensity of the pleasure she was experiencing.

Fuck! Why was this so hot?" she thought desperately, her nails digging into her thigh as her climax rapidly approached. What's wrong with me?

"Fuck, yes!" her mother cried out, her body spasming violently as her orgasm ripped through her like a tidal wave, leaving her a panting, writhing mess in its wake. "Adam, you... oh, my GOD!"

"Eliza," he growled, his own release imminent as he continued to pound into her with relentless fervor, his eyes locked on her mother's. "You're mine now."

Lily's eyes widened at the declaration, her heart seizing in her chest even as the first tendrils of her climax coiled around her. The knowledge that this was not just a fleeting moment of passion, but a world-shattering shift in the very fabric of her family, only intensified the erotic tension that consumed her.

"Oh, GOD!" Eliza cried again and Lily joined her mother, her firm hips bucking against the wall her hips thrusting and grinding against her own fingers buried deep within her wet folds. Her palm worked furiously, rubbing and teasing the swollen bud of her clit, sending waves of pleasure through her body. The air was thick with the sounds of their moans and cries, the scent of sex permeating the room. This was an intimate moment between mother and daughter, two bodies entwined in passion and desire, lost in the throes of ecstasy.

Lily, her heart still pounding in her chest, felt the aftershocks of her orgasm as she stood there, breathless. She peered into the bedroom, helpless to turn away as her mother's final humiliation played out before her. Her mother was lying back on her marital bed, her sweat soaking into the sheets. Her head lolled back and forth over the pillow, her body still twitching from her orgasm.

Adam pulled out of her mother, leaving her pussy gaping wide from the violation of his huge cock, which was glistening with her mother's juices and dripping an enormous amount of pre-cum.

Lily watched in horror as Adam scooted up on the bed and pointed the fat head of his cock as her mother's face. This couldn't be happening! It was like a scene out of a porno, except it was real. And it was her mother.

"Look at me, slut!" Adam growled and for a moment, Lily thought he was talking to her. Then, she saw her mother turn her head and look up at her lover with a mixture of lust and adoration Lily had never seen before.

"I'm going to come on your face, in the bed you share with your husband," Adam grunted, stroking that monstrous cock above her mother's pretty face. Eliza responded not with words, but with actions as she shoved hand between her legs and began to frig her clit with sensual abandon.

Lily stood, shocked as she realized what her mother was doing. She was making herself come while this... bastard shot unloaded his load over her face. The idea of it, her loving mother behaving like a mindless slut was almost too much, but Lily had come this far, she couldn't look away now.

Adam let out a deep, primal growl as his muscles tensed and the slit at the head of his cock slowly opened up. Thick, sticky ropes of cum shot out in all directions like a burst firehose, causing her mother to gasp in shock. A trail of warm semen splashed across her eye, leaving a sticky sheen on her forehead and coating strands of her hair. More steaks of cum landed in her open mouth and dribbled down her chin.

As she bathed in her lover's cum, Eliza's hand flickered fast between her legs. Then her body jerked on the bed, her sticky lips open and screaming through the glaze of cum on her face. Finally, she fell back on the bed, her body wrung out from Adam's fucking. She turned her head towards the door, her eyes open and unseeing, her face covered in Adam's jizz.

Lily jerked away from the door, only then realizing her fingers were still in her pussy. She pulled them out, shocked by the juices dripping off her fingertips. She moaned, then slapped a hand over her mouth. A noise came from the bedroom, and Lily was already hurrying towards the stairs. She scrambled down the steps, no longer worried about the noise, just needing to get away.

A moment later, she was outside, the front door shutting behind her. It was cold, but the crisp air soothed her burning skin. She didn't know where she was going, she just knew she needed to leave. She needed to find some place quiet and try to make sense of what had just happened.

She looked back at her childhood home. The cozy facade only added to her confusion.

Did that really happen? She wondered, but the steady pulse of her spent desire still throbbed between her legs.

It had happened. She didn't know what to do but one thing was for sure.

Her happy, childhood home would never be the same again.
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Lily smoothed down her clothes just before she strolled through the front door of the Walker household. She didn't want her mother or father to see a hair out of place and wonder what she had been up to. What she did with Peter was her own business and she had a carefully maintained image she used for her family.

Her body was still humming from her session with Peter. Although her orgasm had slaked the pent-up lust she had been feeling, it rarely lasted long. She blamed her hormones, but a nagging part of her mind always wondered if the heavy foreplay she engaged in was enough to fully satisfy her desires.

She shook off the thoughts and walked into the house noticing the somewhat unsettling silence that hung heavily in the air. The usually bustling home seemed eerily empty, as if its inhabitants had vanished into thin air. As she kicked off her shoes and tossed her purse onto the nearby armchair, her gaze fell upon a trail of discarded clothes strewn across the living room floor. Men's shirt, women's lingerie, even a crumpled sock or two lay there like forgotten remnants of some lascivious act.

What the hell? she thought. She knew what it looked like, but the sight of the crumpled ball of clothes was so out of place in her warm and cozy house, she just couldn't believe it.

"Hello?" Lily called out hesitantly, her voice echoing throughout the house. She frowned, her anticipation building within her chest.

As she stepped forward to investigate the odd situation, a faint noise from upstairs caught her attention. At first, it sounded like muted whispers, but as she focused her senses, the sounds grew more pronounced. Lily's heart raced as she realized that these were not just any ordinary noises; they were the unmistakable moans and gasps of pleasure, the rhythmic sounds of flesh on flesh that signified sex.

Is someone...having sex? she wondered to herself, feeling her cheeks heating up at the mere thought. She knew her parents had sex, but she had never known them to drop everything in the middle of the day to fuck, especially when their kids could walk in at any moment.

A part of her wanted to disregard the strange scene before her and leave well enough alone, but another, more curious part urged her to follow the sounds and find their source.

With each step she took towards the staircase, the sultry symphony intensified, sending shivers down her spine and igniting a fire deep within her core. As she ascended the stairs, the taboo nature of what she was about to witness only heightened her excitement, causing her breath to come in short, shallow pants.

God, this is so wrong, she thought to herself as she climbed the steps to the second floor. Do I really want to see my parents having sex?

Lily's pulse raced, giving her the answer she didn't want. Her arousal intensified as she hesitated at the top of the staircase, struggling to catch her breath. But the lure of those noises was too strong to resist, and her curiosity propelled her forward. With each tentative step, the moans grew louder, driving Lily's desire to new heights.

Approaching her parent's bedroom door, Lily pressed her ear against the wood, straining to hear the lustful whispers shared between the lovers inside. Her heart threatened to burst from her chest, its rhythmic beat resonating through every inch of her trembling frame.

"More... give me more!" her mother gasped, her desperate voice carrying clearly through the door. For the first time, she imagined her mother as a sexual creature, a realization that made the sparks of lust she had from her time with Peter flare back into life.

Lily finally reached the door to her parent's bedroom, her heart pounding in her chest. She slowly pushed it open, just enough for her to peek inside. The sight that greeted her was both shocking and mesmerizing.

The first thing was her mother, her legs thrown wide and her heavy breasts bouncing as Adam hammered her deeper into her marital bed. Lily's eyes had only a moment to realize how beautiful her mother was, her skin glistening with sweat she opened herself to accept the massive rod of flesh sawing in and out of her pussy.

It was only then that Lily followed the line of the huge cock to the set of bulging balls smacking wetly against her mother's upturned ass cheeks. From there, she took in the skinny buttocks and the thin frame of a man who was not her father.

Adam? she thought, recognizing her brother's best friend as he thrust forcefully into her mother. Lily's eyes widened, shocked at the size of his cock, which seemed almost grotesquely large compared to his thin frame. It looked like a monstrous snake, plunging in and out of Eliza's slick, quivering folds. How... how can he even be so big? Peter's not even close.

Eliza's moans filled the room, a symphony of pleasure and betrayal. Lily watched her mother's fingers dig into Adam's shoulders, her nails leaving angry red marks on his pale skin. Despite her shock at her mother's infidelity, Lily found herself unable to look away, her arousal growing with each powerful thrust of Adam's hips.

"More!" cried Eliza, her desperate, hungry voice sending a shiver of excitement through Lily's spine. "Please, more!"

"God, you're insatiable," Adam smirked, increasing his pace. His firm grip on her thighs made her feel helpless and owned. "You like that, don't you, Mrs. Walker? You like that better than your husband.

Lily stifled a gasped, suddenly reminded that this was her mother, and she was being fucked on the same bed she shared with her father! The thought should have disgusted her. Instead, the illicit act made her body quiver.

Is this really my mother?

"Yes!" Her mother screamed as if answering her daughter's silent question. "Yes! You're better than David! So much better!"

The admission made a bolt of electricity shoot through Lily's nerve endings. Before she could stop herself, her hand instinctively moved to the hem of her skirt, her body betraying her as she felt a throbbing need between her legs. Watching Adam dominate her mother stirred something primal within her. The act was so taboo, so wrong, but the raw intensity of their coupling was unlike anything the young girl had ever experienced.

Is... is this what I've been missing? Lily wondered, her breath hitching as she watched the scene unfold. Is this what real desire looks like?

After all what could have driven her mother into the arms of her brother's friend? If it wasn't true lust, what was it?

Her mother's legs wrapped around Adam, pulling him deeper inside her. Their bodies moved together like a single, desperate entity, Eliza's cries of pleasure punctuating the air. Lily could feel her own excitement building, each moan and gasp from her mother and Adam fueling the fire that burned within her.

As her mother's body tensed, signaling her impending climax, Lily knew the spectacle had irrevocably changed her world. The collision of pleasure and shame left her breathless and conflicted.

"Adam... oh, god!" Eliza screamed, her release washing over her like a tidal wave.

"Fuck, yes!" Adam grunted, his own climax imminent. "You're mine, slut!"

"Yes!" Eliza screams burned in her daughter's ears. "Yes! I'm yours, baby! I'm all yours!"

Lily tried to look away, but her eyes refused to obey. The sight of Adam's arms pushing Eliza's thighs backward tightly, his thick cock buried inside her, was too alluring to resist. She couldn't help but compare him to Peter, her own boyfriend. Peter was taller and muscular. He was bigger and better looking in every aspect.

Except for that monster cock, she thought traitorously. He's twice the size of Peter!

And he knew how to use it, if her mother's reaction was any evidence of the younger man's sexual prowess. Despite her own burgeoning desire, Lily could see how Adam's frenetic rhythm had a purpose, his hip movements timed with perfect precision to bring her mother to an explosive climax.

How? How could such a skinny dork be so good?

No doubt her mother wondered the very same thing.

"Fuck, Eliza... you feel so good," Adam's low growl made Lily's fingers search for her slick, engorged clit.

Oh, God! Are you really turned on by your mother fucking another man?

Her body seemed to answer for her as she finally slipped her hand beneath the fabric, her fingertips exploring her damp folds with a mixture of curiosity and trepidation. Her mother could not hide the blush creeping across her cheeks; she was fully aware of the taboo nature of her actions, yet she could not bring herself to turn away from the salacious scene before her.

"Adam... oh, Adam!" Eliza moaned, her legs wrapped tightly around his slender hips as he continued to drive his monstrous cock into her with wild abandon. "I need more, give me more!"

"Eliza, you slutty little mommy!" Adam panted, grinning wickedly as he increased the pace and force of his thrusts. "I'll give you everything you can handle and more."

As Lily heard these words, her own fingers mimicked the rhythm of Adam's thrusts, plunging into her tight, quivering heat. Her thoughts raced with each stroke, her mind struggling to comprehend the sheer intensity of the pleasure she was experiencing.

Fuck! Why was this so hot?" she thought desperately, her nails digging into her thigh as her climax rapidly approached. What's wrong with me?

"Fuck, yes!" her mother cried out, her body spasming violently as her orgasm ripped through her like a tidal wave, leaving her a panting, writhing mess in its wake. "Adam, you... oh, my GOD!"

"Eliza," he growled, his own release imminent as he continued to pound into her with relentless fervor, his eyes locked on her mother's. "You're mine now."

Lily's eyes widened at the declaration, her heart seizing in her chest even as the first tendrils of her climax coiled around her. The knowledge that this was not just a fleeting moment of passion, but a world-shattering shift in the very fabric of her family, only intensified the erotic tension that consumed her.

"Oh, GOD!" Eliza cried again and Lily joined her mother, her firm hips bucking against the wall her hips thrusting and grinding against her own fingers buried deep within her wet folds. Her palm worked furiously, rubbing and teasing the swollen bud of her clit, sending waves of pleasure through her body. The air was thick with the sounds of their moans and cries, the scent of sex permeating the room. This was an intimate moment between mother and daughter, two bodies entwined in passion and desire, lost in the throes of ecstasy.

Lily, her heart still pounding in her chest, felt the aftershocks of her orgasm as she stood there, breathless. She peered into the bedroom, helpless to turn away as her mother's final humiliation played out before her. Her mother was lying back on her marital bed, her sweat soaking into the sheets. Her head lolled back and forth over the pillow, her body still twitching from her orgasm.

Adam pulled out of her mother, leaving her pussy gaping wide from the violation of his huge cock, which was glistening with her mother's juices and dripping an enormous amount of pre-cum.

Lily watched in horror as Adam scooted up on the bed and pointed the fat head of his cock as her mother's face. This couldn't be happening! It was like a scene out of a porno, except it was real. And it was her mother.

"Look at me, slut!" Adam growled and for a moment, Lily thought he was talking to her. Then, she saw her mother turn her head and look up at her lover with a mixture of lust and adoration Lily had never seen before.

"I'm going to come on your face, in the bed you share with your husband," Adam grunted, stroking that monstrous cock above her mother's pretty face. Eliza responded not with words, but with actions as she shoved hand between her legs and began to frig her clit with sensual abandon.

Lily stood, shocked as she realized what her mother was doing. She was making herself come while this... bastard shot unloaded his load over her face. The idea of it, her loving mother behaving like a mindless slut was almost too much, but Lily had come this far, she couldn't look away now.

Adam let out a deep, primal growl as his muscles tensed and the slit at the head of his cock slowly opened up. Thick, sticky ropes of cum shot out in all directions like a burst firehose, causing her mother to gasp in shock. A trail of warm semen splashed across her eye, leaving a sticky sheen on her forehead and coating strands of her hair. More steaks of cum landed in her open mouth and dribbled down her chin.

As she bathed in her lover's cum, Eliza's hand flickered fast between her legs. Then her body jerked on the bed, her sticky lips open and screaming through the glaze of cum on her face. Finally, she fell back on the bed, her body wrung out from Adam's fucking. She turned her head towards the door, her eyes open and unseeing, her face covered in Adam's jizz.

Lily jerked away from the door, only then realizing her fingers were still in her pussy. She pulled them out, shocked by the juices dripping off her fingertips. She moaned, then slapped a hand over her mouth. A noise came from the bedroom, and Lily was already hurrying towards the stairs. She scrambled down the steps, no longer worried about the noise, just needing to get away.

A moment later, she was outside, the front door shutting behind her. It was cold, but the crisp air soothed her burning skin. She didn't know where she was going, she just knew she needed to leave. She needed to find some place quiet and try to make sense of what had just happened.

She looked back at her childhood home. The cozy facade only added to her confusion.

Did that really happen? She wondered, but the steady pulse of her spent desire still throbbed between her legs.

It had happened. She didn't know what to do but one thing was for sure.

Her happy, childhood home would never be the same again.
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Lily's trembling hands fumbled with the keys as she tried to unlock the front door. Her mind was still reeling from the scandalous sight she had witnessed only moments ago - her own mother, Eliza, lost in a forbidden passion with Adam, her brother's best friend. She pushed the door open and stepped inside, trying to calm herself before facing her family.

The cozy warmth of the kitchen enveloped Lily like a hug, the familiar scent of cinnamon and nutmeg mingling in the air as festive decorations adorned every available surface. It was a scene straight out of a holiday card, filled with love and cheer, completely at odds with the turmoil raging within her heart.

"Hey, Lil," her mother called out, her voice as sweet and innocent as the cookies cooling on the counter. Lily watched as Eliza moved gracefully around the kitchen, preparing dinner for the family, her outward demeanor betraying nothing of the lustful secret she now shared with Adam.

"Hi, Mom," Lily replied, forcing a smile onto her flushed face. She wanted to scream, to shout, to expose the deceit that was festering right under their noses, but she couldn't bring herself to shatter the illusion of domestic bliss. Instead, she busied herself at the table, setting out plates and silverware as the sound of laughter drifted in from the living room.

Just then, the kitchen door swung open, revealing Adam's lanky form leaning against the frame. His eyes met hers, and for a moment, time seemed to stand still. The knowing smirk that played across his lips sent shivers down Lily's spine, as if he could see straight into her tormented soul. Yet, even as revulsion welled up within her, the memory of Adam hammering his skinny body between her mother's legs made Lily's face burn with something other than anger.

"Need any help, Mrs. Walker?" Adam asked as he sauntered into the kitchen. Lily watched, rooted to the spot, her heart pounding like a jackhammer in her chest.

"Thank you, Adam," Eliza replied, smiling warmly at him. "Could you please pass me that pot on the top shelf?"

"Of course." As he grabbed the pot, his eyes locked onto Lily's once more - a silent challenge, daring her to speak.

Lily clenched her fists at her sides, struggling to hold back the torrent of emotions threatening to burst forth. The atmosphere in the kitchen grew thick and heavy, a palpable tension weaving itself around the unsuspecting players in this twisted game.

Just when Lily didn't think she could hold it any longer, she heard the front door open.

"Hey, everyone!" David's voice rang out as he and Simon returned home, his voice cutting through the charged air like a knife. A moment later, her father walked into the kitchen his thinning hair ruffled from the static of his stocking cap and a wide smile on his face. "What's for dinner?"

"Your favorite, honey," Eliza replied, planting a loving kiss on her husband's lips.

Lily's gaze locked onto her mother and father as they shared a tender kiss, their mouths pressed together in a loving embrace. The image made Lily's stomach churn; the bile rising in her throat as she struggled to swallow down the revulsion that threatened to spill out. In her mind's eye, she saw her mother's lips dripping with Adam's sticky cum.

"Everything smells delicious, Eliza," David murmured against his wife's lips, blissfully unaware of the tension in the room.

"Thank you, dear," Eliza replied softly, her cheeks flushing with a mixture of pleasure and guilt. "I'm glad you like it."

As the couple moved apart, Lily couldn't help but notice the faintest trace of Adam's scent still clinging to her mother's skin, a bitter, musky reminder of their illicit union. She felt her breath hitch in her chest, her heart pounding like a drumbeat of war within her ribcage.

How could her father not notice?

"Hey, Adam?" Simon said to his friend. "What have you been up to while we were out?"

Adam paused a moment, linked eyes with Lily, then grinned at his friend.

"Believe it or not, I was helping your mother cook dinner."

"What? I didn't know you cooked!" Simon laughed as he stepped into the kitchen.

"Oh, yeah," Adam smiled at Eliza and for the first time since she'd come home, she saw her mother blush. "There are a lot of things about me that might surprise you."

If Simon noticed the deeper meaning in Adam's words, he didn't show it. Instead, he sat down at the table and looked up at Eliza.

"Mom, you OK?" he asked. "You look flushed."

"Oh!" her mother chuckled. "I'm fine, honey." She gave Simon a pat on his shoulder. "Just hot from the kitchen."

Lily couldn't stand it. Her body was tight with the memories of her mother and Adam together, their sweaty bodies moving together. As she sat down at the table, she caught Adam's knowing look and the image of his huge cock sawing in and out of her mother's stretched pussy burned through her brain.

"Would you pass the salt, please?" her father asked, his voice barely registering in Lily's foggy mind. She complied mechanically, her attention still locked on the memory of Adam violating her happy home, as he drove his cock into her mother.

"Everything alright, Lily?" Eliza questioned gently, her brow furrowed with concern. Could this be the same woman who had betrayed her family on her marital bed?

"Fine," she managed to choke out, her voice strangled by the tight knot of unspoken truth lodged in her throat. "Just tired."

"Maybe you should get some rest after dinner, sweetheart," David suggested, reaching across the table to squeeze her hand reassuringly.

"Thanks, Dad," Lily muttered, forcing a weak smile onto her lips. But as her gaze flickered back to Adam, she felt the heat of shame mingling with the unexpected thrill of arousal coursing through her veins, leaving her torn between the desire to expose the truth and the perverse temptation to succumb to the taboo allure that gnawed at her very core.
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Eliza sat on the edge of their matrimonial bed, her fingers nervously tracing the pattern on the quilt. She had changed the sheets and the blanket, the proof of her illicit union with Adam now in the washer, the stains of her lust being washed away. If only her conscience was that easy to clean.

"Eliza," David's voice was warm, a sound contrasted starkly with the chill of her guilt. He reached a hand out and stroked her cheek. "I don't know what it is, but you've been positively glowing lately. It's...it's irresistible."

David's attempt at seduction only heightened Eliza's shame. She shifted uncomfortably, slipping away from his touch. How could she confess that her 'glow' came not from her husband, but from the forbidden touch of a... of a boy young enough to be their son?

"David," she murmured. "I—"

"Shh," David whispered, pressing a finger to her lips, misunderstanding her hesitance for modesty. "It's fine. The kids are in their rooms and I promise to be quiet."

Eliza forced a sickly smile on her face a her husband's joke. If only that were the only thing that ate at her heart. She closed her eyes, attempting to barricade her thoughts, to keep Adam's image at bay—the way his wiry frame belied the power of his thrusts, the way his massive shaft stretched her open.

The way she had begged for him to whore on her marital bed.

"Eliza?" David's hand swept up her arm, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake, and she forced her eyes open, meeting his gaze.

"Sorry, I'm just...tired," she said, her voice heavy. She was tired. Tired of carrying the weight of her sins, tired of longing for what she should not want.

"Let me help you relax," David murmured and leaned forward to brush his lips against hers. His kiss was gentle, familiar, and achingly devoid of the hunger that she had felt for Adam.

With every tentative caress from David, with each soft word intended to arouse, Eliza found herself sinking deeper into the mire of her own duplicity. The guilt gnawed at her insides, a relentless reminder of the forbidden ecstasy she'd tasted. She ached with the memory of Adam's hands exploring her body, claiming her in ways that David, bless his soul, had never done.

"David, we shouldn't..." Eliza tried again, her voice suffocated by the growing lump in her throat.

"Don't worry," David repeated, his breath warm against her skin, his movements slower than the languid dance of the shadows across the room. "I'll do all the work."

The scent of him, so different from Adam's, filled her nostrils. The familiarity should have brought comfort, yet it only served to heighten the sense of disloyalty that plagued her. Every fiber of her being screamed to confess, to cleanse herself of the deceit, but the words were trapped behind the dam of her longing and shame.

Eliza's resolve crumbled under the weight of her own desires, as David's touch rekindled the embers of her arousal, fanning them with the memories of Adam's prowess. Her body betrayed her mind, responding to David's ministrations while her thoughts remained ensnared by the ghost of Adam's presence.

Succumbing to the weight of her husband's love, Eliza allowed David to lay her back onto the marital bed, the very landscape of her earlier betrayal. His gentle hands, earnest in their pursuit of her pleasure, worked the fabric of her nightgown upwards with a clumsy eagerness that belied his years. The cool air of the room kissed her exposed skin, and she shivered—not from the chill but from the anticipation of what was to come.

"Eliza," David murmured, his voice thick with desire as he knelt between her thighs, "You're so beautiful." His breath, warm and tentative, ghosted over her intimacy, causing her to involuntarily arch her back.

"David," she whispered, her voice a strained chord of guilt and need, trying to anchor herself in the moment. Yet, as his tongue made its first tentative exploration, flicking against her tender folds, Eliza's mind betrayed her, abandoning the man she married for the haunting memory of Adam.

Adam, with his unassuming frame and the incongruent monster between his legs, had stretched her to the point of breaking and opened her like no man before. Adam, whose shameless touch had defiled her bed just hours ago. David's affections were now infused with Adam's lingering essence, adding a layer of primal intensity to her husband's actions that was both scandalous and thrilling.

Her body responded to her husband's tongue, but it was Adam who fueled the fire within her. She envisioned his sinewy arms, the way they had moved with startling confidence as they grasped her own, pinning them above her head. Her breath hitched as the phantom sensation of being filled — stretched by Adam's grotesque yet intoxicating girth — intermingled with the reality of David's devotion.

"Does that feel good?" David asked, his breath hot against her sensitive, heated flesh.

"Y-Yes," she hissed, forcing herself to stay present, to stay true. Yet, even as she spoke, her consciousness dipped back into the carnal depths of her memories.

The contrast was stark. David's gentle licks, meant to tease and coax pleasure from her depths, were nothing compared to the forceful onslaught that Adam had unleashed upon her. She found herself chasing that phantom fullness, her hips undulating in a silent plea for more — more pressure, more intensity, more of the forbidden ecstasy that only Adam seemed capable of eliciting.

And as David persisted, diligently worshiping her delicate folds, Eliza was adrift on the tide of her own arousal, each lap of his tongue sending ripples through her, each one a reminder of the cavernous pleasure that Adam's monstrous size had carved within her. A twisted symphony of guilt and yearning crescendoed within her, each note resonating with the depth of her infidelity, echoing through the chasm of her desires.

"David, more..." she gasped, clinging to his name like a lifeline as her body began to climb towards a summit that felt undeserved, wrought from the specter of another man's touch. But still, she rose, helpless against the tide, torn between the love she bore for her husband and the carnal hunger that Adam had awakened within her.

As David's mouth continued its ministrations, Eliza allowed herself to dive the memory of Adam, driving deeper and harder, stabbing into her belly with practiced thrusts. She dug her hands into David's hair, pulling him deeper as she sought that elusive pleasure that Adam's cock had forced to the surface.

Adam!

As his name flashed through her mind, a rush of fiery lust burst through her body. Her senses were ignited by heat of her memory, building and growing until it exploded within her in an orgasmic wave. Her body convulsed, her hips bones bucking wildly against her poor, oblivious husband's face.

As her body slowly calmed, her breathing ragged and heavy, she became aware of David's muffled moans beneath her. She looked down to see him still buried between her thighs, his tongue lapping at her sensitive flesh.

Guilt washed over Eliza as she realized what she had just done, using her husband as a mere substitute for another man. But even in that moment of shame, there was still a deep hunger within her that only Adam could satisfy.

She realized she was still gripping David by the hair. With deliberation, she willed her fingers to open and let her poor husband free.

"Sorry..." She caught her breath, "I... you just feel so amazing."

David beamed,his face dripping with her juices. The poor man! He was oblivious to the true source of her lust. He clumsily disentangled himself from her legs and stood, fumbling with his belt, the metallic clink of the buckle jarring against the heavy air. His pants dropped to the floor with a whisper of fabric, his thin, eager cock bobbing to attention.

"You're so beautiful," David groaned. "I just can't stand it!"

As he positioned himself between her thighs, Eliza couldn't help but compare the two men. David's movements were unsteady, his hips jerking forward awkwardly as his thin cock entered her. Eliza bit back a sigh, feeling the stark difference between David's tentative thrusts and the confident, powerful strokes that Adam had imprinted upon her body.

"David," she breathed out, feigning encouragement while her mind lingered on the ghost of Adam's touch. Every thrust from her husband was a pale echo of the potent rhythm that Adam had established within these very sheets.

"Yes! Yes!" David responded, mistaking her words for enthusiasm as he hastened his pace, each movement more erratic than the last.

"Harder," she moaned, yearning for more, just more.

David redoubled his efforts, his brow knit with the effort. Despite his excitement he fell far short of the mark that Adam had so effortlessly branded inside of her body.

Eliza closed her eyes, the image of Adam's taut muscles and feeling of monstrous cock filling her senses, fueling her arousal despite the reality of her husband's earnest but insufficient lovemaking. Her body remembered Adam's ruthless tempo, and she found herself chasing a shadow, her flesh craving the forbidden satisfaction of Adam's body.

"Eliza! Oh, God! I can feel you squeezing me!" David exclaimed, his voice strained with effort as he sought to please her.

"Keep going," she urged, her voice a mix of desperation and performance. It wasn't his fault; it wasn't anyone's fault. But as David continued, his pace uneven and lacking force, Eliza couldn't shake the image of Adam's skinny frame delivering such unexpected potency, his ugly, massive cock filling her to the brim in ways David simply couldn't.

"David, I'm—"

"Me too," he interrupted, breathless, as if their shared climax was a foregone conclusion.

And though she felt nothing of the sort, Eliza moaned as if on cue, her cries hollow but necessary, a veneer of marital bliss masking the tumultuous desires that churned beneath. David's satisfaction seemed to peak, unaware of the emotions roiling inside his wife's heart.

"God, you're amazing," he murmured, collapsing beside her.

Eliza lay there, her skin still hungry for touch, her mind awash with images of Adam—the way his fingers had gripped her body with a possessive certainty, how his cock, that huge, ungainly beast, had filled her completely, stretching her to the brink of oblivion.

"Did you...?" David's voice trailed off, hopeful yet uncertain.

"Of course," she lied, her voice a whisper lost in the silence that followed. The guilt gnawed at her insides as she forced a smile onto her face.

She turned away from David's sated slumber, her gaze finding the moonlight that spilled across the bed. Her thoughts were tumultuous waves crashing against the cliff of her resolve. She thought of Adam's eager mouth, his lips that had whispered dark promises into the tender flesh of her thighs, promises that made her body sing with a forbidden pleasure.

Eliza's heart beat out a painful rhythm, a morse code of longing and regret. She traced the sheets with her fingertips, recalling the press of Adam's weight, the heat of his body branding her soul with every illicit thrust. And with each memory, the chasm between what she should feel and what she craved grew wider, a gaping maw threatening to consume her whole.

"Sleep well, honey," David muttered.

"Goodnight, sweetheart," she replied, her voice a hollow echo of the passion that should have been theirs.

Adam's shadow loomed large in the darkness of the room, a ghostly presence that taunted her with visions of ecstasy and whispered of desires too potent to deny. As David slept, his innocence a blanket that could not keep out the chill of truth, Eliza closed her eyes against the night, wrestling with the hunger that refused to be silenced and the shame that clung to her like a second skin.

She knew that sleep would offer no respite, for even in her dreams, Adam's touch would follow, a ghostly lover whose embrace was both damnation and deliverance. The dawn would come, bearing the light of day and the weight of choices yet to be made, but for now, Eliza floated in limbo, adrift on the sea of her own treacherous desires.
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The night was silent as Lily padded her way through the house. Her mother and father had retired early, something she could only hope was a good sign, Her father seemed oblivious to the undercurrents of sexual tension running through dinner and the subsequent annual viewing of A Christmas story. She could even read the signs in her father's eyes as he cast moon-eyed glances towards her mother. Normally, such overt displays of affection might provoke a joke from her, but considering recent events, she kept her mouth shut.

The weight of her secret felt like a ticking time bomb, constantly threatening to erupt. The image of her mother being dominated by her brother's friend played on repeat in her mind, stirring up uncomfortable feelings of arousal and guilt. She knew she couldn't keep this to herself any longer. It was eating her alive from the inside out.

She found Adam in the kitchen; the moon casting an ethereal glow on Adam Thompson's lean figure. Or maybe it was just her imagination, but the light seemed to illuminate every harsh angle of his thin frame, forcing Lily to relive the image of that same body, naked and glistening, pounding between her mother's wide spread thighs. Thank God Adam was dressed this time, rummaging through the drawers, his blonde hair disheveled and his smug smile temporarily absent.

"Adam! What the hell do you think you're doing?" she hissed, her wavy brown hair a wild cascade framing her flushed face.

Adam straightened up, his grin returning as he pulled an ice cream scoop from the drawer.

"Just getting some ice cream," he said, sauntering over to the fridge and opening the freezer. He grabbed the carton and turned back to LIly, still grinning. "Want some?"

"No! I don't want any!" Lily cried, then, realizing that her voice was carrying throughout the house, lowered her voice to a hiss. "I saw you... with my mother!"

"You mean Eliza?" Adam shrugged and placed a scoop of ice cream in the bowl. "Oh, come on, Lily. Don't be so uptight. I'm just making her happy... giving her something your father can't."

Lily trembled with indignation, her hands forming tight fists at her sides. How dare he bring her father into this? She could feel her desire for revenge bubbling up inside her, mingling with the shame of her own lustful thoughts.

"Don't you talk about my father!" she demanded, her voice cracking under the weight of her conflicting emotions. It was all so wrong – her brother's best friend, her own mother – and yet the taboo nature of it all sent shivers down her spine. "This is you! your fault."

"Really?" Adam lifted the chocolate syrup and slowly poured the thick, brown liquid over the ice cream. "And what about your mother? Didn't she look happy when I had my cock inside her cunt?"

Lily's breath caught in her throat as his words hit her hard. The lewd picture of her mother, legs spread and screaming with delight, welled up in Lily's thoughts like a toxic fog.

She fought the urge to slap that infuriating smirk off his face. However, a part of her, the part that loved the dangerous thrill of teasing her boyfriend, wanted to see just how far Adam would go to keep having sex with her mother. Maybe, if she could keep him focused on her instead of her mother, maybe she could protect what was left of her family.

"Stay away from her," Lily warned, trying to sound stern despite the tremble in her voice. "I mean it, Adam."

"What's the matter, Lily?" Adam's words dripped with insinuation as he leaned in closer to her, his eyes never leaving hers. "Are you jealous?"

"Of course not!" she snapped, indignant at the very suggestion. How dare he imply that she wanted him, especially after what he'd done?

Yet, beneath the anger, she felt the first fluttering wisps of heat in her pussy. Now that he was close, she could smell him, the musky male scent that had filled her parent's bedroom as Adam had railed her mother within an inch of her life.

Was she jealous? No! No, she couldn't be!

"Relax," Adam chuckled, seeing how his words had affected her. "I'm sure your mother is better in bed anyway, and I'm not interested in virgins."

Lily's face flushed with anger, her heart pounding in her chest. "How do you know I'm a virgin?" she demanded, her voice trembling.

Adam smirked, his confidence unshakeable. "I can just tell. You like to tease, but you're too scared to actually have sex." His words struck a nerve. She always told herself she was saving herself for marriage, for a man that could truly conquer her heart and soul. Adam definitely wasn't man enough to steal her heart, was he?

He certainly stole something from mom! The traitorous thought assaulted her before she could fight it back down.

"Waiting for marriage isn't about fuh... fear," Lily stammered, struggling to maintain her composure. "It's about respect."

"Doesn't matter," Adam shrugged nonchalantly, clearly unconcerned by her reasoning. "Your mother is more experienced anyway."

The blatant dismissal of her feelings only fueled Lily's anger, but she could not deny the way her body reacted to Adam's presence and provocations. The raw, primal side of her craved the illicit excitement he represented, even as her rational mind screamed in protest. And as she stood there, seething with indignation and desire, she couldn't help but wonder if she was truly strong enough to resist the allure of the forbidden temptations that lay before her.

"You don't need to have sex to have fun," Lily spat, her anger and pride getting the better of her.

"Really?" Adam asked, a wicked grin spreading across his face as he sensed her resolve wavering. "I'd sure like to see how that works."

Lily's mouth fell open. Had she just invited him to... to fool around? No! She had a boyfriend.

Still the challenge of putting Adam in his place made the heat in her pussy flare into a wet heat. She resisted the urge to rub her thighs together, knowing that Adam would see that as a tell-tale sign of arousal.

If she could get him off without sex, maybe the bastard would leave her mother alone. She could save her family and all it would take is a little foreplay. Adam wasn't nearly the man that Peter was, a skinny gamer with no endurance. She still didn't know how he had seduced her mother, but Lily was a different creature altogether.

"Fine," she said finally. "But, if I make you cum, you have to leave my mother alone."

"Oh?" Adam raised an eyebrow. "And what makes you think Eliza wants me to leave her alone."

Lily seethed as Adam used her mother's name. It only added to the suspected intimacy they shared.

"I don't care!" Lily said. "That's the deal."

"OK," Adam smirked and stepped towards her, close enough to touch, but holding back. "I'll tell you what. You make me cum first, and I'll leave your whole family alone."

This close, Lily realized he was shorter than she was and even skinnier than she remembered. In other words, he was just a weak, horny boy she could manipulate and use any way she wanted.

"Fine," she spat.

"But," Adam raised a finger in front of her eyes, waggling it back and forth slowly. "If you cum first, then not only do I keep fucking your mother."

He slipped an arm around her and pulled her close. Lily gasped as she felt something poking her belly through Adam's pants. It couldn't be! She knew he was big, but could she really feel his throbbing cock through his jeans?

"And, I get to come wherever I want on your body." He tilted her chin, forcing her to look into his cold eyes. "Deal?"

Lily tried to pull back, but Adam held her tight. How could such a skinny geek be so confident? There was no way he could back it up! Her mother was old and, sorry to say, unsatisfied by her father. Lily wouldn't give in the way she had.

Lily hesitated for only an instant more, then shook her head silently. She expected Adam to kiss her; he was that close, but he let her go. Then, stepping aside, he swept out and arm in front of him.

"After you," he grinned.

Lily let out a scoff and strode past him her chin in the air, ignoring Adam's chuckle as she led the pathetic bastard to her room.
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Lily could feel Adam's eyes on her ass so she swayed her hips, her naturally teasing instincts taking over. She could do this. She had been keeping boys on the edge since she'd begun dating. If Peter was any sign, Adam wouldn't know what hit him.

As they quietly entered her bedroom, Lily couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt, knowing that her boyfriend would never forgive her if he knew what was about to happen. But the thought of proving herself to Adam, of showing him she could be every bit as desirable as her mother, drove her forward.

"Alright, let's see what you're so proud of," she challenged, crossing the room and sinking onto the edge of her bed.

Adam's lips curled into a self-satisfied smirk, his fingers tracing the curve of his zipper before dragging it down. Slowly, he pushed his pants down over his thin hips. Lily suddenly realized how the tables had turned. Instead of Peter sitting on the bed watching her, she was watching Adam as the thick snake revealed itself.

Lily's eyes widened as the heavy monster sprang from the confines of Adam's jeans, standing proud and demanding her attention. Her heart raced and her breath hitched in her throat at the sight of it. He was big, bigger than her boyfriend. The thought of it inside her sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine, her body already responding to his presence. She couldn't tear her gaze away from him, mesmerized by the raw power and desire emanating from him.

"Wow," she whispered, then bit her lip as Adam grinned down at her proudly.

"I guess it's bigger than your boyfriend?"

Lily reddened, but didn't answer, her eyes locked on his throbbing manhood. She reached out tentatively, fingers brushing against the velvety skin, feeling the heat radiating from it.

"Oh, I don't know," she teased, trying to mask her nervousness by focusing on the challenge at hand. She wrapped her slender fingers around the base and felt the hot throb of his pulse against her palm. She squeezed gently, eliciting a low groan from Adam. "Besides, a big cock doesn't mean anything. It's all about what you do with it."

"Go ahead, then," Adam said, his voice husky and filled with lust. "Show me what you can do with it."

Lily's mind raced, torn between the guilt of betraying her boyfriend and the insatiable desire to please Adam. She couldn't let him win, couldn't let him think he had any power over her. With a deep breath, she stroked his cock, sliding her hand up and down the impressive length, exploring every ridge and vein.

"Go ahead," Adam urged, his voice husky. "Kiss it."

Lily hesitated for a moment before leaning forward and pressing her lips against the tip of his cock. She could feel the heat radiating from it and she couldn't deny how much she wanted to taste him. She flicked her tongue against the sensitive head, making Adam moan with pleasure.

Encouraged by his reaction, Lily took him into her mouth, swirling her tongue around him as she moved up and down his length. She was shocked by how good it felt, her lips stretching to take the girthy beast. He was so fucking big! But her inexperience with such an enormous cock didn't matter as she followed her instincts, forcing more of him into her mouth until the spongy head hit the back of her throat.

Lily gurgled as she gagged on his cock, but she was rewarded a moment later when Adam groaned with pleasure. He tangled his fingers in Lily's hair, guiding her movements. Lily's heart raced with excitement as she realized he was getting off on her mouth. All she needed to do was keep going would be putty in her hands.

"Fuck," Adam muttered through gritted teeth. "You're good at this."

Lily's lips parted from Adam's skin, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. She eagerly dove back in, her tongue swirling and dancing over his sensitive flesh. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked on him with increasing fervor, causing Adam's hips to thrust uncontrollably in response. Each movement sent sparks of pleasure coursing through her body, building a fiery intensity between her legs.

Finally, when she sensed he was close, she took him out of her mouth and laid the fat length of his wet cock against her cheek. She imagined how she looked to Adam. A pretty young girl on her knees, her doe eyes looking into his face, hungry with anticipation. To improve the picture, she rolled the girthy beast over her face, making her face glisten with spit and pre-cum.

She looked like a slutty school girl porn fantasy. There was no way skinny geek could resist blowing his load.

"Please," she begged, adding a touch of desperation to her voice. "Please come for me."

Lily was already planning to redirect his cock the moment he was over the edge, Staining her clothes was better than having his filthy load on her face.

Adam groaned, and she felt his cock spasm against her soft cheek. She stopped breathing, the excitement of controlling Adam's cock filling her chest. She aimed his cock away from her face, watching his face as he gave in to the inevitable orgasm.

Instead, a slow smile crept across Adam's face. He stopped groaning and pulled his cock away from her, tapping the fat head against her bottom lip.

"Nice try," Adam chuckled. "But, it will take more than a little cock sucking to get me off!"

Lily gasped, and Adam took advantage of her momentary weakness. With a sudden movement, pushed her back onto the plush carpet. Lily moaned as he came down on top of her. She was surprised by his boldness, but found herself unable to look away from his lustful gaze.

"Spread your legs," he commanded, his voice husky with lust. Hesitantly, Lily obeyed, parting her thighs as Adam positioned himself between them.

"Relax," he murmured as he reached under her skirt and pulled her panties down over her hips. He grinned as he held them up, rolling the bunched cotton in his fingers. "You're wet already? Just from sucking my cock?"

Lily turned her head, her cheeks burning, giving Adam all the answer he needed. Slowly, he unbuttoned her blouse, peeling back the layer to reveal Lily's round breasts straining against the white bra.

"Mmm," Adam murmured and slowly pulled the cups of her bra over her tits and freed her breasts. Her nipples were as hard as diamonds, the pink buds aching to be touched. To be suckled. "I'll bet your poor boyfriend didn't know who to handle you."

"Don't you dare talk about Peter! He's more of a man-oh!"

Lily's defiance collapsed as Adam tweaked her nipples sending twin shocks of pain and pleasure through her tits, down her belly, and settling in the moist heat of her crotch. He chuckled as he lowered his mouth to her breast, his lips hovering over her hard, pink nipple.

"Peter, huh? Too bad for Peter then," Adam teased, his hot breath tickling her nipple. "After I'm through with you, you'll forget all about Peter."

"Never!" Lily hissed, then cried out as Adam's mouth locked onto her nipple. His teeth grazed the sensitive bud, sending sparks of pleasure through her body. She squirmed beneath him, her hips bucking in response to the sudden rush of arousal.

Adam chuckled against her breast, his tongue lapping at the hard nub before moving on to its twin. Lily moaned, her hands gripping his shoulders as she surrendered to the sensations coursing through her body.

"I'm going to make you forget everything and everyone except for me," Adam growled, his voice low and menacing as he trailed kisses down her stomach towards the apex of her thighs. Lily's breath hitched in anticipation, and she couldn't help but spread her legs wider for him.

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her skirt, pulling it down and off in one swift motion. His eyes roamed over Lily's naked form, greedily taking in every inch of her body.

"You're so beautiful," he murmured, before leaning down to press a kiss to the soft flesh of her inner thigh. Slowly, teasingly, he made his way towards her core.

Lily moaned and arched off the ground as Adam's hot breath fanned over her clit. She was already wet with desire and she could feel herself getting even more aroused by the second.

Without warning, Adam buried his face between her legs, lapping at her folds with long strokes of his tongue. Lily cried out in pleasure as he found just the right spot and circled it with firm pressure.

Her whole body felt like it was on fire as Adam continued to lick and suck at her most intimate parts. He seemed to know exactly how to touch her, making every nerve ending in her body come alive with desire.

When she thought she couldn't take it any longer, Adam pulled back slightly and slipped two fingers inside her, plunging them in and out with perfect rhythm.

"Tell me if it's too much," he whispered, his fingers slipping past her swollen folds and delving deep within her slick heat. Lily bit her lip, trying to suppress a moan as his skilled digits brushed against her most sensitive spots, drawing out her lust.

"Adam..." she breathed, her voice trembling with suppressed passion as his tongue suddenly flicked over her clit, sending electric jolts of pleasure coursing through her body. "I don't... I've never..."

"Shh," he murmured. "You've already lost. Just let go."

Lily's mind swirled with a dizzying mix of emotions–guilt at her betrayal of her boyfriend, shame at the perverse pleasure she took in being dominated by this man who had seduced her mother, and a burning desire to prove to him she was every bit as skilled in the art of lovemaking. But even as she fought to hold back her climax, she could feel herself losing control, her body responding instinctively to Adam's expert touch.

"Adam... please..." she whimpered, her nails digging into the carpet as she arched her back, her legs trembling with the effort of keeping them spread wide for his exploration. "I can't... it's too much..."

"Let go," he urged, his voice a low growl as he sucked her clit into his mouth, his fingers plunging deeper inside her. And with that final, devastating stimulation, Lily could no longer resist the tidal wave of pleasure washing over her.

"Oh, God! Oh, fuck! I-I'm coming!"

Her vision went white as her body convulsed beneath Adam, orgasm washing over her in a torrent of liquid fire. To her shock and Adam's delight, she squirted hot juices onto Adam's waiting tongue. She had never squirted before, not even when she masturbated, and the sight of it intensified the lust burning through her body. Adam had won, and she wanted him to win again and again.

She cried out, her voice high and keening as she surrendered to the overwhelming sensations that tore through her. And even though the guilt and shame still lingered, threatening to pull her under once more, she couldn't deny the exhilarating freedom that came from releasing her pent-up desires, from proving to herself and to Adam that she was no longer an innocent tease.

Sorry, Peter, she thought as she the pleasure destroyed the last of her resolve. Sorry, Mom. It's just too good.
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Lying there, her body still trembling from the powerful orgasm that had just wracked her, Lily knew she had crossed a line. The guilt and shame that had been bubbling beneath the surface threatened to overwhelm her, but another feeling was pushing its way to the forefront of her mind: desire.

"Did you enjoy that?" Adam asked, his voice dripping with smug satisfaction as he looked down at her, his face glistening with her juices. "I could tell by the way you came."

"Shut up," Lily muttered, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. But deep down, she knew he was right, that she had experienced nothing so intense and forbidden before. And though every fiber of her being told her that this was wrong, that she was betraying her boyfriend and her family, she couldn't quell the dark hunger that gnawed at her.

"Since I made you feel so good, it's only fair that you return the favor," Adam said, his tone leaving no room for argument as he stood and presented his monstrous cock to her. The ugly, throbbing thing, far too large for his skinny frame, hung from his skinny body like a fleshy cudgel. Lily felt the shame burn her cheeks, yet she found herself drawn to Adam's manhood, unable to resist the call of his forbidden power.

"Fine," she spat, her resolve crumbling under the weight of her own lust as she reached out to grasp him, her fingers barely able to encircle the thick shaft. She knew what he wanted her to do, and even though her repulsed her, even though it went against everything she believed in, she couldn't help but want it too.

"Good girl," Adam purred, a wicked grin spreading across his face as he watched her stroke him. "Now put that pretty little mouth of yours to work."

With a sense of mounting dread, Lily leaned forward, parting her lips to take him into her mouth. She could taste the salty tang of his pre-cum on her tongue, a reminder of just how far she had fallen in pursuit of pleasure and revenge. But as she sucked him off, swirling her tongue around the swollen head and teasing the sensitive underside with her teeth, she became more and more lost in the act, her mind growing hazy with lust.

"Fuck... that feels good," Adam groaned, his eyes locked on hers as he thrust into her mouth, driving himself deeper and deeper down her throat until she could barely breathe. But rather than feeling degraded or humiliated by this rough treatment, Lily found herself strangely exhilarated, the thrill of submission igniting a fire within her that threatened to consume her entirely.

As she worked her lips and tongue over Adam's massive cock, Lily couldn't help but think about her mother, about the woman who had unknowingly set all of this in motion. Was she really better than her mother? And if that gave her a sense of pride, what did that say about her own desires, her own capacity for depravity?

"Keep going," Adam urged, as if reading her mind. "Show me just how good you really are."

Determined not to be outdone, Lily redoubled her efforts, sucking harder and faster as she tried to push him over the edge. And as she felt him begin to shudder and swell within her mouth, she knew he was close, that soon, she would have her victory and her vindication.

Give it to me, she thought, her heart pounding in her chest as she strove to prove herself the better lover, the better daughter. Let me taste your filthy seed and know that I am the one who has conquered you.

Lily's fingers trembled as they moved between her legs, her breath hitching each time they brushed against her swollen clit. The heady scent of arousal filled the air, a testament to her growing need for release.

"Ah, fuck," she moaned, the sound muffled by Adam's cock filling her mouth, her words vibrating against him. She couldn't believe what she was doing - on her knees, bringing herself closer and closer to orgasm while pleasuring the same man who had fucked her mother.

Her body shuddered with both shame and desire, the conflicting emotions only heightening the intensity of her pleasure. Her fingers moved faster, circling her clit in a desperate bid for relief. She felt a familiar tightening inside her, the pressure building and threatening to burst.

Oh, God! I'm gonna come, Lily thought, her eyes watering from the effort of keeping Adam's massive cock within her mouth. How did I let it come to this? What would Peter think?

"Oh, fuck yeah, Lily!" Adam said, his voice strained, his hips bucking forward slightly. The knowledge that he was watching her only added to Lily's shame and arousal. "You are a nasty cheating slut, just like your mother!

No! Lily screamed inside her head even as her body betrayed her, propelling her ever closer to the edge. I'm not! I'm not like that!

But, as her mind rebelled, her body betrayed her. The dam broke, and Lily's orgasm crashed over her like a wave, pleasure rippling through every inch of her body. Her moans were muffled by Adam's cock, but her eyes rolled back in ecstasy, her fingers pressing hard against her clit as she rode out her climax.

Meanwhile, Adam could no longer hold back. He reached the point of no return, his breathing ragged and uneven.

"You ever let ol' Peter come on your slut face, Lily?" Adam panted.

"What?" she moaned, her voice filled with horror. "No! Never!"

"Good!" Adam grunted stroking his monstrous cock inches from her face. "Remember the deal? I get to come wherever I want."

"Oh, God!" Lily whimpered, but she was helpless. Adam had conquered her as easily as he had her mother, and now he was going to prove it by marking her face with his cum.

With a final, guttural groan, Adam's release came. His hot cum erupted from his massive cock, splashing messily across Lily's flushed face. To Lily's shock and dismay, the sensation of the warm, sticky liquid coating her cheeks pushed her over the edge once more. As her body shook with the power of her climax, she could feel her pussy spasming uncontrollably, the wetness soaking her fingers.

"Fuck!" she cried out, barely able to form words as ecstasy consumed her. Her mind was a whirlwind of guilt, shame, and overwhelming pleasure, all mingling together to create an intensity unlike anything she had ever experienced before.

Adam stood over her, panting heavily, his eyes fixed on her cum-drenched visage. The sight of her, so submissively kneeling with her face smeared by his seed, only fueled his own satisfaction. He couldn't help but smirk as he admired his handiwork.

"Didn't think you had it in you, Lily," he said breathlessly, watching her struggle to regain her composure.

Lily, still in a daze from the intense encounter, blinked her heavy-lidded eyes, trying to make sense of what had just happened. As the post-orgasmic fog lifted, the guilt and conflicting emotions settled in. She gingerly wiped at the drying cum on her face, feeling both disgusted and strangely satisfied at the same time.

"God, what did I do?" she moaned through her cum glazed lips, her heart pounding.

"Looks like you enjoyed that as much as I did," Adam taunted, the smug grin on his face making her stomach churn with shame. She couldn't deny the truth in his words, though; her body had betrayed her, giving in to the basest of desires.

But even as the guilt threatened to consume her, a tiny voice in the back of her mind whispered defiantly, "I showed him. I'm better than my mother."

"Get out," she finally choked out, her voice barely above a whisper as she tried to regain some semblance of control over the situation.

"Sure thing, baby," Adam replied, his tone dripping with satisfaction as he stepped back and pulled up his pants. He couldn't resist one last taunting remark before leaving her to her shame. "Just remember, I'm just down the hall if you need another lesson."

Lily knelt there, stunned and humiliated. She couldn't believe what had just happened; how easily Adam had manipulated her into giving in to her desires. Her body still trembled from the intense release she had experienced, betraying her with its physical response to his touch.

But as the fog of pleasure dissipated, the harsh reality of what she had done hit her like a ton of bricks. She had willingly submitted to Adam's advances, allowing him to use her for his own pleasure. And worst of all, she had enjoyed it.

Tears stung at the corners of her eyes as she curled up on the floor, trying to hide from the shame and guilt that threatened to consume her. How could she have stooped so low? What would Peter think if he ever found out?

The sound of a door closing snapped her out of her thoughts, and she realized Adam was gone. She felt a wave of relief wash over her; at least now she was alone and could try to make sense of what just happened.

But even in the privacy of her own mind, Lily couldn't escape the lingering memories and sensations that were still fresh in her mind and body. The way Adam's powerful hands had held onto hers, guiding them over his body... the feel of his hot breath against hers... the sound of his deep, commanding voice...

She shook her head in frustration, trying to push those thoughts away. She couldn't let herself be affected by him any longer. He was nothing more than a manipulative jerk who took advantage of women for his own twisted pleasures.

She forced herself off the floor and headed for the bathroom, determined to wash away any traces of Adam's touch from her body. As she scrubbed at herself under the hot water, she couldn't help but feel disgusted with herself for even considering letting him touch her again.

But despite all logic telling her otherwise, a small part of her couldn't deny the overwhelming pleasure she felt when she was kneeling, helpless in front of him. For the first time in her life, she had abandoned all sense of control, all sense of self, to give Adam what he wanted. It had been the most potent sexual bliss she had ever felt.

This led her to question: What was she willing to sacrifice in order to experience that joy again?
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Eliza stood in the kitchen, her fingers gripping the edge of the counter as she wiped her brow with a cold cloth. Two days. It had been two days since she had last been with Adam and her disastrous intercourse with David. Her whole world had been turned upside down by her son's friend and all she wanted to do was be alone.

With Adam.

"You OK, honey?" Her husband's voice cut through Eliza's thoughts, drawing her back to reality.

"I'm fine, dear," she said, pushing herself away from the counter and forcing a smile. David kissed her on the cheek, but instead of the warmth she used to feel when he showed affection, she only felt the cold sliver of guilt met by the shameful stirring of pent-up lust in her loins.

Eliza had tried everything to quell the burning lust that consumed her whenever she thought of Adam. Masturbation offered brief relief, but it was like trying to put out a wildfire with a cup of water. Even sex with David, which used to bring her comfort and contentment, now only served as a cruel reminder of the way Adam had made her feel - so completely dominated and fulfilled.

"You seemed off in another world," David said opened the fridge, standing in front of the machine as he searched for the contents. Finally, he grabbed a soda, shut the door and smiled at Eliza. "What were you thinking about?"

"Nothing," she murmured, then she had a flash of inspiration. "Actually, I was thinking how good apple pie might taste with dinner, but I don't have all of the ingredients. Would you mind taking Simon and going out to get some things?"

David sighed.

"Can't you just have it delivered? I don't really feel like going out."

"I could," she said, then smiled, placing a hand on David's cheek. "But I thought you might go by Baxter's and get that dairy free ice cream we all like."

David hesitated and Eliza moved closer. The guilt made her stomach churn as she realized she was using her feminine wiles to get what she wanted from her husband, but the burning need pushed the feelings aside.

"You know it's my favorite."

She kissed David softly on the lips, a flash of Adam's forceful mouth running through her mind. The memory forced a little moan against David's lips. David gave an answering groan and she knew that she had him. Soon enough, he and Simon would be out of the house and she could focus on Adam.

The guilt ate at her stomach as David collected Simon and the two men pulled on their coats and set out into the brisk afternoon. It was so wrong; tricking her family into leaving so she could be alone with Adam, but she was at her wit's end. Her desire, reawakened by the young man, was too powerful to ignore.

With each step they took away from the house, her need for Adam grew more intense.

Her pulse raced as walked through the kitchen and climbed the stairs to Simon's room. As she neared the top, she heard voices and realized that Lily was home. An ugly thought suddenly came to her. Maybe Adam had been ignoring her because her had found someone new, someone younger and more beautiful. She searched her memories of the last two days and the facts snapped into place. Whenever Adam wasn't in the room, neither was Lily. How could she have missed it?

She could feel it in her bones, something was happening in Lily's room – something she both feared and craved. Her hand trembled as she reached for the doorknob, hesitating for just a moment before pushing the door open a crack.

Eliza's hand flew to her mouth, stifling a gasp as she took in the scene before her. Her stomach churned with a mixture of anger, jealousy, and a twisted desire that she couldn't deny.

There was no denying what was happening. Her daughter, sweet and innocent Lily, was on her knees in front of Adam, his monstrous cock filling her pretty mouth. The sight of it made Eliza's head spin and her heart race.

She could see every detail in vivid clarity - the strain on Lily's delicate jaw, the wetness glistening on Adam's shaft, and the look of pure satisfaction on his face. A dark part of Eliza reveled in this forbidden act taking place right under her own roof.

But at the same time, another part of Eliza screamed in horror and disgust. How could she have fallen for such a manipulative and cruel man? And how could he do this to her daughter?

Her thoughts were interrupted by a loud moan from Lily as Adam thrust deeper into her mouth. The sound ripped through Eliza's body like an electric shock, sending shivers down her spine.

She wanted to turn away, to leave the room and never look back. But she couldn't tear herself away from the scene unfolding before her.

Adam gripped Lily's hair tightly as he pumped into her mouth with increasing speed. It was clear that he was close to climaxing and Eliza couldn't help but feel a surge of envy at Lily for being able to bring him such pleasure.

She couldn't contain her anger any longer. She threw open the door, her voice too high and too shrill, but she didn't care.

"Stop!"

Lily immediately pulled away from Adam, her cheeks flushed and eyes wide with shock.

"Mom! What the hell?!"

"Get dressed, young lady!" Eliza snapped, her voice shaking with rage and jealousy. "This is completely unacceptable!"

"Unacceptable?" Lily shot back, standing defiantly before her mother despite her nakedness. "You're one to talk! I saw you cheating on Dad with him!"

She pointed over her shoulder at Adam, who was standing calmly, a huge smile on his face. His huge cock was proudly erect and dripping with her daughter's spit.

Eliza's face drained of color as guilt washed over her. The truth was out, and there was no turning back now. Her mind raced, searching for a way to justify her actions, but deep down she knew there was none.

"Eliza," Adam cooed, his voice smooth as silk. He stepped between the two women, taking advantage of the tension-filled moment. "Why don't we all calm down and discuss this?"

"No," Eliza whispered, trying to resist her desire fro Adam. It was wrong – she knew it was wrong – but he was so close, the musky smell of sex filling her nostrils. He did her best to keep her eyes level with his, but she couldn't help but look down at that monstrous rod of flesh sticking up from between his skinny legs.

"Come on, Eliza," Adam continued, closing the distance between them. "You know you want this. You can't deny what you feel."

As much as she wanted to reject him, to protect her family and her own sense of morality, Eliza faltered under the weight of her desire. Before she could protest further, Adam's lips met hers in a searing kiss that ignited the fire within her once more. She heard Lily let out and indignant gasp which only made Eliza want to deepen her kiss. She opened her mouth and sucked Adam's tongue deep inside, the moans she gave the young man were a loud, wet shout compared to the dry whimper she had given her husband just a few moments earlier.

"Join us, Eliza," he whispered against her lips, his breath hot and intoxicating. "We can all be one, big happy family."

The room seemed to shrink around them, the air thick with tension and unspoken longing. Eliza's heart pounded in her chest, torn between her loyalty to her husband and family and the dark, forbidden cravings that Adam so expertly stoked.

"Just give in, Eliza," he murmured, his voice a seductive purr that sent shivers down her spine. "You know you want to."

And, as Eliza's resolve crumbled beneath the weight of her own desires, she finally gave in to the temptation of Adam's touch.

***

Lily's eyes widened in shock as she watched her mother succumb to Adam's advances, their lips locked in a passionate kiss. The conflicting emotions within her threatened to tear her apart, but as Adam's hand found its way to the back of her head, gently urging her to stay, Lily's resistance began to waver.

"Stay, Lily," Adam murmured, his voice filled with soothing strength. "There's more than enough of me to share."

Lily looked down at the obvious meaning behind Adam's cocky statement. His cock was still hard, the heavy weight of it held up by the power of his lust. She licked her lips, the taste of his flesh still in her mouth, the smell of his potent musk clinging to her nostrils.

As if in a trance, Lily allowed herself to be guided to the bed, her body trembling with anticipation and uncertainty. Adam sat her down on the bed, then proceeded to undress her mother. He unbuttoned her mother's blouse, revealing her heavy breasts encased in a sheer bra. Then, he pushed down her skirt and before Lily could blink, her mother was standing in her underwear, her voluptuous body on display.

Lily had never seen her mother like this, nearly naked and completely vulnerable. She shivered as Adam touched her mother's breasts, lifting the heavy orbs and squeezing them with strong, confident fingers. Sitting on the bed, she saw that Adam was shorter than her mother, but his cockiness and sheer sexual power seemed to make him larger, more dangerous.

Finally, he released her mother's breasts from the bra and then fell into his hands. Eliza moaned as Adam massaged her pliable orbs, his fingers making dimples in the flesh. He squeezed until Eliza gasped, her nipples rock hard and pushing out towards Adam, begging to be sucked.

Without hesitation, he leaned forward and took one of her nipples into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it before gently biting down. Eliza cried out in pleasure, her fingers tangling in Adam's hair as she held him close.

Lily watched in awe as Adam worshiped her mother's body, his hot mouth leaving a trail of fire on her skin. She couldn't believe how turned on she was by the sight - watching another man pleasure her own mother. It was wrong and forbidden, but at that moment she didn't care.

Adam released Eliza's nipple with a pop and turned his attention to the other one, giving it equal attention until they were both swollen and sensitive. Eliza let out a low growl of frustration when he finally pulled away from her breasts and began kissing down her stomach.

Adam stopped just above Eliza's panties and looked up at Lily with a smirk. He could see the arousal written all over her face and it fueled his desire even more. Slowly, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of Eliza's underwear and pulled them down, revealing her glistening womanhood.

Adam stood up and guided a trembling Eliza to the bed and sat her down next to her daughter.

"Scoot up, Eliza," he ordered, "and sit with your legs crossed.

Eliza obeyed and that's when Adam turned to Lily, cupped her chin in his hand, and gave her a deep,wet kiss. His tongue darted into her mouth and she couldn't resist the temptation of exploring it with her own. It was like nothing she had ever experienced before - his kiss was demanding, yet gentle at the same time.

Her mother watched, mouth open and eyes glazed over with lust. The very thought of kissing Adam in front of her mother sent a taboo thrill coursing through her body. Instead of guilt or shame, she felt a triumphant excitement as Adam focused his desire on her.

Finally, Adam pulled away from Lily, gazing down at her with a smirk on his lips. He could see the desire burning in the young woman's eyes and he knew she wanted more.

"Lie down," he said and pulled her further onto the bed, then laid her down, her head resting in her mother's lap. Her heart pounded in her chest as Adam knelt before her, his hungry gaze never leaving her face.

"Relax," he murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of her hips before dipping lower to explore her most intimate places. "You're going to love this."

Adam dipped his head and Lily gasped as his tongue slithered up the swollen furrow of her cunt and grazed her sensitive clit. Adam's skilled tongue soon found its rhythm, eagerly lapping at Lily's wetness as Eliza stroked her hair, whispering words of encouragement. The sensation was unlike anything Lily had ever experienced, and despite the nagging voice in the back of her mind reminding her of the taboo nature of their actions, she couldn't help but moan in pleasure.

"Tell her it's fine, Eliza," Adam ordered in between laps of Lily's pussy. "Tell her she's a good girl."

"You are," Eliza said softly, her breath hitching as she watched Adam's tongue work its magic on her daughter. "You are such a good girl. Please let Adam make you happy!"

Eliza's words of encouragement only added to the taboo thrill that coursed through her veins. She couldn't believe she was experiencing such intense pleasure with both her mother and Adam by her side. Sensing her increased desire, Adam shoved two fingers into Lily's sopping cunt. She cried out in pleasure, her head thrashing side to side in her mother's lap as Adam fucked her with his fingers and his mouth attacked her clit.

The desire grew inside her belly, bubbling up towards a tremendous explosion. Adam watched her reactions, gauging the powerful waves of lust until Lily felt herself teetering on the edge of her orgasm. But just as she was about to plunge into the swirling bliss, Adam pulled away, leaving her jerking and moaning in in her mother's lap.

"I don't want you to come yet, Lily," Adam murmured. "I don't want you to come until my cock is inside you."

Lily's flashed open as his words penetrated the heavy throb of her pulse.

"What? Adam, I can't! I'm... I'm a virgin!"

"I know," Adam said and slid the thick shaft of his cock up her pulsating slit. Lily moaned, rolling her hips away from him, but he pulled her back into place. "Who better to share that with than me and your mother?"

"Oh, God!" Lily moaned as her hips bucked uncontrollably, searching for pleasure even as her mind rebelled.

Did she really want Adam to take her virginity? She had managed to hold off bigger, sexier men than Adam, but as she looked down her body at his huge cock twitching against her taut stomach, she felt her juices spill out of her needy cunt. Her body knew it, even if her mind didn't, that this is what she had always needed. A man who could make her forget who she was, forget her power, and take what she had held in trust for so long.

"Tell her it's okay, Eliza," Adam murmured, his eyes dark and commanding as he stared at her mother. "Tell her that you wish I had been your first."

Eliza hesitated, but the power of her own desire was too strong to resist. She looked into her daughter's pleading eyes and Lily knew there was no turning back. Swallowing hard, Eliza forced herself to speak the forbidden words.

"It's okay, sweetheart," Eliza murmured, her voice barely audible over the roar of blood in Lily's ears. "I wish... I wish Adam had been my first, too. He's so much better than your father!"

Lily moaned, the mention of her father made her think of Peter and the shame washed over her. She twisted, but her mother's gentle hand soothed her hot brow. The young woman took a deep breath and stopped moving. In a final act of submission, she spread her legs for her lover.

A low growl rumbled from deep within Adam's chest, the sound a mixture of triumph and lust. He positioned himself between Lily's quivering thighs, the huge head of his cock glistening with pre-cum as he continued to tease her slick entrance. Each swipe of his massive member sent shudders through Lily's body.

"Beg me to fuck you, Lily," Adam grunted. "Beg me to fuck you and make you a woman.

"Please, Adam!" Lily whimpered, her hips bucking instinctively towards Adam's monstrous cock. "Please, fuck me. Make me a woman."

Adam's grin was predatory, his eyes locked on Lily's as he slowly pressed the tip of his cock against her trembling folds. The room seemed to shrink around them, the air charged with anticipation and taboo lust. With a firm, deliberate thrust, he sank his cock into cunt, each inch of his monstrous shaft stretching her to new limits.

"Y-you're so big," Lily gasped, tears glistening in her eyes as she clung to Eliza for support. "I...it hurts, but it feels so good."

"Shh, it's okay," Eliza whispered, her hand gently stroking Lily's hair. "You're doing so well! Just let go, and let him make you a woman."

Lily felt him hit a barrier deep inside. Adam hissed as her pussy tightened around him. This was the moment of truth. Once he penetrated that barrier there was no going back.

"Mommy, I'm scared!" Lily moaned as Adam hesitated.

"It's OK, baby," her mother's soft voice soothed her nerves. "It only hurts for a moment, then it will feel like nothing you've ever felt before!"

"Oh, GOD!"

Lily screamed as Adam stabbed forward. There was a tearing feeling deep inside, a short sharp pain, then he was through, his massive rod of flesh laying waste to her tender body.

"That's a good girl!" Adam grunted, half pleasure, half pain. "You're so tight for me."

"Yes, Adam," Lily heard her mother's voice thick with lust. "It's all for you, baby! Take it! Take it!"

Lily couldn't believe her mother was cheering him on! She let out a strangled cry, her nails digging into Eliza's arm in search of some semblance of comfort. Her face contorted, torn between anguish and ecstasy, as she struggled to accommodate the sheer size of Adam's invading cock.

"O-oh!" Lily gasped, tears streaming down her cheeks as Adam continued to force his way deep into her wet pussy. "It... it hurts so much!"

"Shh, my love," Eliza hissed. "Just enjoy it!"

Lily shook her head back forth. She felt betrayed by the woman who loved her most, but a moment later her pain was ripped away by another hard thrust of Adam's cock. The agony turned to a dull ache, then melted into pleasure, the rapture of being filled completely, of being connected with a man like never before.

"Oh, God, Mommy!" Lily choked out, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps as Adam thrust deep inside her, claiming the last of her innocence with one powerful thrust. "It... it feels GOOD!"

"Good girl," Adam growled with dark satisfaction as he pumped in and out of Lily's quivering cunt. Each stroke elicited a fresh wave of pain-laced pleasure that rippled through the young woman, her legs trembling and her chest heaving with the intensity of it all.

"Ah! Oh, Adam... please... please don't stop!" Lily cried out, her voice hoarse and desperate as she clutched at Eliza for support.

"Of course not, Lily," Adam replied, his eyes locked on Eliza's as he continued to thrust himself forcefully into her daughter. "I'm going to make you feel so good, you'll remember this moment forever."

As he spoke, Lily's whimpers of pain began to give way to moans of pleasure, the intensity of each sensation blending together until they were indistinguishable from one another. Her body writhed beneath him, yielding to the relentless rhythm of his powerful strokes.

"Ah! A-Adam, I..." Lily stuttered, her eyes rolling back in her head as the waves of pleasure threatened to drown her. "I can't... I can't take it any longer!"

"Then let go, Lily," Adam urged, his pace quickening as he drove himself deeper and deeper into her quivering core. "Come for me, girl! Do it!"

***

Eliza's heart pounded in her chest as she watched the scene unfolding before her. Her beautiful, naive daughter writhing beneath the commanding presence of Adam, her virginity being taken in such a raw and primal way. Guilt and shame clawed at her insides, yet she couldn't tear her eyes away.

"Come for me!" Adam hissed again. Her pushed Lily's legs up until her feet were hitting Eliza's breasts. Without thinking, the mother grabbed Lily's ankles, holding her daughter in place as Adam's cock stabbed deep into the younger woman's soft, helpless core. "Do it!"

Lily looked up at her mother, tears of pain and pleasure in her eyes. Eliza smiled down at her daughter, nodding to Lily, letting her know it was OK to give into Adam's demands. It was only natural to get such pleasure from him. God knows, Eliza wanted it just as much, if not more, than her daughter.

The encouraging smile on her mother's lips was all it took to send Lily over the edge. Eliza watched, a strange mixture of envy and excitement as her only daughter surrendered completely to the sensations coursing through her, her body arching and convulsing as the climax tore through her like a tidal wave. Lily let out a guttural scream of pure ecstasy, her orgasm ripping through her like a hurricane.

"OH GOD! MOMMY! I'M COMING!"

"Good girl," Adam murmured as Lily writhed on his cock. Eliza let her legs go and Lily's heels beat against the mattress as the mother of all orgasms burned through her muscles. "Such a good little slut."

Lily moaned at the lewd words, but she didn't defend herself. How could she? She'd just let a man who wasn't her boyfriend take her virginity and in front of her mother no less!

"Just like me," Eliza thought and a wave of shame threatened to bubble up inside of her. What had she done? How had she let this... this evil boy invade their lives?

Adam's eyes suddenly locked on Eliza's as if her could read her thoughts. He slowly pulled out of Lily's trembling body, his thick cock still blessedly hard and dripping with her daughters juices. Eliza watched, entranced, as Adam stroked the long shaft.

"Now, Eliza, it's your turn."
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Before Eliza could protest or even process what was happening, Adam grabbed her by the hair and yanked her down onto the bed. The helpless wife gasped as his powerful hands wrenched her legs apart, exposing the swollen and dripping folds of her pussy.

"Look at you," he whispered, his fingers trailing through the slick folds of her womanhood. "You're absolutely soaked, Eliza. All from watching me take your precious daughter."

"Adam... this is so wrong..." Eliza whimpered weakly, screwing her ass into the bed even as her body yearned for his touch. "This is... oh God! Lily!"

"Shh," he soothed, leaning down to capture her lips in a searing kiss that tasted of salt and lust. "We both know you want this, Eliza. You want me just as much as your sweet little girl does."

"Ah!" she cried as he plunged two long fingers deep inside her, his thumb expertly circling her swollen clit with each thrust. "Oh god, Adam... please... please... I can't!"

Eliza's body was on fire as Adam's skilled fingers worked her over, sending waves of pleasure through every inch of her aching body. She moaned and gasped, her hips bucking against his hand as she felt herself teetering on the edge.

"Please..." she whimpered, her hands clutching at the sheets beneath her as her husband pushed her closer and closer to the brink. "I can't... I'm going to..."

But just as she was about to shatter into a thousand pieces, Adam suddenly withdrew his fingers, leaving Eliza dangling on the edge of release.

"What... what are you doing?"

"I want to fuck you," Adam growled, positioning his body between her legs. He slid the length of hic cock up against her sensitive furrow, the closeness of his cock sending shocks of pleasure through her. "I want you to beg me to fuck you in front of your daughter."

"Oh, God!" Eliza moaned and turned her head to see Lily lying next to her. Her eyes were open, but they had a glazed look like a blow had struck her dumb.

Eliza knew exactly how she felt, the burning memory of Adam's cock was already making her cunt weep tears of lust. She rolled her hips, her body betraying her need as she rocked upward, hoping Adam would sink that beautiful monster inside of her.

"Oh, God, Lily!" I'm so sorry!" Eliza moaned and was shocked when she saw a trickle of drool drip out of her daughter's lips and into the sheets. Adam had fucked her daughter senseless.

Adam reached down and petted Lily's damp chestnut hair like a favored pet. Lily came awake at his touch and licked his hand like a bitch in heat, then sucked on his thumb. The submission of her daughter sent a wave of envy and lust through Eliza's body. She wanted to cry and fuck all at the same time.

"Tell your mother it's OK, slut," Adam murmured to Lily, the lewd name making Eliza's cheeks burn. "Tell her."

Lily stopped sucking Adam's thumb and, for the first time since Adam had taken her precious flower, she saw her mother.

"It's OK, Momma," she murmured, then kissed Adam's palm like a lover. "He makes you feel so good. You know that. Let him make you feel good!"

"Oh, God!" Eliza was horrified at her daughter's words, a cruel echo she had whispered in her daughter's ear as Adam had fucked her. Their positions were reversed, her daughter turned into a submissive cheerleader for Adam's desires.

A sense of hopelessness settled on Eliza. There really was no reason to fight anymore. She had given Adam everything. What was one more humiliation compared to the pleasure he was waiting to give her?

She looked up at Adam. His gaze was hot and hungry, like a predator and she knew is she didn't give in, he would take her daughter again and again. Then, not only would she lose Lily, she would lose Adam and she couldn't lose that. Ever.

"Please, Adam!" she whined and spread her legs wide. "Please fuck me!"

"What about your family? What about Lily's daddy?" Adam grunted, slipping the tip of her cock up her engorged pussy lips. She could tell by the strain in his voice that Adam was close to losing control, all he needed was one more push and she would have what she craved.

"You know the answer!" Eliza cried. "I don't care anymore! I just want you to fuck me! Make me your bitch!"

Her obscene cries touched Adam deeply and she saw the smug smile creep onto his lips. Once again he had defeated everything Eliza clung to. Family, love, fidelity. All of it thrown away for the moment of bliss only Adam could give her.

"Your wish is my command, Mommy," he replied, the word touching off a vile, taboo lust deep in her belly. "I'm going to give you what you want!"

Adam pushed himself deep into Eliza's hungry pussy, her hot, wet walls squeezing him tightly, pulling him deeper. Eliza moaned and whimpered beneath him, her body trembling with need and desire. She was lost in a world of ecstasy, consumed by the overwhelming sensations Adam was unleashing within her.

As Adam thrust, stabbing into her with increasing speed and force, Eliza could barely contain herself. She cried out, a mix of pleasure and pain as she cheated willingly with a boy young enough to be her son!

But now, as Adam's hard cock slammed into her again and again, all she could think about was how good it felt. How right it felt. How much better he was than her poor pathetic husband. Eliza needed his cock. She needed him to fill her up and satisfy the urges that consumed her.

Their bodies moved together in perfect rhythm, his hips pounding against hers as he claimed her over and over again. The wet sound of their skin slapping echoed through the room as they gave in to their primal desires.

"Oh, Adam! It's so good! So much better than David!"

Adam grinned, hammering his cock into her harder and faster, driving her into the bed with a violent burst of energy. If she felt any guilt for admitting this young man was better than her husband while her daughter looked on, the burning bliss of Adam's cock melted the shame away.

Eliza's nails dug into Adam's back, digging in with desperate need as he brought her closer and closer to the edge. Her mind was blank except for the intense pleasure coursing through every inch of her body.

With one final thrust, Adam pushed Eliza over the edge into blissful release.

"Adam! Oh, Adam! ADAM!" She screamed his name as waves of pleasure washed over her, leaving her shaking and breathless beneath him. Adam continued to thrust into her, prolonging her orgasm and reveling in the power he held over this older woman.

Finally, Eliza's body went limp beneath him, spent and exhausted from their passionate encounter. Adam pulled out of her and stroked his dripping cock above her pussy. Eliza moaned as she looked down at the beautiful weapon that had wrung such bliss from her body.

"Look at your daughter, Eliza," Adam smirked, nodding to Lily. "Look at how happy she is... so completely fucked and satisfied."

Eliza forced her eyes open, her vision blurry with tears of pleasure as she glanced over at Lily. The young girl still lay sprawled on the bed, her face flushed and sweaty, a dazed smile on her lips as drool pooled in the corner of her mouth.

"Look at you two," Adam purred as he moved up the bed on his knees and knelt by Eliza's head. "So beautiful... so eager to please me."

He stroked his cock, still glistening with their combined juices, loomed proudly over Eliza's face. The monstrous length seemed to pulse with anticipation, a tangible symbol of his power over them both.

"Come on now, girls," he grunted. "I want to see your pretty faces covered in my cum."

The words sent a shiver down Eliza's spine, the taboo nature of the act only stoking the smoldering embers of her spent lust. She glanced over at Lily, her blue eyes filled with a hunger that Eliza recognized. A need to please the man that had given her so much pleasure. It was a sickening, lewd feeling, but it didn't stop her from feeling it.

And so, side by side, the two women lay beneath their conqueror, their gazes locked on the throbbing, veiny cock that had dominated them both. Their breaths came in shallow pants, their bodies trembling with barely contained need.

"Open wide," Adam ordered, a wicked grin spreading across his face as he gripped his shaft tightly. With practiced precision, he stroked himself, building towards the climax that would mark them both as his own.

"Please... cover us in your cum," Eliza begged, her voice thick with lust. "We want it so badly."

"Me too," Lily whispered, her own voice choked with tears and desire. "I want to be yours, just like Momma."

Adam's breathing grew ragged, his hand moving faster and faster as he approached the edge. Finally, with a guttural grunt, he unleashed a torrent of thick, sticky cum, painting both women's faces in a humiliating display of ownership.

Eliza felt the hot ropes of Adam's seed splatter across her cheeks, her lips, her eyes. The salty, musky scent filled her nostrils, an ever-present reminder of her degradation. And yet, beneath the shame and despair, there was also a perverse sense of pride - she had done this for him, had given herself over to him completely.

"Good girls," Adam murmured, his smile becoming benevolent as he rolled his cock across their sticky faces. "You've made me very happy tonight."

"Thank you, Adam," Eliza whispered, her jizz coated lips curving into a blissful smile as she lay down next to Lily, their sticky cheeks pressed together. In that moment, all thoughts of her husband and son were wiped from her mind, replaced by the intoxicating thrill of their taboo submission.

"Thank you," Lily echoed, her eyes glazed over with pleasure as she snuggled closer to her mother.

"Now, kiss your daughter, Eliza. Show her how much you love her."

Eliza was shocked by Adam's request, but she couldn't deny the arousal that surged through her body at the thought of kissing Lily. Without hesitation, Eliza leaned in and pressed her lips against Lily's, their mouths melding together in a passionate kiss. The taste of Adam's cum lingered on their tongues, mingling with their own saliva in a heady blend.

Adam lowered his cock between them, and before long, mother and daughter were sharing his sticky cock.

Together, worshipped every inch of Adam's powerful manhood, bound by the power of their lust and the man who had brought them to such depths.
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David pulled into the driveway, skidding to stop on the remaining layer of ice. Simon looked up at the house glittering happily in the snowy yard. It had taken work to get the lights working, and the walks shoveled, but it had all been worth it.

His father killed the engine and sat for a moment, his hand still resting on the key, lost in the scene's peacefulness. It was then that the realization struck him like an errant spark, "Damn it, I forgot the ice cream."

"Crap! You're right." Simon smiled with chagrin. The main reason for traveling halfway across town and they had messed it up. "Are you going to go back?"

David thought for a moment. He looked tired and for a moment Simon thought her might just let it go. Then, his father smiled.

"You know, your mother doesn't ask for much," he said. "So, I'll head back to the store."

"You're a good man, Dad," Simon smiled.

"Sometimes it's the little things that show how much you care, son. Now, you head in and put the groceries away. Let your mother know I'll be home by the time the pies are ready for ice cream."

Simon laughed and stepped out onto the snow. "Sure thing, Dad."

Simon grabbed the groceries from the car, then watched his father back up out of the driveway. He hauled the bags to the house; the door creaking open to welcome him home.

"Mom? Lily? Adam? Anyone home?" His call echoed through the empty foyer, unanswered. Simon set the bags upon the kitchen counter and unpacked the bags, leaving the ingredients on the kitchen counter so his mother could us them later.

I wonder where Mom and Lily are? Did they go somewhere with Adam? Even as the thoughts went through his mind, Simon heard a muffled noise coming from the stairway. It sounded like a movie. Maybe they were watching something upstairs.

He ascended the staircase, his footsteps muffled by the carpet. With each step, the sounds grew louder, more pronounced—cries and gasps punctuated by the furious smacking sound of flesh on flesh.

“What the hell? Is Adam watching a porn movie?”

Simon's mind churned. That had to be it. Lily and his mother must have gone out and, for whatever reason, Adam had put on a porno. It wasn't like his friend, her never seemed that interested in porn, but seriously? What else could it be?

As he neared the door, however, a nagging doubt entered his mind. There was something strangely familiar about the voices. Simon’s hand pressed against the wood of the doorframe, his fingers barely grazing the edge as he leaned forward to peer into the room. His breath hitched in his throat, the sounds that had lured him had seemed to reach a crescendo of lust.

"Ah, yes, Adam... oh, god, yes!" The voice was unmistakably His sister's, tinged with a desperation that made Simon's stomach clench and twist.

No! It can't be!

Simon's mind reeled as his eyes feasted upon a sight that scorched his mind. Adam, the deceptively boyish friend he'd brought into their lives, was between Lily's spread thighs, his pale form contrasting starkly against her tanned skin. His sister's legs were stretched back over her head, held in place by his mother's hands. His mother's face was a lewd mask of carnal hunger as she watched Adam's monstrous cock pierce her daughter's stretched, dripping pussy.

"That's a good girl!" Adam grunted, his voice husky and cruel, so unlike his easy-going friend. "You're so tight for me."

"Yes, Adam! It's all for you, baby! Take it! Take it!" His mother's voice pounded obscenely in Simon's ears as his loving mother urged the Adam on, applauding him for fucking her only daughter.

The vision struck Simon to the core. Despite his shock and disgust, the sights and sounds emanating from the room touched him deep inside his belly. To his shame, his cock lurched in his pants as the lewd sight took shape, coalescing into an erotic scene he never could have imagined.

"Ah! Oh, Adam... please... please don't stop!" Lily shrieked, her voice an octave higher than the moans that vibrated through the house. Her tight body writhed uncontrollably on the bed as Adam's enormous cock stabbed inside of her body.

Simon's mind was a jumble of conflicting emotions. Shock and disgust warred within him as he watched his own sister and mother engage in such a lewd act with his friend. Yet, beneath all of that, there was an undeniable heat building within him, fueled by the sights and sounds before him.

Adam's thrusts intensified, his hands gripping Lily's hips as he pounded into her with abandon. His mother's voice echoed through the room, her moans mingling with Lily's as she urged Adam on.

"Take it all, baby! Fuck her harder!" she cried, her eyes glued to the erotic spectacle before her.

The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room as Adam's cock pistoned in and out of Lily's tight pussy. The bed creaked with each movement, adding to the symphony of lust that enveloped them all.

Simon couldn't tear his eyes away from the scene unfolding before him. His sister's body was contorting beneath Adam's powerful thrusts, her legs quivering with each impact. He could see the pleasure written across her face, even as tears streamed down her cheeks.

His mother's hands were still holding Lily's legs in place, her fingers digging into the soft skin as she watched Adam ravage her daughter. Simon couldn't understand how his mother could not only be a party to this debauchery, but how eagerly she encouraged it.

His sister's once virginal passage yielded to Adam's insistent thrusts, enveloping the grotesque beauty of his cock in a dance of flesh that ensnared Simon's gaze. The slick sounds of their union, the slap of skin on skin, created a rhythm that hammered away at the remnants of Simon’s innocence.

"Fuck, you’re so tight, Lily. Made to be fucked," Adam grunted, his voice thick with dominance. The words slashed through Simon's consciousness, awakening a dark fascination within him.

"Please, please don't stop," Lily begged, her eyes screwed shut as if to escape the reality of her own debasement. And yet, her body arched toward Adam, seeking more of the very thing that should have been her undoing.

"Of course not, Lily," Simon's friend growled, his eyes locked on Eliza's as he continued to thrust himself forcefully into her daughter. "I'm going to make you feel so good, you'll remember this moment forever."

Simon's pulse thundered in his ears, each beat a drum of war against his own morality. He should look away, flee from this den of sin, but his feet betrayed him, rooted to the spot as though the carpet itself conspired to keep him there.

"Ah! A-Adam, I... I can't..." Lily cried, her lithe body tensing like a coiled spring underneath the punishing thrusts of Adam's cock. "I can't take it anymore!"

Simon felt his body respond despite the turmoil in his head, a treacherous heat building within him as he watched Adam's relentless pursuit of pleasure. He saw the muscles on Adam's back tense with each thrust, the way his hands gripped Lily's thighs with possessive assurance.

In an instant, it happened - Lily's body arched; her form a perfect sculpture of pleasure frozen in time. A crescendo of pure ecstasy ripped through her, causing her to cry out in raw, primal lust that seemed to shake the very foundations of the house. Limbs once tensed suddenly thrashed as Simon watched his sister convulse in the paroxysms of intense pleasure. He had seen nothing so raw, so taboo... and so exciting in his life.

Finally, Lily's taut body fell limp, surrendering to the crash after being lifted to the heights of bliss by the boy her brother called friend. The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat, her youthful body tangled and spent as she lay upon sweaty, rumpled sheets.

"Come here, Eliza," Simon stifled a gasp as his friend reached out and took a handful of his mother's hair and pulled her down to the bed. She gave in meekly, allowing Adam to arrange her on the soiled sheets where he had just fucked her daughter, spreading her round highs to expose her dripping cunt.

Simon's heart raced, pounding against his ribcage with the force of a caged animal desperate for escape. He wanted to look away, yeah couldn't stop himself from focusing on the fat, pink lips of his mother's pussy as Adam peeled back the layers of dripping pink labia and sank two fingers deep inside his mother's wet hole.

Eliza grunted lewd, lusty noises as Adam worked his fingers inside her pussy, attacking the engorged opening with vicious thrusts. His mother moaned and writhed on the bed, her cries of lust filling the small room.

"Tell your mother it's OK, slut!" Adam growled, pulling up his sister's dazed face and working his thumb between he drooling lips. "Tell her."

Lily stopped sucking Adam's thumb and gave her mother a drunken smile.

"It's OK, Momma," she murmured, her girlish voice making Simon's guts churn, but his cock pressed even harder against his jeans. "He makes you feel so good. You know that. Let him make you feel good, too!"

"Look away!" Simon thought. "Just run!"

Simon wanted to flee from the carnal display that threatened to unravel everything he thought he knew about his family. But he couldn't. Instead, he stood transfixed, watching as Adam positioned himself between Eliza's thighs, the same thighs that had cradled Simon as a child, now spread wide in invitation for another. It was a betrayal wrapped in velvet caresses, a seduction that left no room for innocence or naivete.

"Please, Adam!" his mother begged. "Please fuck me!"

"What about your family? What about Lily's daddy?"

Simon's body tensed as the reality of the moment pressed down upon his heart. His mother wasn't just betraying her husband, she was betraying her whole family. Simon ignored the pain in his crotch and the growing shame of his desire, listening for his mother's answer. Surely the thought of her family would break whatever spell she was under!

Simon's hopes were crushed a moment later when his mother's shrill, desperate cry sliced through his brain.

"You know the answer! I don't care anymore! I just want you to fuck me! Make me your bitch!"

"Your wish is my command, Mommy," he replied, the word stabbing deep into Simon's heart. "I'm going to give you what you want!"

In that moment, Simon felt his world tilt on its axis, a sickening lurch that left him grappling with the reality of Eliza's transformation. She was no longer his loving mother, the woman who had raised him and cuddled him when she was scared. She had turned into a woman consumed by lust, a creature of pure, unbridled hunger who begged for Adam's cock with the fervor of a professional porn star.

"Oh, Adam! It's so good! So much better than David!"

Simon felt the sting of tears behind his eyes, not entirely sure whether they were born of anger, shame, or something far more complicated—a yearning he dared not name. He watched, helpless and enthralled, as Adam set a punishing pace, his body moving with a raw intensity as he drove into Simon's mother. Each thrust was filled with both urgency and violence, as if he couldn't penetrate the mother's lush body deep enough.

The sound of their bodies colliding echoed through the room, joining the symphony of their heavy breathing and moans. With each movement, Adam's eyes flickered with a mix of desire and cruelty, his hands gripping her hips firmly as he punished her with every inch of his ugly cock.

With every savage thrust, Simon felt his heart break. Adam plunged into Eliza with a force that bordered on conquest, each stroke a punctuation mark in the sentence of his mother's betrayal. Her fleshy body yielded to Adam's onslaught, accepting him with an eagerness that spoke of long-repressed desires, her hips rising to meet his brutal thrusts.

"Adam! Oh, Adam! ADAM!"

Simon's gaze, locked in a mixture of horror and hypnotic fascination, watched as his mother reached the apex of her carnal summit. Eliza's body was a tempestuous sea, each wave crashing harder than the last upon the shores of her soft body. Her legs spasmed wildly, shaking as if they were marionettes controlled by the lascivious puppeteering of Adam's tireless thrusts. The muscles in her thighs quivered uncontrollably, her feet pointed and flexing to the erotic ballet of her bliss.

She screamed out meaningless howls, her voice breaking the sanctity of Simon's home with its shameless declaration of pleasure. Her eyes, those pools of maternal warmth Simon had always known, now rolled back into her head in a display of lewd surrender. Her mouth fell agape, drool slickening her chin, as a guttural scream ripped from her depths—a primal acknowledgement of her submission to Adam's friend.

"Look at your daughter, Eliza," Adam chuckled, nodding to Lily. "Look at how happy she is... so completely fucked and satisfied."

Simon's heart thundered against his ribcage as his eyes focused on his sister, Lily, her once innocent features marred by a lascivious stupor. Her mouth hung open, drool mingling with the rhythmic movements of her fingers buried deep between her thighs, chasing the elusive high her mother had just crested.

"Look at you two," Adam growled as he moved up the bed on his knees and knelt by Eliza's head. "So beautiful... so eager to please me."

"God, yes... so beautiful," Eliza moaned, her breath hitching as she crawled over her daughter's face, her own lust insatiable even in the wake of her earth-shattering climax.

"Here it comes, Eliza... Lily..." Adam growled, his voice thick with imminent release.

Simon felt his own life fracture as Adam's cock swelled, the monstrous shaft throbbing with an urgency that foretold the impending deluge. With a roar that echoed through the chambers of Simon's psyche, Adam unleashed his pent-up lust. The sticky, thick spurts of milky jizz shot through the air, splattering across the faces of both mother and daughter. Gloppy, oozing liquid coated their features, a palpable symbol of the lewd and shameful acts they had just committed. The pungent scent of cum and sex lingered in the air, mixing with the metallic tang of sweat. In that moment, there was no denying the bond between these two women, bound by their secret lust for Simon's friend.

"Good girls," Adam grinned as he rolled his cock across their splattered faces. "You've made me very happy tonight."

"Thank you, Adam," Simon heard his mother moaned as she smiled up at her young lover through jizz coated lips.

"Thank you," Lily echoed, snuggling closer to her mother.

"Now, kiss your daughter, Eliza. Show her how much you love her."

As Simon watched, mortified yet unable to tear himself away, the tableau before him descended further into the abyss. Eliza and Lily turned towards each other, their lips meeting in a forbidden kiss, sharing the sticky tribute between them. Their moans intermingled, a salacious song of adoration as Adam pressed his cock between their eager, cum-smeared lips.

"Good girls," Adam whispered, his voice a serrated whisper that carved deep into Simon's very soul.

The women worshipped the pulsing member between them, their tongues dancing over the veiny surface, lapping up every drop of Adam's milky jizz with a fervor reserved for the most scared rituals. Each stroke of their lips, each caress of their tongues, etched deeper lines of guilt and lust into Simon's psyche.

"Simon's family... my family," Adam murmured under his breath, a twisted smile on his lips as he reveled in the perversion of the familial bond.

Simon's back collided with the cold, unyielding wall of the hallway as he retreated from the threshold of depravity. His heart, a frenzied drummer in his chest, propelled him away from the sight of his mother and sister entangled in their carnal blasphemy. Legs unstable as if the very bones had turned to rubber, he staggered down the hall, each step an echo in the silent house—a stark contrast to the salacious symphony he'd left behind.

"Fuck," he gasped, pressing his palm to his forehead as though he could physically shove the images from his mind. But they clung like oil, staining his thoughts with their lewdness.

Reaching his room, Simon's trembling hand fumbled with the doorknob before he thrust it open. Once inside, he kicked the door shut.

“Get a grip, Simon,” he commanded himself, his voice barely audible above the rush of blood in his ears.

He slid down with his back against the door, knees drawn up as if he could shield himself from his own burgeoning desire. Closing his eyes did nothing to erase the tableau etched into his memory—the way his mother's back arched, the obscene wet sounds of flesh meeting flesh, the animalistic groans that had spilled from her lips.

"Fuck," he cursed under his breath, squeezing his eyes tighter as if willing himself to go blind to his own thoughts.

The heat within him was undeniable, a treacherous warmth spreading from his core to the extremities of his body. He knew it was wrong, every fiber of his being screamed it was taboo, yet the arousal was there, insidious, coiling around him like a serpent whispering sweet venom.

"Can't... I can't..." Simon's protestations were weak, his resolve crumbling like a cliffside in an earthquake. His hands, traitorous harbingers of pleasure, opened his pants of their own accord, betraying his mental anguish for physical release.

"Shouldn't be feeling this way," he muttered to himself, a litany of self-reproach. But even as he said it, his fingers encircled his burning cock, the sensation grounding and yet entirely surreal.

He whimpered, the sound lost in the rhythmic motion of his hand. With each stroke, a twisted fantasy flickered behind his closed lids, the memory of his sister coming on Adam's cock merged with his mother screaming.

"I don't care! I just want you to fuck me! Make me your bitch!"

"Fucking whore," Simon grunted, his hand moving faster knowing that his thoughts were both taboo and sacrilegious, but it didn't matter. That's what his mother was, his sister too. They were whores.

Adam's whores.

His breath hitched, a staccato rhythm that matched the increasingly desperate movements of his hand. The world narrowed to the slick sound of skin on skin, the throb of his pulse in his cock, and the shameful image of his mother and sister worshipping Adam's cock burning like acid in his brain.

"Ah, fuck... FUCK..." The words fell from his lips in a ragged whisper, punctuating each tug of his thin cock.

Then, with a shudder that racked his frame, the dam broke. Pleasure, sharp aBurningblinding, burst, forth, washing over him in a wave of guilty ecstasy. Hot streaks of cum eerily reminiscent of the steaming jizz splashing across the faces of his mother and sister, splattered across his stomach. A hot, acidic drop even hit his chin. For a moment he was so lost in the tide of pleasure, he didn't even care that he had come on his own face.

Finally, Simon sprawled against the door, his chest heaving. The staccato rhythm of his broken heart seemed to mock him as his fingers, slick and glistening, slowed to a halt upon his cock. His jizz, hot and sticky, pooled against on his belly and burned on his chin, undeniable evidence of his body's betrayal.

"What the fuck is wrong with me?" His voice was broken, a mere ghost of sound that failed to fill the emptiness of the room.

He rolled onto his side, his body curling instinctively into a fetal position—a vain attempt to shield himself from the reality of his own desires. The tears came unbidden then, spilling down his cheeks in a silent cascade of grief and shame.

"What is wrong with me?" He asked himself again, but the only answer was the sound of his sobbing and the last, dwindling twitches of pleasure in his slowly wilting cock.


13

Simon's eyelids fluttered open, seduced by the rich, buttery aroma of apple pie baking in the oven below. For an instant, he forgot where he was or he was sleeping on the floor. The afternoon sun beamed into his room, heating his back and he was home again, cozy and warm.

"Ah," he groaned and pushed himself to a sitting position. He felt a tugging sensation on his belly and his gaze drifted downward. Reality in all its awful clarity, clawed its way back into his consciousness with cruel, jagged fingernails. A crust of dried cum stretched across his stomach and chest, a lurid reminder of the obscene events that had led him to sitting on his own floor, his pants down around his hips and his jizz crusted inside his belly button. "Fuck."

"Simon! Lunch is almost ready!" Eliza's voice, melodic and bright, pierced through the floorboards, summoning him to face the day.

Simon felt bile in his throat, thick with the acid of his memories. Flashes of flesh—Lily's supple curves, his mother's quivering breasts and thighs, Adam's brazen conquest—assaulted his mind. They danced in a lurid tableau that froze the afternoon warmth, their bodies moving with animalistic fervor, entwined in acts of forbidden ecstasy.

"Come on down, hon. Don't want your pie to get cold!" His mother called again, her cheerfulness an unwitting dagger to his heart.

"Be right there," Simon replied, his voice a hoarse whisper betraying the tempest raging within. He wanted nothing more than to curl up, to retreat from this world that had shifted on its axis. To sleep, perchance to dream—dream of anything but the debauchery that now stuck to his psyche like the dried remains of his spent jizz.

Hauling himself out of bed, he dragged a hand across his belly, scraping away the evidence of his voyeuristic transgression. With heavy steps, he moved to the dresser, pulling out clothes that felt foreign against his skin. He stumbled toward the door, bracing himself for the descent into the domestic charade that awaited him.

"Simon? You alright up there?" Eliza's voice held a note of concern now, one that tightened around his chest like a vice. Her warm voice was so different from the wanton cries that had been ripped from her throat by Adam's fucking.

"Fine, Mom!"

Entering the kitchen, the beating heart of the Walker home, Simon's eyes darted across the dining room tableau. The oak table was set, a Norman Rockwell painting come to life. Sunlight filtered through the sheer curtains, casting dappled patterns upon the faces of his unsuspecting father and the still-smiling Eliza.

"Simon, there you are," His mother sang out, her voice a melodic contrast to the cacophony in Simon's head. She gestured to the empty chair beside his father.

As he took his seat he looked up at his smiling mother and an image flashed before him unbidden. Eliza's face contorted in ecstasy, Adam's thick cum painting her lips. A sickening heat coiled within Simon's loins, an unwanted arousal spurred by the lewd memory.

"Everything looks wonderful, honey," David said and reached for the ice cream, his movements casual, completely oblivious to his son's anguish. "Can't beat homemade apple pie."

"Oh, David! You'll spoil your dinner!" His mother laughed. Simon watched as she dabbed at the corner of David's mouth with a napkin, a tender gesture that sent another jolt of unbidden arousal through Simon's body. It was a perverse echo of the debauched devotion she had shown to Adam, her plump lips sliding up the dripping shaft, slurping Adam's cream from the throbbing length.

"Looks delicious," Simon lied, his taste buds recoiled in protest, his appetite stolen by the feast of flesh that haunted his thoughts.

"Delicious indeed," a voice purred from across the table. Adam's eyes met Simon's, a glint of mischief dancing within their depths.

Lily's voice cut through the quiet with the sharpness of a knife, playful yet edged with an undercurrent that made Simon's skin crawl. "Well, look who's finally decided to join the living," she cooed, her eyes alight with an ember of mischief that only Simon could see smoldering beneath her lashes. "Did you have sweet dreams, big brother?"

Simon's throat constricted, his pulse hammering in his temples as he struggled to maintain composure. The image of Lily, her body writhing in sinful abandon beneath Adam's relentless thrusts, was etched into his memory—a tattoo of lust on the canvas of his mind.

"Leave the boy alone, Lil," David chortled from the head of the table, his voice a buoyant melody of ignorance, undisturbed by the tempest raging around him. "Maybe he's just growing again, needs his rest." He winked at Simon, a father's jest intended to lighten the mood.

Laughter erupted around the table, a chorus so hollow it seemed to Simon like a mockery of their comfortable lives. He longed for an escape, to flee from the twisted web of desire that ensnared him. But there was no escape, not from the taunting whispers in his mind, not from the memories that tormented him.

Meanwhile, Lily leaned over and handed Adam a piece of pie with an extra scoop of ice cream. Meanwhile, his mother beamed at the two of them, her face flushed as if she too was remembering the way Adam had fucked her daughter, then turned his monstrous weapon on her.

"Eat up, Simon," Lily cooed from across the table. "You don't want all that ice cream to go to waste do you?"

Simon stifled a groan as his sister's teasing voice brought up that image of her lying cheek to cheek with his mother, her mouth open, waiting for Adam's cream to cover her face.

"Suh... sorry," Simon murmured. "I... I'm not feeling well."

He got up to leave the table, but not before his mother had reached his side, holding a hand to his forehead. Simon had to stop himself from reeling as he took in his mother's scent. Apples, cinnamon, a touch of perfume. But, underneath that matronly scent was another, profane aroma of sweat, musk.

And cum.

"Do you have a fever?" she asked, her brow furrowed with worry.

Simon pulled away from her touch. It was too much, the tender touch, the motherly love. He had seen his mother's true nature and her voice echoed inside his head.

"I DON'T CARE! JUST MAKE ME YOUR BITCH!"

"I'm fine," Simon muttered and stumbled out of the kitchen, down the hall and to the downstairs bathroom. He shut himself inside and locked the door, his heart thrumming and his cock throbbing.

Before he could think, he had his cock out and he was stroking it, anything to relieve the obscene lust building inside his body. He wanted to forget everything, to just enjoy his family but, as he furiously wanked his cock, he knew those days were gone.

And so he gave in to the pleasure enveloping him, closing his eyes and letting himself get lost in the sensations. But even as he spurted out his jizz onto the floor, he knew the release was not enough.

So Simon sat on the cold toilet, crying softly as his cum pooled on the tile floor, wondering if this was his new reality. He let the pain wash over him until he could breathe again. Only then did he set about cleaning up his shameful mess. Finally, he splashed cold water on his face and looked at himself in the mirror.

As he stared at the haunted boy in the glass, there was only one thing he was sure of...

His home, his life, would never be the same again.

––––––––

Book 3: His Best Friend's Crush
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Simon's stomach twisted into knots as he stood in the dimly lit kitchen, the ticking of the wall clock drowned out by memories of his mother and sister moaning, the sounds of his mother Eliza's screams of pleasure as his supposed best friend, Adam, destroyed his mother’s pussy with his monstrous cock. He could see again the moment that Adam took his sister’s virginity, her pain and pleasure filling his mind until he was about to explode.

The memories made him feel sick. Shame mingled with desire, like oil on water, refusing to mix but churning together in a rank stew.

"Simon, sweetheart. Are you alright?"

Simon jerked in his chair as his mother walked into the room. Her expression was full of motherly concern but, in his mind’s eye, he saw her face twisted in convulsions of lewd pleasure.

I don't care anymore! I just want you to fuck me! Make me your bitch!

His mother’s voice rang in his ears and he was shivering as she reached out a delicate hand, the same hand that had wrapped around Adam’s huge, veiny cock. Bile rose in the back of his throat as her cool fingers grazed his skin. He jerked away in disgust.

How could she stand there, so innocent and concerned, when she was betraying them all?

"Mom, I..." Simon wanted to confront her about the affair, but the words burned along with the bile in the back of his throat. He swallowed his fear and disgust, but just as he was about to speak, the sound of footsteps echoed down the hallway, and Adam appeared in the doorway.

"Eliza, are you okay?" Adam asked, his smile a thin veil over the smugness that lurked beneath. "What's going on?"

"Adam, it's... it's just Simon," she stammered, her eyes darting between her son and her lover. "He's not feeling well."

"Ah, poor guy," Adam said, placing a hand on Eliza's shoulder in a gesture of comfort that made Simon's blood boil. "Maybe he just needs some rest."

He grinned down at his friend and Simon felt had to fight down the vomit. Unable to bear the sight of Adam's hand on his mother any longer, Simon stood up and nearly ran upstairs to the safety of his room, his heart racing and his stomach churning with a mixture of anger, jealousy, and shame. He slammed the door behind him, trying to block out the image of Eliza standing there in the kitchen with Adam, the man who had violated their family in the most intimate way possible.

As he leaned against the door, taking deep breaths to steady his burning guts, he couldn't help but wonder if there was any hope of salvaging the fragments of their once-happy lives.

***

Adam's hand on Eliza's shoulder sent a shiver down her spine, his touch awakening the latent desire within her. She glanced around the kitchen, making sure Simon was truly gone, then turned her gaze back to Adam. His eyes locked onto hers, and the intensity of his stare sent a shockwave through her body.

"Don’t worry about Simon," Adam murmured, his voice soothing and seductive as his hand applied gentle but insistent pressure as he pushed her to her knees. "I’ll make you forget all about him."

Eliza closed her eyes, feeling the betrayal cut deep into her heart. But at the same time, she couldn't deny the moist heat pooling between her legs. Adam's musky scent filled her nostrils, and her mouth watered in anticipation of Adam’s gift.

"Take it out," he ordered. Her hands trembled as she unbuttoned his jeans, then reached a hand, the same hand she had just used to touch her son and wrapped her fingers around the slumbering snake hidden in his underwear. Her eyes opened wide as his enormous cock sprang from its prison. It looked in front of her like an obscene monument, ugly yet irresistible in its sheer size and power. She hesitated for just a moment, then opened her mouth to take him in.

As Eliza wrapped her lips around Adam's thick shaft, she couldn't help but think about Simon, her own son, just a few rooms away. The guilt gnawed at her conscience, but she pushed it aside, focusing instead on the heat radiating from Adam's cock as it filled her mouth.

"Your son is weak," Adam murmured, gripping her hair tightly as she bobbed her head up and down. "You shouldn't worry about him anymore."

A moan escaped Eliza's lips as she continued to gorge herself on Adam's cock, her hands eagerly fondling his heavy balls. She knew what she was doing was wrong, that she was betraying her family by giving in to her lust for Adam. But the animalistic need that drove her forward overpowered any sense of guilt or shame.

In the dim light of the kitchen, Eliza's eyes sparkled with tears as she took Adam deeper and deeper into her throat. The burning desire within her grew more intense and consuming with each passing moment, a hunger that threatened to consume her entirely.

"Adam," she gasped between deep, wet strokes of his cock. "What are you doing to me?"

"Making you mine," he replied, rolling his cock over Eliza’s lips and cheeks. "Just like I've done to your daughter."

Eliza was gripped by a perverse mix of guilt and arousal. She knew that what she was doing was wrong–that she should fight against Adam's control, not surrender to it. But as her mouth continued to worship his monstrous cock, she couldn't help but wonder if maybe, just maybe, she truly belonged there on her knees.

***

Adam let her continue to choke on his cock, enjoying the sensation of having this gorgeous wife and mother on her knees, servicing him while her son sulked in his room. Adam suspected Simon knew he had fucked his mother and, possibly, his sister, Lily. The knowledge didn’t bother him. It was only a matter of time before Simon found out and the idea of it turned Adam on.

Finally, he pulled out of Eliza’s mouth, enjoying the sight of her dripping cheeks as she gasped for air. He let her take a gulp of air, then smashed his heavy ball sac into her face, burying her in flesh. She moaned, but didn’t fight. She was beyond fighting now. All she wanted was to please Adam, and he knew it.

He reached down and gripped Eliza’s shoulders, hauling her to her feet. Pushing up to the table for support, Adam shoved his fingers into her mouth, swabbing her tongue until his digits were coated in the mother’s spit.

“You need a real man,” Adam huffed. “Not someone weak like your husband. Or your son.”

Adam waited for Eliza to get angry, to push him away and demand that he leave her house. But all she could manage was a half-hearted whimper as he slipped his wet fingers under the hem of her dress, teasing the now-drenched fabric of her panties.

"Adam," she moaned, her eyes closed and head thrown back in pleasure. "What are you doing to me?"

"Just giving you what you need," Adam replied, his lips brushing against her neck as he continued to stroke her through her panties. He could feel how hot and wet she was, how much she wanted him. And he couldn't resist taking things further.

With a swift motion, Adam ripped Eliza's panties from her body, exposing her dripping pussy to the cool air of the kitchen. She gasped at the sudden sensation and tried to pull away, but Adam held her still.

"Shh," he whispered into her ear. "Just relax and let me take care of you."

Eliza's body betrayed her as she melted into his touch, allowing him to explore every inch of her wet folds with his fingers. Her mind screamed at her to stop, to push him away and run from this dangerous game they were playing. But all she could focus on was the overwhelming pleasure that pulsed through her body.

Adam pushed two fingers deep inside of Eliza's tight pussy, causing her to moan loudly in response. She wrapped one hand around his cock instinctively while the other gripped onto his shoulder for support.

"Harder," she begged, completely lost in the throes of passion.

Without hesitation, Adam thrust his fingers deeper and harder into Eliza's pussy while using his thumb to rub circles over her sensitive clit. The combination was enough to send Eliza over the edge and she came with a loud cry of ecstasy.

The wife and mother’s mind cleared for a brief moment as she rode out the waves of pleasure coursing through her body. She looked at Adam with a mixture of confusion and arousal, wondering how she had allowed herself to get caught up in this forbidden encounter.

But before she could fully process her thoughts, Adam silenced any doubts or objections she may have had with his lips. His kisses were rough and demanding, his hands exploring every inch of her body as if he couldn't get enough.

Eliza responded eagerly to his touch, hungry for more. Adam guided her hand to his cock, and she wrapped her fingers around his throbbing shaft, stroking it firmly as they continued to kiss.

Without breaking their embrace, Adam lifted Eliza onto the kitchen table, spreading her legs wide and positioning himself between them. With a fierce, primal urgency, he plunged himself into her body without warning. The sudden invasion of his huge cock splitting her open filled the mother with surprise. She let out a sharp gasp of pain, then fell back on the table, Adam’s cock spearing deep into her body. Eliza rolled her head back and forth, overwhelmed as Adam laid waste to her cunt with a fierce and aching lust.

Their bodies moved in perfect sync as Adam pounded into her relentlessly. The table shook beneath them and Eliza gripped onto its edges for support, her heavy breasts spilling out of her dress as Adam rocked her back and forth, hammering her into the table she shared with her family. Then thought of her, serving food to her husband while her pussy pulled him in, urged him and he redoubled his efforts, unable to hold back.

"I'm going to fuck Simon out of your mind," he declared, his voice dripping with cruel intent. "You won't be able to think about anything else but my cock."

"Yes!" Eliza cried out, her guilt and shame replaced by an animalistic hunger for Adam's massive cock. “Oh, God! Do it!”

"Say it," he grunted, fighting to hold back his orgasm until she admitted defeat. "Scream that you love my cock."

"But... Simon might hear," she protested weakly, her voice barely a whisper as her body betrayed her.

"I don’t fucking care! Let him hear," Adam growled, driving his cock deeper into her quivering depths. As he thrust into her with a primal ferocity, Eliza couldn't contain her cries of pleasure any longer.

"I LOVE YOUR COCK!" she screamed, the words echoing through the house like a confession of her darkest sin. And as she did, the last vestiges of her guilt and shame were swept away by the tidal wave of desire that threatened to drown her completely.

Adam sneered down at Eliza, his hips thrusting into her with brutal force. "That little wimp is pouting in his bedroom," he said, his voice dripping with contempt. "Don't worry about him. You just worry about me." His thick cock plowed into her, filling every inch of her cunt. He felt the cruel grin spread over his face. There was no room left for doubt or pain or Eliza’s family. Only him and his beautiful, monstrous cock.

"Ah! Oh God!" Eliza cried out, her body arched against the table, trembling beneath the onslaught of pleasure. Her nails dug into the wood, desperate for something to hold onto as her world narrowed to the sensation of being utterly filled and stretched by Adam’s cock.

"Tell me again how much you love my cock," he demanded, the cruel edge to his voice making her shudder.

"I love your cock!" she whimpered, her eyes glazed over with lust. "I love it more than my family!" As the words tumbled from her lips, a fresh wave of shame washed over her, but it was quickly drowned out by the overwhelming pleasure coursing through her body.

"Good girl," Adam purred, increasing his pace and driving her closer to the precipice of orgasm. "You're mine now, Eliza. My hole, my slut, my woman."

Adam watched with glee as his lewd words drove the mindless mother over the edge. She no longer cared about the consequences of her actions anymore. All that mattered was the sensation of his cock pounding into her, obliterating any thoughts of guilt or remorse.

"Please... please don't stop!" she begged, gasping for breath between moans. "I need this! I need you!"

"Of course you do," Adam chuckled darkly, his cruel smile never wavering even as he continued to ravage her. "And don't you ever forget it."

With a final, powerful thrust, Eliza's orgasm crashed over her like a tsunami, tearing a scream of exquisite pleasure from her throat. The sound filled the house, a testament to her complete and utter surrender to Adam's desires.

Adam just hoped Simon could hear it.

Adam's thrusts became more urgent, driving into Eliza with a primal hunger that burned through him. Once again he had conquered the wife and mother, but there was one last thing he needed to do to cement his victory in his own mind.

With one final, powerful lunge, he pulled out of Eliza’s sopping, gaping hole and walked up the table, pointing his monstrous cock, dripping with her juices, twitched at her flushed face.

"Open wide, my little slut," Adam commanded. Eliza obeyed without hesitation, parting her lips and sticking out her tongue in a lurid display of submission.

With a guttural groan, Adam unleashed a torrent of thick, hot cum across her face. The sticky ropes coated her cheeks, nose, and mouth, oozing down her chin and staining her once immaculate skin. She moaned, reveling in the debauchery, her eyes glazed with lust as she gazed up at him through the dripping mess.

"Good girl," Adam purred, stroking her hair as she smiled weakly through the carnal filth. "You've pleased me well tonight." Adam knew she would do whatever it took to keep him happy; she had crossed a point of no return, sinking deeper into the abyss of depravity.

"Thank you, Adam," she whispered, her words muffled by the bubbles of cum still clinging to her lips. "Thank you so much."

***

Simon moaned, the haunting sounds of his mother's wanton moans and the rhythmic movements echoed through the house. Rage and jealousy clawed at the corners of his mind, tearing away at his sanity as he grappled with the betrayal unfolding just beyond his door.

How could she? How could she throw away everything for this sick perversion? The questions swirled in a tumultuous storm, giving birth to a new, darker emotion: desire. To his horror, Simon hardened at the thought of his own mother, her body writhing in ecstasy beneath Adam's cruel touch.

"I LOVE YOUR COCK!" she cried, each exclamation a dagger plunged into Simon's gut.

“Oh, God!” Simon sobbed and pulled a pillow up over his head to drown out the sounds.

You are such a loser! he thought. Hiding while your mother fucks your best friend!

"I LOVE YOUR COCK!" his mother screamed again, her voice cracking with the force of her orgasm.

"Fuck," Simon whimpered. "What am I going to do?"

There was no answer. The house had gone silent and, for the first time in his life, Simon felt utterly alone.
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Simon was still curled in a ball on his bed when his bedroom door swung open and Adam sauntered into the room. He looked down at Simon, a smirk on his lips.

"Simon," Adam said with mock innocence. "What's the matter?"

The sound of his name on Adam's lips was like a spark to tinder. Simon uncoiled with an energy fueled by rage. His voice quivered, anger laced with a painful vulnerability.

"How could you?" he spat. "After everything..."

Adam approached the bed with a predator's grace, calm and calculating as he towered over Simon's disheveled form. The corners of his lips twitched upwards—a twitch that held more danger than any snarl.

"Let me tell you a story, Simon," Adam murmured. "I grew up without a caring mother and a loving sister. I didn’t have an actual family. Seeing you with your mother and sister... it was something I wanted. So, I took it."

Adam's voice seethed with a venomous mix of pity and disdain, "And your dear mother," he sneered, the word rolling off his tongue like a forbidden fruit plucked from the tree of knowledge, "she's been starving, Simon. Starving for what I can give her. Something that your poor, pathetic daddy can’t." His gaze pierced into Simon's soul, cold and calculating. "I've been feeding her, giving her what she craves, what she needs."

Simon felt a visceral twist in his gut, as though Adam's words were physical blows. "You bastard," he spat, but the insult was lost in the air between them.

Adam smiled, reveling in Simon's torment.

"And Lily," he continued, "your sweet sister parades around in her short skirts and her tight tops, desperate for someone to appreciate her... talents." The smirk on his face grew wider, more insidious. "Did you know, she was actually a virgin when I fucked her? All that show and what she really needed was someone like me to show her what to do!"

The air crackled with the electric tension of his confession, and Simon a shameful heat blooming deep within him despite—or perhaps because of—the taboo scene painted by Adam's lurid admission.

"See, I'm the solution, Simon," Adam boasted, standing tall and proud, an emperor surveying his conquered domain. "I'm making them happy. And isn't that what you want for your family? Happiness?"

Simon's world tilted on its axis, his moral compass spinning wildly out of control. Hot rage poured through his veins, igniting a primal instinct inside of him. He surged up from the bed, determined to wipe that smirk off of his former friend’s face.

To his surprise, Adam sidestepped Simon's lunge with a speed hidden within his thin frame. His fist shot out and hammered into Simon’s stomach with brutal force. The impact was explosive, stealing Simon's breath and sending him crashing to the ground, gasping for air.

Adam knelt down beside him and twisted a handful of Simon’s hair in his fingers. He yanked his head back with a ruthless tug that sent shockwaves of pain up his scalp and down his back. The proximity brought a rush of Adam’s warmth—intimate and suffocating—and the heat of his breath caressed Simon's ear.

"Look at you," Adam hissed. "You are pathetic."

"Fuck you!" Simon rasped.

"Do you want your family to be torn apart?" Adam's words cut through the dense fog of pain. "Go ahead. Tell your father about this. What do you think he'll do?"

The silence that stretched between them was heavy with unspoken threats. And amidst the chaos, the faintest flicker of arousal betrayed Simon, a shameful ember of the taboo lust he felt.

Adam's hand released Simon's hair, chuckling softly, as if he had peered into Simon’s soul and seen the anguish and desire hiding there. He stood up, looming over Simon's cowering form.

"Be a good boy," Adam murmured softly, his voice like a knife in a velvet sheath. "And I'll give you a Christmas gift. Something you've always wanted."

Simon sat still, his eyes wide and shimmering with unshed tears. He was confused, unsure of what Adam could possibly offer to heal the pain in his heart. Memories of childhood desires surfaced, innocent yearnings untainted by adult cravings. But now, Simon's true desires were twisted and forbidden, buried deep within his soul.

Adam's voice, buoyant and cheery, cut through Simon's turmoil. Simon glanced up and saw him talking on his cell phone.

"Lily? Where are you?" Adam's tone was playful, but Simon heard the predator in every word. "Well, ditch him and meet me at our regular spot. I want to fuck you senseless."

Simon flinched, a visceral reaction to the vulgar statement, each word a hammer blow to his already shattered psyche. His sister—his sweet, wild Lily—was nothing more than a puppet dancing to Adam's lewd tune.

Laughter bubbled up from Adam's throat as he ended the call and grinned down at Simon.

"Your sister is such a good little slut, isn't she?"

As Adam's footsteps faded into the distance, Simon knelt there, violent emotions warring within him. Shame, guilt, and desire clashed together, while the fire of lust smoldered, an ember refusing to be extinguished. One thought echoed over and over in his mind:

What would Adam do next?
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The seedy motel room reeked of stale cigarettes and a musk that clung desperately to the shabby drapes, painting a backdrop almost as sordid as the actions unfolding within its peeling walls. Lily lay with her back against the thin sheets, the same sheets that had once cradled her untouched body when she and Peter had fumbled through their nervous affections. Now, those memories were as tattered as the wallpaper, replaced by the masculine taste of Adam's cock, the ugly monstrosity that even now was plunging in and out of her hungry mouth.

Adam straddled her head, holding her arms against the bed frame as he fucked Lily’s mouth with hard, stabbing strokes. His blonde hair fell into his eyes, that confident smirk never quite reaching them as he watched her, his gaze holding a dominance as potent as his physical hold on her. The feel of his cock was overwhelming—his girth stretching her lips, his length pushing the limits of her throat, his flesh hot and pulsing with the throb of his blood.

"Look at you," he sneered between grunts, his words vibrating through the very core of her being. "Choking on my cock like it's your goddamn purpose. What would your boyfriend think, huh? His sweet little Lily turned slut?"

Each syllable was punctuated by the heavy smack of his balls against her chin as the fat head of his cock popped through the opening of her windpipe and lodged in her throat. With every thrust, he left the salty tang of sweat and the bitter taste of pre-cum on her tongue. It was a flavor now as familiar as the guilt that should have been burning in her chest—but wasn't. Instead, there was only the echo of Peter's name, drowned out by the wet gurgles in the back of her throat and Adam’s mocking laughter.

"Bet you can't get enough of cheating on him, can you?" Adam growled, his grip tightening on her worsts as his cock down her throat. "Every time you come back for more, just proves what a whore you really are."

Lily could barely breathe, let alone respond, her mind awash with the dizzying heat of humiliation and lust. Her nostrils were filled with the scent of cheap detergent and musk, a miasma of memories where Peter's touch once seemed innocent, now corrupted by Adam's relentless power. A kaleidoscope of emotions churned within her: guilt, a ghostly whisper; desire, a tempestuous roar; and love—a love fraying at the edges, like the peeling wallpaper that bore silent witness to her infidelity.

“Don’t you think it’s time to put poor Pete out of his misery?”

The taste of Adam burned her tongue—salt, skin, and cum—as his cock left her mouth with an obscene pop. Her lips, bruised from the fervor of his thrusts, burned with the sting of longing and shame. Her mouth felt hungry without him, though she knew it was not emptiness but a cavernous craving for what only Adam could provide.

"What?" she gasped, the word catching in her throat as his massive flesh retreated, leaving her disoriented. “What did you say?”

"Isn't it time to end it?" Adam rubbed the fat head of his cock across her lips. She moaned and tried to take him in, but he pulled back. "You and Peter. You need to end it."

His words were a serrated edge against her conscience, carving out her resistance as he slithered down her voluptuous form, leaving a slick trail of his pre-cum and her spit upon her quivering flesh. The remnants of her love for Peter, once a blazing sun, now fluttered weakly, a dying butterfly trapped in honey.

"You're mine now, Lily," Adam murmured, his voice a velvet caress that masked the iron of his dominance. His cock slid up her quivering slit, nudging her clit. Desire bloomed in her belly and her hips bucked instinctively, reaching for the heat of his cock.

"Call poor Peter," he taunted, and Lily's heart clenched with pain. “Call him and tell him to come over.”

"O-Oh, I can’t..." Her hesitation hung in the air, a fragile plea for absolution that she knew would not come.

Adam's cock pressed against her clit, promising both pleasure and damnation. His teasing strokes sent electric shocks of arousal through her veins as she struggled to resist.

"Do it," Adam urged, his breath hot against her inner thigh. "Call him."

Before she could reach for the phone, Adam withdrew, his absence a cold void that pulled a whimper from deep within her. She ached, body and soul, suspended on the precipice of decision, each moment stretching into eternity.

"Please," she whispered, not knowing if it was a plea for mercy or for more. It didn't matter. All that mattered was the throbbing pain between her legs, an ache only Adam could soothe.

"Don't you want me to keep fucking you?" he murmured, the words a silken caress.

"Yes!" The word was a moan torn from the depths of her being, a visceral acknowledgment of her addiction to the carnal bliss he provided. She gasped as he slipped the fat tip, teasing the tender flesh of her entrance before retreating, a wicked game of peekaboo with her throbbing core.

"Then call Peter," Adam instructed, "and tell him to come over here. Tell him you need to see him."

Lily's heart hammered against her ribcage, a frantic drum signaling the approach of her own betrayal. With trembling fingers, she reached for the phone, its innocuous ring an ironic contrast to the debauchery it was about to unleash. She dialed Peter's number, each tone echoing like a countdown to her damnation.

The line trilled in her ear as Adam watched with a predator's patience, his gaze searing into her skin as if he could will Peter to answer faster. Anticipation coiled within her, a viper poised to strike, as she felt Adam's proximity—an electric charge that defied her efforts to think clearly.

"Hey, it's me," she breathed into the phone when at last Peter's voice crackled through, a lifeline she was about to sever. "I need you... I need to see you," her plea was a masterful mimicry of vulnerability, the performance of a lifetime fueled by the raw need that Adam had stoked within her.

"Are you okay?" Peter's concern bled through the connection, threading Lily's guilt with barbs that pricked at her conscience.

"Please, just come to the motel," she urged, her plea distorted by another moan as Adam chose that moment to sink his cock inside her, claiming her with a possessive thrust that shattered her resolve. Her body betrayed her, welcoming him even as she set the stage for Peter's ultimate humiliation. “I need you, Peter!”

"Okay, I'm on my way.” His voice excited. “The same room?”

"Y... yes!" Lily whimpered, a hollow gratitude that tasted of ashes on her tongue. Adam grinned down at her as she set the phone aside.

“Good girl,” he cooed and then hammered his cock deep into Lily’s core. Lily cried out as Adam stretched her wide, opening her entrance and plunging deep into the soft flesh of her inner cunt.

Adam's girth filled her completely, a relentless invasion that probed the depths of her pulsating core. With each powerful thrust, Adam's grip on Lily’s thighs tightened, his fingers digging into her flesh.

"Such a dirty slut," Adam growled low, each word punctuated by his merciless rhythm. “Telling Petey to come over so he can watch his girl get fucked!”

His words slashed at Lily's fraying senses and the shame gnawed at her conscience. She was betraying Peter in the most intimate way possible, allowing another man to claim her body while her boyfriend grew closer with every passing second.

But as Adam pounded into her, his cock relentless in its pursuit of pleasure, Lily's thoughts became muddled. The sensations were overwhelming, drowning out any lingering doubts or guilt. Her world narrowed until there was nothing but Adam—the fullness of his cock, the throbbing heat of it, and the sheer force of it driving into her. Her breath hitched as a tidal wave of pleasure rose within her, swelling with an intensity that bordered on unbearable. She clung to him; her nails raking down his back in a desperate plea for release.

Time meant nothing as Adam forced her over the edge. She screamed, thrashing on the cheap sheets, her legs splayed lewdly out wide as Adam punched through her orgasm and pushed her towards another mind-breaking explosion.

“Tell me you love me!” Adam grunted, his cock pounding against her soft and helpless core. “Tell me!”

"I love you, Adam!" she screamed, the words tearing from her throat just as her orgasm shattered her into a million glittering pieces. “I LOVE YOU!”

The words were like a whip crack, driving Adam deeper into the depths of his own pleasure. He growled, lost in the moment as he buried himself deep inside Lily's writhing body.

"Good girl," he panted, his breath hot against her ear. "Tell me again."

"I LOVE YOU, ADAM!" Lily screamed, her voice raw with passion.

"That's right," Adam groaned, his thrusts becoming more frenzied as he neared his own release. "You belong to me now."

It was only then that she saw him, standing in the doorway even as her screams echoed throughout the small room.

Peter. Poor Peter, standing there with a look of utter horror on his face.

"Lily?" Peter's voice cracked as he stood frozen, his face was a mask of gut-wrenching confusion, eyes wide with the dawning realization of the truth that lay bare before him.

Her boyfriend’s hand trembled, his voice a fragile thread amidst the cacophony of flesh and breath. "Please... Lily, stop this," he begged. His fingers reached out to her.

Adam watched with a predator's gaze, the corners of his lips twitching into a smirk. With a speed that shocked Lily, Adam pulled out of her gasping body and seized Peter by the wrist. He twisted Peter’s arm cruelly and Lily was shocked when her bigger, more muscular boyfriend fell to the floor, gripping his arm as Adam reared back and kicked Peter between the legs.

"Back off, pretty boy," Adam growled, his voice a low rumble vibrating with authority. Peter rolled on the ground, sobbing as he rolled up into a fetal position, cupping his injured balls in his hand.

“Adam!” Lily cried, but could only watch through her body a battleground where guilt and pleasure waged war. The scent of sex hung heavy in the air, mingling with the sharp tang of male sweat and the faint, lingering perfume of her betrayal. Adam turned to her, his body, covered in a light sheen of sweat and his cock standing proudly from his body, dripping and ready.

“Now,” he grinned as he pushed Lily back onto the mattress. “Where were we?”

Peter sobbed, whimpering in pain and shame, as Adam thrust his hard, thick cock deep into Lily’s body. Her boyfriend’s cries were drowned out by the throb of her pulse in her ears as Adam slammed into her, driving her into the bed with cruel stabs of his cock.

Adam's voice sliced through the tense atmosphere, dripping with malice and superiority.

"I was the one who took her virginity, Pete. I took what you never could."

The truth of his words made Lily gasp as Peter’s cries grew louder and more anguished. Her heart went out to him, but Adam wouldn’t let her go. He continued to pin her to the bed, his hard, thin body slamming mercilessly between her legs, driving away her pity and leaving only raw, burning lust.

"Tell him, Lily," Adam commanded, his fingers gripping her chin and forcing her to look at her cowering boyfriend. "Tell him who you love."

Lily's gaze locked onto Peter's, her lips parting as if to betray her deepest secrets. Peter’s eyes were rimmed with tears, but there was still a glimmer of hope, a desperate plea for her love.

"I never loved you," she breathed, and she watched Peter’s face crumble into an ugly, tear-streaked mess. "It's only ever been Adam. He's made me feel like a real woman."

Peter rolled on the floor, his sobs lost in the rhythmic slap of flesh on flesh as Adam lifted Lily’s thighs and hammered into her again and again. His thrusts were relentless, driving Lily to the edge of ecstasy as she cried out in pleasure. Peter's cries faded into the background as Lily's focus was consumed by Adam's body.

Lily’s body tensed and she had just one more glance at her pathetic, defeated boyfriend watching despite his pain, before Adam forced her over the edge into pure, white-hot bliss. Her mind went blank as waves of pleasure washed over her, drowning out anything else except the feel of Adam's body against hers.

In that moment, all guilt and shame disappeared. She was consumed by a primal need for pleasure, fueled by the intoxicating mixture of lust and betrayal. Adam's hands roamed freely over her body, teasing and caressing every inch of her skin as he continued to thrust into her with animalistic vigor.

As her orgasm subsided, Lily opened her eyes and saw Peter still on the floor, his heartbroken gaze fixed on them both. But she couldn't bring herself to care anymore. In this moment, with Adam's powerful arms around her and his lips on hers, nothing else mattered.

Adam's frenzied thrusts reached a fever pitch, his body trembling with the anticipation of release. His breaths became erratic gasps as he neared the peak of their depraved union. With a primal roar, he violently pulled away from Lily's now limp form, his cum erupting in thick, hot ropes that splattered across her face, branding her as his possession in a twisted baptism of lust and dominance.

"Give him a goodbye kiss," Adam sneered, an impish glint in his eye as he watched his essence drip from her chin. Lily's laughter tinkled like shattered glass as she rolled off the bed and crawled toward Peter, her face dripping with Adam’s cum.

"Come here, baby," she cooed, her voice a sappy poison. Adam gripped Peter's shoulders, holding him in place, forcing him to endure the ultimate indignity. Lily's lips, covered with Adam's jizz, pressed against Peter's in a grotesque mimicry of affection.

“It’s over,” Lily heard herself say as Adam’s cum dripped from Peter’s bottom lip. “I’m Adam’s now.”

Released from Adam's grasp, Peter fell, his body crumpling to the floor like a marionette severed from its strings. Adam stood over him, a conqueror surveying the ruins of another man's soul, his chest heaving with the exertion of victory and the thrill of dominance.

“Look what you did to him,” Adam said as he helped Lily to her feet. “I hurt him, but you fucking broke him.”

Lily looked down at the sobbing form of her former boyfriend. Had she ever really loved him? Despite her words, she knew she had, but that time was gone. All she wanted was Adam, his wonderful cock, and the body that knew exactly what she needed.

“So long, Peter,” Adam sneered.

They dressed and left Peter crying on the floor in that dirty motel, away from the suffocating scent of sex and betrayal. As Lily emerged into the brightness of the afternoon, Adam’s arm wrapped possessively around her shoulders, all she could think was,

Peter who?
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Simon laid in his bed, staring at the ceiling. He felt alone in his own house, his best friend somewhere, perhaps with his mother, and that thought tortured him more than anything else. It had been two days since the unthinkable had happened, and as far as he could tell, Adam hadn't continued his twisted sexual conquests with Simon's mother and sister. But that didn't make things any easier for Simon.

He couldn't shake the guilt and shame that gnawed at him, nor the lust that stirred within him at the thought of what happened. To make matters worse, he had to endure watching his mother and sister fawn over Adam, while his father remained blissfully unaware. If only he knew, Simon thought grimly. He wouldn't have left the house to finish up work before Christmas if he had even an inkling of the truth.

As Simon's thoughts swirled in a maelstrom of conflicting emotions, the doorbell rang, piercing through his gloomy thoughts. Startled, he waited until the door rang a second time, then hauled himself out of bed. He hurried downstairs, grateful that he couldn’t see his mother of Adam, and opened the door.

His breath caught in his throat. Standing there was Sherry Tomkins, his long-time crush. The sight of her radiant beauty sent shivers down his spine, a vision of loveliness framed by softly falling snow. Her hair glimmered like gold, adorned with delicate snowflakes that gave her the appearance of a living winter goddess.

Simon blinked twice and almost pinched himself to see if he was dreaming.

"Hey, Simon." She smiled at him, her voice warm and melodic. "How... um... how are you doing?"

For a moment, Simon stood, transfixed by Sherry’s presence.

What is she doing here? he thought. Then, speak, stupid! Speak!

"Um... I’m fine. Uh... how are you?”

Lame, lame, lame! His inner voice screamed.

Sherry hugged her shoulders and looked back at the falling snow.

“I’m actually pretty cold...”

Simon blinked, realizing he'd been standing there gaping at her like a fool. "Oh, um, yes! Of course, please come in," he stammered, stepping aside to let her pass.

As Sherry entered the house, Simon couldn't help but steal glances at her, his heart pounding in his chest. He wondered what could have possibly brought her here?

Sherry stepped further inside, and Simon closed the door behind her, shutting out the cold winter air. He watched as she removed her gloves, revealing delicate fingers, and then began unbuttoning her long, winter coat revealing a fussy pink sweater and tight jeans. The smell of flowers drifted in the air and Simon’s pulse quickened.

"Here, let me help you with that," he offered, reaching out to assist her in taking off the coat.

"Thanks, Simon," Sherry said, smiling at him. As he hung her coat on the nearby rack, she added, "I suppose you’re wondering why I’m here?”

“Uh... no! I mean, yes, but I... I;m glad you came!” Simon’s cheeks burned as he stumbled for words. There was so much he wanted to say, but it was all a jumbled mess on his tongue.

“Well, Adam called me. He said you weren't feeling well and asked if I could drive down and help cheer you up."

Simon tensed, fear shooting up his spine. Why would Adam call Sherry? How did he even have her phone number? Was it another part of this cruel game he was playing?

But even as these thoughts raced through his mind, a part of him couldn't deny the thrill of having her here, so close to him.

"Really?" Simon said, trying to keep his voice steady. "I mean, I'm fine. But it's great to see you."

"Adam seemed pretty insistent that I come," Sherry said with a shrug. "So, here I am. Would you like to uh... maybe go to dinner?"

“Oh!" Simon said. He was shocked. They had only had one coffee date that ended with a chaste kiss on his cheek. Now, she was here, at his house, asking him out!

Two weeks ago, Simon wouldn’t have hesitated. But now? His eyes darted between Sherry and the rest of the house, where Adam and his mother were. The thought of leaving them alone together gnawed at him, making him feel sick. He knew what Adam was capable of, and he didn't want to imagine the same happening to Sherry. And yet, the desire to spend time with her, to escape the twisted reality that had become his life, was almost overwhelming.

“Oh, hello!” Simon’s mother came into the hallway from the kitchen. Her cheeks were flushed, and she appeared to be sweating, but she smiled at Sherry. “Simon? Who’s this?”

"This is Sherry," Simon said, stepping forward to introduce them properly. "She's a friend from school."

"Oh! The Sherry?" his mother laughed and Simon felt his cheeks grow even hotter. “It’s nice to meet you!”

"It’s so nice to meet you Mrs. Anderson," Sherry said with a polite smile.

“Did you drive all this way to see Simon?” Eliza asked and Simon saw her normally welcoming eyes narrow just a fraction.

“I called her,” Adam appeared in the doorway with a deceptively innocent smile on his face. "And yes, of course she’s come to see Simon. Who else?"

Simon felt his heart drop at Adam’s words. He recognized that seemingly innocent tone.

“Oh, really?” Simon’s mother asked, her voice laced with concern. “You called her?”

“I just thought it would be nice for Simon to have some company while he’s feeling under the weather,” Adam replied smoothly. “And Sherry happened to be available.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Sherry said again, her eyes flicking between Eliza and Adam. “I thought Simon might like to go out to eat.”

“Oh!” Eliza said, and her eyes grew warm and loving, exactly the look Simon had seen his whole life. Now, however, that look would always be tainted by her lewd face she presented when coming on Adam’s huge cock. “How lovely!”

Simon shook off the images. Now was not the time to think about that! The voice in his head yelled, as if it was that easy.

“Yeah,” Adam grinned and stepped up next to Eliza. “You two kids go have some fun. Eliza and I will... play board games.”

Simon suppressed a groan. He looked back at Sherry who smiled encouragingly, then slipped her warm hand in his.

Simon was torn between his concern for his mother and the prospect of time alone with Sherry. He knew that to confront his mother and Adam in front of his crush would only lead to more questions and embarrassment. Maybe the best thing for him was to get out of the house and be with someone who actually seemed to care about him.

"Um, sure," Simon smiled, squeezing Sherry’s hand a little too desperately. "That sounds nice."

***

Eliza watched as Simon and Sherry left the house, immediately confronted by the silence after Sherry’s car had pulled out of the drive. She turned to face Adam, her eyes narrowing with a mixture of suspicion and anger.

"Adam, what are you up to?" she demanded, her voice quivering only slightly. "Simon is... fine. Isn’t he?”

Suddenly, Eliza wasn't so sure. She hadn't actually spoken to Simon since... Adam. She had been so absorbed in his best friend, she’d only talked to her son at meal times.

Adam leaned nonchalantly against the doorframe, a sly grin playing on his lips as he watched the distraught mother process her thoughts.

"Why, Eliza, I thought it might be nice for Simon to enjoy some company."

Eliza was confused. Sherry was so young and pretty and seeing her smile in the hallway had reminded Eliza of her age. Plus, Adam had her phone number. How else could he call her?

Just how close were they?

“I didn’t... I don’t...”

"Come on." Adam teased. “Sherry’s a lovely girl. And, “ he reached out and slid his hand along Eliza’s arm. “She’ll keep him busy for a while.”

"Is that why you called her?" She pulled away from his touch, trying to maintain some semblance of control. “To get my son out of the way? Or was it some other reason?”

Deep down, she knew her resistance was futile; Adam had a way of making her doubt herself, of twisting her emotions until she didn't know what to believe anymore.

"She actually likes him," he murmured, reaching out again, this time to stroke her cheek. “Relax. Sherry's here because Simon likes her and she likes him. Besides..." Eliza shivered beneath his touch, her body betraying her once again as desire warred with her maternal instincts. “Is it so bad that he’s out of the way?”

His lips brushed against her ear, sending shivers down her spine.

"Oh, God, Adam!” she whimpered. “ This isn't right.”

Even as guilt and shame rose in her heart, the thought of submitting to Adam made her body burn with an intense heat. She was dizzy, like she’d been out in the sun too long.

"Shh," Adam murmured, silencing her protests with a searing kiss that left her breathless and even dizzier. His hands roamed over the swell of her breasts, squeezing firmly. Eliza gasped as her body moved forward on its own, seeking his touch.

Adam kissed her again and this time Eliza didn’t resist. She sank in it, enjoying the wet heat of his mouth as he teased her tongue gently, then with greater hunger, drawing it between his lips until she was tasting him. He was so young! How did he know how to kiss like that?

His hands slid down her body, cupping her hips and pulling her closer to him. His touch sent a jolt of electricity through her body as she moaned into his mouth.

"Get on your knees, Eliza," he commanded softly. "Show me how much you want me."

Her heart raced. Two weeks ago she would have laughed at a man young enough to be her son ordering her to the floor. But now, she knew the pleasure that awaited her if she made Adam happy and she desperately wanted to make him happy.

The wife and mother sank to the floor of her kitchen, the cold tiles beneath her serving as a stark reminder of her submission. As she looked up at him with wide, pleading eyes, she knew there was no turning back.

"Please, Adam," she moaned, pulling his pants open. "I need you."

"Good girl," he murmured approvingly, his fingers tangling in her hair as he guided her closer. As her lips brushed against the throbbing head of his cock, she smelled his pungent musk at once dirty, yet she felt a surge of arousal. With the heat of his cock against her face and her head filled with his scent, she couldn’t think. All she could do was focus on what she wanted most.

Hesitantly, she flicked her tongue out and tasted the tangy saltiness of his pre-cum before enveloping him with her lips. Each bob of her head was more eager than the last as she took him deeper into her mouth, savoring the throb of his thick shaft against her tongue. Her moans of pleasure were muffled by the girth of his cock as she used her throat to accommodate him and, finally, felt him ram past the hard, elastic opening and invade her throat.

"Fuck, Eliza, you're so good at this," he groaned, his hips rocking, fucking his cock into her mouth, battering the sensitive tunnel into submission. "Such a perfect little cocksucker!"

As he praised her lewdness, something inside her broke, the last vestiges of her self-control slipping away as she surrendered completely to the decadent act. She felt both degraded and exalted, her world narrowing to the singular focus of his pleasuring his perfect, manly cock, her entire being consumed by the need to submit.

"Tell me, Eliza," he growled, pulling back on her hair sharply until she let go of his cock. "Do you want more?"

"Y-yes," she whimpered wetly, rubbing her cheeks along his dripping shaft. "Please, give me more."

"Say it," he ordered. "Tell me you're a cheating little mommy and I'll think about it."

"Adam...I..." Her voice faltered, the words catching in her throat like a chokehold.

"Say it," he repeated, and bounced his heavy cock against her face to emphasize his word. “Say it!”

"I'm a cheating little mommy!" she cried out, tears streaming down her face as she gave him the last of her dignity.

"Good," he purred, his smile wicked and triumphant. "Now take me to your bed so I fuck you. I want your husband to sleep in on the same sheets where I make his slutty little wife come."

Eliza moaned, still reeling from her humiliation, and rose shakily to her feet. Her body ached with a twisted blend of shame and lust. Adam smiled as she took her hand and she obediently led him to the bed she shared with her husband.

***

The chilly December air nipped at Simon's cheeks as he walked hand-in-hand with Sherry, their breaths visible in the crisp night. He couldn't help but steal glances at her every now and then, her golden hair catching the glimmer of the streetlights, framing her delicate face like a halo. They were finally together, away from the chaos that had consumed his home; yet, his gut twisted with unease as thoughts of his mother and Adam raced through his mind.

"Simon? You’ve been quiet," Sherry asked. "Is everything okay?"

"Y-yeah," Simon stammered, forcing a smile. "I'm just...distracted, I guess."

"About what?" She gave his hand a light squeeze and Simon felt the warmth in his heart that had been missing since...

SinceMomandAdamandJennyand...

"Nothing important," he lied, pressing down hard on his rampaging thoughts. "Just family stuff."

"Ah, I see," she nodded sympathetically. "Well, let's try to forget about that for tonight and enjoy our time together, okay?"

"Okay," Simon agreed, swallowing hard as they approached a cozy diner. The warm glow of the neon lights beckoned them in and, for the first time in two weeks he felt something like the Christmas spirit creep back into his body.

They settled into a booth and ordered their food. Sherry did her best to engage Simon in lighthearted conversation, coaxing laughter and smiles from him despite the weight on him. He could almost forget the unspeakable acts he had seen and allowed himself to bask in the simple pleasure of being with Sherry.

"Simon," she whispered, leaning in close and brushing her lips against his ear, sending shivers down his spine. "Do you want to go somewhere more private?"

"Uh, sure," he croaked, his pulse quickening at the very suggestion. Before he knew it, they were pulling into the driveway of the Starlight Motel.

Everyone knew about the Starlight. It was a popular spot among young lovers although Simon had never been there. He wondered idly if Lily had been here with Peter, then quickly brushed aside the thought as it brought up unwelcome reminders of Lily with Adam and Simon would not, would not, let his mind wander to such things.

"Are you sure about this?" Simon asked nervously as they parked in front of a wall of dark rooms, shadows dancing across Sherry's round cheeks.

"Of course," she replied, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she leaned in to kiss him tenderly. "I like you, Simon. Do you like me?"

"Yes," he breathed, the word barely escaping his lips before she pulled away, giggling as she hopped out of the car.

"Then come on!" she urged, her laughter infectious. And so, with an excited chuckle, Simon stepped out of the car, took Sherry’s hand and, for the first time in a long time, left thoughts of his mother, sister, and Adam behind.

***

The headboard of Eliza and David Walker’s bed slammed against the wall as Adam pounded into Eliza’s body. It was a sound that she had never heard in her bedroom before, her husband incapable of taking her body with such a monstrous force as Adam. Despite his thin frame, the young man had a power she just couldn't deny.

And that cock! God, that cock. As thick as her wrist, it stretched her to the point of pain. Every time he withdrew, It felt like he was pulling her inside out. Then he would slam back home into her body, forcing her back into shape.

Eliza's body was slick with sweat, the moisture seeping into the sheets beneath her. The thought of David sleeping on those same sheets sent a surge of excitement through her, adding to the pleasure of Adam's thrusts as he dominated her.

"Tell me, Eliza," Adam taunted. "What do you think Simon is doing right now?"

His words sent a jolt of shame through Eliza's heart, but the taboo thrill only intensified her pleasure. The thought of her husband David and son Simon, both so blissfully unaware of the depravity unfolding beneath their roof, pushed her to the brink.

Adam hammered into her, his heavy balls slapping against her ass, a lewd counterpoint to his burning cock buried in her belly. Eliza cried out again and, without being told, she raised her legs to receive even more of Adam’s beautiful cock.

"Adam...oh, God! Adam!”

She let out primal screams of lust and adoration, her body arching and writhing with each thrust from Adam. He gripped her legs, lifting them higher until her heavy breasts were crushed against her ribs. Like a hunter spearing his prey, he positioned himself above her and plunged into her with relentless force, each thrust driving her deeper into the mattress.

“Come for me, Eliza! Soak David’s sheets with your fucking cum!”

The words were like a switch, igniting a fire within Eliza. She let out a primal cry, her body writhing in ecstasy as her pussy exploded around Adam's cock. Her delicate fingers clutched at the sheets beneath them, the fabric wet with her sweat and lust. Her body continued to jerk, her cunt clasping around Adam’s wonderful cock, begging for more.

The scent of sex and sweat filled the air as her juices flowed freely from her core, staining the fabric with the mark of their illicit union.

“Oh, my!” Adam teased, kissing her ear, then nibbling at her lips. “If only David could see you now!”

Eliza moaned, but Adam swallowed her whimpers, sucking on her mouth until she gave in to his passionate kiss. She wrapped her arms around her neck and she felt him, still filling her with his gloriously hard cock.

“Let’s hope Sherry keeps Simon busy a little longer,” Adam grinned and Eliza whimpered helplessly as he began again.

***

Meanwhile, in a motel room across, Simon fumbled with Sherry's bra clasp, his fingertips trembling as he tried to focus on the soft curves of her body. They had been kissing passionately, their underwear the only barrier between them, when a sudden, unwelcome thought had wormed its way into his mind: his mother and sister, entwined with Adam in throes of passion.

"Simon, what's wrong?" Sherry asked, her breath warm against his cheek.

"Nothing," he lied, forcing a smile. "I just... I want this to be perfect."

Sherry's eyes twinkled as she leaned in for another kiss, her tongue exploring his mouth with gentle insistence. She tasted sweet and slightly minty. As they continued to kiss, Simon found himself drawn to the swell of Sherry's breasts, the smooth covering firm, but pliable flesh. He carefully cupped one in his hand, marveling at the delicate weight of it as his thumb brushed against her already hard nipple.

"Simon," she whispered, spreading her legs slightly. "Touch me."

Swallowing hard, Simon slid his hand down between Sherry's legs, feeling the damp heat that awaited him there. He traced the soft folds of her sex, tentatively teasing her clit before slipping a finger inside her.

"Like that?" he asked.

"Y-Yes," Sherry stammered, her voice breathy and strained. "Keep going.”

Simon felt a surge of pride at his ability to please her. He had never touched a woman before, moving his fingers with only a very limited sense of what he was doing. Still, as he continued to explore Sherry's body, she responded, moaning and arching into his touch.

A thought of Adam doing this to his mother, to Lily, flashed through his mind, but he pushed those thoughts aside as Sherry's pleasure became his focus. He added another finger and moved them in a slow, circular motion inside of her. Her moans grew louder and more urgent as he slid them in and out of her lips, her juices soaking his hand.

Sherry fell back onto the bed, her golden hair fanning out around her head like a halo. She locked eyes with Simon and bit her lip in anticipation.

"I want you, Simon," she murmured, her voice husky. “Please?”

Simon's heart raced as he fumbled with the condom wrapper next to the bed, finally managing to tear it open and roll the latex sheath onto his burning cock. Sherry giggled and he felt his cheeks flush with embarrassment. Taking a deep breath, he positioned himself between her legs, feeling the heat of her core as he aligned himself with her entrance. The moment was electric, charged with the weight of his adoration of his crush and the forbidden things he had witnessed over the last two weeks.

As Simon pushed into Sherry, her warmth surrounded him and pulled him inside. He gasped at the heat of her and the way her muscles quivered around his cock. A sudden image of his mother beneath Adam, her cries of pleasure echoing through in his brain. The thought of Adam's monstrous cock stabbing into his mother’s wet, quivering body sent an intense wave of shame coursing through him, and yet, his own arousal only increased. His cock pulsed inside Sherry, and she moaned, her legs wrapping around Simon’s thin hips and pulling him deeper.

"Ah...Sherry..." he gasped. He tried pumping a few strokes, but the pleasure was too great. His mother;s cries, joined by his sister’s moans, crashed through him. His body jerked convulsively. Sherry moaned, liking his enthusiasm and that was all it took.

With a strangled cry, Simon squirted his seed into the condom, collapsing on top of his crush, spent and mortified.

"Simon," Sherry cooed softly, running her fingers through his damp hair and massaging his neck. "Are you... did you?"

“I’m sorry,” Simon whined and hated the sob in his voice. Conflicting emotions of shame and lust washed over him, leaving him weak.

“It’s OK,” Sherry chuckled softly. “It happens to boys all the time.”

"Really?" Simon mumbled, his face still buried in the crook of her neck. The room seemed to close in on him, a cage of guilt and uncertainty. In his mind, a single question formed, gnawing at his conscience: Had it ever happened to Adam?

***

Eliza's breath caught in her throat as she screamed out another orgasm, the force of it shaking her to her very core. Adam was unstoppable, able to keep driving her to the edge when any normal man would have collapsed from exhaustion. Her sweat-drenched body quivered beneath Adam's relentless onslaught; his superior endurance once again putting her poor husband to shame.

"Adam...I can't...no more..." she pleaded weakly, her voice hoarse from cries of ecstasy.

"Alright, Eliza!" he replied with a wicked grin. “Then, it’s MY TURN!”

With a primal howl, Adam pulled out of her dripping cunt. He shifted his body, kneeling over her flushed face, his monstrous cock hanging heavily, swollen and glistening with their combined juices.

"Open wide!" he laughed, and as if under a spell, she did as she was told, looking up at him with wide-eyed anticipation. Adam grunted and suddenly his cock belched torrents of thick, hot cum from the slit, coating her face like a perverse work of art. Milky white jizz pooled in the hollows of her cheeks, dribbled down her chin, and dripped onto the pillows below her head.

"Ah, that's it" Adam groaned, his eyes locked on her cum-splattered visage. After the last spurt, he wiped his still-hard cock off on the other pillow, smirking with satisfaction. "Don't change the sheets," he instructed. "Let David sleep in my cum stain tonight."

Eliza moaned softly, a mixture of guilt and perverse pleasure coursing through her veins. She should have felt remorse for betraying her family, but instead, all she could feel was an overwhelming sense of happiness that she'd pleased Adam. Smiling through the mess, she looked up at him with adoring eyes. Her family was the furthest thing from her broken mind.

"Whatever you want, baby" she whispered, her voice tremulous with desire. "Whatever you want."
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Still embarrassed by his performance, Simon didn’t know if he felt like introducing Sherry to his father and sister, but when she got out of her car and hugged her soft, warm body against her arm, Simon really didn’t have a choice. Besides, it was probably better to see everyone when his father was present to avoid any awkwardness Simon felt when in Adam’s presence.

As they reached the dining room, Simon found his mother Eliza and Adam seated at the table, engaged in conversation with his father David and Lily. The remnants of dinner were scattered across the surface, empty plates and half-filled glasses of wine serving as physical reminders of the intimate gathering that had taken place.

"Simon, welcome home!" His father said jovially. “This must be Sherry!”

Simon tried to focus on his father, ignoring the looks that passed between his mother and Adam, and Lily’s knowing smile. How much did they suspect? Had they been talking about him while they...

Nonono! he chided himself. Not with his father here. They wouldn’t do that, no matter how much they might be under Adam’s spell! A bead of sweat trickled down the back of Simon's neck, his pulse racing with a dangerous combination of guilt and desire.

"Sherry," Simon began, swallowing hard, "this is my dad, David, and my sister, Lily."

"Nice to meet you both," Sherry said.

"You too!" David replied, his warm smile a sharp contrast to the wicked gleam in Lily's eyes as she leaned forward, elbows on the table, her breasts straining against the thin fabric of her blouse.

"So, Simon," she purred, her gaze flitting between him and Sherry, "did you two have... fun tonight?"

Simon felt the heat rising in his cheeks, but before he could stammer out a response, Eliza cut in. "Lily! I'm sure they had a lovely time, right?"

Gripping Simon's hand tightly, Sherry beamed, her blue eyes sparkling. "I had a great time."

"Me too," Simon agreed, trying to ignore Adam's grin. Turning back to his father, Simon felt a wave of relief wash over him, grateful for David's presence, hoping it would put an end to the tawdry affair between his family members and Adam, even if just for the night.

After some small talk with the family, Simon walked Sherry to the door. Snow was falling, adding a somewhat romantic backdrop as Simon opened the door. Sherry stood on the stoop, her tousled blonde hair framing her flushed cheeks, lips parted and eyes shining expectantly.

"Goodnight, Sherry," he said.

"Goodnight, Simon," she whispered back, a coy smile playing on her lips.

He leaned in, his breath hitching as their lips met in a warm, tender kiss that sent shivers down his spine. For one glorious moment, he allowed himself to believe that tonight would be different–that the night would finally bring respite from the relentless chaos that had engulfed his life ever since Adam had disrupted his family home. He clung to the hope that somehow, just maybe, things could return to normal.

As the kiss deepened, Simon had a nagging suspicion that it was not over. But he pushed the thought aside, focusing instead on the feel of Sherry's lips beneath his own, the warmth of her body pressed against him, the intoxicating scent of her perfume. With one final, lingering touch, they pulled apart, and Simon watched her walk away into the snowy night.

Simon turned and made his way back inside the house, and felt the tension that he had suppressed with Sherry’s help tighten across his neck and shoulders. The snow falling gently outside contrasted with the storm of emotions churning inside as Simon ascended the stairs to his bedroom.

Adam's got to be in there, waiting for me, he thought, steeling himself for another confrontation with his smug best friend. He reached for the doorknob, anxiety gnawing at the edges of his mind, and pushed the door open.

But to his surprise, the room was empty, the bed untouched. A sense of unease crept over him as he realized Adam's absence, a shiver of dread slithering down his spine like icy fingers. Was he with his mother? Or Lily?

Simon closed the door and sat on the bed, worried about what Adam might be up to this time.

Sherry's heart was light as she settled into the driver's seat of her car. The snow fell against the windshield, instantly melting against the warm glass. Her body still hummed from her time with Simon and, although the poor guy had come too quickly, she felt a warmth for him that had been missing from her life the last two weeks.

She reached for the keys in the ignition, her mind racing with thoughts of Simon and their tender kiss, when suddenly, hands covered her eyes.

"Wha-!" she cried out.

"Guess who?" Adam whispered, his breath hot against her ear as his hands slid from her eyes down to her shoulders, then further down her trembling body.

Within view of the warm lights of Simon's house, Adam's fingers traced a path of desire across Sherry's skin, cupping her breasts firmly with a confidence that was worlds apart from Simon's hesitant, awkward touch. She gasped at the sudden contact, but bit her lip, refusing to give him the satisfaction of an answer.

“Wuh... what are you doing, Adam? I... I thought I was here to see Simon.”

Adam leaned in close, his lips brushing against her earlobe as he exhaled a hot breath that sent shivers down her spine. "You were," he murmured, his voice low and honeyed. "Simon deserves some happiness after what I've been putting him through."

"What's that?" Sherry asked, turning her head slightly.

"Never mind that," Adam said dismissively, and Sherry gasped as he pinched a hard nipple through the fabric of her blouse. With his other hand, he slid his fingers down the front of her pants, making her gasp as they found the damp heat between her thighs.

"Adam, stop," she whispered, but the protest was weak, easily ignored. “We’re right outside Simon’s house!”

"I know," he cooed, his fingers probing her swollen cunt, stoking the flickers of excitement she had with Simon into roaring flames. “Isn’t it exciting?”

Sherry didn’t answer, but bit her lip as Adam’s fingers continued to work their way into her swollen pussy.

As Adam teased her wetness, Sherry couldn't believe how quickly she was losing control. His touch was firm and confident, and she gasped in pleasure despite her better judgment.

“Simon left you high and dry. I’m not surprised,” Adam chuckled, pressing his mouth to the curve of her neck as his fingers teased her slick folds, seeking her throbbing clit. “I think it's only fair you get some too."

"I... I had fun," Sherry insisted, unable to suppress a moan as Adam stroked her sensitive nub. "With Simon."

"Oh, I don't believe that," Adam said, his tone mocking and cruel. His fingers traced intricate patterns around her clit, coaxing her closer and closer to the edge even as he added, "You can't lie to me, Sherry. I know you're aching for more."

Sherry's heart pounded in her chest as she fought an internal battle between shame and desire. Adam's touch was intoxicating, the forbidden nature of their encounter only fueling the fire within her. She knew this was wrong, that she shouldn't be allowing him to touch her like this, but the temptation was too great to resist.

"Please," she gasped, her hands gripping the steering wheel tightly as Adam pushed her ever closer to climax. The world beyond the car seemed to fade away, leaving only the illicit sensations he was coaxing from her body.

Just when Sherry was about to be consumed by the molten waves of pleasure, Adam abruptly withdrew his fingers from her slick, pulsating pussy. She cried out, a mix of frustration and surprise, as he forced his soaked digits between her parted lips. The taste of her juices assaulted her senses, the tangy flavor of her lust a shameful reminder of her need.

"Please," she moaned around the fingers in her mouth, her eyes pleading with Adam even as her body betrayed her.

"Not here," he whispered, his voice dripping with a wicked promise. "Take me to the motel where I can show you what you've been missing."

Sherry's mind raced with conflicting thoughts. She knew going to the motel with Adam was wrong, but her desire took over. With a quiet whimper, she started the car and pulled out of the driveway, the warm lights from Simon's house disappearing behind her. As the distance grew, so did the sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach.

"Why are you doing this, Adam?" she whispered, her voice barely audible over the rumble of the engine.

"Because I want to," Adam replied, his tone casual yet tinged with an underlying darkness. " I want you and I know you want me. It’s not like you and Simon are married or even dating. So why not enjoy yourself?"

Sherry swallowed hard, her breaths coming in ragged gasps as she drove on autopilot to the motel. Her brain whirled with conflicting emotions.

What Adam said was true. She and Simon had only been on two dates and it wasn’t like they had made any promises to each other. So why did this feel so wrong?

Simon... she thought, her heart heavy with regret. I’m sorry.

As the motel sign came into view, its flickering neon lights casting an eerie glow over the night, Sherry knew there was no turning back.
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The dank smell of the cheap motel room hit Sherry's nostrils as she stepped across the threshold, her body humming with anticipation. The flickering light overhead cast eerie shadows on the walls, but none of that mattered to her at this moment. Adam locked the door behind them, sealing their fate in this seedy hideaway.

"There now," Adam stepped forward. He was the same height as Sherry, but he might as well have been seven feet tall for all the power she had when she was in his presence. “Just you and me. Now, why don’t you take off your clothes and stay a while?”

Sherry hesitated as Adam crossed to the bed had shared with Simon and laid down, his body propped up one elbow so he could enjoy the show.

Sherry’s cheeks burned. Adam had changed since college. He had always been confident and, despite his size, that confidence and his sexual prowess had made all the difference.

But now, lounging on the bed, he appeared even more confident and somehow dangerous. Rather than instilling fear, however, the danger only heightened her desire for him. She knew if she pleased him, she would receive far more pleasure than poor Simon could ever give her.

Sorry, Simon, she said to herself as she unbuttoned her blouse. I can't help it.

She peeled the thin fabric over her shoulders, her eyes never leaving Adam's confident gaze. Next came the lace bra, exposing her pink, rock hard nipples to the cool night. Finally, she shimmied out of her skirt and panties. She shivered as the last scrap of silk hit the floor, goosebumps rising as Adam feasted his eyes on every inch of perfect, pale skin.

"Good girl," Adam murmured, beckoning her to the bed. Sherry stepped forward and gasped as Adam ran his hands over her body with practiced confidence. Sherry moaned softly as he kneaded her breasts into cones, working his fingers out to the hard nipples, working her body expertly. Sherry’s heart pounded in her chest as she Adam stoked the small flickers of lust into a burning flame that filled her belly and spread out to the rest of her body. She sighed and settled into his hands, her body thoroughly trained to accept his demanding touch.

"Tell me how much you need me," Adam demanded, then smashed his mouth against hers in a violent kiss. As their tongues tangled together, Sherry felt her desire building, the moist heat between her legs weeping juices down her thighs.

"I... I need you so much, Adam," she whispered, her breath hitching as his fingers traced the curve of her hip down to the junction between her thighs.

“Did you think about me when you with Simon?”

Sherry gulped, her eyes wide and wet as she looked into Adam’s cruel gaze.

“Yes.”

"I knew it!" he growled, and gripped a handful of her blonde hair, pulling her head back, exposing her neck. He sank his teeth into the sensitive flesh, nipping along her collarbone as he pushed her back onto the sagging mattress.

Sherry's legs spread open instinctively, her wetness glistening against the dim light. Adam's mouth moved lower, nipping her inner thigh before his tongue dipped into her folds, teasing her clit with cruel precision.

"Adam!"

Sherry's cry echoed through the room as she arched her back, fingers tearing at the sheets. Adam's tongue lapped at her swollen lips, digging a trench up her palpitating slit to her clit. She squealed as her worked her pussy, his fingers plunging deep into her clasping tunnel as his tongue swirled across her swollen bud.

Sherry couldn’t take it anymore. The feel of his mouth on her pussy was too good. Any loyalty she had to Simon was sucked away by Adam’s mouth, the slurping sounds of his hunger filling Sherry’s ears.

"Please, Adam! Don’t stop!" she begged, her voice high-pitched and desperate.

Adam chuckled against her slick, swollen folds and the warm air pushing over the edge. She screamed, gripping his hair as her body convulsed underneath him, every nerve ending on fire as the orgasm exploded through her body. Even as she came on Adam’s face, he kept lapping at her quivering lips with his tongue. He knew exactly how to draw out every last bit of pleasure until she was a panting, quivering mess beneath him.

"Please," she begged, her voice thick with need, "please fuck me, Adam."

"Tell me," he demanded, a shiver running down Sherry's spine at the heat of his voice. "Tell me how Simon couldn't please you like this."

Sherry bit her lip, torn between desire and guilt. But as Adam continued to taunt her with the tantalizing brush of his cock against her sensitive flesh, she knew she couldn't resist him any longer.

"Simon...he could never make me feel like you do," she moaned. Her face burned with shame but her body burned hotter. "I need you, Adam!"

His triumphant grin, Adam stabbed inside her with one powerful thrust. Sherry gasped, her nails digging into the sheets as her cunt stretched to accommodate him, filled in ways that Simon could only dream of.

Adam thrust inside her, each stroke driving deep into her core. She could feel the heat of him in her belly, his burning flesh inside her bringing her closer and closer to the edge.

As her tongue flicked across her lips, she could taste the salty sweat that coated them. The sound of their bodies colliding in a lewd, wet slap filled the room, while the rough texture of the motel sheets scratched at her skin as Adam drove her deeper into the mattress. The walls seemed to close in on them, shrinking the world to nothing but the intense sensations coursing through her body, the overwhelming pleasure taking control. Every nerve seemed to be lit up with electric currents, sparking and igniting from his touch.

"God, Adam," she gasped, feeling his huge cock stretch her impossibly wide, "harder...please."

"Is that what you want?" he grunted, his fingers digging into her hips. "To be fucked like the little slut you are?"

"Y-yes," Sherry stammered, her cheeks flushed with shame and arousal. Her mind wandered to Simon, the sweet, gentle boy who had come in minutes while Adam’s savage fucking seemed to go on forever.

"Say it," Adam demanded, his thrusts growing even more vicious, driving her further into the depths of depravity. "Tell me who owns this pussy."

"Adam, oh fuck, Adam!" she cried out, her body convulsing with each punishing stroke. "You...you own my pussy!"

"That’s right!" he growled. “No matter how much you like Simon, You Will ALWAYS BE MINE!”

With a final, brutal push, Adam forced her over the precipice, his words burned into her brain.

Not Simon’s... all yours...

With a sharp inhale, her body arched and trembled as an intense wave of pleasure surged through her. She gripped the sheets tightly and let out a primal scream as the orgasm ripped through her like a violent storm.

Her body bucked uncontrollably and her world went white as her eyes rolled up into her head. What was this feeling? It had never felt like this before.

You’ve never cheated on Simon before.

No! That couldn’t be it! But, as Adam continued to fuck her through her orgasm, the pleasure built inside her and, to her shock, she came again, her pussy exploding in warm, wet juices. She had never come so hard in her life and, once again, she only had Adam to thank for it.

“Oh, fuck, Sherry!” Adam growled. “It you weren’t mine before, you are now!”

With a guttural groan, Adam pulled out of Sherry's ravaged body. Her pussy continued to clench, trying desperately to keep him inside her, but Adam was already gone. Sherry had just enough time to register Adam kneeling over her head when the first, white-hot blast of cum hit her cheek. She moaned and opened her mouth and was rewarded with thick ropes of salty jizz on her tongue. It pooled in the back of her throat and she was choking on it when even more hot cum splashed across her forehead, cheeks, and chin. She swallowed desperately, gulping down his swampy load as Adam continued to paint her face with his milky cum. Finally, she shut her eyes and basked in the warm, soupy fluid oozing down her face.

"Open up," Adam commanded, his voice husky and demanding. Obediently, Sherry opened her mouth, her eyes gummed shut with jizz. She felt the head of his still-pumping cock slide past her lips. She tasted the briny, thick cum on her tongue as Adam filled her mouth with his cock.

"Swallow," he ordered, and she complied, the thick load catching in her throat for a moment before sliding down into her belly, filling her with warmth.

Adam collapsed onto the bed beside Sherry, sweat-slicked skin meeting sweat-slicked skin as he panted from the exertion. She felt, rather than heard, Adam sigh with happiness.

"Did you enjoy that?" Adam asked as he scooped a dollop of cum from her eyelid and slid into her mouth. Sherry nodded.

"Good," he said. Suddenly, he reached over to tangle his fingers in her hair and forced her to look at him. She had to blink through tears of cum to see his stern face. "You belong to me now, Sherry. Don't ever forget that."

She swallowed hard, unable to voice her agreement but knowing in the deepest part of her soul that it was true. Something about cheating on Simon excited her, binding her to Adam in a way she could never have imagined. And as much as she wanted to deny it or run from it, she knew she would be drawn back to him time and time again.

"Say it," he urged, his grip tightening in her hair. "Tell me you're mine."

"I'm... I'm yours, Adam," she confessed, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes as she faced the truth head-on. "I belong to you.”

"Good girl," he said, and despite her shame, Sherry felt a glimmer of heat in her chest at his words. "I need your help with a Christmas gift for Simon. Something he'll never forget. Will you help me?"

Sherry's heart skipped a beat, her mind racing with conflicting emotions. What could Adam possibly have in mind? And why did she feel both intrigued and repulsed by the thought of it?

"What kind of gift?" she asked cautiously, her voice barely audible.

Adam leaned down, his lips brushing against the swell of her breast, evading her question. "It's going to be great," he murmured as he took her nipple into his mouth, sucking gently before biting down on the sensitive flesh. The mixture of pain and pleasure forced a cry from Sherry's lips, taking her thoughts away from Simon and the mysterious gift.

Her mind was a whirlwind of confusion, torn between the desire to please Adam and the nagging feeling that helping him with this gift would only lead to more guilt and shame. Yet, there was also curiosity burning inside her, a need to know what Adam had planned.

"Adam," she choked out, trying to find the strength to resist him. "I don't know if I can... I mean, Simon is my friend, and we just..."

"Shh," he whispered, his fingers trailing down her sweat-slicked body, teasing the sensitive skin between her thighs. "You want to make me happy, don't you, Sherry?"

She thought she was exhausted from her orgasm, but as Adam’s fingers slid back over her abused pussy, she felt the heat rising again. Despite her lingering doubts, Sherry's body was aching for Adam's touch once more. As he sensed her wavering resolve, Adam grinned wickedly and took control once again.

"Fine," he purred, "let me prove to you just how much you need me."

Without warning, he shoved two fingers deep into Sherry, causing her to gasp at the sudden intrusion. He began working his fingers inside her, driving the sticky remnants of her orgasm deep inside her. She moaned, the drying cum making her face feel tight. God, she was such a whore for him. Her tongue flicked out and lapped at the congealed jizz on her cheek. The taste of his spent lust only made her hungrier.

The intensity of her impending climax was almost unbearable, like a pressure cooker threatening to explode. As Sherry's thoughts dissolved into a haze of lust and desire, she finally surrendered to the pleasure coursing through her body.

"Y-yes... I'll help you," she gasped, her voice barely audible above the pounding of her heart and the blood rushing through her ears.

"Good girl," Adam praised her, his fingers still buried deep inside her, driving her closer and closer to the edge. “Now cum for me, slut!”

And she did. The third orgasm was just as powerful as the first two. Her body convulsed on the damp sheets and her cunt muscles clenched around Adam's fingers, pulling him in deeper as she rode out her bliss, drops of Adam’s jizz dripping from her cheeks.

Finally, Sherry fell back on the bed, barely conscious. She knew she was a mess, her face covered in a mask of Adam’s cum and her body reeking of sweat and spent lust. She didn't care.

"Don’t you worry.” Sherry could barely hear Adam’s chuckle over the throb of her pulse. “This will be a gift Simon will never, ever forget!”

Sherry moaned and closed her eyes, her mind drifting away on a cloud of bliss. She didn’t see Adam’s cruel smile as he watched poor girl pass out in a wet stain of his cum.

“Good girl,” he purred, rubbing Sherry’s firm butt cheek possessively. “That’s my good girl.”
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“Simon! Hey, Simon!”

Simon’s eyelids fluttered open to the soft glow of moonlight streaming through his bedroom window. He felt a gentle nudge against his shoulder. He turned his head and was met with a mischievous smile that made his heart skip a beat. It was Sherry, perched on the edge of his bed, her hair glowing blue-gold in the moonlight.

“Sherry! What are you doing?” he gasped.

“Shh!” she whispered and placed a finger to quiet him. “I have a special Christmas gift for you.”

Rubbing his sleepy eyes, Simon sat up and stared at Sherry, trying to make sense of the unexpected visit in the dead of night. She was wearing a light blouse with no bra underneath, her nipples poking against the thin fabric. She had on shorts and for a second he wondered if she had come to his house in the snow with barely anything on?

Sherry laughed at his confusion, stood up and held out his hand like a beautiful angel haloed in moonlight.

“Come on, silly!” Sherry said, leading him out of the familiar sanctuary of his bedroom and towards the stairs. “You don’t want to miss this!”

As they walked, Simon’s mind raced with anticipation, his palms growing clammy as his pulse quickened. What could this gift be? And why now, in the middle of the night? The thought of being alone with Sherry in such intimate circumstances heightened his arousal, but there was a healthy dose of fear mixed in with the forbidden.

“Sherry! I... I don’t understand...”

“Shh,” she whispered. “You’ll see soon enough.”

Simon’s confusion battled with his mounting desire. As he followed her lead, his gaze fixated on the sway of her hips. Why was she here? How had she gotten into the house? Had Adam let her in?

A sudden shiver ran up his spine as they neared the twinkling lights of the living room. Sherry turned to face him, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

“Are you ready for your gift?”

Simon swallowed hard, his throat dry from a combination of nervousness and lust. But before he could answer, Sherry pulled him into the living room.

As he stumbled into the living room, his heart leaped into his throat at the sight before him: Adam, his former best friend and college roommate, standing naked before the Christmas tree with an air of smug satisfaction. To Simon’s utter shock and dismay, Sherry slipped away from Simon and sidled up close to the man that had invaded Simon’s life.

“Ah, Simon,” Adam grinned. “I’m glad you could join us.”

Simon’s heart rose into his throat as Adam turned to Sherry and gave her a deep, passionate kiss. What was happening? First, his mother, then his sister, and now—now this?

“Shu... Sherry? What are you doing?”

Adam broke the kiss as Sherry swooned in his arms. He smirked at Simon, slipping a possessive hand down Sherry’s back to the firm swell of her ass.

“Didn’t you know?” Adam asked with mock innocence. “We’ve been fucking all year long.”

The words hit Simon like a sledgehammer, shattering the remnants of his innocence and flooding him with a heady mixture of guilt, shame, and desire. He watched helplessly as Adam gripped Sherry’s ass. Her breath hitched, and she bit her lip, trying to suppress a moan.

“I’m sorry, Simon,” she gasped, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy. “I—I tried to give you a chance, but Adam is just so much... better!”

Simon’s heart raced, his breath caught in his throat as he watched Adam’s fingers trail along Sherry’s jawline, drawing her closer. The sight of their lips meeting, the sound of their hungry moans, was a slow, torturous burn. Simon couldn’t look away, as jealousy and humiliation twisted into a knot deep within him.

“Face it, buddy,” Adam taunted. “You never stood a chance. You’re just a pathetic little cuck, watching from the sidelines while I take what I want.”

Sherry’s eyes met Simon’s, her expression a mixture of pity and cruel amusement. She traced her fingers down her own neck and collarbone before slipping them beneath the straps of her dress. As she peeled the fabric away from her body, she spoke softly, driving the knife deeper. “I like you, Simon, really. But what Adam does to me... I can’t explain it.”

“You don’t have to,” Adam said and kissed Sherry’s soft pink lips. Simon’s tongue flicked over his own lips, remembering the warmth of Sherry’s kisses now being taken by his friend. “We’re going to show him.”

Adam peeled off Sherry’s clothes, revealing her high, round breasts and firm ass. Simon wanted so much to touch that warm skin, but Adam was already there, his greedy fingers pawing at Sherry’s body as she moaned and arched her back, pushing her hard, pink nipples upward into Adam’s mouth. Her moans filled his ears as Adam sucked her nipples, then slowly pushed her to her knees.

Adam smirked, a wicked gleam in his eyes as he gripped Sherry’s blonde hair with one hand and rolling his thick cock over her face with the other.

“Suck it,” he growled and Simon watched, unable to tear his gaze away from the sight of the girl he adored, opening her soft, pink lips and pushing Adam’s ugly, fat cock deep into her mouth.

“See, Simon?” Adam taunted as Sherry obediently took him into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as the blonde sucked with feverish hunger. “Your mother and sister belong to me now. I can please Eliza in ways your father never could... just like I’m pleasing Sherry in ways you never could.”

Simon felt a sickening mix of dread and arousal creeping up his spine, settling heavily in the pit of his stomach. He couldn’t deny the perverse thrill that coursed through him at the sight of Sherry on her knees, servicing Adam with such wanton abandon. The woman he had longed for, reduced to a submissive plaything for his best friend.

Sherry’s eyes locked onto Simon’s as she continued to choke and slurp on Adam’s monstrous member. The once innocent blue hues were now glazed over with a hungry, feral look of lust. Simon had never seen her so brazen, so consumed by her carnal desires. It was both alluring and nauseating, a twisted mix of longing and shame that left him feeling intoxicated and repulsed at the same time.

“Tell him, Sherry,” Adam growled, gripping her hair and pulling her mouth off his cock. “Tell Simon how he could never fulfill you like I can.”

“Sim-Simon...” Sherry gurgled between moans, tears of pleasure streaming down her flushed cheeks. “Adam... he’s s-so much better than you c-could ever be. I-I need him so bad!”

Her words were like a dagger to Simon’s heart, yet each syllable made his cock pulsate with forbidden lust. Why was he turned on by this? What the hell was wrong with him?”

“Welcome to your new family,” Adam sneered, thrusting his hips forward, fucking Sherry’s face with reckless abandon. “You can’t escape it, Simon. You’re just as much a part of this as the rest of us.”

Sherry gagged and choked on Adam’s cock, spit bubbling around her lips and dripping lewdly down her chin. Each stab of Adam’s cock felt like a blow to Simon’s soul, even as his own cock throbbed painfully in his boxers.

Finally, Adam pulled his cock from Sherry’s mouth. Simon’d crush fell back on her haunches, breathing heavily and gazing up at Adam with drunken adoration. Simon had thought she was kind and loving but, just like his mother, Sherry was a wanton animal with Adam.

The truth hit Simon like a brick. He could never make Sherry feel this way, no matter how hard he tried. He was strong enough, cruel enough.

Man enough.

“Alright, Simon,” Adam said. “Time for you two to get up close and personal.”

With a wicked grin, Adam led the panting, flushed Sherry over to Simon. He pushed her down over Simon’s lap, forcing her body to mold against him. Simon could feel the heat and dampness of her naked flesh, sending shivers down his spine. He tried to suppress his growing arousal, but failed miserably.

“Sherry,” Adam commanded, positioning himself behind her and rubbing his thick cock over her cunt and ass. “Tell Simon you’re sorry, but you love me. Tell him you need me more than you’ll ever need him.”

“Simon... I’m so sorry,” Sherry whimpered into his lap, her breath hot and heavy on his crotch. “I love Adam... I need him more than anything... more than I could ever need you.”

As Adam thrust himself inside Sherry, she cried out in ecstasy, her body arching and writhing with pleasure. Simon felt the force of each powerful thrust as Sherry rose and dug her nails into his shoulders, holding onto him as Adam fucked her hard and fast.

“Listen to her, Simon,” Adam laughed as he continued pounding into Sherry. “She’s telling you the truth. You’re nothing but a little cuck now, Simon.”

Simon could barely think through the haze of erotic despair that clouded his mind. He was painfully aware of his rock-hard erection, trapped beneath Sherry’s convulsing body. The cruel irony of his situation made his heart ache, but his body betrayed him, craving the perverse pleasure of watching his crush submit to his best friend.

“Adam... oh God, Adam!” Sherry screamed, her voice cracking with the intensity of her climax. She bucked and writhed uncontrollably against Simon’s body, her orgasmic convulsions making his cock weep with tears of pre-cum that soaked the front of his boxers.

“See that, Simon?” Adam taunted. “She’s never come like that with you, has she? That’s what real pleasure looks like.”

The room seemed to close in on Simon, his cock throbbing painfully as Sherry’s body quivered against him. Her breathless voice, barely more than a whisper, set his veins alight with both rage and lust.

“Adam, please... I need you to cum inside me,” she whimpered, her eyes glazed over with desire.

“Really?” Adam smirked, his gaze locked on Simon’s tormented expression. “What do you think, Simon? Should I get your girlfriend pregnant? Maybe I’ll breed your whole family. It would be hard to keep that a secret from dear old dad, huh?”

Simon couldn’t take it anymore; the sobs that had been threatening to escape finally broke free. He was helpless, trapped beneath the weight of his own craving and the body of his crush.

“Please, Adam!” Sherry moaned, her hips rocking back against him, urging him on. “Fill me up!”

Adam’s laughter echoed through the room as he thrust harder into Sherry, driving toward the inevitable climax. Simon could only watch, feeling utterly humiliated by the raw passion and intensity on Sherry’s face. He had never seen that look before, except on his mother when Adam had fucked her. The thoughts made his head spin and his cock pulse with need. If this continued much longer, he was going to go crazy!

“Ah, fuck!” Adam groaned, his hips slamming against Sherry one final time as he released himself deep inside her. The triumphant sound of his pleasure was like a dagger to Simon’s heart.

“Adam... you’re filling me up!” Sherry cried out, her body trembling in ecstasy at the sensation of being claimed so completely. “Simon! He’s filling me up with his cum!”

Simon whimpered, tears falling down his cheeks as Sherry bucked against him, her tonight pussy no doubt milking his friend’s cock for the last ounce of sperm. He felt an overwhelming mix of shame, guilt, and lust as he observed her pleasure-a twisted cocktail of emotions that left him both reeling and intensely aroused.

As the last shudders of Sherry’s orgasm subsided, Adam pulled out of her with a wet, lewd sound. He dragged her to her knees before Simon, forcing him to confront the physical evidence of his defeat.

“Show him, Sherry,” Adam commanded, his voice dripping with contempt. “Show him my gift to you.”

Sherry looked at Simon with a mixture of pity and arousal in her eyes, then spread her legs apart. The obscene belch of her pussy expelling air, followed by a thick torrent of Adam’s cum oozing from her used pussy, was more than Simon could bear. His mind screamed in pain, but his body betrayed him, responding to the debauchery with an ever-increasing pulse of lust.

“Imagine how much is still inside her,” Adam joked, clearly delighting in Simon’s despair.

Simon watched in horrified fascination as ropes of cum oozed from Sherry’s pink lips and plopped on the floor until a puddle of thick, white jizz formed on the floor.

“Look, Sherry,” Adam taunted, his grin malicious as he pointed at the wet spot growing on the front of Simon’s boxers. “It’s not fair that I got all the fun, now is it? Why don’t you jerk Simon off?”

Despite his revulsion at the situation, Simon found himself unable to resist as Sherry’s hand encircled his throbbing erection through his boxers. He tried to pull away, but his cock betrayed him, responding eagerly to her skilled touch.

“Tell him, Sherry,” Adam urged her, his voice cold and relentless. “Tell him who you belong to.”

“Adam,” she whispered breathlessly, her eyes locked onto Simon’s. “I belong to Adam now.”

The words stabbed into Simon like a knife, but somehow, they only stoked the fire of his lust. He tried in vain to screw his ass into the floor, but Sherry followed him, her hand on his cock stroking with relentless skill. She could sense his weakness and, caught up in Adam’s wicked game, she couldn’t help it. She wanted Simon to break.

“Oh, Sherry! Sherry, oh, God, UNGH!” Simon struggled to stifle his lust, but he couldn’t hold back any longer. With a strangled cry, the cum in his balls burst up through his shaft and spurted into the fabric of his boxers. His wasted load spread in a hot, wet stain across the front of his pants, marking his humiliation for all to see.

“Oh, my God!” Sherry giggled, her laughter like ice in Simon’s veins. “You came in your pants, Simon!”

Simon collapsed back onto the floor, the twinkling Christmas lights above him seeming to mock his pain. His cock continued to spurt drops of cum into his underpants, the jizz cooling into a sticky blanket over his dwindling erection.

Adam pulled Sherry into a passionate kiss, their bodies entwined in an obscene display of conquest. Leaning down, he whispered something in her ear, and her laughter rang out again, cruel and triumphant.

“Merry Christmas, Simon!” she called, still laughing, as she kissed Adam once more. The sight of them together was like a dagger to Simon’s heart, his body still trembling with the aftershocks of his shameful release. He lay there, in a puddle of cum and shattered dreams, the Christmas lights twinkling mercilessly down upon the scene of Simon’s defeat.

***

The soft glow of the Christmas tree cast a warm, festive atmosphere over the Walker family living room. Adam reclined on the couch, enjoying the sight of his handiwork.

Simon sat beside Sherry, a mixture of emotions playing out on his face as her hand rested on his leg. Her smile was directed at Adam, and despite Simon’s best efforts, he was struggling to suppress his lustful urges. A wicked grin spread across Adam’s face as he reveled in the knowledge of Simon’s inner turmoil.

Lily, her voluptuous figure squeezed into a tight red dress, sat next to her father, David. Her eyes locked onto Adam’s, and she mouthed the words “Merry Christmas” to him. The look of desire in her eyes burned through Adam, fueling his pride and further solidifying his control over the situation.

“Alright, everyone, let’s start opening presents!” Eliza announced cheerfully, grabbing a gift from under the tree. David looked up at her expectantly, but with a sly smile, she walked right past him, causing his face to fall. Adam watched as Eliza approached him, her hips swaying seductively. David smiled sheepishly, as if his wife was teasing him with her movements, but Adam knew the truth.

This show was all for him.

“Here you go, Adam,” she murmured softly, sitting down on the couch next to him. Her thigh brushed against his, igniting a spark of anticipation within him. She handed him the carefully wrapped gift, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“Thank you, Mrs. Walker,” Adam replied, his tone deceptively innocent, as he unwrapped the present. He could feel the weight of Simon’s gaze on him, and in that moment, Simon’s feelings of jealousy and humiliation were palpable.

“It’s not much,” she said, but there was a teasing hint in her voice Adam recognized.

“Thank you, Mrs. Walker,” Adam replied. He could feel Simon’s eyes boring into him, his fear palpable, yet deliciously sweet.

Adam unwrapped the small white box. Inside, he found a sleek, new wallet. However, folded neatly beneath the leather, lay another surprise—a thin, lacy piece of lingerie that made his heart race with anticipation. He knew then that this was his actual gift from Eliza, a promise of what was waiting for him when poor David fell asleep.

“Adam, what is it?” David asked.

Adam looked at Eliza, and she grinned. He was already imagining those soft lips stretched around his cock while her sap of a husband snored in his bed. He was going to give her every inch of his cock until she was crying and begging for him to fuck her.

“Mrs. Walker got me a new wallet,” Adam grinned, holding up the wallet for all to see, knowing full well the truth behind the seemingly innocent gift. Simon’s face relaxed as he looked at the wallet.

If you only knew, buddy, Adam thought smugly. Then again, maybe I’ll make you watch!

Eliza left his side then, and Adam watched as the family moved through the parody of a loving family Christmas. Only Adam knew the whole truth.

This was his family now.

Finally, he mused inwardly, as he leaned back on the couch as if he owned it. I’m home.


Conquered by the Incubus


Book 1: Conquering the Succubus
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The pulsating bass of the music reverberated through my chest as I entered the college party, my first time since leaving home to attend State University. My dark hair hung messily above my wire-framed glasses, and my average height did nothing to draw attention to my introverted nature.

"Get ready, Percy," I muttered to myself. "Tonight's the night where things will change."

The atmosphere of the party was vibrant, with colorful lights illuminating the makeshift dance floor and the laughter of drunken revelers filling the air. Costumes varied from the generic to the downright bizarre – a testament to the creativity of the college students who had come together to celebrate Halloween.

As a devotee of obscure anime, I had chosen a costume that reflected my interests – a character from a little-known series that only a true fan would recognize. The costume was intricate, with paper mache and fake fur clinging to my body like a second skin.

"Hey, Percy!" a familiar voice called out above the din of the party. I looked around, searching for the source, but it was difficult to discern anyone's face amidst the dim lighting and elaborate costumes.

"Over here!" the voice called again, and this time I spotted her – Gwen, my childhood friend who had grown up into a beautiful woman. My heart lurched in my chest as she made her way through the throng of sweaty bodies.

She was dressed in a skintight catsuit, cat ears nestled in her long, dark hair. As she walked, I noticed a springloaded tail that swayed with each movement of her hips. Her whiskers twitched when she smiled, adding an extra layer of cuteness to her already adorable appearance.

"Hey, Gwen," I replied, trying to keep my gaze fixed on her eyes rather than letting it wander to the alluring curves of her body. "Nice costume."

"Thanks," she said, beaming. "I love yours too! It's so unique. You always were passionate about your anime."

"Thanks," I mumbled, feeling my cheeks heat up at the compliment. "I just wanted to wear something that represented who I am, you know?"

"Definitely," she nodded, sliding a hand down one hip. My mouth went dry. "That's what costumes are all about, right? Expressing yourself."

"Exactly," I agreed, feeling a little more confident now that I had made it through the initial awkwardness of the conversation.

"Come on!" Gwen smiled and took my hand. "Let's go have some fun!"

Up until high school, Gwen and I had both enjoyed anime and cosplay. That was before Gwen had blossomed into the gorgeous creature who stood before me and I faded into the background, trying my best to avoid being noticed. But, Gwen had invited me to this party and I couldn't say no.

I had let my old cosplay creativity give way to prudence and my huge, round Totoro costume crafted out of paper mache and faux hair was one of my best. Still, I was nervous as I entered the throng of dancers, the smell of booze and sex hanging like a fog over the group. I gripped Gwen's hand like a lifeline.

"Who's this supposed to be?"

A gorgeous blonde stepped from the crowd. Her voluptuous body was in full display in a tight nurses outfit, the short skirt showing off long, firm legs that had been tanned to a golden brown.

I recognized her at once. It was Gwen's roommate, Lisa. Her cold, blue eyes bore into mine, challenging me to explain my choice of attire.

"Hug, interesting," she said as if I was the least interesting thing she had ever seen. "Gwen, have you seen our boys anywhere?"

"No," Gwen said. "I'm sure they're around. Why don't you go find them?"

"Good idea," Lisa sneered at me. "See you later, Perry!"

"My name's—" I began to say, but Lisa was already drifting off into the crowd, swaying her generous hips as she walked.

"I'm sorry, Perce," Gwen said. "She's probably drunk."

"Right," I nodded, although I had dealt with the disdain of girls like Lisa my whole life. She adopted a bitchy attitude to any guy who showed interest unless they fit her idea of a mate. That usually meant good-looking or rich. Preferably both.

I, unfortunately, was neither and I knew it.

Still, I had a good friend like Gwen to draw me out of my funk. Gwen wasn't like Lisa. She was beautiful and smart and my inherent geekiness never seemed to fill her with disdain like it did with girls like Lisa. Instead, my awkwardness only made her nicer.

Not that I entertained the idea she was interested in me in a romantic way. I knew, despite her kindness, that I wasn't her type. I'd had to watch all the way through high school as she dated guys better looking than me. Usually guys on the football or basketball team, guys better looking and more charming then I could ever be.

When it came right down to it, maybe she wasn't that much different than Lisa after all.

"Hey," Gwen said, as if sensing the place where my thoughts were going. "Don't worry about her. Just dance with me."

Damn! Here I was at a party, with Gwen by my side, and I was missing it. I took a deep breath, letting the pulsating rhythm of the music fill my senses, allowing it to force me to relax. As I danced with Gwen, the party seemed to come alive around us. The pulsating music and vibrant atmosphere stirred a freedom within me that I had never experienced before.

I should have known it was too good to last.

"Look who we have here!" boomed a voice that cut through the noise like a knife. A large blonde man towered over me, his muscular frame encased in a chilling costume: a killer with a hockey mask and a bloodied machete. His presence sent a shiver down my spine as he closed in on me, his predatory grin revealing the cruel intentions behind his eyes.

"Who in the hell are you supposed to be?" The killer lifted his mask revealing a chiseled jaw and a cold, but handsome, face.

Chad Johnson. He was a part of Gwen's friend group, a rich kid with the money and looks to do whatever he wanted and right now, it look like he wanted to mess with me. Guys like Chad were the reason I hated high school.

"To—Totoro," I managed to squeak.

"Toto? You mean like the little dog from the Wizard of Oz?" Chad let out a high-pitched cackle that drew several eyes from the crowd. I felt my cheeks burn with shame as I tried to come up with a retort.

"Leave him alone, Chad!" Gwen snapped, but as she stepped forward to get between us, an arm shot around her waist and held her back.

"Yeah, Chad," a voice said. "Leave him alone. Percy is all right."

I cringed as I recognized my savior. It was Eric Thompson, Gwen's boyfriend. He was an athlete, with the tall, lean build of a three point shooter, which is exactly what he happened to be. He was on the basketball team and was exactly the kind of guy that Gwen loved: good-looking, charming, and fit.

Still, Eric had always been nice to me, which made me hate him even more, especially now, with his arm around Gwen. I watched my friend's eyes shine with love as she looked up at him, a smile of adoration on her face. To her, Eric was the hero, a knight in shining armor standing up for her friend.

Eric gave me knowing smile over Gwen's shoulder. A smile that said, "Thanks for making me look good, Percy. This should get me a blowjob tonight."

"There you are!"

I watched, as Lisa bobbed out of the crowd, slipping underneath Chad's arm and hugging his waist possessively. "I've been looking for you all over the place."

And there I was, a fifth wheel in a big costume nobody understood. Chad and Lisa, the slasher and the nurse began to kiss right in the middle of the dance floor. Even Gwen was all eyes and hands for Eric as the began to dance.

Forgotten, I slunk off to the side of the bathroom thinking this night just couldn't get any worse.

"Look who's hiding in the shitter," Chad's voice boomed from behind me, sending an icy shiver down my spine. He filled the doorway, his hockey mask and bloody machete giving him a sinister appearance as he smirked maliciously. "Not so brave without your little defender around, huh?"

"Chad, just leave me alone," I murmured, trying to sound assertive but failing miserably.

"Aw, poor wittle Percy," Chad taunted, stepping closer and forcing me back against the sink. His breath reeked of cheap beer, and his eyes gleamed with malicious intent. "Did you really think dressing up like this would impress Gwen? Do you think that hottie cares about you? She just feels sorry for you.""

"Fuck you, Chad," I spat, but deep down I thought he might be right. Still, I was sick of hearing his laughter, of hearing the truth about my place in this world.

My hands curled into fists.

"Ooh, look at the balls on teddy bear here!" Chad laughed cruelly as he grabbed me by the collar of my costume, lifting me off the ground with ease. My heart raced as he slammed me down onto the edge of the toilet, the impact knocking the wind out of me. "You know what I used to do to losers like you?"

"Please, don't..." I croaked, trembling beneath his grip, my mind racing with terror.

"Time for a swirlie, bitch!" Chad snarled, tearing the paper mache costume down around my shoulders, then shoving my head into the toilet bowl. I fought as my face hit the cold, dirty water as Chad slammed his hand down on the handle. The water swirled around me, seeping into my nostrils and choking me as I desperately fought for air. I could feel my dignity being stripped away with each rotation, the cold water a brutal reminder of my helplessness.

"Stop it!" I screamed internally, feeling my vision blur and darken as the water continued to envelop me. But there was nobody to hear my silent cries, no Gwen to step in and save me from this nightmare. It was just me and Chad, two opposing forces locked in an eternal battle for dominance.

"Maybe now you'll learn your place," Chad sneered as he finally released me, my head falling limply against the porcelain rim of the toilet. Gasping for breath, I stared at the murky water, my reflection mocking me with its crying, distorted image.

"Fuck you," I whispered hoarsely, the words barely audible even to myself. The humiliation burned within me like a wildfire, threatening to consume everything in its path. My only thought, at that moment, was to flee, to run away and hide from the fantastic shame

I stumbled out of the bathroom, my heart pounding in my chest as I pushed past the throngs of costumed partygoers, desperately trying to escape the laughter that seemed to follow me like a malevolent specter. The memory of Chad's sneering face lingered in my mind, a cruel reminder of the humiliation I had just endured.

"Wait, Percy!" Gwen called out to me, her voice strained with concern, but I couldn't bring myself to face her. To see the pity and sympathy in her eyes would only add to the crushing weight of my shame.

"Leave me alone!" I snapped, ignoring the stab of guilt that twisted in my gut at the hurt I knew my words would cause. My hand found the doorknob, and I flung open the front door, desperate for the cold embrace of the night air.

"Fuck!" I cursed under my breath as I stumbled out into the darkness, my soaked and tattered costume slid off my body and onto the dirty ground. The chill of the night air felt like heaven against my flushed cheeks, but it did nothing to quench the fire that raged within me.

"Jesus Christ, Percy," Lisa's mocking voice rang out behind me, followed by Chad's booming laughter. "You really know how to make an exit."

"Shut up, Lisa!" Gwen said and I felt her presence as she came to my side. "Percy? Are you OK?"

I didn't look at her, couldn't look at her. Instead, I spoke in a low, angry voice.

"Get away from me."

"Percy, I—"

"GET AWAY FROM ME!" I screamed and pushed Gwen away from me. She slipped in the remnants of my costume, falling down on her bottom and scraping off the cat tail.

I looked down at her through the tears of shame. I could tell by the look on her face that she was hurt and I longed to reach out to her, but Chad and Eric barreled through the door, followed by other kids eager to watch the action.

"What are you doing?" Eric yelled and went to Gwen's side, helping her to her feet.

"I-I—" Chad was steppig forward, a big, meaty fist poised to strike. I flinched backward, ready for the impact.

"NO!" Gwen cried and she gripped Chad's arm. "I'm fine."

Eric slipped between Chad and I and gripped my collar, hauling me up on my toes.

"Get the fuck out of here, Percy!" he hissed in my face and for the first time, I saw the real Eric hiding behind that all-american charm. "You get the fuck out of here and stay away from my girl or I'm going to really fuck you up. Got it!"

"Eric, it's—"

"No," Eric stopped Gwen's words. "I've seen the way he looks at you and that's not OK."

Eric never took her eyes off of me.

"Gwen will never want you, got it? She's mine so you need to leave. NOW!"

He dropped me to the ground and I fell backward. I looked up at the three of them, standing like ghouls over me, their faces grotesque in the harsh light of the alley.

I gazed at Gwen, searching for forgiveness, but she lowered her eyes and gripped Eric's shoulder.

"Go home, Percy," she said and pulled Eric back towards the party. "Come on, baby. Just leave him alone."

"Whatever," Lisa scoffed dismissively and wrapped her arms around Chad possessively. "That loser's not worth your time, baby."

"You got that right," Chad snorted and then the beautiful, horrible couple began to laugh as they walked back to the party.

As Chad and Lisa's scornful laughter faded into the cacophony of music and voices, I knelt there in the darkness, trembling with impotent rage. I wanted to lash out, to make them feel even a fraction of the torment they had inflicted upon me. But how could I do that? I wasn't strong enough to beat up Chad and I wasn't good-looking enough to win Gwen away from Eric. I was a man, but I wasn't really a man. I was weak. Pathetic.

Worthless.

"My, my, my," a low, feminine voice floated out of the darkness.

I looked up, startled as a beautiful female figure emerged from the shadows. I could see she was gorgeous, but for a moment my eyes focused only on the toothy, wicked smile on her lips and her eyes that seemed to slow red in the dark alley. She bent over me, her blood red lips inches from my face and I felt a shiver of fear race through me. She looked like a hungry predator and I was her prey.

"Your pain is so..." She took a deep breath as if inhaling the most wonderful scent. Then, a long pink tongue licked her lips. "Delicious."

And that was the moment life changed forever.
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"Your pain tastes exquisite," the sexy woman purred again.

I was stunned as I watched the beautiful figure emerge from the shadows. She was wearing a tight, black leather bikini and thigh-high boots. Peeking out of her dark jet hair were two, red horns glinting in the moonlight.

"That's—that's a nice costume," I murmured, hardly believing that I dared speak to such a gorgeous creature.

"Isn't it?" She giggled, the sound touching something urgent and pulsing inside of me.

As she bent over me, I felt the heat of her body rising off her pale skin, and smelled the delectable scent of musk and perfume.

"Feeling better?" she asked, running a long, red fingernail down the split in my costume.

I opened my mouth to say no when I realized I felt OK. More than OK. It was if the shame and humiliation had been stripped away, leaving me raw and vulnerable. However, along with the pain, something else had been taken too—something vital, something that made me who I was.

"I— I don't know," I moaned. The effort to speak was almost too much, and I felt darkness creeping along the edges of my vision.

She bent forward, the pale swell of her breasts just inches away from me, but I didn't have the strength to touch them even if I had the nerve.

"Oh, baby! Don't go yet!" she cooed. "It's too soon. I need more of you."

The words seemed sexual, but the smile on her lips was hungry. Who was this woman and why did she need me?

"Who—who are you?"

"You can call me Venus," she said and her lips brushed my ear. "Now, before you pass out, tell me something."

"Anything," I murmured, finding myself drifting in and out of consciousness. I suddenly realized this must be a dream, a combination of desire and Halloween jumbled in my messed up brain.

Instead of fight anymore, I let myself fall into the woman's embrace, letting the dream have control. She was stronger than she looked, cradling my body like a child as her soft words stroked my mind.

"Tell me." Her velvety voice massaged my gray matter. "Who do you love?"

I don't know how long I talked, but every word seemed to please the beautiful creature, so I kept speaking, laying bare every soft part of my soul.

I told her my name. I told her I loved Gwen. I even told her I was a virgin, something no one knew, although they might have guessed. She didn't laugh. She just murmured and stroked my hair.

"Well, I might be able to take care of that before you're all used up."

"Used up?" I whimpered. "What do you mean?"

"Shh," she said and her lips closed on mine, her hot, spicy breath filling my senses with desperate need. "Just rest. You're going to need your strength."

I nodded, and my eyelids grew heavy. As they closed, I felt a rush of air and a leathery rustle. I looked past the beautiful woman and watched as the moon was blocked out by a huge bat wing unfurling behind Venus' back. It had to be just a dream, but I couldn't help but be impressed.

"Great costume," I murmured again before everything went black.

***

When I came to, I was lying on hard metal, my eyes looking through the grate to an alley far below.

I sat up too quickly, my world swirling as if I was drunk. I was outside, in the dark, yet somehow this place seemed familiar. Then, I turned my head and recognized the dark room through the half-open window.

I was outside Gwen's dorm room. I'd been out here many times, enjoying beers with Gwen as the sunset. I had tried many times, on this very spot, to confess my true feelings to Gwen, but I had never been drunk enough or high enough to make that happen.

How did I get here?

I pushed myself up, shaking off the remnants of my encounter with Venus. I heard a long, low moan from Gwen's room and I peered into the open window. The steamy air from inside hit me like a wave. It smelled of musk, sweat, and the hot, wet smell of sex.

My heart stopped. Inside, I could clearly see Eric and Gwen sitting on her bed, their faces close as they spoke in hushed tones.

"Seriously, Gwen, I don't get why you're even friends with that loser," Eric scoffed, his voice dripping with scorn.

"Eric, don't talk about him like that," Gwen replied, her expression pained. "Percy has always been there for me. He doesn't deserve to be treated like that."

"Come on, babe," he said, smirking. "You can't honestly tell me you don't see how pathetic it is, the way he worships you. Or maybe..."

Eric tickled Gwen's ribs.

“Maybe you like it!”

"Stop it, Eric!" Gwen snapped, pushing him away. "Percy is my friend."

"OK," he murmured, and slid his arms around Gwen's waist. "Look, I promise to go easier on him."

Anger bubbled up inside me. I could see that he was lying. He didn't care about me! All he wanted was to get in Gwen's pants. I opened my mouth to say something when I felt a sudden pressure against my lips. Venus slid up behind me, her slender fingers covering my mouth as she whispered, "They can't see or hear us, for now. But if you're too loud, you might break my spell." Her warm breath on my neck sent shivers down my spine.

I watched in horror as Eric moved closer to Gwen, pulling her body against his. I wanted to scream, to tear him away from her, but Venus' hold on me was unyielding.

"Isn't it hot?" she purred, tracing a finger along my jawline. "The way he touches her? And you can't do a thing about it!"

My heart pounded, and a sickening mix of pain and arousal twisted my insides. I tried to tell myself that this was just a nightmare, and any moment now I'd wake up in my bed, drenched in sweat, but safe from this torment. But Venus' cruel laughter told me otherwise.

"Such a pity," she continued, her voice oozing mock sympathy. "You'll never know the pleasure of having her and you know it."

As Eric's lips met Gwen's, I couldn't help but imagine what it would be like to taste her, to feel her soft curves pressed against me. My body ached with desire, even as my mind screamed in protest.

"Stop," I choked out, barely able to form the word. "Please."

"Ah, Percy," Venus sighed, her breath hot against my ear. "You still don't understand. This is what you want, deep down. This burning need. Just let yourself go. It's so much better if just. Let. Go."

Eric's hands roamed over Gwen's body, then hooked the hem of her shirt and pulled it up over her head. For the first time in my life, I saw the swell of Gwen's breast held back by a lacy red bra.

"Ooh! Do you think she wore that bra for you, Percy?" Venus chuckled in my ear. "I don't think so."

I tried to push against her, but Venus held me down easily, rubbing a hand over my crotch. To my intense shame, my cock was hard and throbbing in my pants.

"Oh, you are such a little pervert, Percy!" Venus giggled, working my cock free of my pants. "You actually like watching the love of your life with a real man, don't you?"

I groaned as Venus' hot fingers wrapped around my cock. Whatever resistance Gwen had to the way I had been treated was gone now as Eric scooped her heavy breasts from her bra and attacked her hard pink nipples with his mouth. I felt tears prick my eyes as Gwen's head fell back, and she dug her hands into Eric’s hair, pressing him harder into her breasts.

How could Gwen do this knowing how Eric and Chad had treated me? How could she let this bastard manhandle her body like this?

"Because she needs that hot, young cock," Venus laughed as if reading my mind. "Look how much she needs it!"

"Face it, Percy," she whispered, her lewd words coiling around my brain like a snake. "Gwen doesn't care about you. You're not enough of a man to pleasure her."

My heart clenched in my chest as I watched Eric push Gwen onto her back. He pulled down his pants and unleashed a long, throbbing cock. I moaned as Gwen reached forward and stroked Eric's shaft eagerly, all thoughts of me replaced by her lust for her boyfriend.

"I want you," I heard her moan and the need in her voice made my cock twitch in Venus' hand. The woman chuckled cruelly and redoubled her efforts on my raw shaft. Gwen guided the tip of Eric's cock to her wet slit, something I had only dreamed of seeing, let alone touching, and with a harsh grunt, Eric buried his hard cock deep into Gwen's hot, hungry pussy.

"Yes!" Her cries pierced my heart. "Please Eric! Please give it to me!"

Gwen raised long legs, hooking her calves under Eric's buttocks, and pulled him deeper inside of her. I heard sounds I had never heard from Gwen before, moans of desperate lust, as her hips bucked, fucking Eric as much as he was fucking her.

As much as I wanted to, I couldn't tear my eyes away from the scene, even as a sick feeling churned in my gut.

"Look at them," Venus cooed, her hand pumping my throbbing shaft with just two teasing fingers. "You'll never have that kind of connection with her. She'll always choose him over you."

I bit back a sob, my hands clenching into fists. The rage and humiliation bubbled up inside me like molten lava, threatening to consume me whole. But alongside the pain came an undeniable arousal. As much as I hated myself for it, I couldn't deny the effect watching Gwen being fucked had on me. Venus took advantage of my weakness, her merciless hand stroking me hard and fast, making the pressure in my balls reach a boiling point.

Meanwhile, Gwen's moans became louder, followed by Eric's guttural, triumphant grunts as he hammered the woman I loved into her bed. The cheap dorm mattress squeaked and the iron frame banged against the wall, keeping time with my hammering heart.

"Let go, Percy," she murmured, her lips brushing against my earlobe. "Give me all of your lust, your pain, your degradation. I'm not picky, baby. I want it all!"

Again, I felt the pain being stripped away, but with it my very essence. It was as if Venus was eating my very soul.

My vision blurred, and the world rocked as I struggled to remain conscious. Venus beat hard on my cock, urging me to come, to release everything to her.

Suddenly, I heard Gwen's moans ring out through the window. The wet sounds of Eric's cock thrusting into her body slashed like ice down my spine. I watched his ass rise and fall, rise and fall, his long cock enjoying every inch of Gwen's sweet, soft cunt.

That's when I felt it. A hard, gleaming coal of rage burning deep within my gut, untouched by Venus' power.

"Give in," Venus hissed urgently, her nails digging into my flesh. "Gwen's coming all over a real man's cock, so why don't you come with her? It's the closest you'll ever get to fucking her."

Gwen's cries pierced the fog shrouding my brain, an orgasmic scream of lust and abandon. Her body tensed under Eric, every muscle coiling.

"Yes, baby!" I heard Gwen whimper. "I'm coming! I'm coming!"

"Feel that, Percy? This is how it feels when your girl comes, baby!"

Then, the wave of pleasure broke over her, sending her body into uncontrollable spasms. She cried and bucked under her boyfriend, giving him every ounce of her desire.

My entire body went rigid as the wave of pleasure broke over Gwen. Her lithe body burst into uncontrollable spasms just as every nerve ending exploded inside of me. The intense pleasure made me twitch in Venus' arms, while Gwen bucked and cried underneath her boyfriend, giving Eric every ounce of her lust and desire.

It wasn't like any orgasm I'd ever experienced. Instead, an amazing pleasure filled my entire body, bursting through me with more power than I could stand. I lost the use of my limbs as my body convulsed. I was dimly aware of Gwen's body mimicking my jerky movements. Or maybe my body was copying her. Either way, together, we submitted to the intense pleasure of our mutual release.

In a bright burst of insight, I realized what was happening. I wasn't feeling my orgasm. In fact, my cock and balls were still throbbing with unspent lust. No, what I felt was Gwen's release as that bastard Eric's cock drove her over the edge.

In a way, Eric had just fucked us both.

The knowledge was too much, and I slipped into a daze of humiliation and pleasure. I heard Venus' evil chuckle in my ear, the sound settling over me like a warm blanket. All I wanted to do was give Venus everything: my lust, my love, my pain, even my soul.

As the deep, bone-numbing lassitude descended upon my body, the hot coal of rage deep in my stomach burst into life. The fire seared me from the inside out. Everywhere the heat touched, energy surged through me and I could think clearly again, focusing on only one thing: how close I was to dying.

"Get away from me," I snarled, drawing on the rage inside me. I ripped my cock painfully out of Venus' clutches and spun around, pushing her up against the railing until she teetered on the edge of falling. "I won't let you take me."

"Idiot," she spat. "I could have given you so much pleasure! But since you want to do it the hard way!"

The horns on Venus' head grew larger and twisted, and I saw the huge black wings I thought were a dream unfurl from her shoulder blades. She reached for me, the nails on her hands stretching into long, red talons.

"I prefer my meat a little more... cooked," she hissed. "But, I guess I'll just have to take you raw!"

Instead of piercing my heart, she thrust her talons into the sides of my head. I screamed even though there was no blood, just incredible pain as her nails dug into my brain. The penetration didn't kill me. Instead, her violation lit up my mind with every emotion I had left. Pain, anguish, lust and rage, all were forced to the surface by Venus' dark magic.

I screamed again, my voice piercing the veil of the demoness' spell.

"Eric?" Gwen cried.

"What the hell?" I heard the frustration in Eric's voice and I couldn't help but smile. At least I had ruined his orgasm.

Still, I knew I was in trouble. I knew that the demon's nails, while not doing physical damage, were tearing at my brain, exposing my emotions in order to devour the essence.

In desperation, I searched what was left of my soul and found the bright, fiery coal of anger still buried deep in my guts. I drew on its power, not at all sure of what I was doing, only aware that it was easing my pain.

I suddenly raised my head, gazed into Venus' eyes, and grinned. I was not surprised when I saw a flicker of purple light reflected in her pupils. My soul turned into eldritch energy she was now absorbing.

"Is that all you've got?" I spat, my voice barely above a whisper.

Venus reeled back in shock. I gripped her hands and pulled them away from my head. Slowly, I felt her icy grip release my brain.

"How?" she asked and, for the first time, I saw fear in her eyes. "How are you doing this?"

"I don't care!" I roared, shoving Venus away from me with all the force I could muster. "Get off of me!"

The creature stumbled backward, her balance lost. Her leathery wings buckled as she tumbled off the fire escape.

"Shit!" I gasped, realizing what I'd done. Instinctively, I reached out for her,and gripped her arm, but she was too heavy. My feet lifted off the floor of the fire escape and suddenly I was falling. I closed my eyes, expecting at any moment to hit the alley floor.

Instead of plummeting to the ground, I floated on an invisible current of rage. The hot coal in my belly seemed to hold me aloft, defying gravity.

"Impossible," Venus hissed, her expression a mix of awe and terror. Our bodies collided, and I wrapped my arms around her, using my newfound power to force us towards the roof of a nearby apartment building. We landed with a heavy thud and rolled across the hard surface.

Venus wrenched herself free from me in the tumble, but I came up quickly, unfazed by the fall. The burning rage continued to fuel me as I stalked towards the beautiful demon as she struggled to her knees.

"No!" Venus gasped again. "It can't be!"

I loomed over Venus, noticing her gaze locked on something over my shoulder. I twisted my neck to look, and was met with the sight of two enormous wings extending from my back. They were the color of night itself, as dark as my rage, and they spread out around both of us like I was some sort of vengeful god.

"Did you do this?" I snarled, my voice not quite my own. I flexed my wings, feeling their strength course through my back.

"Nuh-no," she whimpered, her own wings trembling, her tail curling up behind her round bottom. "You... you're an incubus!"

"Incubus?" The word sounded familiar.

”Yes," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

"Well, change me back!" My roar echoed over the rooftops, my voice filled with an unearthly power. I stepped toward Venus, my wings casting an ominous shadow over her.

"I—I can't," she said and shrank back from me. Her sexy, teasing demeanor was gone, replaced by a pale, submissive creature.

"Tell me what is happening to me!" I yelled, my voice taking on that eerie power once again. My wings shook with anger, lifting me into the air and casting dark shadows across the trembling woman. "Tell me!"

"O... ok! I will," Her voice trembled with fear. "Please, just don't hurt me!"

I growled, the deep rumble rattling the nearby windows. It took me a moment to force my wings to lower me to the ground. Once my feet settled on the rooftop, the leather membranes folded up and tucked themselves against my back and settled on my shoulders like a long black cloak.

"Very well," Venus sighed, pushing herself to her feet. "I am a succubus. Have you heard of my kind?"

I nodded. Of course I had heard of a succubus! They were popular characters in the anime and hentai I'd read. Their powers varied, but most of them had control over emotions.

Many were interested in sex.

"Good," she said. "My kind feeds on the life force of humans. We feed off of their core energy or we feed off their emotions. Emotions taste better."

"Taste?" I asked. Now that she mentioned it, I was tasting something, something fruity, like strawberries, except sweeter than I had ever tasted. As the taste washed over my tongue, it transformed into an energy which pulsed through my body like a drug.

"Your pain, your rage, it was so delicious," she continued, licking her lips as if savoring the memory. "I couldn't resist the temptation to taste it."

My heart throbbed painfully. I felt an odd mix of nausea and fury. So, that was why she had tormented me, because it tasted better.

"Your life force is unlike any I've tasted before," she said, her voice laced with desire. "When I... fed on you, I inadvertently awakened a dormant power within you – a power that no one has seen for centuries."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, there hasn't been a male succubus for centuries."

"A male succubus... you mean..."

"You're an incubus."

Incubus. There was that word again. I wracked my brain to remember anything I had ever heard about incubus. A male succubus, they too fed on emotions, invading women’s dreams. You didn't see them in anime, probably because the horny guys who watched anime wanted big boobed women in leather bikinis and...

I looked again at Venus and realized she was the perfect picture of a succubus.

"What?" she asked nervously. "What are you looking at?"

I chuckled. She had been so forceful before, so in control, as if she could read my mind. Now that I had changed, she had changed, and that made me wonder if her powers still worked on me.

With that thought in mind, I caught the sweet taste of strawberries on my tongue again and I realized I was tasting her. Not her skin, but her life force colored by some emotion that was strong enough to reach me. Even if I didn't believe her about being an incubus, that quick taste of her energy hammered the reality of my situation home.

"So, tell me, Venus?" I asked, my voice was laced with a confidence I had never felt. "How do you feel?"

"Fuh—feel?" Venus stuttered. "What... what do you mean?"

"It means," I stepped forward and reached out to her. To my surprise, my fingernails had taken on a bruised color and stretched from the tips of my fingers, just like the blood red talons that Venus had sprouted earlier. "It means... I can taste you. Tell me what it is. Fear, lust? I want to know."

The taste of strawberries washed over my tongue, making my mouth water. Venus stepped back to the edge of the roof.

"I... I think I've told you enough," she said. "I really should be going!"

She jumped over the edge, disappeared for a moment before her wings caught the air, and lifted upward. I lunged at her with a growl and caught her ankle. With a vicious yank, I threw her back to the roof.

Venus rolled over, ruffled but unhurt. She gazed up at me, a delicious mixture of fear and anger in eyes. There was another emotion as well, a feeling I didn't immediately recognize because I had never seen that emotion directed at me before. It was only after the taste of strawberries again flooded my mouth, this time accompanied by the sultry scent of musk, that I realized what it was.

It was lust.

Lust for me.

"What do you want from me?" she whimpered.

"I think the question is," I murmured, my voice sweet poison. "What do you want from me?"
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The wind whipped and snarled across the rooftop, catching my leathery wings, urging me to take flight. I gritted my teeth and willed my legs to stay on the ground as I towered over Venus, my newfound power coursing through my veins.

"I can... taste you?" I whispered, half question, half statement.

"What... what do you taste?" she asked, her eyes wide with a fear that only fueled my lust.

"Strawberries," I replied, savoring the sweet tang of her essence on my tongue. "It's sweet. Almost like..."

I grinned down at her.

"...like you want me."

Venus squirmed on the cold ground, her luscious body twisting in an enticing display.

"According to ancient tales, Succubi were the sexual slaves of Incubi," she breathed, her voice trembling with need. "A part of your power makes me want you, Percy."

"Really?" My head reeled. Slave? Did that mean I could...? "Do you really want me?"

She hesitated for a moment, but finally nodded, her cheeks flushed with shame and lust. "Yes... my body craves you, but... my mind..."

"Never mind that," I hissed. I tasted something else, something tart and sour, as if one of the strawberries wasn't quite ripe. It took a moment for my mind to work through the taste. If the strawberry was lust than the tartness might be...

Fear.

So, she was afraid of me. Or maybe she was afraid of the hold I had over her. My mind raced with possibilities, the thrill of lust clawing at my guts. Could I actually seduce this beautiful creature and bend to my will? It was something I had always dreamed of, but never imagined I would ever be handsome enough, rich enough, or strong enough to attract a woman like Venus.

Yet here she was, wiggling like a pale fish in front of me, the taste of strawberries flooding my mouth. Her essence was so strong, I could see an aura form around her, throbbing with the rhythm of her heart. Every instinct I had told me she wanted me, needed me. All I had to do was take her.

"Come closer," I commanded, struggling to keep my voice steady and firm.

Venus obeyed, crawling towards me on all fours, her eyes downcast. Her submission was a potent aphrodisiac, fueling my confidence and desire to explore the depths of my newfound power. As she reached me, I extended my hand and gently traced my fingers along the curve of her neck, feeling her shudder beneath my touch. The taste of her emotions changed with each stroke, from fear to anticipation, her essence as addictive as any drug.

"Look at you," I whispered, savoring the sight of her trembling form. "How many people have you done this too, huh? And now, here you are, kneeling before me. How does that feel?"

Venus moaned, swaying on her knees. I could feel her essence pulsating, doing her best to resist me. I reached out with my power instinctively, caressing the edges of her aura with my mind.

I was a virgin, with only a porn fan's knowledge of anatomy. I was a human suddenly given huge power. I was a nerd who liked watching anime and hentai, dreaming of moments like this.

In other words, I had no fucking clue what I was doing.

"Your power...it's overwhelming," she whimpered, her breath hitching as I continued to tease her aura with my mind. "I can't resist it."

"Good," I replied, a surge of relief washing through me. I was aware of how dangerous Venus was. She had nearly killed me, sucking my life's essence like a Slurpee through a straw. Only by a stroke of unimaginable luck was I able to overcome her.

Would that be enough?

I ran my hand up her cheek, and she purred like a kitten, rubbing her soft, pale skin into my palm. My body trembling with power and fear, but I kept my mind locked onto her aura. That seemed to be the key to keeping her under my power. Gazing at her aura, I realized the body was just a conduit for the energy inside of her. Physical attraction didn't matter, ,because I had suddenly hacked my way into her soul.

I gripped her neck and she gasped. A red flash of her aura and the taste of unripe strawberries gave away her fear. I grunted and on instinct my mind sent out a hot pulse of my energy, a jolt of lust that vibrated through her entire body. She moaned, her hips bucking as I attacked her core, pushing her back onto the hard, dirty surface of the roof.

As Venus lay supine before me, I bent down and ripped her leather bra away from her lush breasts. My breathing was ragged with lust as I gazed at the heavy orbs tipped by pink, rock hard nipples.

The taste of her arousal intensified, urging me onward. I wanted to move slowly, to take my time and savor every feeling. But I couldn't help myself and I sucked clumsily at her hard nipples, then licked down her firm belly, pausing only a moment at the cleft between her thighs. How many times had I dreamed of having a beautiful woman underneath me? The primal feelings of lust surged through my body, intensified by my power. I growled, an inhuman sound that forced a whimper from Venus, but she didn't fight. If fact, her aura settled like a calm, cool pond just before something smashed through the surface, churning the water into foamy waves. Growling, I ripped the leather from her thighs with a wrench of my hand. My hesitation was gone. I wanted to disturb that calm aura. I dove forward, slamming my face into her cunt, hammering my nose into her pubic bone. The pain spiked through my nose and lips, but I didn't care because suddenly I was drowning in Venus' hot, wet folds.

As soon as my lips touched the dripping lips of her pussy, she dug her nails into my scalp and held me in place while the flavor of her cunt burst through my senses. I could taste the tang of her lust on my tongue, combined with the intoxicating strawberries (and the syrupy taste of cream) as she gave into my sloppy kisses. In the back of my mind, I knew I should slow down, let her enjoy it, but I couldn't control myself. Nineteen years of frustration, combined with my supernatural power, made it impossible for me to focus on technique.

Despite my crazed ministrations, Venus' moans grew louder, more desperate, as I brought her to the edge. An electric thrill ran from my scalp straight to my cock as I greedily devoured her creamy strawberry lust and the tangy folds of her cunt. I could feel her poised on the edge of bursting, and I knew she was about to come.

"Not yet," I growled and ripped at the last remnants of my clothes.

I felt a surge of power as I positioned myself between her legs. Was my cock bigger? It was throbbing with life; the veins pulsing with my power, as if the energy was being forced into my cock and balls, a physical manifestation of my burgeoning life force.

"Fuck!" I groaned, and I gripped Venus' hips and rested the fat tip of my cock against her quivering pussy lips. "I'm going to own that fucking cunt!"

With one swift motion, I plunged into her, burying, myself inside her trembling body.

The demon's aura swelled as I entered her, then burst, the wave of energy washing over me like the wave of heat given off by a bomb blast. Venus bucked and thrashed on the rooftop, her body convulsing in spasms of pleasure.

"Holy shit!" I chuckled as the sexy demon jerked and thrashed on my cock, her cries of pleasure sweet music to my ears. "Did you just cum?"

Venus came to a rest underneath me, her cheeks blushing with shame. I was willing to bet she had never had an orgasm from being penetrated before and, to a dominant predator like her, it had to be humiliating to succumb to a man's power.

"I—I couldn't help it!" she mewled. "It's so good!"

The words made me reel with pleasure. Of course, I knew it was the power she wanted, not me, but I was quickly realizing that my power and I were becoming one.

"Good girl," I growled.

I pulled my cock back, only to sink the entire length into her again. She cried out in pain and pleasure, her exquisite body twisting on the rooftop as I fucked her with hard, powerful strokes of my cock. The sensation of being inside her was like nothing I'd ever experienced before. Her emotional energy mixed with the physical pleasure, created an intoxicating blend that threatened to overwhelm me.

"Mine," I grunted as I gripped Venus's hips, feeling her aura throb with each thrust. Her moans and whimpers urged me on, fueling my desire to possess her completely.

"Yes, baby... I'm yours," she gasped between ragged breaths, the fire in her eyes a testament to her surrender. My newfound dominance fed my hunger, and I reveled in the sensation of her yielding beneath me.

"Tell me you want it," I demanded, my voice guttural and commanding.

"Y-yes, I want it. I need it. Please, don't stop," she pleaded, her pale flesh quivering with anticipation. "I want it!"

"Good girl," I praised, grinning as I continued to push her to the edge. The more she gave in to my control, the stronger I felt. I could feel her aura shifting, enclosing me as I absorbed her energy. My cock seemed to grow larger, my balls heavy, as I slammed into her. The harsh slaps of our bodies drowned out by the sounds of Venus' cries as she gave into my vicious pounding. As her energy surrounded me, her pussy gripped my cock tight, desperately pulling me into her, hungry for my power.

Soon, her aura dissipated, and I felt something deep within Venus – a core of energy that called to me, beckoning me to draw from it. It was an irresistible force, pulsating with power and potential.

Temptation clawed at my mind, but there was still a sliver of doubt that held me back. Draining her essence would give me unimaginable power, but it could also kill her in the process. As I teetered on the brink of decision, Venus gripped my body with her legs and pulled me deeper inside of her.

"Take me, Percy!" Venus screamed, feeding into my need to consume her. "Take me!"

Did she know what she was saying? Did she truly want to die, to be consumed in one bright moment of lust?

As I reached the brink of ecstasy, I unleashed my lust and my body quivered with the intensity of what lay beyond. My fingertips trembled as I allowed myself to delve into her soul, even as my cock stabbed deep into her warm, wet pussy. A powerful wave of violet energy consumed me with its warm. I gasped for air as the energy flooded my entire being with overwhelming lust.

And I fed. I took the energy inside me and I felt my wings spread wide, my cock growing thicker and longer as Venus' energy filled my body.

Venus' body jerked violently and a strangled scream of pleasure was ripped from her throat. Her eyes opened wide, and I saw the fear there as she realized what I was taking. She moaned with fear and lust, then her body gave into me again, her orgasm pulsating through her body and aura, adding the sweet taste of defeat to her essence.

I felt it all, and I reveled in it. The pleasure of her orgasm filled me as it had when I had felt Gwen's orgasm with Eric. I took all of it, adding it to my thrusts. Venus trembled out the last of her orgasm, then went limp as I vented my frustration out on her helpless body. With a final, desperate surge, I stabbed into her. Her body shuddered and a desperate moan escaped her lips as my cock burst inside of her. I stayed inside of her, filling her with my thick cum until it burst around my cock and dripped onto the rooftop.

I fell on top of Venus' body, my chest heaving with the release of my lust. Desperately, I searched for her core. Had I drained her dry? Was she dead? In the end, I had not been in control of my body, or my power.

Suddenly, I felt the flair of her core at the edge of my consciousness. Frantically, I searched for it and saw it burst into life just before Venus shuddered underneath me, her body warm and, thankfully, alive.

"Thank you," she whispered, her eyes fluttering open to reveal a smile playing on her lips.

"Thank me?" I said. "I almost killed you."

"I know. Wasn't that amazing?"

I reeled back on my haunches, unable to fathom what had just happened. The cool night air blew across my skin, but my skin burned.

"Are you sure you're a virgin?" Venus laughed softly, brushing a stray lock of hair from my forehead. "You were incredible!"

"Beginner's luck?" I tried to pull away, suddenly feeling self-conscious. But Venus held on tight, her arms encircling my waist.

"Where do you think you're going?" she asked, her voice sultry and affectionate.

"Home. I just need to get home," I replied, my mind reeling from the intensity of our connection and the choices I'd made. I needed time to think.

"You can't just leave me like this," Venus giggled, running her blood-red nails up my chest, her fingertips finding a sensitive nipple.

I couldn't wrap my head around the transformation I was witnessing. The wicked, forceful creature that had tried to kill me now clung to my side, a submissive woman who seemed unable to bear the thought of being out of my sight. As we huddled together on the rooftop, I felt an odd mixture of fascination and unease. She was still a demon, after all. But as she pressed herself against me, her body warm and inviting, I found it impossible to turn away.

"Take me with you?" she asked, her voice gentle and tender. "Please?"

"O-OK," I stammered. "But you have to be quiet. My mother is probably asleep."

"You still live with your mother?" Venus giggled, and I saw a glimmer of the teasing, wicked demon gleam in her eyes. "That's so cute!"

"Shut it," I growled and with a concentrated effort, I spread my wings, grabbed her in my arms, and pushed off from the roof.

"Ooh! Did I hit a nerve?" she giggled, but snuggled tight against me and I couldn't help but smile. I reached out and touched her aura, giving it a tweak of my power.

Venus moaned and quivered against me, and I knew I had hit her core.

"Just show me how to fly so I don't kill us," I said, trying to catch the air currents the way I had before. I found that my orgasm, along with the excitement of losing my virginity to a hungry demon, had exhausted my anger.

"You mean you took off without knowing what you're doing?" Venus laughed as an updraft caught my wing and nearly crashed us into the side of a building.

"Seemed like a good idea," I hissed as I gritted my teeth and focused on moving my wings upward.

"Relax," Venus murmured. "It's as much as about emotions as it is the air. How do you feel?"

I took a moment, hovering in the cold night air, and really thought about the question.

"I feel... wonderful," I said. "Better than I've felt in my whole life."

"Ooh!" She laughed. "Did I really make you feel good?"

She lid a hand over my crotch, making us dip in the air.

"Stop!" I said. "Yes, all right? You made me feel good! Is that what you want to hear?"

She nuzzled my neck with her nose, sending a shiver of pleasure coursing through me. As the excitement swelled, we rose into the air, my wings adjusting to the cold wind currents.

"Feel that, baby?" she asked. "Ride that emotion. Ride it and the wings will just... do what wings do."

I let the feeling flow through me and suddenly we were flying through the night sky. The streets below were quiet, the trick-or-treaters and party-goers long gone. Ghosts, goblins, and succubi alike had retreated to their respective lairs, leaving us alone in the darkness. It was strangely peaceful; the silence punctuated only by the sound of my wings cutting through the air.

"Thank you," I whispered, lost in wonder at the sensation of flight.

"Of course," Venus giggled, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "There are so many things I can show you, Percy. So many ways to use your power."

Her words stirred something within me, a dark hunger that threatened to consume me. I tried to push it away, to focus on the beauty of the night and the connection I felt with Venus. But as we continued to fly, my thoughts couldn't help but drift back to the rooftop, to the taste of her essence on my tongue, and the raw power that had surged through me.

"Venus," I began, my voice hesitant, "what's going to happen now?"

"Right now?" she replied, her eyes locked on mine. "We're going to enjoy this flight together. And after that... who knows? The world is yours, Percy."
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Venus held me in her warm arms, and we flew through the quiet night. Her body was warm, and I felt myself getting hard again as her soft flesh molded against me.

I looked down at her, and Venus flashed me a toothy smile. I felt her hands on my chest and suddenly she was pushing away from me. I grasped her hands in desperation.

"Time to fly on your own!" she laughed and her hands slipped through my fingers.

Suddenly, I was falling. I tried to call upon my wings, but they were no longer there. I searched for the lust or anger I had felt before, but they too were gone. All I could feel was fear, and that fear made me plummet even faster towards the earth.

Venus's evil chuckle filled my ears as the lights of the city, and my life, flashed in front of my eyes.

I woke with a start, disoriented and confused. For a moment, I couldn't place my surroundings, the details of the room were unfamiliar.

Then I recognized the Akira poster on my bedroom wall, and the heroes of My Hero Academia next to it. I let out a shaky breath.

Just a dream.

An incredibly vivid dream that had left me sweating and achingly hard under the sheets.

I groaned and scrubbed a hand over my face. I looked for Venus, but she was not there and I wondered if everything had been a dream.

A knock sounded at my door. "Percy? Are you awake?"

I grimaced, grabbed a pillow and threw it over the obvious tent in my sheets.

"Yes, Mom. I'm up."

The door creaked open, and she peeked inside. Her eyes flicked to me, still in bed with a pillow over my privates, and disappointment etched into the lines around her mouth. I felt my cheeks grow hot as my mother took in the scene, deciding whether she wanted to even comment on the scene.

"You'll be late for class if you don't get up," she said at last. Her tone was calm, but I sensed the anger simmering beneath, felt the acrid burn of it in the back of my throat. Along with the anger was another emotion, like Brussel sprouts and cabbage. A feeling of despair hit me like a wave and I suddenly knew that my mother was suffering from loneliness.

My father had died when I was young, leaving my mother to raise me by herself. She had dated a few times, but whenever I got close to one of her new boyfriends, they would leave, just like my father. I felt the abandonment like an open wound on my heart. A buried part of me knew that this fear was the reason I had a hard time getting along with people. I always pushed them away because I knew, once I got close, they would leave.

And my mother knew it, too.

Without thinking, I reached out with my mind, seeking to soothe the loneliness radiating from her in waves. All I wanted was to make her feel better, to not regret the son she had given her life to raise.

Most of all, I didn't want her to leave because then I would be truly alone.

For a moment, nothing happened. Then her frown smoothed into a soft smile, and she sighed. "No need to rush this morning, sweetheart. Take your time." Her voice was warm honey, dripping with affection.

I stared at her, stunned by the change.

She chuckled, apparently mistaking my shock for grogginess. "I know you like to sleep in when you can. I have to go to work, but I'll make some pancakes and leave them in the oven for when you come down." Humming under her breath, she left the room and closed the door behind her.

"Hey there, handsome!"

I jumped as the door swung shut. Venus was suddenly there, leaning against the wall. My heart pounded as her strawberries and cream scent filled the room and the air itself seeming to caress my skin. I froze in place, my fingers clenching around the edge of the blanket.

"What are you doing?"

She watched me through half-lidded eyes, a sly smile playing about her lips. Dark hair tumbled over her shoulders in waves and the scent of strawberries assaulted my senses. I shuddered at the memory of that perfume, of her touch and the sweet poison of her kiss.

"Surprised?" she purred, pushing away from the door. She prowled toward my bed, hips swaying, and I scrambled back against the headboard.

"How did you get in here?" I rasped. My mouth had gone dry, and I hated the trembling note in my voice. I didn't want to appear weak in front of this creature, not when I now knew what she was capable of.

"The same way I hid from your mother." She sat on the edge of the bed, crossing one leg over the other. She was once again dressed in a leather bikini and bra, her lush pale flesh on full display. I wondered where she was getting her clothes. "I just used a bit of my aura to hide me and quiet the sounds. You remember, don't you?"

She crawled onto the bed, straddling my hips, and I stiffened as her hands slid under my shirt to explore my chest. I tried to push her away, but it was useless. Every brush of her fingers left trails of fire on my skin, dissolving my resistance.

"Remember when we were outside your little girlfriend's place and she fucked that strapping young man? They couldn't see us or hear us until you had to go and ruin everything."

The image of Eric's ass hammering between Gwen's legs sent shivers of lust running through my body. I remembered the sounds of Gwen having an intense orgasm as Venus ate my pain and stroked my cock, taunting me so my humiliation was at its height as Gwen writhed in pleasure on the bed. The echoes of her orgasm reverberated through me. My cock throbbed under the sheets.

With a tremendous force of will, I gripped Venus' wrists and forced them away from my chest. She moaned as my hands left red marks on her pale skin, but she didn't pull away.

"I ruined everything?" I gasped. "You tried to kill me?"

"Yes, well, I didn't now, did I?" She giggled and rocked her hips slowly back and forth on my crotch, rubbing my hard cock through the sheets. "Mm! It feels like someone was dreaming of me."

Venus chuckled and twisted her wrists, freeing her hands. Her red nails raking over my nipples. A strangled moan escaped me, and I squeezed my eyes shut in mortification. My body was betraying me, craving her touch even as my mind rebelled against it.

"You want this as much as I do." Her voice was a husky purr by my ear. "You can't hide your desire from me, Percy. I can fucking taste it and it tastes SO GOOD!"

She pulled back the sheets and revealed my cock, dripping with need. She let out a throaty chuckle and sat down on my crotch and ground against my stiffening cock. Sparks of pleasure shot through my veins. I gritted my teeth, clinging to the fraying threads of my control, but it was no use. Every second in her presence chipped away at my resistance, her seductive nature impossible to withstand.

I opened my mouth, struggling for words, but only a strangled groan emerged. How could I want this? How could I crave the creature who had tried to kill me?

As if sensing my thoughts, Venus leaned back to meet my gaze. Her eyes gleamed with desire and mischief, a wicked smile playing about her lips. She hadn't changed at all since our first encounter. She was still dangerous, still manipulative, using her charms for her own sinister ends.

But in that moment, I didn't care. All that mattered was the rolling heat in my blood and the slick slide of her sex against mine. My hands found her hips, pulling her tighter against me with a snarl.

Venus purred in delight, sharp nails scoring down my chest. "That's it," she crooned. "Give in to me, Percy. You know you want to."

Her words echoed in my mind, shattering the last of my resistance. I surged up to crush my mouth against hers, and she kissed me back fiercely, all teeth and hunger.

We were both panting when she drew away, eyes glowing. "Now," she said, trailing one hand down between us. "Let's see what else you can do with those delightful new powers of yours."

I swallowed hard, trembling with equal parts fear and arousal. "What do you mean?"

Venus chuckled, fingers dancing along the length of my cock. "Don't play coy with me now, Percy. I felt what you did to your mother. She was positively giddy when she left here."

Heat flooded my cheeks. I averted my gaze, unable to meet the knowing gleam in her eyes. "I didn't mean to do that. It just...happened."

"Of course it did." She stroked me lightly, drawing a strangled groan from my lips. "You have a gift, and gifts like these manifest whether or not we want them to."

I frowned, still troubled by what I'd done. "But it's not right, manipulating people like that."

"You didn't manipulate her." Venus leaned down to nip at my throat, her hair cascading over my shoulders like a silken curtain. "You simply made her happy. What's wrong with a little happiness?"

"But—"

"Shh." She pressed a finger to my lips, eyes gleaming. "You worry too much, Percy. You have a power now, and you will use it. Just like you used it to take me and fly."

A spark of lust flared in my chest at the reminder, but it was soon smothered by a wave of heat as Venus shifted against me. My hands tightened on her hips of their own accord, a soft groan escaping my lips.

Venus purred, clearly pleased with herself. "There, you see? You're learning already." She rocked slowly against me, dragging her slick folds along my length in a deliberate tease. "Why don't you make me happy too, Percy? I can show you all sort of delightful things, if you do."

My breath caught at the images flickering through my mind, temptation warring with the last vestiges of my conscience. But in the end, there was no resisting her.

I reached for that strange, elusive power inside me, focusing it through my hands on Venus' pale skin—and felt her aura flare and brighten in response. A soft, pleasured sigh escaped her lips as she arched into my touch, eyes sliding half-closed.

Triumph and arousal surged through me in equal measure. Venus was right; this gift was as natural as breathing. And if she was telling the truth, and all I'd done was make my mother happy...

Well, what was wrong with making Venus happy too?

Venus purred again, clearly sensing the shift in my thoughts. She rose on her knees, dragging her hands up my chest as she went. I sucked in a sharp breath at the feeling, heat pooling low in my belly.

"That's my good boy," she crooned, cupping my face in her hands. Her eyes glowed with purple energy and hunger. "Why don't you make me very happy?"

I didn't need to be told twice. Reaching for that strange power once more, I let it flow into Venus—and she gasped, back arching in pleasure. Her aura flared brightly, shadows dancing across the walls as her form seemed to shift and change.

A spike of fear lanced through the haze of desire, my hands twitching against her skin—but almost immediately, that fear was smothered beneath a wave of possessive lust. Venus was mine, to do with as I pleased. I would make her scream for me.

My hands tightened on Venus' hips as I urged her down onto my cock with a sharp snap of my hips. She cried out, claws digging into my chest, and I groaned at the feeling of her tight heat enveloping me.

Venus' hips undulated against me like a serpent as she rode my cock. Her hair whipped around her face as she moved, eyes glowing so brightly they seemed lit from within. With every roll of her hips, I sent another pulse of power into her—until her aura was nearly blinding, shadows flickering and twisting across the walls.

Venus threw back her head with a wordless cry, picking up speed until she was nearly a blur above me. The feeling was indescribable, like fucking a living star, heat and light and a pleasure so intense it was nearly pain.

I was close, so close—and then Venus clenched tight around me, back arching sharply as she came with a scream. The sight and feeling sent me tumbling over the edge after her, climax hitting me like a thunderbolt as my cock swelled, then exploded into her greedy heat.

For a long moment we stayed locked together, panting harshly, as the shadows slowly faded from the walls. Venus collapsed against my chest, a deeply satisfied purr rumbling in her chest, and pressed a kiss over my wildly pounding heart.

"See?" she purred, trailing lazy fingers down my chest. "Isn't this fun?"

I swallowed hard, still dazed from pleasure and power, and could only nod in agreement. Yes, this was fun. And I wanted more.
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We waited until my mother had left before Venus stood up and peeled off the leather bra. Her lush curvy body looked just as glorious in the sunlight as it had under the moon. Her pale breasts were two creamy orbs tipped with the most delicious looking pink nipples. Then her belly flattened out, only for her body to flare again at her wide hips. In my excitement, I hadn't noticed that her pussy was shaved except for a tiny triangle of dark hair pointing down to the promised treasure of her pussy.

I had to pinch myself to make sure I wasn't still dreaming.

Venus laughed at my frank appraisal of her naked body, then ran her hands through her long, black hair. When her palms passed over her head, two glowing purple horns sprouted from her dark tresses.

She gave me a toothy smile, letting me see her sharp incisors.

"Your mother's gone, Percy," Venus purred. "Now we can really have some fun."

I gulped, feeling a knot forming in my throat. Her supernatural form reminded me just how dangerous a creature she could be. Sweat beaded on my forehead as I tried to steady my breathing. I knew she could sense my unease; it was no doubt part of the game she wanted to play.

"Come on now, don't be shy," she teased, her fingers trailing up my arm, sparking shivers down my spine. "You've got all this power inside you just waiting to be unleashed. But do you know how to control it?"

My heart raced at her words, and I felt a strange mix of fear and excitement coursing through my veins. She was right - I had these newfound abilities, but I was still learning how to harness them. And having Venus, a supernatural creature who fed on my life force, challenge me was both terrifying and exhilarating.

"Control?" I stammered, trying to hide my nerves. "I... I thought I was getting better."

After all, we had just had sex and I knew Venus had enjoyed it. Her aura couldn't lie.

Venus smiled wickedly, her eyes narrowing as she studied me. "Really? Let's put that to the test, shall we?"

"Wh-what kind of test?" I asked, my voice trembling.

"A test of wills," she replied, her lips curling into a sinister grin. "I'll use my own powers to resist your attempts to manipulate me. Let's see if you're strong enough to break through."

I hesitated, unsure if I should accept her challenge. But as my eyes wandered over her voluptuous body, the desire to prove myself grew stronger. I could feel that dark, erotic energy pulsing within me, begging to be unleashed.

"Alright," I said, determination seeping into my voice. "I'll do it."

"Good," Venus purred, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "Let's begin."

As she stared at me, her gaze piercing through my very soul, I focused on tapping into that dark power inside me. I could feel it rising, like a tide of unbridled emotion and raw energy, threatening to consume me. When it reached its peak, I sent shots of it outward, connecting with Venus' barrier.

"Is that all you've got?" Venus taunted, but I heard a nervous tremble in her voice. "You're going to have to try harder than that if you want to control me."

My frustration mounted, fueling the fire inside me. I refused to back down, to let this seductive creature mock me any longer. And as I pushed against the barriers of her resistance, I began to feel an exhilarating sense of power, a glimpse of the untamed force within me.

"Come on, Percy," Venus whispered, her voice laced with temptation. "Show me what you can really do."

With a surge of determination, I focused my energy on breaking through Venus's resistance. It felt like an impenetrable wall, the harder I pushed, the more resistance her walls gave me. Just as I was about to give up, I let me power slither along her aura, teasing the energy instead of trying to penetrate by force.

I stood up, the changes in my body blossoming with my power. My muscles hardened and swelled, as did my cock. Venus' eyes widened as my shaft became fat and long, my hard on stretching upward until it was almost a foot of rigid, pulsating flesh.

"Interesting," she murmured, her voice a mixture of admiration and curiosity. "You're stronger than I thought."

"Strong enough to control you?" I growled, my voice crackling with power.

"Maybe," she replied with a sultry smile, but her eyes never left my cock.

I took a step closer, my newfound energy surging through me, urging me to explore the depths of my lust. This power wasn't about force. it was about seduction. Sure, I could physically overpower Venus, but that's not what my essence wanted. It wanted to conquer with lust, not fear.

I reached out and traced my fingers along the curve of her hip, feeling her shiver beneath my touch. It was intoxicating, knowing that I had the power to manipulate her emotions, to bend her will to my own.

"Let's see how far we can push this," I whispered, my voice trembling. I lifted my hands to her breasts, molding the soft orbs in my hands. Venus moaned, pressing her flesh into my palms and I squeezed, while at the same time sending my energy shooting forward, through her nerves, intensifying the pleasure until Venus was the one trembling.

"Fuck!" She moaned and gripped my face in her hands, bent down and kissed me.

It was an intense, passionate kiss, her tongue tasting my essence. My tongue lifted in response and I felt her aura surge. A scent assaulted my senses, smoky wood like a summer campfire. I reached forward with my mind, and saw her aura flair red at the edges as Venus tried to push back against me, fighting my power.

At the same time, her hand dropped to my crotch and she gripped my rock hard shaft. I groaned as her hand gripped it hard and stroked fast. She sent a fiery bolt of energy through my crotch and it was all I could do to keep from shooting my load right there. Her tongue and hand worked together, making my cock swell with blood and lust.

My instinct was to lash out, but a voice inside told me that is exactly what she wanted. I gripped her hips roughly and threw her over onto her back. She squirmed beneath me, laughing, trying to wriggle her round buttocks into the bed. I pinned her body to the mattress, and pressed my crotch against the wet folds of her cunt.

"You got me, big boy," she chuckled. "Now what are you going to do with me?"

I growled in frustration. She laughed at me, bumping her hips upward into my crotch. She wanted me to fuck her, hard and fast. If she wanted it, then I knew that was the way she would beat me. I gripped her by the neck, then bent down inches from her face.

"I know what you want, slut," I hissed. I don't know where the words cane from, but it made Venus whimper submissively. "But you don't get my cock that easy. I'm going to make you beg for it."

I kissed her again, sending my power through the wet cavern of her mouth down to her breasts. Venus let out a delectable little moan and I felt a surge of triumph. You had to start somewhere.

I used my powers to heighten her pleasure. I could sense her arousal growing, sensed the ripples flowing through her muscles and blood, felt the strength of her desire echoing back to me like a gong. Her breaths came faster and faster as she struggled to maintain control. It was a heady experience, feeling her body respond to my every touch and knowing that it was my own dark power that was causing her to lose herself in ecstasy.

My tongue traced intricate patterns on her skin, focusing on the sensitive spots I knew would drive her wild: the nape of her neck, the hollow of her throat, the hard pebbles of her nipples. Each stroke sent a jolt of pleasure coursing through her, which I magnified, keeping her reeling on my bed, unable to counterattack.

"More," she panted, her eyes glazed over with lust. "Give me more, Percy."

Her words ignited a fire within me, and I began to push my power harder, weaving it into every touch. I felt her body quiver beneath my fingertips, her breath hitching as waves of pleasure threatened to overwhelm her.

"Is this what you wanted?" I asked, my lust mounting as I watched her struggle to maintain her composure.

"Y-yes," she stammered, barely able to speak through the haze of ecstasy. "But don't stop. Show me how powerful you can be."

I grinned. Venus was spread out before me, her heavy chest heaving as she tried to regain control of her body. She was like an instrument, and I was the musician bringing it to crescendo. My fingers brushed against her nipples, hard and wet from my mouth and this time I sent a knife blade of pleasure directly to her core. Venus jerked on the bed, her ass lifting up off the mattress, seeking release but finding only air.

"Stop," she whispered, eyes pleading. "You're playing with fire, Percy."

"Isn't that what you wanted?" I replied, my voice low and dangerous. "You challenged me, Venus."

She bit her lip, her defiance sparking something within me. I knew now what I wanted: her complete and utter surrender. And so, with a blazing determination, I focused on the most sensitive parts of her body, sending tendrils of my power deep inside her, seeking out those hidden spaces where ecstasy waited to be unleashed.

Her breath hitched as I mentally teased her clit, my fingers dancing just above her swollen pearl, never quite making contact. Her hips bucked again, seeking relief, but I denied her the satisfaction.

"Please," she moaned, her voice thick with need. "I can't take it anymore."

"Give in to me, Venus," I demanded, my power growing stronger with every passing moment. "Submit."

"Never," she gasped, even as her body betrayed her, quivering with anticipation. I could sense her resistance, using her supernatural willpower to fight back. It made me want her all the more.

"Fine," I growled, my frustration and desire mingling into a potent cocktail that spurred me on. "You asked for this, remember?"

And with that, I lowered my mouth to her swollen clit, sucking on it hard. At the same time, I plunged my fingers deep into the hungry, wet deoths of her cunt.

My mouth and fingers worked in concert, each escalated the pleasure of the other. My tongue swabbed her clit while I sucked on the swollen bud. The soft flesh was wet with desire, and her clit had increased to its full size, throbbing with the heat of her lust.

Keeping one hand on her clit, I reached down between her legs with my other hand to slide a finger inside of her. Her hot sex tightened around me, and I pressed deeper into her, massaging that tender spot within her until she cried out, her body convulsing with the intensity of her pleasure.

"Please... Percy..." she whimpered, her eyes wide and full of submission. "I can't... I can't fight it anymore."

"Then don't," I whispered, feeling a dark thrill at the sight of her surrender. "Let go, slut. Give it to me."

As I continued to work my power in tandem with my hands, I felt her energy surge. The now familiar taste of strawberries and cream flooded my tongue and I drank of her deeply, then I spat her pleasure back at her, but magnified by my power. Her eyes rolled back into her head as her fists clenched tight enough for me to see the young flesh on her knuckles turn white. She was so close and I knew I could abandon her now, leave her wanting that release, but she had been a good girl. I sent a last bolt of pleasure. Not to her cunt, but deeper, into the core of her power. I watched as her body coiled in upon itself, even as the violet core of her power flared fiery red, then she convulsed on the bed. She screamed and clawed at me as she came, her eyes flaring purple, then red, proving to me that my power had infiltrated her very essence. I wasn't just finger fucking her body.

I was finger fucking her soul.

With Venus trembling beneath me, I reveled in the power coursing through my veins. The thrill of victory surged within me, driving me to push further, to test the limits of what I could achieve with this intoxicating control over her.

"Ready for more?" I teased, my voice a low growl as my cock pressed against her slick entrance.

"Please... Percy," she panted, her eyes glazed with lust and submission. "I want you inside me."

"Your wish is my command," I whispered, gripping her hips tightly and plunging into her depths. She gasped as I filled her completely, her silky folds gripping me like a vice. It was an exquisite sensation, magnified by my knowledge that she was entirely at my mercy.

I stabbed deep with my cock and felt her body give way to my long, hard shaft. As her body accepted me, I felt her essence give way before the onslaught of pleasure I brought to bear. Her moans grew louder, her nails digging into my back as I drove her ever further towards the edge.

"Y-yes, Percy... oh gods, YES!" she cried out, her body arching up to meet mine with every powerful stroke.

As I felt my peak approaching, I reached out with my mind, seeking the pulsating core of Venus' power. As I brushed against it, I realized with a thrill of excitement and fear that I could take it all from her, just as I had last night. I stabbed to the hilt inside of her, my cock penetrating deep, timing my thrusts to the throb of my power.

"What...what are you doing?" Venus moaned, her eyes wide. "Percy, I—I—OH FUCK!"

The force of her orgasm was immense, her body again convulsing beneath me as she clung to the last remnants of her supernatural power. With a triumphant growl, I took her lust, then fed it back to her core, hammering her soul with her own orgasm.

"Oh, GODS!" she cried, tears streaming down her face as she stared up at me, her eyes full of a desperate plea for mercy. "OH, GODS!"

I grinned as Venus realized what I was doing. I wasn't stealing her power, I was overwhelming her soul, filling every atom of her being with pleasure only I could give her. Her body continued to twitch and writhe underneath me and I pushed her body down to the bed, making her feel every inch of my new cock and every blast of my power.

Finally, when there was nothing more I could take from the beautiful succubus, I pulled the rest of my power back into my body. The bed shook with the deep rumble of my growl and my wings spontaneasously burst from my back. For a moment, our bodies floated in the air, held aloft by the power of my lust.

Then, my heavy balls contracted and I knew I couldn't hold it any longer. Except this time, I didn't want to finish inside. Instead, I pulled my pulsing cock from Venus' wasted, quivering body and pointed my cock at her body. I let out another room shaking growl and Venus opened her eyes just as my cock burst in a geyser of thick, rich cum.

Venus whimpered as rope after sticky rope splashed from navel to hairline, covering her beautiful pale skin and red lips with a layer of milky jizz.

"Gods," Venus whispered when I was finally done coming. I shook the last drops of cum from the tip of my cock, then fell on top of her sticky body.

My heart pounded in my chest as I lay on top of the defeated Venus, her breaths coming in ragged gasps beneath me. The air in the room was heavy with the scent of sweat and lust, a palpable reminder of the battle of wills we had just fought – and that I had won.

"Master..." she whispered, her voice barely audible as she nuzzled at my ear. "I love you, Master..."

I raised up on my elbow and looked down at her, the reality of what I had accomplished finally sank in. I had taken control of a powerful supernatural being, bending her to my will through the sheer force of my lust.

What other limits could I push? How far could I take this newfound power?

"Venus," I said, my voice hoarse and raw from exertion. "Can I use this power on others?"

She smiled up at me through a haze of pleasure, my cum dripping down her cheeks. "Yes, Master. You can."

A flood of possibilities rushed through my mind, each darker and more tempting than the last. The thought of wielding such power over others, of bending their wills to mine, was intoxicating.

No longer would I be the nerdy, mild-mannered Percy Alexander. With this power, I could become something more, something feared and respected.

"Who will you use it on, Master?" Venus asked, a hint of curiosity in her voice.

"Everyone," I replied, savoring the word as it left my lips. "But I know just where to start."


Book 2: Conquering the Cheerleader
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I pulled aside the curtain of my room and peered out at the moon blue and ghostly in the night sky, a smoky scrim of clouds wafting around the glowing edges, casting an unearthly glow over the world.

It was a perfect night for Halloween.

My heart raced, my newfound powers pulsing through my veins, eager to be unleashed upon an unsuspecting world. The thought of testing my abilities on someone else sent shivers down my spine, each one sending a jolt of pleasure coursing through my body.

"Are you ready, Percy?" Venus purred, her crimson eyes gleaming with a wicked delight that matched my own. Ever since I had mixed my power with hers, her eyes glowed a pulsating red-violet, a sign that a part of me was inside her, inextricably linking the gorgeous creature to me.

"More than ever," I replied, my voice wavering with a mixture of nerves and exhilaration. I had fantasized about this moment countless times, but it had always been a dream. Now, I had what I always wanted, a beautiful woman who wanted me and the ability to seduce any woman I desired. The reality of my situation was overwhelming.

"Good," she said, smiling as her delicate hands began to work their magic on my costume. It was as if she were weaving a dark spell, transforming me from a timid, introverted man into a powerful Incubus—a creature of seduction and dominance. As her fingers caressed my upper body, I felt my power rise along with my lust. My muscles swelled beneath her touch, my physique becoming more imposing with every passing moment.

"So beautiful," She murmured as she held out the tight leather pants she had acquired for me. I still didn't know where she got her clothes, but with her power to seduce anyone, it wasn't a stretch to imagine her literally charming the pants off some dude. Hopefully, she had only drained his surface emotions and not drained him dry. I still remembered how close the lovely demoness had come to killing me.

That was before I had discovered that I was an Incubus—a demon with the power to manipulate, seduce, and devour emotions, transforming them into my body and using them to take anyone I wanted. And I had started by conquering the succubus.

As said succubus expertly applied makeup to emphasize my newly acquired horns and wings, her fingers occasionally lingered on my flesh, tracing the contours of my magically formed muscles or brushing against the sensitive skin beneath my wings. Each caress sent a shiver down my spine, igniting a fire in the pit of my stomach that threatened to consume me entirely.

"Venus," I rasped out a warning. "You're supposed to be getting me ready."

"I know, Master, but our body is just so...enticing," Venus whispered, her breath hot against my ear as she leaned in close. "I cannot help myself." Her lips pressed gently against my neck, and for a brief moment, I allowed myself to succumb to the exquisite pleasure of her touch.

"Venus," I stammered, my voice barely more than a whisper. "I need to focus. Tonight is important."

"Of course," she replied, pulling away with a sultry smile. "But remember, Percy, I'm the one who showed you your power." Her eyes locked onto mine, captivating me with their hypnotic allure. "I'm the one who allowed you to take me."

"Allowed?" I asked. "I don’t remember giving you a choice."

A deep, dark laugh filled my small bedroom as Venus let out a chuckle. The wicked sound reminded me of just how dangerous the demon could be.

"Of course you did, Master," Venus said, putting a touch of scorn on my title. "And it was sooo good!"

My skin was on fire as Venus's hands continued to caress me, her touch like an electric charge running through me. I felt my body growing stronger with each stroke. The increasingly familiar quivering between my thighs was distracting; I felt as if tiny bolts of lightning were striking me from within. The feeling of arousal grew in intensity until it was almost unbearable; I could not control my reaction to her.

"Venus," I growled, my voice low and guttural. "If you're not careful, I am going to need more."

"More?" she purred, her fingers dancing over my skin, teasing me with their delicate movements. "You desire more pleasure, my darling master?"

"More than just pleasure," I whispered, my eyes locked on hers. "I desire... I need you to submit." And as I spoke those words, a wave of energy washed over me, granting me access to the darkest recesses of Venus' essence, the energy that infused every living being. Her lust was palpable, a burning fire that threatened to consume me. It was time to take advantage of that desire, to claim it for myself.

"Then take it," Venus moaned, her eyes filled with a desperate hunger. "Control me, Master. If you can!"

With a fierce intensity, I gripped Venus' shoulders, and crushed her to my body. She stood on tiptoes (my new power had added two inches to my height) and her mouth searched for mine. I grabbed her wild black hair and wrenched her head back, forcing her to gasp in shock and pain. I placed my mouth on her neck and took a nip, smelling the sweet scent of her skin and under that a thicker, muskier smell of unadulterated lust. Pushing deeper, I saw her glowing essence throbbing with power.

I caressed the edges of her soul and felt her quiver. She moaned, her blood-red nails digging into my shoulders as I nipped at her neck and sent bolts of my power shooting through her body like bolts of electric lust.

My lust fully roused, I pulled on her hair again, bending her body until her back was arched painfully, presenting me with her huge, pale breasts barely constrained by the black leather bra. I growled and bent forward, gripping a leather strap in my teeth and wrenching it free. Her tits fell forward, pale fleshy orbs tipped with the most delicious looking pink nipples.

"Oh, Master!" Venus moaned as I took a hard nipple in my mouth and scraped my teeth along the sensitive nub. Any humor or control she had was quickly fading as her nipple swelled in my mouth, making her quiver with need. I took that lust and increased stroked it, made it surge until Venus was limp in my arms, unable to control her limbs as I filled her with overwhelming desire.

What man wouldn't want this control, to render a woman helpless by sucking on her tit? I knew I could make her come like this. With the right pulse of power, I could attack any part of her body I wanted. But, I wasn't about to give her the pleasure. I wanted her on the edge, craving what I could give her so she wouldn't forget who was really in charge.

So, I stroked her essence with stabbing thrusts of my power, at the same time I enjoyed her juicy tits, taking my time as I ran her generous flesh over my face. Venus had been the first woman I had ever been with and I wanted to do all of those things I had dreamed of with her. Abusing her breasts with my mouth and burying my face between the soft, maternal flesh while she hung, helpless in my arms, was better than any fantasy I had ever conjured in my horny mind.

After long moments of sucking Venus' nipples and forcefully enjoying her breasts, I let her go. She looked at me with eyes glazed with lust. I felt her need in her gaze and her essence, but if she thought I was going to give in, she was wrong.

I reached up and gripped her shoulders, then pushed the once powerful demon to her knees in front of me.

I had never been so assertive, so dominant, but my newfound power demanded nothing less. I could see the shock in her eyes as she found herself at my mercy. Her breath came in ragged gasps and made the generous flesh of her breasts quiver as she struggled to comprehend what was happening.

"Is this what you wanted, Venus?" I asked, my voice dripping with menace. "To be at the feet of your creation? To submit to a man?"

"Y-yes," she stammered, her voice trembling with anticipation. "Please... show me your strength."

My lips curled up in a sinister smirk as my heart raced. I summoned all the energy I had, focusing it into a mystical force that I channeled through my palms and sent straight into her body. Venus' breasts flushed with heat as her breath quickened and she moaned softly, giving into the sensations I was creating within her. Her hips bucked as she became more desperate and frenzied as I continued to manipulate the energy inside her, exploring every inch of her soul.

"Y-you're... incredible," she choked out, her eyes filled with tears. "I've never... felt anything like this."

"Good," I growled, I reached down and gripped her tits hard, molding her flesh in my fingers as I continued to play with her core. "You will worship me, Venus, like the fucking slut you are!"

I pulled the leather pants I had just donned down over my hips. Venus gasped as my cock fell out of my pants and smacked her cheek. My cock had grown with my lust, increasing to the length of Venus' forearm and as thick as her wrist.

"Open your mouth," I commanded, my voice thick with lust and power. Venus obediently parted her full, red lips, baring her pearly white teeth as she stared up at me with wide, submissive eyes. In that moment, I felt like a god among men, my every dark fantasy coming to life before my very eyes.

"Please... give it to me, Master," she begged, her voice barely above a whisper. I didn't waste a second, guiding my throbbing cock towards the entrance to her warm, inviting mouth. The sensation of her smooth tongue tentatively flicking against my sensitive tip was electric, sending shivers down my spine as I reveled in my control over this otherworldly creature.

"Deeper, slave!" I urged, pushing my hips forward until Venus' lips were crushed against the base of my shaft. Her throat convulsed around the fat head of my cock, struggling to accommodate my size as I gripped her head and fucked her hungry mouth with a slow, steady rhythm. With each agonizingly slow thrust, I felt her resistance crumble, replaced by an insatiable need to please me.

"Good girl," I praised. I felt a geyser of giddy happiness float up from her essence and I instinctively increased it, sending it back to her so she could revel in the satisfaction she got from sucking my cock like a good, little whore. As that joy took hold in her soul, she sucked me eagerly, meeting each thrust with the elastic pressure of her throat, every fiber of her being shaped by the need to bring me pleasure. As my cock fucked her mouth, my power fucked her soul, turning her into a perfect slave to my lust.

Finally, I slid free from her mouth and directed her attention lower. "Now, worship my balls."

Venus immediately complied, her tongue tracing delicate patterns across the sensitive skin of my scrotum. She lavished my balls with love until they were glistening with saliva, then sucked one sperm bloated orb deep into her mouth. I shivered at the sensation of her hot tongue lapping against the sensitive flesh, teasing and pleasing me in equal measure.

Her long fingers wound around to massage my perineum as she focused on the second ball, rolling it around between her lips and tongue. The heat of her mouth sent waves of bliss through my body with every flick and caress, each one coaxing out a low moan from between my lips. With each moan I felt an answering shiver of pleasure in Venus' soul; it was clear that she was driven by a desperate need to please me however she could.

Finally, I pulled my balls out of her hungry mouth, forced her lips open wide, and crushed my burning, fleshy member through her lips and deep into her warm, wet cavern. Venus let out a whimper which melted into a war, wet gurgle of pleasure, which only increased as I thrust my hips forward in a long, slow stroke.

I felt Venus' throat muscles clench around me as I withdrew and drove back in again with each thrust growing deeper and more intense than the last. With every powerful stroke, I reached out with my mind, burrowing deep into her core and tasting the swirling emotions within until finally she surrendered to me completely, her body shaking with pleasure as I filled her clasping throat with thick throbbing meat.

I pulled my cock from her mouth and Venus slumped against me in exhaustion, panting softly into my thigh.

"Good girl," I praised, pressing a gentle pat. "Now, stay there."

I had an inkling of what I wanted to do. I'd seen it on porn before and had only ever dreamed of having a woman do this for me. But, with Venus swaying drunkenly behind me, her body still pulsating with the orgasm I had just given her, I knew this was my moment. "Now, lick my asshole, slut."

Venus moaned, a mewling sound that emanated deep in her throat. I looked back over the firm curve of my ass and watched as she looked at peered between my cheeks. It must be humiliating, a powerful creature like Venus suddenly ordered to serve me in the filthiest way possible.

Just thinking of it filled my body with a quivering desire. I gathered up the swirling lust inside me and I shot it, pulsing and hot, deep into Venus's heart. She shook as my need suffused her will and when she looked up at me, there was only hunger in her eyes.

"Y-yes, Master," she moaned, pressing her tongue against the sensitive skin of my asshole. The sensation was unlike anything I had ever experienced before, sending shudders of pleasure through my body as I tightened my hold on her hair.

I moaned in pleasure as Venus lapped and suckled at me, her tongue seeking every sensitive spot on my tight, round butthole. I could feel her desire building within her, and with each passing moment I could see her control slipping away as the pleasure within me spiraled higher and higher. When she finally released a shuddering gasp of pleasure, I knew it was time for more.

I gently but firmly forced her face deeper between my buttocks, coaxing a series of small gasps from her lips as the sensation of fullness grew within me. I reached back and held her in my ass, felt her slippery tongue worm its way into my asshole, slathering that dirty hole with love and spit. My mind played across her emotions again, this time with a more practiced hand. I felt them swell and surge beneath my power, creating a symphony of raw desire inside of her as I rocked my butt backward, smothering the demon in my ass flesh.

With each stroke of my mind, I felt Venus' will crumble further until finally I hit that sweet spot deep within her core. She stiffened beneath me and let out a long moan of surrender. The sound sent a thrill racing through me as I realized just how deeply she had submitted to me.

"Only for you," she murmured almost reverently into my skin before pressing one last kiss against the tight ring of muscle around my asshole. "Nothing else matters but your pleasure."

Those words were like a drug coursing through my body, as I turned around and looked down at my slave. Her beautiful face, once so dangerous to me, was sticky with my ass juice and her own saliva. Her subservience sent warmth cascading through every inch of me until finally it reached its peak and I felt my undeniable orgasm boil up in my balls. A powerful surge of energy buildtwithin me. My grip on Venus's core tightened, and I focused, channeling that energy directly into her vsoul The connection between us was electric, palpable, as if we were bound by an invisible thread that pulsed with our combined desires.

"Get ready, Venus," I growled, my voice hoarse with lust. "I'm about to give you something you'll never forget."

With a final jerk, I spurted my fiery lust over her face. A line of white, viscous fluid painted her cheeks and dripped from the corners of her mouth. Another blast slashed across her eye, dripping into the dark iris and making her squint as my jizz burned the sensitive orb. My eyes followed the flow of my jizz and I saw it had landed in the dark strands of her hair, gumming them together into thick, gooey clumps.

At the same moment I painted her face, I sent a last burst of energy straight into her soul, causing Venus to let out a guttural scream as she experienced a core pounding orgasm that shattered her mind.

"Y-yes, Master!" she cried, cum bubbling on her lips as I continued to spew ropy strands across her face. "Oh, Gods! It's so good!"

As I looked down at the succubus now thoroughly under my control, I couldn't help but marvel at how far I had come. Once a lonely, introverted guy with nothing but his passion for obscure anime and manga, I now possessed unimaginable power—power that allowed me to bend even supernatural beings to my will.

"Venus," I said softly, weaving the energy from our encounter into the very fabric of her core. "From now on, whenever I cum on your slut face, you will experience an intense orgasm which will make you worship me even more. Do you understand?"

"Y-yes, Master," she gasped, her eyes shining with a mixture of awe and devotion. "I understand... and I am so grateful."

"Good." I grinned wickedly as I pulled away from her, feeling a renewed sense of purpose and determination fill me. "Now, get yourself cleaned up. We have a long night ahead of us."

As Venus obediently wiped my jizz from her cheeks, sucking the gooey liquid into her mouth like it was honey, I contemplated the next steps in our journey. With my newfound powers and the succubus's unwavering loyalty, there was no limit to what I could do.

"Master," Venus murmured, her eyes filled with love and adoration as she knelt at my feet. "I am yours, completely and utterly. You have shown me what true pleasure is, and I will do anything—anything—to serve you."

"Excellent," I replied, my grin widening as I took in the sight of her submission. "Now, let's go find ourselves some new playthings, shall we?"

With that, I opened my window and let the cool night and ghostly moonlight freeze against my burning skin. It was time for my revenge to begin.
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The night sky enveloped us as we soared through the air, a pair of shadows lurking among the low-hanging clouds. As we approached Gwen's apartment building, I secretly prayed she wouldn't be there. The thought of facing her with my newfound gifts filled me with trepidation. Did I really want to use my powers to manipulate my friend? Even worse, what if they didn't work?

To my immense relief, Gwen was nowhere to be found. But it seemed whatever gods Venus believed in were looking out for me, because who should be in Gwen's room, applying the last touches to a scandalous cheerleader costume?

Lisa.

"Subtle," I muttered sarcastically, watching Lisa through the window as she admired herself in the mirror. The tight top clung to her voluptuous breasts like a second skin, accentuating every curve and leaving little to the imagination. As she cocked a hip, the very short skirt rode up her thigh and revealed a shapely calf and firm thigh. My heart pounded ferociously in my chest as I felt a wave of lust wash over me, fueled by the dark energies coursing through my veins. She was perfect prey, and I could already taste her submission on my tongue.

"Is this the one you want?" Venus whispered into my ear, her voice dripping with honeyed mischief. “I thought you wanted the other one?”

"Yes," I replied with a confidence I didn't quite feel. "She's thinks she's a fucking queen. I want her to know how it feels to be helpless."

As I stared at Lisa, I became consumed by fantasies of her writhing beneath me. Her pride shattered as she begged for mercy. The thought made my arousal grow unbearable, and I knew I must have her.

With my heart still pounding from the sight of her, I followed Lisa as she left her apartment and made her way through the darkened streets towards a sorority house. Venus glided silently beside me, her crimson eyes glowing with predatory anticipation.

"Ah, a party," Venus purred as we approached the house, the sounds of laughter and music spilling out into the night. "Perfect."

"Stay close," I whispered to Venus as we slipped through the shadows, using our powers to cloak ourselves in the surrounding shadows. I realized we weren't so much invisible as we were undetected, our power slipping out and clouding people's reactions to our presence. We could choose whether to be seen, or whether we wished to move fluidly through the crowd.

As the evening's festivities unfolded around us, I felt a thrilling sense of power that only stoked my hunger. I could feel the lust and excitement oozing off the party goers like a miasmic cloud. I reeled back into the shadows, but Venus was at my side.

"Focus, Master," Venus whispered, but her sultry voice filled my mind. "Focus on your cute, little cheerleader!"

I nodded. I concentrated on Lisa's hourglass shape as she disappeared through the crowd. Through some trick of fate, I caught her scent. It smelled like bubblegum and as the thought went through my brain, a bright pink aura flashed from within the crowd as my senses interpreted Lisa's essence into signals I could understand.

Bubblegum pink. Of course, I thought wickedly, unable to tear my gaze from her energy as she flitted between groups of friends, her laughter mingling with the surrounding cacophony.

A large, muscular blonde with a crewcut who had the look of an offensive lineman stopped me at the door. He held out a meaty paw and stopped me from following Lisa into the crowd.

"Private party," he growled.

I looked past his thick shoulder at the crowd. Half the campus must have been crammed into the house.

"Really?"

"Yeah," he grunted. "You got a problem with that?"

Venus caught my eye and smirked and slid her lithe form up against the big man. I felt her tendrils of her power reach out and sink deep into the guy's body. He stiffened and his eyes widened.

"You don't really want to keep us out," she murmured silkily, running her nails over the lineman's thick jaw. "The party is going to be so much better with us in there."

The guy nodded dumbly, and I slipped past him as Venus worked his magic. I paused and looked back, watching her power pulsating directly between the guy’s thighs. His body trembled and suddenly he was running away into the night, the line of costumed partiers waiting to get in laughed.

"I guess you're all invited!" Venus grinned, then sashayed through the group to my side.

"What did you do to him?" I asked.

"Hmm?" Venus said innocently. "Oh, him? It seems like he has a bit of a premature ejaculation issue. I think he ran home to change his underwear!"

I couldn't help but grin. The little minx had made the bouncer come in his pants!

"Watch closely, Percy," Venus murmured, her voice barely audible above the din of the party. "This is how you get what you want."

As I observed Venus weave her dark magic through the room, I marveled at the ease with which she manipulated those around her. It was both captivating and terrifying, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of envy at her mastery of her powers. I longed to command such control over Lisa, to strip away her defenses and make her mine in every way possible.

"Focus," I admonished myself, shaking off the dangerous allure of Venus's supernatural prowess. "You have a job to do."

And with that thought firmly in mind, I continued my pursuit of Lisa, each step bringing me closer to when she would finally know what it felt like to be helpless before someone else's desires.

The cacophony of laughter and music intensified as I ventured deeper into the heart of the sorority house. My heart pounded in my chest, each heavy bass beat a thumping through my body. I could feel the pressure building inside, an insatiable craving for submission and control.

Where are you, Lisa? My eyes scanned the room, seeking the blonde temptress who had so effortlessly ensnared my thoughts. And then I saw a flash of pink and the smell of bubblegum. The crowd parted as if by magic and there she was, her lustrous golden locks cascading down her back like a waterfall of silk, framing her angelic face and amplifying her allure.

She saw me at the same moment and our eyes locked. I felt self-conscious, then realized it wasn't nerdy Percy she was seeing. She was seeing my new form, enhanced by my power and emanating pure lust to the young blonde.

She turned away from me as I approached her through the crowd, but I could tell it was all for show. Girls like Lisa needed to be pursued, not the other way around.

And, if I had any doubt as to her interest, I had only to pierce the veil of my senses and see the steady, throbbing essence that suffused her body. Oh, she was interested all right, just not interested in enough.

"Hello," I said, my voice exuding a confidence I didn't feel. "Would you like a drink?"

Lisa turned. She was standing with a group of girls whose mouths dropped open when they saw my tall form, their eyes widening. Lisa, however, narrowed her eyes, playing it cool.

"I'm not sure my boyfriend would like that," she said and I could tell by the spark in her aura that it wasn't a no.

I turned to look around the crowd, making a show of looking for her boyfriend.

"I don't see a boyfriend," I said. "Is he here?"

Lisa turned towards me, her posture opening up. The opening gambit had worked and now she wanted me to see all of her gorgeous body wrapped up tight in her skimpy outfit.

"No," she said, smiling. "But he will be soon."

She was about to turn around when I sent a shot of my power to her aura. I didn't want to make her come right here in the dance floor. I wasn't as braze as Venus, but I needed her to want me.

"Well," I said. "I guess we have some time then, don't we?"

I held out my arm, still caressing her essence. Her face flushed and I could see by the way her nostrils flared she was taking in my masculine scent. She was interested, nothing more, but that was enough.

"You've got balls, I'll give you that!" she laughed.

"Lisa what are you doing?" One of her friends asked.

Lisa didn't take her eyes off me.

"Just getting a drink with a new friend."

"What about Chad?"

I felt a warning flash of cold splash across her aura and I suppressed a shiver. Hmm, that must be what guilt felt like. Instinctively, I hit the tendril of cool feeling with heat, melting the guilt until it receded into the bubbling core of Lisa's soul.

"It'll be fine," I said and pulled Lisa away from her friends before she could think about what she was doing. "We'll be finished before Chad even knows a thing."

Lisa seemed on the verge of replying, buy I gave her another pulsating blast of heat straight into her belly. There, my essence swirled around, attacking her vulnerable bubblegum pink aura. I was inside her, even though the only contact was her hand on my arm.

"So," she said, as she walked with me towards a bar that was set up at the far end of the room. "I don't think I caught your name."

I didn't immediately answer as I grabbed us two beers from the bar, then handed one to her. I waited for her to take a sip, dragging out the air of mystery I had cultivated.

"Of course," I finally replied, my voice barely audible over the thumping bass of the music. "My name is Percy." Lisa didn't recognize the name and, even if she did, she could not see past my transformed state. I allowed myself a wicked grin and added, "But tonight, you can call me Master."

Her beautiful blue eyes widened briefly in surprise before narrowing with a mix of curiosity and defiance. She clearly wasn't accustomed to being spoken to in such a manner, but the flicker of intrigue in her gaze told me she was far from immune to the intoxicating allure of submission.

"Master?" she echoed, lips curling into a coy smile. "Well, aren't you confident? But like I said, I have a boyfriend, and he wouldn't appreciate me entertaining... other interests."

"Ah, yes, precious Chad," I murmured, feigning disappointment even as I reveled in the knowledge I held the power to render her resistance futile. "But tell me, Lisa, when was the last time he truly satisfied you? When was the last time he made you feel alive?"

"Wha- how do you-" she stammered, her cheeks flushing a deep crimson as I took advantage of her momentary vulnerability to tap into my powers. I felt the seed of heat I left in her belly and I made it bloom, sending jolts of lust through her nerves. Lisa shivered as my dominance took root in her mind and in a flash of pink, bubblegum flavored heat, I knew this was my moment.

"Take me to an empty room," I commanded. "Now."

Her eyes glazed over, the fire of defiance replaced by a smoldering haze of lust. She hesitated for only a moment before turning on her heel, leading me through the throng of oblivious partygoers and up a narrow staircase that creaked softly beneath our feet.

"Where—where do you want to go?" she asked, her voice suffused with a breathy, desperate need.

"Somewhere private," I replied. I watched as her ass cheeks peeked out from underneath her short skirt. I knew she had dressed like a slut for Chad, which was, to her credit. She hadn't started out the night wanting to cheat, but it didn't matter what she wanted. Too bad for Chad, because I was the one who would take advantage of her careful preparations. "Somewhere you can get on your knees and take the punishment you deserve."

Lisa whimpered, and I smelled the musky scent of her cunt underneath the bubblegum of her aura. My power was being transformed into physical reactions, smoothing the way for my defilement of Lisa's tight, little body.

As we entered the dimly lit room, I could feel the weight of my power settling upon us like a heavy shroud, ensnaring Lisa in its unyielding embrace. The door clicked shut behind us, sealing away the chaos of the party and leaving only the breathy gasps of Lisa's submission.
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"Are you ready, Lisa?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper as anticipation coursed through me. Her eyes were wide with fear and curiosity, unable to comprehend the situation she found herself in.

We were in some girl's bedroom, the walls as bubblegum pink as Lisa's aura. On the bedside table was a picture of Chad and Lisa dressed for a formal, their beautiful faces smiling at the camera like a real life Barbie and Ken.

"Who are you?" she stammered, her breath coming in quick gasps as she took in my imposing form.

"Allow me," I murmured, willing myself back into my normal appearance. As my transformation completed, I watched Lisa's expression morph from confusion to pure shock as she recognized me: Percy, the quiet nerd she once knew.

"Pe-Perry?" she stuttered, disbelief etched across her beautiful face. "What the hell is this?"

The anger swelled inside me. I'd always felt she'd gotten my name wrong on purpose, but with the fear and confusion drifting off her like sweet perfume, I realized this bitch had never learned my real name!

"My name is Percy," I hissed. "After tonight, you won't fucking forget it."

I stepped towards her, sending out a shockwave of power, increasing her fear, but reaching underneath and stroked the pink, bubblegum aura of her lust.

"What... what's happened to you?" she stammered, stumbling backward into the bed.

I grinned wickedly, savoring the moment. "You could say I've... evolved," I replied, my voice dripping with sinister delight.

I could have changed back into my more masculine form, but I resisted the impulse. I suddenly wanted her to know it was me, weak little Percy, who was about to make her beg for mercy.

Lisa's fear intensified, her instincts kicking in as she scrambled for the door. However, it was no use. With a flick of my mind, I sent a wave of heat to her aura. A visible shudder ran through her body, and she collapsed back onto the pink bedspread, her limbs trembling with an arousal she couldn't understand or control.

"Wh-what is happening?" she moaned, her hands grasping at the sheets as she tried to fight the sensations coursing through her.

"Can't you feel it, Lisa?" I asked, my desire mounting as I witnessed her struggle against my powers. "You see, Lisa, I may be a geek in your eyes, but I can give you something that your precious Chad never could."

"No, it can;t be!" she begged, her voice raw with need as her body writhed on the bed. "I can't be turned on by you!"

"Really?" I taunted, allowing my power to intensify, focusing on the core of her arousal. "Because it seems like your body has other ideas."

"Fuck you," she hissed through clenched teeth, but I could see the flicker of doubt in her eyes as her body continued to betray her.

"Only if you beg," I replied with a wicked smile, knowing that I had her right where I wanted her—uncertain and aroused, completely at my mercy.

"Please... I can't do this," she gasped out, her eyes wide and glassy as she stared up at me. The perfect image of submission, despite her feeble protestations.

"No," I retorted, stepping closer and allowing myself to savor the scent of her arousal. It hung heavy in the air like a palpable fog, intoxicating in its intensity. A wicked grin spread across my lips as I reached out and traced a finger along the edge of her cheerleader skirt, feeling the silky fabric slide against my skin. "You shouldn't do this! But that doesn't mean you don't want to, does it?"

"Oh, God!" she sobbed, trying and failing to push my hand away. The struggle only entertained me even more.

"Admit it, Lisa. You want me," I demanded, pressing harder against her now sodden underwear. "You want me to take you right here, don't you?" I felt her body shudder beneath my touch, her resolve crumbling as I continued to manipulate her essence, bending her will to mine. I picked up the picture of her and Chad. "You want me to fuck you in front of good ol' Chad, don't you?"

"Fuck you, Perry," she spat, tears streaming down her cheeks. But the fire in her eyes had been replaced by something else—hunger. A deep, primal craving that she could no longer deny. She needed me, and I intended to make her admit it.

"Say it," I ordered, my voice low and commanding. "Tell me how much you want me."

"Please," she whimpered, her hips bucking involuntarily towards my hand. I let my middle finger slide up her barely covered slit until I felt her aura pulse hot pink, then focused on that spot, circling my finger over her wet, swollen button. "Please! Don't make me say it!"

I pulled my finger away and with it, my power. I left her lying there, writhing on the pink bedspread, her legs splayed lewdly as her hips bucked, searching for my heat. I pulled away the fear and the anger, leaving her guilt and the palpitating lust.

She knew how I'd felt all my life, wanting someone, only to be left cold and alone, unable to fill the aching need inside. I gave that need back to Lisa, only widening the hole until the only thing that could satisfy her desire was sitting right next to her. The skinny geek whose name she couldn't remember.

"Please!" she cried, her body shaking. "Please, I need it."

"What's my name?" I asked, giving her just a lick of my power along the aching pulse of her aura.

She moaned, her eyes wide and wet. She looked so beautiful in that helpless, submissive state that I almost gave in.

Then I wondered how many men that wide-eyed, innocent look had fooled, and I held myself back.

"Percy!" she gasped, her hands clawing at my arm. "Please, Percy! I need you!"

I held up the picture of her and Chad smiling.

"And what about Chad?" I said with a wicked murmur.

"Oh, God!" She looked helplessly at the picture, Chad's smiling face making the guilt flare hot and sour inside her aura. I reached out, pressing the guilt down and stroking the bubblegum pink of her lust until it was sickeningly sweet on my tongue.

"I DON'T CARE!" she cried and her desperation was a soothing balm on my soul. "Please, Percy! I need YOU!"

"Good girl," I cooed, rewarding her with a slow, deliberate stroke of my fingers against the soft, exquisite skin of her inner thigh. Her moan echoed through the room, a cry of lust and humiliation that  fueled my own desires.

"From now on, Lisa," I whispered into her ear as I undressed, my movements precise and methodical, "you're going to learn what it means to submit. To truly feel powerless in the hands of someone else." I paused for a moment, allowing the weight of my words to sink in before continuing. "And when I'm done with you, you'll never look at Chad—or any other man—the same way again."

"Oh, God," she breathed, the raw need in her voice betraying the truth of her submission.

Lisa writhed on the bed as I slid my hands up her skirt and pulled her wet panties down over he hips. She didn't fight. In fact, her hips gave a delectable hop , helping me move the thin fabric over her firm ass. I chuckled at the eager movement and a mixture of pleasure and shame dancing across her flushed face. I reveled knowing that I held her completely under my control—her body, her mind, her very essence, all bending to my will.

"Please... Percy," she gasped, her blue eyes clouded with lust as they locked onto mine. "I can't take it anymore."

"Can't you?" I taunted, smirking at her desperate state. "You know, for someone so cold and bitchy, you sure warm up fast."

Her cheeks burned even redder, but she couldn't deny the truth in my words. As much as I wanted to torment her further, being so close to owning Lisa's body made my need reach its peak.

"Stand up," I commanded, my voice full of authority. Obediently, Lisa rose to her feet, her breaths coming out in short, ragged pants. Her legs trembled ever so slightly, betraying her anticipation.

"Pull up your dress," I ordered, watching her closely as she lifted the hem of her cheerleader outfit. The fabric slid over her smooth, toned thighs, revealing the wetness that glistened between her legs. I could see the desire burning within her, threatening to consume her entirely.

"Turn around," I instructed, my mouth going dry at the sight of her exposed flesh. She complied, her back facing me as she bent over slightly, her hands gripping the edge of the bed for support.

"Very nice," I murmured, my gaze lingering on her perfect, round ass. I positioned myself behind her, my erection straining against the confines of my pants. With one quick motion, I freed myself, the cool air hitting my heated skin as I prepared to take her.

"Remember, Lisa," I whispered, my breath hot against her skin. "This is what you wanted. This is what you need."

"Please," she whimpered, her body trembling with desire. "I need you inside me."

"Beg for it, you fucking bitch" I hissed, rubbing the head of my cock up her quivering slit. "Beg me to fuck the bitchiness out of you!"

"Please, Percy... fuck-fuck the bitch out of me," she begged, her voice barely audible in the empty room.

"Oh, I will, slut! I will!" I growled. I reached down and gripped her ass cheeks, parting the fleshy globes like a ripe melon. Without hesitation, I knifed my burning cock into her, groaning as her tight, wet heat surrounding my flesh and pulled me deeper into her hungry cunt. Lisa gasped, her fingers digging into the bedspread as I thrust inside, putting all of my pent up lust into each stabbing stroke of my growing cock.

The sounds of the party outside faded away, leaving only Lisa's desperate moans and the rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh. The line between pleasure and pain blurred, and I took satisfaction in knowing that I was breaking Lisa down, reshaping her into something new—something that belonged to me.

"Say my name,bitch!" I growled, my grip tightening on her hips as I drove into her relentlessly.

"Percy... oh, Percy!" she cried out, her voice filled with both ecstasy and surrender. The sound sent a shiver down my spine, fueling my lustful power.

With each thrust of my cock, I sent my essence into Lisa's core, taking my lust and doubling it, tripling it. Her body shook uncontrollably as the force of my desire overwhelmed her and I fucked her brain from the inside out.

This was no longer the Lisa I knew. Instead, my power was reshaping her into a perfect receptacle for my lust. The knowledge that we were hidden from the partygoers outside only heightened my arousal. I could feel her body tensing around me, a clear sign that she was nearing her climax. Her moans grew louder and more desperate, a symphony of pleasure that fueled my own desires.

"Please... Percy, don't stop!" she cried out, her voice hoarse with lust. She looked at me over her shoulder and her eyes met mine, glazed over with ecstasy, and I felt a surge of power course through me. This beautiful, bitchy cheerleader was now completely under my control, her submission sweeter than anything I'd ever experienced.

I grinned wickedly as I brought her to the edge once more, reveling in the sensations that washed over her. With a cry that echoed through the empty room, Lisa came undone, her walls clenching around me as her orgasm tore through her. It was a sight to behold—her fit cheerleader body shaking, sweat beading on her forehead, her eyes rolling back in sheer bliss.

She fell forward on the bed, twitching and moaning as I continued to send my power into her, letting the pleasure overwrite every ounce of will she had left. I bent forward over her, brushing sweaty strands of blonde hair from her face. Her cheeks were flushed and her mouth was open, drool dripping out onto the fluffy pink pillow. Her eyes were half open, rolled up to whites as my power continued to course through her.

"Did you like that, bitch?" I purred. "You're such a needy little slut, aren't you? You just can't help yourself."

"Y-yesh," she murmured drunkenly. "I'm a needy little slut."

"Tell me what you want, slut."

"More," she moaned. "I need more!"

"More?" I chuckled darkly. My fingers dug into her hips as I turned her over and spread her legs wide. Her shirt had ridden up over her breasts, the fleshy orbs barely contained in a lacy, pink bra. I reached up and yanked the bra down over her breasts, my mouth going dry as her tasty, tan flesh bounced free, revealing pert, pink nipples. "You look delicious."

Lisa smiled dumbly, and I felt the flash of warmth in her belly as she responded to my words. It was the first flash of tenderness that I had felt and I instinctively reached out and fanned it into flames. To claim her body was one thing, but with that flush of affection, I could claim her heart as well.

I bent down and licked one of her nipples, relishing the salty taste of her skin. Lisa gasped as my tongue flicked against her, the warmth of her body crawling up the back of my throat. She squirmed beneath me, her hands gripping my shoulders as I explored every inch of her with my mouth.

I positioned myself between her legs and ran the swollen head of my cock up her puffy slit.

"Do you want me, Lisa?" I asked, probing her cunt with a fraction of an inch.

Lisa moaned, her hips lifting to help me penetrate her.

"Yes!"

"More than Chad?"

A flash of guilt washed over her lust, and her eyes opened, the haze of lust softening. Quickly, I reached for the affection I felt earlier and stroked it, moving my cock using both physical pleasure and my burgeoning power to fight the guilt.

"I can't..." She moaned.

"You love Chad, don't you?" I said and there it was, that flash of affection, the warmth I had felt earlier yet subtly different. I was surprised. This flash of warmth was her love for Chad! I knew they were dating, but I never considered it was genuine love.

And, truth be told, the love was a pitiful flame compared to the heat rising in her essence. But, instead of overwhelming her love for Chad, I took it inside of me, mixed with another feeling I had buried deep down. My love, not for Lisa, but for someone else.

Gwen. Yes, Gwen. She was the one I truly loved and I let that feeling bloom inside of me, then mixed it together with Lisa's weakened love for her boyfriend, then fed it back to her in one, massive rush of adoration.

"Oh, God!"

"Yesss!" I hissed, feeling her essence tremble, then give in to my love bomb. "That's it! Now, who do you love? Me, or Chad?"

This time she didn't hesitate. Her eyes opened wide, and she looked like a child staring up at her father, tears of adoration dripping down her cheeks. There was no feigning this look. I had fucked Lisa through the heart and now, in her fevered brain, no one but me mattered.

"YOU, PERCY! I LOVE YOU!"

"Call me master, you stupid cunt!" I hissed.

The harsh insults had been transformed into Lisa's love language.

"MASTER! I LOVE YOU, MASTER!"

I grinned, the cheerleader was dead and gone and now all that remained was my little slut.

And, at that moment, Chad joined the party.
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"Get the fuck off her!" Chad roared as he yanked me off his girlfriend, his muscles flexing with every ounce of anger and adrenaline coursing through his veins. I felt the familiar icy grip of fear in my gut as I stumbled back, forgetting about my power that allowed me to see Chad's white hot aura.

Chad's meaty fist swung toward my face, his eyes filled with rage and pure hate. But just as it seemed as though I would feel the crack of his knuckles against my cheek, his hand stopped mid-air. A gurgling sound escaped his throat, and his body trembled uncontrollably.

"Ch-Chad?" I stammered out, my heart pounding in my chest as I stared upon the scene before me. That's when a familiar sultry figure materialized behind him.

"Look who I found, Master," Venus purred. She gripped Chad by one large bicep, her long nails digging into his muscle, forcing him into submission. "I thought he might like to watch you own his pretty girlfriend."

The reminder of my newfound power ignited a spark within me, and I reached out for the essence of Chad's very being. I could sense his fear, humiliation, and vulnerability beneath the layers of bravado and cruelty.

"Please... don't..." Chad trembled as my power probed him, and Venus's essence wrapped around him, holding the larger man in place. The sight of him whimpering sent shivers of pleasure down my spine—both thrilling and terrifying in equal measure.

"Remember, Percy," Venus whispered her voice carrying seductively across the space between us and caressing my ear. "You are the one in control now."

Emboldened by her words, I took a deep breath and focused on Chad's anger and fear, feeling it pulsate within him like a living entity. With a wicked grin, I sent the fear to Lisa, watching her beautiful face contort with the agony of Chad's weakness. Her eyes widened in shock. The pretty cheerleader had never experienced such raw, unfiltered emotion.

"Feel that, Lisa," I whispered, my voice low and dripping with menace. "That's what he feels every day. Just a weak little boy who has to lash out at everyone to prove he's not weak."

As Lisa shuddered under the weight of Chad's fear, I sensed her own desires stir within her—a primal lust I had just discovered before we had been so rudely interrupted by her boyfriend. Seizing upon this opportunity, I lashed out with my mind, whipping her lust back at Chad like a physical force. His body trembled as the torrent of emotion battered against him, causing him to stumble backward into Venus' waiting arms.

"Who new such a masculine man could be so... fragile?" Venus chuckled as she steadied Chad, then ran a fingernail along his cheek. "Oh, wait. I did!"

My attention then turned to Lisa, who was still reeling from Chad's emotional onslaught. I could see the vulnerability in her eyes. With a surprised grin, I probed the involuntary disgust in her aura as she realized Venus was right. No matter how powerful he seemed, deep down, Chad was weak and that made Lisa sick.

"Lisa," I breathed, my voice now a sensual caress. I slid my essence over the disgust, growing it until Lisa was trembling. Then, I hooked Lisa's chin and tilted her face upward. "Look at me."

Her blue eyes locked onto mine, filled with a mixture of fear, confusion, and undeniable desire. I stoked the fires of her lust, wove it together with the residual anger and fear lingering within Chad, ensnaring them both with a complex weaving of emotions.

"Tell me, Lisa," I demanded, my voice barely above a whisper. "Who do you want more—Chad or me?"

"Y-you," she stammered, her cheeks flushed with both embarrassment and arousal. "I want you, Percy."

"Good girl," I purred, feeling a surge of triumph as I watched the effect my words had on both her and Chad.

"Please," Lisa begged, her voice thick with need. "Touch me."

"Only if you promise to be a good little slut for me," I replied.

"Yes, anything, just please... make me feel what he can't," she whimpered.

Chad groaned, which made my cock swell with lust. I drew in Lisa's lust and Chad's anguish, let it feed my body as I grew taller and stronger, becoming the man Chad only wished he could be. I reached out and touched Lisa's cheek. Her eyes closed, and she moaned as if she was having an orgasm just from my touch. I looked at Chad and gave him a toothy grin, then slowly pushed the woman he loved to her knees in front of me.

"Show Chad how much you want me," I commanded, offering the thick length of my cock to the pretty cheerleader. "Worship me."

Lisa's eyes widened, greedy with lust. Her blonde hair clung to her face in sweaty tendrils, and her heavy breasts heaved as she struggled for breath. The intensity of her stare was magnified by her blue eyes, wet with desire. She slowly wrapped her slender fingers around my engorged shaft, kneading the taut flesh and tracing her nails lightly over my erection. Her tongue darted out, gently gliding along the underside before swirling around the sensitive crown.

"Isn't she beautiful, Chad?" I taunted, smirking at him as Venus worked her hands down his crotch, freeing his cock from his pants. "Doesn't she look good sucking my cock?"

Chad could only whimper in response, as Venus stroked his cock while sending signals of lust to his essence, inflaming his soul with hunger. The mixture of lust and humiliation rendering him speechless. I reveled in his suffering, sending it to Lisa who moaned around my cock.

"Feel that, Lisa?" I murmured, brushing her hair off her forehead as she tongued the head of my cock. "Do you feel how much you're hurting him?"

"Yes," she whimpered, but didn't let go of my cock.

"Tell him who you want, Lisa."

"You, Master," she moaned, her lips sucked in my cock then popped noisily as she let the fat head slip from her mouth. I felt her cling to the lust, trying to suppress the guilt she felt at Chad's pain. 

That wasn't enough for me, however. I wanted her to feel every ounce of pain Chad was feeling. So, I sent that pain to her, making the cheerleader tremble on the floor.

"Do you want the pain to stop, Lisa?" I asked, lashing her with Chad's anguish.

"Yes!" She moaned. "I'll do anything?"

"Even destroy your asshole boyfriend?"

Lisa's eyes cleared for a moment, the lust momentarily cooled by guilt. I let her feel it all, the lust, the pain, the humiliation, the combinations of emotions making the blonde sway on the floor in front of me.

Finally, she couldn't take it anymore. She looked at Chad, tears in her eyes, then up at me, her pretty pink lips forming the words I longed to hear.

"Yes! Please! Take away the pain!"

"Hear that Chad?" I laughed. "She's begging for it."

I lifted my cock heavy with the emotions I was feeding it. I presented my fat ball sac to Lisa, then smiled down at her like a benevolent god.

"Worship my balls, slut!" I said. "Worship me and I'll make all the pain go away!"

Lisa hesitated. I reached forward and pulled her blonde head forward, smashing her face against my balls now bloated with hot sperm and even hotter energy. As her nose was filled with my flesh, I sent a burning sliver of lust shooting through her pain, lancing it like a boil. She let out a wet snuffle of pleasure, then hungrily licked and sucked, her slender hand cradling my sac, forcing more of my flesh into her mouth. With every snuffle I sent more lust into her until rooting at my heavy ball sac felt better than fingering her pussy.

By making me happy, she was getting herself off. 

She came that way, her orgasm making her body tremble uncontrollably. Her cries were muffled by my glistening balls, but it was obvious what had just happened.

"You see that, Chad?" I chuckled. "Your girlfriend just came from sucking my balls! She ever do that for you?"

I knew the answer already because I felt Chad's humiliation grow, his eyes unable to look away from the scene unfolding before him.

"Look at her, Chad," I jeered. "She never did this for you, did she?"

"Never," Lisa slurred before Chad could answer. Her pretty face was glistening with spit and ball sweat. "You're so much better than him, Master. Please, let me make you happy."

"Really? You want to make me happy with your boyfriend watching?”

This time Lisa looked at her boyfriend with such disgust, I could feel it burning through the lust. Chad saw it too, and that was the moment I saw his heart break. He slumped into Venus's arms, defeated.

"I don't care about him, baby," Lisa moaned, and stroked my cock. "I only care about you."

"What a bitch!" I laughed. "But, I think I know what a bitch like you is good for."

With a wicked grin, I turned around and spread my cheeks.

"You want to make me happy, Lisa? Then, clean my asshole in front of Chad."

I knew by the shot of humiliation and revulsion that Lisa had done nothing like this before. I allowed her to feel the revulsion, wrapped it up in her need to please me, then sent it back to her as a lust-filled missile.

Lisa moaned, then bent forward and buried her pretty face in my ass.

Lisa whimpered as a wave of revulsion washed through her, but I knew it was mixed with an intense pleasure that she could not deny. I smothered her face and made sure she had an excellent taste of my asshole. I kept stroking her lust until the disgust faded, giving way to the pleasure of making her master happy.

"Tell Chad how much you love it, Lisa," I ordered.

"I love tasting Percy's ass," she moaned, her gaze locked onto Chad as tears welled up in the defeated man’s eyes. "It's so much more satisfying than anything I've ever done with you."

Chad's humiliation was palpable, but he couldn't look away. He watched Lisa eagerly licking my ass as if it were the most exquisite delicacy on earth. It only made him more aroused, and he found himself frozen by the perverse sight of his girlfriend rimming the puckered ring like it was the most delicious dessert. As she rooted between my buttocks, I sent another powerful orgasm and she screamed into my ass, letting Chad know just how much she loved being my ass-licking slut.

"Tell him, Lisa," I whispered, maintaining eye contact with Chad as he struggled against Venus' control. "Tell him how much you want me."

"Being with Percy is incredible, Chad," Lisa confessed, her voice a sultry purr. "He's so much more powerful than you ever were. I love the way he takes control, makes me feel so... alive."

"Lisa, please!" Chad moaned. I smiled at Venus, who wrapped one arm around the helpless football player, her other hand gripping his cock. Lisa and I watched as Chad succumbed to the succubus's merciless stroking, all the while sending lust deep into Chad's body, making him jerk with pleasure like a fish on a hook.

"Not too fast, Venus," I murmured. "We don't want him to come too quickly.

Venus nodded in agreement and slowed her pace slightly in response. I kept my gaze locked on Chad as he resisted his own pleasure, panting heavily as he tried to fight it off.

"Lisa, please!" Chad pleaded desperately with Lisa to help him. There was a flash of pity for her boyfriend, then I reached out and stroked her blonde hair.

"Don't you worry about him, slut," I purred, pulling the helpless cheerleader to her bed. "It's time for you to show Chad what you really think of him."

"Yes, Master," Lisa gasped enthusiastically as I rolled her over onto her back and positioned myself between her thighs.

"Lisa, no!" Chad cried, but his shriek was drowned out by Lisa's scream of pure pleasure as I buried my cock inside of her with one, savage thrust.

"Oh, Percy! Oh, Master! It's so good."

As I knew it would be, because with each stab of my cock, I sent intense pleasure to Lisa's womb. Her cunt contracted around my swollen flesh and I groaned at the feeling of being cradled in the hot, wet cavern of a woman I had only dreamed about. Now the dream was real, and I was inside Lisa, thrusting hard and fast, piercing her with cervix pounding strokes of my now immense cock. It should have hurt, but I was feeding my intense pleasure back into the helpless cheerleader, every thrust a mind melting missile of pure pleasure. I knew she had felt nothing like it, couldn't feel anything like it because I, Percy the Loser, was the only one that could give her this soul shattering pleasure.

And her boyfriend was forced to watch, and feel,  every excruciating second.

"Look at your girlfriend, Chad. Look how much she wants me," I snarled, pumping my hips mercilessly. Lisa moaned and writhed on the bed, her fingers clawing at the pretty pink bedspread. “Look at her fucking me like a whore in front of you!”

"Fuck, Percy... you're amazing!" she gasped as her body shook with the force of her impending climax. "I never knew it could feel this good."

"Watch her come for me, Chad," I ordered, my voice laced with venomous delight. Lisa's eyes rolled back in her head as her orgasm crashed over her, waves of pleasure coursing through her body.

"Feel it, you piece of shit!" I roared at Chad, channeling Lisa's lust directly into his body. He let out a gargled cry and Venus laughed, letting his cock go as it spurted cum from the twitching tip. I felt Venus cruelly pull Chad's own lust from his body at the last moment, his body jerking as he came but received no physical or emotional pleasure from the orgasm. Instead, all he felt was Lisa's pleasure and her overwhelming love for me.

"You're so bad," I grunted and Venus grinned.

"I couldn't help it!" she said, running her fingers through a thin trickle of drool running down Chad's chin. "His despair is just too good."

"Please, Percy," Chad choked out, his voice barely a whisper. "I... I can't take it anymore."

"Can't take it?" I sneered, my gaze never leaving his pathetic form. "That's too bad, because I'm not even close to being done with you yet!"

His muscles spasmed uncontrollably as if possessed by an unseen force. The sensation was unbearable - so much so that I could feel his desperation, his desperate need for true release, seeping into me. It only fueled my arousal, driving me to new heights of depravity.

"Fuck you, Chad," I whispered darkly, relishing every second of his torment. "Fuck you."

With a guttural cry, Chad's body tensed, convulsing violently as Venus forced him to the edge of orgasm again. And then, just like that, he tipped over the edge. More cum spurted from his cock, pooling in a wasted puddle on the floor between his feet.

"Look at you," I taunted, my voice dripping with disdain. "So weak, so helpless. How does it feel?"

Chad's breath came in ragged gasps as he slumped against Venus. The sight of him, so completely humiliated and defeated, filled me with a sense of power. I had taken control of both Chad and Lisa, turning their lust against them and asserting my dominance in the most intimate way possible.

"Remember this moment, Chad," I warned, savoring the last vestiges of his submission. "You're not the big, powerful jock you thought you were. You're just a weak, pitiful loser who's been brought to his knees."

As if on cue, Venus let the once powerful man drop. He fell to his knees, his hands splashing into the puddle of his own wasted jizz. I laughed gazing upon Chad's trembling form, sprawled on the floor and crying in his own cum. I couldn't help but bask in my power. The sight of him, once so arrogant and domineering, now reduced to a quivering mess, sent a surge of dark satisfaction through me.

"Pathetic," I sneered, my voice dripping with contempt. No longer would he torment me, for I had unlocked something within myself that allowed me to turn the tables on those who sought to dominate me.

"Get up, Lisa," I commanded, my tone firm. She obeyed without hesitation, her eyes locked onto mine as if seeking guidance from her new master. "Venus! Lay him down in his own cum!"

Venus grinned, gripped Chad by his blond hair and pulled him through the slimy puddle of his jizz and forced him onto his back. I guided Lisa onto her hands and knees, her dripping cunt positioned directly over Chad's helpless face. I felt a wave of despair wash over him like a wave as the musky stench of his girl's well-fucked pussy filled his nostrils.

"Watch this, Chad," I growled, my words laced with venom as I felt the pain rise like a delicious cloud. Venus was right, his despair tasted wonderful! "This is what it looks like when a real man fucks your girl!"

I thrust forward, burying my length deep within Lisa's warmth as her moans of pleasure filled the room. The sound was intoxicating and a rush of power surged through me as I felt her body move in perfect harmony with my own. Chad's humiliation was palpable as he was forced into seeing a closeup view of my now huge, veiny cock savaging the delicate folds of his girlfriend's cunt. I imagined the sight, my heavy balls slapping the swollen lips of Lisa's cunt, every thrust punctuated by wet, meaty thwacks. I could feel the juices coursing over my shaft and I knew those juices were dripping onto Chad's face, each stinging drop like acid on his fucking soul.

My hips moved faster and harder now, each stroke driving deeper into Lisa's quivering flesh until I could feel her trembling around me. She gasped and moaned in pleasure, her hands clawing at Chad's thighs as she tried to brace herself against the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body.

"Tell him, Lisa," I growled, my voice strained as I continued to drive into her. "Tell him how much better it feels to be fucked by a real man."

"Chad...God, Percy's so much better than you," she gasped between moans. "I never knew it could feel...ohhh...so fucking good!"

I could sense Chad's anguish, the sting of betrayal and helplessness gnawing at his core. It was intoxicating, fueling my desire to push him further down into the abyss of despair.

As I felt that power swell within me I knew it was finally time to end it. I needed to prove once and for all that Chad no longer held any power over me.

I wanted to crush Chad's spirit forever.
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The sounds of Lisa's ecstasy filled the room as her wet cavern quivered around me. I could sense Chad's anguish, the sting of betrayal and helplessness gnawing at his core. It was intoxicating, fueling my desire to push him further down into the depths of despair. I wanted to make him understand he would never again hold any power over me.

I increased my speed, each thrust pushing Lisa closer to her pleasure as Chad watched in agony. His emotions roiled, a confused mess of shame and lust, as he processed what was happening before him; his own girl being taken by another man in front of his very eyes. I felt a surge of triumph surge through my veins as I felt realization settle down on him. He'd never be able to compete with me now!

As Lisa climaxed around me, she called out my name in rapture and my chest swelled with pride and pleasure. She fell forward on Chad's legs, her hips dropping onto Chad's face. I laughed as the football player was suffocated in the lust of his girl and the geek. I couldn't hold back anymore, my balls convulsing and I growled, spewing a hot flood of cum deep into Lisa's quivering body. It was only then I realized that my sweaty balls were pressed up against Chad's forehead, my slippery balls pulsating grotesquely as I filled his girlfriend with my cum.

At the last moment, I reached down and pulled back on Lisa's shoulders. I lifted her up so I could see Chad's face dripping with a combination of Lisa's lust and milky drops of my cum. Still, it wasn't enough.

"Look at her, Chad!" I grunted. "Look at your precious little girlfriend. Look at what I did to her!"

I shoved my fingers into Lisa's gaping pussy and felt my hot cum squishing inside her. Lisa moaned as I withdrew my fingers, thick, hot drops of cum spilling out over her ravaged cunt lips and onto Chad's forehead. Chad closed his eyes, moaning as he felt the burning cum dripping into his hair.

"Open your eyes!" I hissed and sent a shot of lust deep into Chad's churning guts. His eyes snapped open, looking up in horror as he saw the damage I had done to his girlfriend's sweet cunt. I had the bastard right where I wanted him and it was time to push past his boundaries and truly assert my dominance over them.

"Touch yourself, slut" I commanded, watching as Lisa hesitated for just a moment before sliding her fingers between her sticky folds. I grinned as she used my cum as lube to glide her fingertips around her swollen clit. Her moans filled the room as she fingered herself, each sound driving deep into Chad’s soul.

As Lisa neared her climax, I reached inside her, using my newfound abilities to feed her body an irresistible urge to explode. Her eyes widened in shock and pleasure as the overwhelming sensation ripped through her.

At the same moment, I sent her Chad's humiliation, weaving it together with her lust so that they were inseparable. Not only could she feel her boyfriend's shame, Lisa was getting off on it. That sensation, combined with the feeling of fullness I added to her bladder was too much.

"Let it all out, Lisa," I chuckled. "Cover him with your piss and my cum."

Unable to resist, Lisa cried out as she squirted a long stream of her lust, urine, and my cum all over Chad's face. Hot splashes stung his eyes, and he gagged as more of my streams of juice splashed into his mouth and down his cheeks. Within seconds, Chad was covered with the lewd fluids of his girlfriend and drowning in my hot jizz.

The sight of her release and the pathetic expression on Chad's face sent a thrill down my spine, reminding me of the incredible power I held over them both.

"Look at you, Chad," I taunted, unable to stifle a cruel laugh. "You never thought you'd end up like this, did you? Your precious girlfriend completely under my control, humiliating you in ways you never imagined possible."

Chad could only choke out a weak response, his words muffled by the mess that coated his face. I could see the last vestiges of Chad's pride crumbling before me, and I reveled in it. But I wanted more.

Mentally reaching out to Chad, I used my powers to stimulate his already humiliated body.

"Ugh!" Chad groaned as he felt a sudden surge of unwanted pleasure radiating from his cock, which stiffened despite his best efforts to resist. I grinned wickedly as I watched his face contort with confusion and humiliation.

"Poor Chad!" I sneered, taking satisfaction in every word. "You're actually getting turned on by your girlfriend spraying my cum on you!"

"No..." he spat out, his voice shaking with anger and degradation. Then his cry turned into a gurgle of pleasure as I fanned the shame of being covered in our lust and sent those shivers down his spine to his cock. In his broken soul, he was getting turned on by the feel of having his face used as a toilet.

"Congratulations, Chad," I laughed, suddenly inspired. "You just got yourself a 'Lisa swirlie.' Enjoy it!"

With that thought in his fevered brain, I sent a last vicious knife of lust to his balls. Chad gurgled on piss and cum, his body arching backward. His cock twitched once, twice, then finally dribbled out the last pathetic drops of cum in his balls.

My heart pounded with excitement, my arousal still burning like a furnace within me. The feeling of control, of utter domination over both Lisa and Chad, sent shivers down my spine.

As much as I wanted to savor this moment, I knew there was still so much more to explore, so many more conquests to make. But for now, I was content knowing that I had taken control of my tormentors and turned them into my sex toys.

"Remember this, Chad," I whispered darkly, my voice dripping with menace. "From now on, this is the only way you'll be able to get off."

I felt the truth burn into Chad's soul like a brand. He moaned, rolling over and sobbing as he covered his face. To my surprise, I heard a giggle erupt next to me. I turned, expecting to see Venus enjoying Chad's despair.

Instead, I saw Lisa, her hands over her mouth as she tried in vain to hold back the laughter.

"It's OK, Lisa," I chuckled. "You can laugh. Hell knows, Chad laughed at others enough in his life. He deserves it."

Lisa lowered her hands, and I remembered just how beautiful and cruel she could be as she stared down at her pathetic boyfriend, his face a mess of piss and cum, his body wracked with sobs. I could sense her pleasure in this twisted scene and knew it wasn't all me. Lisa was, deep down, a very cruel creature.

Luckily, she was on my side now.

"God, Chad," Lisa said mockingly, "you look absolutely pitiful! I never realized how much of a loser you really are."

With every word she spoke, I could see the humiliation seeping deeper into Chad's very being. The room was thick with the heady scent of sex and degradation, and it was intoxicating. The victory was so much sweeter as I watched Chad's spirit crumble with each biting remark from Lisa.

"Can't even stand up for yourself," she continued, her voice dripping with contempt. "I can't believe I ever wasted my time on such a weak, pitiful man."

As Lisa's venomous words tore at Chad's ears, I sat down on the bed. Venus stood off to the side and I could sense her frustration. She had been forgotten in my eagerness to overpower the young couple. She was hungry, a hunger only teased by the emotions she could siphon off during my domination of Chad and Lisa. Her beautiful face twisted into a frustrated scowl.

"Venus," I said, waving my hand at Chad's trembling body. "You may feed off of him, but don't kill him. It's so much better if we keep him alive. To suffer."

Venus gave me a wolfish grin.

"Whatever you say, Master."

She knelt down by Chad and ran a hand over his quivering flesh. I felt her dig deep into his essence, stirring the emotions into a stew before she began to draw them out of him.

"That's it, little boy," Venus cooed. "Remember how it felt when you watched my master fuck your girlfriend. Oh! Is that love you felt for her? Too bad. It's mine now."

Chad curled up into the fetal position as Venus lapped up the last of his love for Lisa, leaving just a kernel of it deep in his heart so the shame would be that much greater when I fucked her again, and again, and again. Because that is what I planned to do.

"Lisa," I commanded. "Come here, please!"

Lisa smiled radiantly at me, all the love and adoration she once had for Chad was now mine. She took a step, but I raised my hand.

"Crawl over here, slut!" I ordered and laid down on the bed, spread my legs, then rolled back so Lisa could see my asshole.

Lisa grinned and, like a good little whore, she sank to her knees and crawled to me, pushing her face between my cheeks and licking eagerly at the puckered ring of my anus.

My heart raced with excitement as I took in the sight before me. Lisa, her face flushed and her body quivering with pleasure, now knelt before me, her warm, wet tongue hungrily exploring my ass. I could feel every lick and prod, sending shivers of delight up my spine. Venus, my supernatural ally, knelt beside Chad, narrating the events to eke out the last bits of pain from my former bully.

I felt my body tremble, my mind teetering on the edge of blissful surrender to the intoxicating power I now possessed. And yet, amidst the sea of carnal excess, another thought emerged, a desire even more potent than my need for revenge against Chad.

Gwen.

"Venus," I murmured, my voice barely audible over the sound of Lisa's eager ministrations. "There's someone else I want. Someone I've wanted for a very long time."

"Ah," Venus purred, her lips curling into a wicked smile. "I think I know who you're talking about. The sweet, innocent Gwen, am I right?"

"Yes," I admitted, my gaze fixated on the image of her in my mind's eye. "I can't help but think about her, even now. The way she smiles at me, the way she laughs... I want her more than anything."

"Then you shall have her," Venus promised, her voice dripping with dark intent. "Together, we will break her spirit and bend her to your will, just as we have done with Chad and Lisa. She will become your willing slave, devoted to fulfilling your every twisted desire."

It sounded good, the way Venus said it, by I felt a niggling doubt in the back of my mind. Did I want Gwen to be a slave like Lisa, to lick my ass like a little whore? Somehow, I had always pictured our relationship as more... wholesome.

A shudder of pleasure suddenly coursed through me as Lisa tongued my ass and cupped my balls with an eager hand. I had time to worry about Gwen later. Right now, I had another hunger gnawing its way through my body.

"Enough, Lisa," I hissed at the pretty blonde, my voice thick with lust. "Suck my cock so I can come all over your face. Then, you're going to call Gwen."
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I could still hear the music from the party, but the rest of the crowd seemed so far away. The air hung heavy with the scent of sweat and spent lust. I, Percy Alexander, once an outcast who sought solace in the world of anime and manga, sat on sodden, pink sheets, being worshiped by a wicked succubus named Venus and the once bitchy and unattainable cheerleader, Lisa.

I could barely contain my excitement as Venus and Lisa lavished their attentions upon me, their hands and mouths exploring every inch of my body in a feverish display of passion. The sensation was intoxicating, a dark and erotic dream from which I never wanted to wake.

"Spread your legs wider for her, Percy," Venus murmured huskily into my ear, her breath hot and heavy against my skin. Then she grabbed my cock and balls, pulling them reverently up, exposing my puckered anus.

“Really. Again?” I laughed, though I complied eagerly, feeling an electric thrill race through my veins at her command. With a wicked grin, the once haughty cheerleader lowered herself down onto her stomach, her face now level with my ass, and I felt her warm, wet tongue teasing at my entrance. Shivers of pleasure shot up my spine as she lapped at my most sensitive area.

"Fuck, that feels good," I moaned, gripping the sheets beneath me, my knuckles turning white with the intensity of my arousal. Lisa's expert tongue circled my tight hole, probing and caressing it with a sinful skill that left me gasping for breath. With each flick of her tongue, I gathered up the excitement in my balls and sent it back to her, using my power as an incubus to force my pleasure into Lisa's essence. She squirmed with lust and sucked at my asshole hungrily.

My pleasure was her pleasure.

"Do you like being my ass munching whore?" I asked, my heart pounding in my chest. I had never imagined, not even in my dirtiest dreams, of treating this once unattainable goddess like nothing but a sex toy for my pleasure. The excitement of having Lisa Anderson licking my ass was almost better than the actual feeling of her tongue in my ass!

"Anything for you, Percy," Lisa whimpered, her words making my heart leap with joy. "I'll do whatever you want."

As the cheerleader’s tongue continued to work its magic, I couldn't help but marvel at the twisted turn my life had taken. Here I was, no longer the bullied introvert but a powerful force, commanding the submission of both a beautiful cheerleader and a seductive demon.

Speaking of the seductive demon, my eyes drifted from Lisa's lithe form to the dark-haired Venus. The demoness wasted no time in kissing her way down my body, her intense gaze never leaving mine. Then, she opened her mouth and wrapped her plump, red lips around my throbbing cock.

"Fuck! That is so good!" I groaned, my fingers tangling in her long hair, holding her head as I fucked her face with my cock. She gurgled helplessly, and I felt a surge of triumph as I dominated the creature who had nearly killed me just a day ago.

"Please, Percy," Venus whimpered, releasing my cock from her mouth only for a moment as she climbed up my body, her lust-filled eyes begging me to take her. "I want more of you!"

"Venus" - I hesitated, feeling an unexpected surge of resistance welling within me -"wait."

A flash of red heat shot through Venus's aura and I tasted something new. Ashy, like burnt toast. I realized suddenly that Venus was jealous.

My hand shot out and with it my newfound power, pulling Venus's jealousy out of her like a wriggling fish.

"What's wrong with you?" I asked as her hands gripped at my cock.

"I'm so hungry!" she moaned. "I'm hungry for you! I'm more powerful than this little tramp. Why don't you want me?"

I was shocked. I had been so intent on my revenge against Lisa and her boyfriend Chad; I had neglected my first conquest. Venus wriggled in my hands, her power sliding out towards me, trying to find an opening. Despite Venus's capitulation, she was still a powerful creature in her own right.

"Of course I want you," I said and fed her a shot of my lust up between her legs, into her belly and spread out to her breasts. "Can't you feel it?"

"I need more, Percy!" Venus licked her lips. "So much more!"

I could feel her hunger. The demoness had survived on human emotions and energy for a long time. I didn't even know how long, but she must be a lot older than she looked. My hunger had been sated by my revenge on Lisa and Chad, but I didn't know enough about Venus to know just how to satisfy her. I knew one thing.

I'd better find out fast.

"Lisa, come closer," I ordered. As the cheerleader eagerly complied, I felt a twisted sense of satisfaction at her eager obedience.

Venus's eyes narrowed, but her smile grew wider. I felt a surge of lust emanate from her belly which made me even harder. She liked where this was going.

"Get on your back, Lisa," I commanded. The young cheerleader eagerly complied, spreading her legs and arching her back as she presented her body to me. Her eyes, glazed over with lust, begged for me to take her.

"What are you waiting for, Venus?" I asked. "Sit on Lisa's face."

Venus practically purred, her essence flaring as she straddled Lisa's flushed face, pressing her wet pussy against the blonde's eager mouth.

"Make her taste you, Venus," I growled, positioning myself between Lisa's spread thighs. "And don't be gentle."

Venus smirked wickedly, grinding her hips against Lisa's face, forcing the cheerleader to take in every inch of her succulent flesh. The room was filled with the sounds of their muffled moans and the unmistakable scent of raw desire.

"What are you going to do, Master? Venus grinned. "Just watch?"

I recognized the challenge in her voice and my fighting spirit rose to the challenge. I sucked off a good portion of Venus's lust and sent it directly to my cock, making my very average appendage grow heavy with blood and thick pulsating veins.

With a last glance at the helplessly perfect writhing body of the cheerleader beneath Venus's humping crotch, I thrust forward, burying myself deep within Lisa's tight, wet heat. A muffled cry escaped her lips as I pounded into her mercilessly. Her face no longer visible beneath Venus’s ass, the haughty cheerleader was nothing more than a living cunt and mouth to be used for demonic need.

"Venus, make her scream," I ordered, my voice strained with the effort to maintain control over my mounting pleasure. "Show her who owns her."

"Your wish is my command, Master," Venus replied breathlessly, her hands gripped Lisa's hard nipples and twisted. I couldn't see it but I heard Lisa break free of Venus's pussy and scream with utter abandon.

I noticed a shuffle from the corner of the room, and I grinned. Chad was huddled in the room's corner, his once powerful form reduced to a quivering mess. The cruel jock who had tormented me for so long now lay broken, watching as Venus and used his girlfriend to satisfy our lust.

"Like what you see, Chad?" I grunted and tightened my grip on his girl's hips as I continued to fuck her relentlessly. "Look at your girlfriend now. She doesn't even remember what it felt like to be with you."

"Do you, slut?" Venus laughed, tweaking Lisa's nipples. "Do you remember what it felt like to fuck your boyfriend?"

"Yes!" Lisa said, shocking me. Then, a moment later her words made me laugh. "I do, remember! And Percy is SO... MUCH... BETTER!"

With a sinister grin, I focused my power on Chad, transferring the sexual energy coursing through Lisa into him. His body twitched involuntarily as he suddenly felt the overwhelming pleasure that we were experiencing.

"Ah, Percy... what are you doing to him?" Venus panted, her eyes fixed on Chad's helpless form. Her moans grew louder as she continued to ride Lisa's face.

"Me? Nothing," I grunted, thrusting into Lisa with renewed vigor. "Lisa's fucking him with her love for me."

As if on cue, Lisa's body convulsed, and she screamed between Venus's buttocks. Her cunt gripped my cock and pulled me deeper into her hot cavern, hungry for more, always more.

Chad's eyes widened in shock and confusion as he stroked his raw cock frantically, unable to resist the perverse desire that now consumed him. He rolled around on the floor, gasping for air as he struggled to comprehend the sensations that gripped his body.

"Fuck that is so pathetic!" Venus giggled, then she sucked on Chad's humiliation, pulling it deep into her core. That energy, mixed with her grinding pressure on Lisa's mouth and chin, brought my pretty demoness to the edge.

Our three bodies tensed simultaneously, a guttural cry escaping each of us as we reached our peak. With one final, savage thrust, I pulled out and unleashed a torrent of cum across Lisa's flushed tits. The hot, sticky liquid splattered against the cheerleader’s skin, more streaks splashing Venus’s stomach. The heat of my cum triggered another orgasm deep within the writhing beauties combined cores.

"Feel that, Chad?" I snarled, forcing him to experience the intensity of the women's combined orgasms. "That's what it feels like to make a woman happy!"

Unable to contain himself any longer, Chad's body convulsed one last time as his cum oozed onto the floor, adding to the pitiful puddle next to him. He lay there, broken and spent, utterly defeated.

"God, Percy... you're incredible," Lisa murmured, as Venus let her out from between her dripping thighs. "No one has ever made me feel this way before."

"I know," I replied, surprised by my confidence. Two days ago, I could barely talk to Lisa.

As if to prove my new existence, I gripped Lisa's neck and gave her a deep kiss, sharing Venus's tangy copious juices. As Lisa moaned in my mouth, her boyfriend moaned on the floor, rolling in his own cum.

"Now," I murmured and rubbed a hand against Lisa's cheek. The beautiful girl cooed softly, nuzzling my palm. "I need you to call Gwen. I want to know where she is,"

"Oh...OK, Percy." Lisa hesitated for a moment before reaching for her phone, which lay discarded on the floor nearby.

As she dialed Gwen's number, Venus moved closer to me, her eyes never leaving mine as she knelt down and began to lovingly clean my cock with her warm, wet tongue. The sensation of her soft lips and velvety tongue sent shivers down my spine as I reveled in the intoxicating mix of submission and adoration that radiated from her.

"Hey, Gwen. It's Lisa... Where are you? We were looking for you at the party..." Lisa spoke into the phone, false concern clear in her voice.

"Lisa!" I could hear Gwen reply, her voice sounding surprised but relieved. "I couldn't find you at the party, so I went back to my place... with Eric."

The mention of Eric's name caused an involuntary snarl to escape my lips, my fingers digging into the flesh of Venus's scalp as I imagined him touching Gwen, soiling her with his unworthy hands.

"Is everything okay, Lisa?" Gwen asked, her concern intensifying.

"Y-yeah, everything's fine. Just... stay there. We'll come over," Lisa stammered, trying not to betray any hint of the depravity that had just transpired.

"Alright, see you soon," Gwen said before hanging up the phone.

"Eric's with her," Lisa informed me, her expression a mixture of worry and fear as she realized the implications of this recent development.

My mind raced with dark fantasies of what I would do to Eric, how I would make him pay for daring to touch my Gwen. The thought of exerting my dominance over him, making him suffer, brought a twisted smile to my face. I felt a surge of power and desire, the knowledge that I could now take whatever I wanted, from whomever I chose.

"Good," I whispered menacingly, my grip on Venus's hair tightening as her tongue continued to work its magic. "Let him enjoy his time with Gwen... for now."

With a cruel glint in my eyes, I grinned at the thought of interrupting Eric and Gwen's intimate moment. "Well, I guess we'll just have to go to Gwen!" I laughed, my voice filled with wicked anticipation. It was time for me to assert my dominance over those who dared to think they could take what belonged to me.

"Venus," I commanded, my voice dripping with authority, "get Lisa and Chad cleaned up and over to Gwen's. We wouldn't want them to miss out on all the fun, now would we?" I smirked, watching as the beautiful succubus hesitated for a moment, her jealousy clear in her dark eyes and rippling aura. I sent a bolt of command through her core, making her tremble.

"Of course, Master," Venus conceded, bowing her head in submission to my will. Despite her reluctance, she knew better than to defy me—I had already proven my power over her, both in body and mind. As she set about her task, I stood tall, confident in my control.

“While you’re doing that, I’ll go to Gwen’s and prepare her... and Eric.

Venus looked skeptical, but she nodded and set about gathering Lisa and Chad. Looking at the former bully trembling and whimpering on the floor, I knew Venus would be awhile. Meanwhile, Lisa stared at me with a mix of fear and curiosity, perhaps wondering what depths of depravity we would soon explore together.

lust

"Good," I nodded and unleashed a torrent of shadowy energy. My leathery wings enveloped my body all. I sat on the open window ledge. “I will see you all soon.

Then, I was falling into the night. My wings spread out around me, easily catching the air as I soared upward into the night, riding on wind currents and lust. How quickly flying became natural and barrel rolled in the air, letting out a whoop of happiness.

Then, I turned towards Gwen's dorm room, my thoughts turned to the sweet girl who had been a constant source of comfort in my darkest moments. She had always been there for me, her gentle nature and kind heart a beacon of light in a world that seemed determined to crush me beneath its heel. But now it was time for her see the rue extent of my transformation – to witness firsthand the dark desires that now consumed me, the power and pleasure that I wielded with such abandon.

With a cruel smile, I prepared to show her just how far I had come, knowing that she could never resist me. And as I landed on the fire escape outside her room, my power surging through me, I couldn't help but think...

Let the final games begin.
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A stiff wind whistled past me as I perched on the fire escape outside Gwen's window, my eyes fixed on the scene within. I was shocked by Gwen's costume. She was dressed in an alluring Japanese schoolgirl outfit, her slender legs encased in knee-high socks, a pleated skirt that barely reached her thighs, and a white blouse with a red ribbon tied around her neck.

It was as if she had walked out of one my favorite anime!

Why had she chosen that costume?

"Come on, babe," Eric's voice drawled from Gwen's bed. He stood up, displaying his Indiana Jones costume, complete with the hat and bull whip. He stood behind Gwen, his large hands on her shoulders and looked at her through the mirror. "I don't get that outfit, but it sure is sexy!"

Eric slid one hand down to Gwen's thigh and worked his hand under the hem of her skirt. My rage swelled as I felt the wave of lust lift off of Gwen's body. She murmured softly, rolling a firm ass cheek into Eric's hand.

I was about ready to burst through the window when Gwen shook her head, her wavy brown hair swaying with the movement. "Eric, we don't have time for this right now. Lisa and Chad will be here soon, and we need to get ready."

Eric's frustration was palpable as his hands clenched into fists and dropped to his side, and I felt my anger flare in response. I could sense his frustration and I let out a dark chuckle.

"Fine," he snapped, his face contorted with annoyance. "But after they leave, you're all mine."

As he stormed out of the room, I couldn't help but feel a surge of satisfaction.

Hidden in the shadows, I watched as Gwen busied herself with preparations for Lisa and Chad's arrival. My heart raced, torn between my love for her and the undeniable lust that coursed through me at the sight of her beauty. Taking a deep breath, I stepped out of my hiding spot, through the window, and into the room, shocking Gwen with my sudden presence.

"Wow!" I exclaimed, struggling to control the trembling in my voice. "You look great!"

Gwen's eyes widened in surprise, her soft, full lips parting slightly as she took in my unanticipated appearance. I had manipulated my wings shift into soft, black leather that clung to the energy fueled muscles of my body. Gwen hesitated for a moment as her eyes looked me over, a shiver of desire rippling through her aura.

"Percy! What are you doing here?" she gasped, her cheeks flushing a delicate shade of pink. "Eric's just down the hall!"

"I know," I said and took a step towards her, enjoying her confusion. She didn't know whether to look at my eyes, or my body. That was a new feeling for me and I relished it.

"I love your costume," I said, ignoring her question. "Why did you choose it?"

"I... I don't know," she stammered.

"Sure you do," I murmured softly, reaching out and gently stroking her cheek. She shivered, and I followed that shiver with a little push of desire, stroking her core with my power. "You knew I would like it."

"I—I—" I was so close now, I could smell the hint of peaches and cream. It could have been her soap or her essence, I didn't care. "I guess I did. Maybe."

My heart swelled at her admission, and my body responded in kind - a surge of arousal pulsing through me, making it difficult to think clearly. I could feel the lust within me beginning to stir, awakening a hunger that threatened to overwhelm me. The power dynamic was slowly shifting between us, and I grew more confident and assertive as I reveled in my control.

"You are... you..." I struggled to find the words to convey my appreciation. "You're absolutely stunning, Gwen."

Her blush deepened, and for a moment, I could see the conflict playing out behind her eyes and I felt the roiling emotions in her soul. She had suddenly been forced to struggle between her love for Eric and the undeniable attraction she felt towards me. It was a battle I intended to win, and I could feel my powers growing stronger as my desire grew.

"Thank you, Percy," she whispered, her voice barely audible as she averted her gaze. Her hands trembling, she reached up to adjust the collar of her Japanese schoolgirl outfit, the movement drawing my attention to the gentle curve of her neck and the delicate pulse point just beneath her skin. The sight sent a shiver down my spine and I let my control slip.

"I love you, Gwen," I blurted out, but my voice low and husky, which softened my admission. "I've always loved you."

Her eyes met mine, filled with a mixture of fear and longing that both thrilled and terrified me. As I stared into their depths, I could see the potential for so much more between us - friendship, love, passion - and I knew I would do whatever it took to make those possibilities a reality.

"Please, Percy," she whispered, her voice trembling with uncertainty. "I don't know what's happening to me... but I can't. Eric—"

"Forget, Eric," I reached out and drew her to me, pulling her body against mine, drawing out her desire like a snake charmer hypnotizing a python. I could take her now, I knew I could. I could twist her love and desire for Eric and turn it towards me, making her my slave.

But, the deeply human part of me didn't want a slave. I wanted her to be mine, but I wanted her to want me, too.

"Please, Gwen," I murmured in her ear, her soft breasts pressing against my chest. "Just let me show you how good my love can feel."

I felt her give in, her natural desire and her care for me rising. Using my power, I caressed those feelings, making them grow until they were pulsating freely. I leaned forward, my lips inches from Gwen's, inhaling her hot, sweet scent. I was about to kiss the woman I loved and nothing, nothing I had done before that moment in my life mattered.

"Get your hands off her!"

Not again, I thought as the door slammed open.

Eric, his mouth curled in an ugly smile, flew at me from across the room. Gwen gasped, her essence growing cold as if it had been dowsed with cold water. She pushed away from me, leaving me vulnerable to Eric's attack.

I reacted instinctively, throwing Eric away from me as if he was a doll. His tall form crumpled against the wall before sliding to the floor, gasping for air. Gwen's shock was replaced by horror as she rushed to Eric's side.

"What are you doing?" she screamed at me, tears in her eyes.

As I looked at them, a strange feeling gnawed at my insides. I could sense their love, the connection they shared. Did I truly want to steal that from Gwen? My mind raced as I considered my next move.

"Are you okay, baby?" Gwen asked Eric, her fingers gently brushing his hair back.

With a surge of anger, Eric rose to his feet and grabbed Gwen's arm possessively, pulling her behind him.

"I don't know what the fuck you are doing," Eric growled. "But Gwen is mine."

Something inside me snapped. The need to possess Gwen overrode every other thought. I didn't move, but my power whip lashed out from me. I took Eric's possessive need and fed it to Gwen, while forcing Eric back, his body trembling with impotent rage.

Gwen placed a hand on Eric's arm, then stepped out from behind him. She looked up at me, confusion and fear etched onto her face. Her chest heaved as she struggled to understand what was happening. I could feel the conflicting emotions swirling within her.

"Please, Percy," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "I don't know what to do."

My heart ached at her words, but the darkness within me urged me to seize this opportunity. I knew that if I pushed her, she would break - and in that moment of vulnerability, I could claim her as my own.

"Yes you do, Gwen," I murmured. "Just tell me you want me."

"Gwen, what—?" Eric began, but I lashed out with my power, binding him with threads of anger and lust until he could not speak.

As we stood there, the tension in the room thickened, suffocating us with its intensity. My heart throbbed as I felt a surge of power coursing through my veins. With great care, I reached out to probe the depths of Gwen's emotions.

Hidden beneath layers of fear and love for Eric, I discovered something - an emotion that flickered like a dimly lit flame, yearning for oxygen to ignite it. Was it friendship? Love? I couldn't be sure, but I knew it was for me. And I wanted more.

"Let go, Gwen," I murmured seductively, using my powers to fan the flames of her desire. "Give in to your feelings."

As I held Gwen's trembling soul in my hand, I couldn't help but wonder if I was truly doing this for her - or if my desire to possess her had consumed me completely. The line between love and obsession blurred, and I found myself lost in the darkness.

And I didn't fucking care.

Her eyes glazed over as she succumbed to my influence, her body trembling with need. She looked at me with a mixture of longing and fear, unsure of how to proceed. I took her hand and guided it to my face, brushing her fingertips across my lips.

"Touch me, Gwen," I commanded gently, eager to show her the pleasures that awaited her. "I'll make you feel things you've never imagined."

As I spoke, I could see Eric seething with impotent rage in the room's corner, his hands balled into fists. I sent him a shot of Gwen's confusion and suddenly it became his confusion. He fell back against the wall, held captive by the force of my will.

My attention returned to Gwen, who now gazed at me with unabashed lust. I led her to the bed, pushing poor Eric aside, then lowered her to the mattress. I knelt before her, giving her the devotion she deserved, and spread her milky thighs.

Gwen gasped as I slid my head between her legs, inhaling her intoxicating scent. My tongue traced a path along her inner thighs, causing her to shudder with anticipation.

"Oh, God, Eric!" she whimpered. "Please, baby, look away!"

But Eric couldn't look away, I wouldn't let him. Instead, I forced him to sit against the wall and watch as I pulled Gwen's skirt down over her hips, then hooked my fingers in the waistband of her panties.

"Ready?" I asked, and sent a hot flicker of my need through her nervous system. I felt Eric's love vibrating behind me so I took that too, using it to stroke his girl's soul until she bit her plump, lower lip and nodded.

I grinned, then skinned off her panties, leaving her pink pussy lips bare and shining with lust. I had never seen Gwen's pussy before and was delighted to see that she shaved it, leaving only a small, brown landing strip leading to the swollen pink valley between her thighs.

With delicate care, I split her puffy cunt lips with my tongue, following the opening yo to her clit, then back down, exploring every crevice and fold with my tongue. I was gentle, yet relentless, coaxing her pleasure higher and higher. But, that wasn't all. I sent her Eric's love, weaving it with her lust so that every lash of my tongue made her fall deeper and deeper in love with me. Soon, Gwen's body writhed under my mouth, her breaths coming in ragged gasps.

"God, Percy... don't stop," she moaned as I continued to tease her, bringing her ever closer to the brink of ecstasy.

I reveled in the control I held over her, delighting in her vulnerability and complete surrender to my touch. As my tongue continued to work its magic on Gwen, I could feel her body trembling beneath me. Her moans grew louder and more desperate as she submitted to the pleasure I was providing her. Our eyes locked for a moment, and I saw a mixture of emotions within her gaze - fear, love, and a last bit of resistance. She was fighting against the lustful haze clouding her mind, yet she couldn't resist the sensations coursing through her body.

"Please... Percy," she whispered, her voice cracking under the weight of her conflicting emotions. "It feels so good, but... Eric..."

I hesitated, my own feelings of guilt and confusion momentarily overshadowing the darkness that had taken hold of me. I knew what I was doing was wrong, but I couldn't help but be drawn to the power I wielded over her. I wanted her to be mine, completely and utterly, and that desire was becoming harder and harder to resist.

"Fuck him," I growled, my voice low and menacing. "He doesn't deserve you."

Gwen's eyes widened in shock at my sudden aggression, but she didn't pull away. Instead, she bit her lip and whimpered softly, her hips grinding against my face as she sought to intensify the sensations I was creating within her. Encouraged by her response, I resumed my attentions, my tongue delving deeper. I added my fingers for even more pressure, following the rise and fall of her lust until I found the perfect stroke to match my hungry mouth.

"God, yes!" Gwen cried out, her hands digging into my hair as she gave herself over to the overwhelming pleasure. "Don't stop, Percy... make me yours!"

Her words were fuel to the fire, driving me to push myself further and further into her depths. I could feel her body tightening around my tongue, her muscles tensing as she approached the precipice of ecstasy.

"Tell me you want it!" My was voice a guttural snarl as I looked up at her, my eyes burning with desire. "Tell me you want me, Gwen."

"Y-yes... I want you, Percy!" she gasped, her body shaking with the effort of holding back her climax. "I WANT YOU!"

I felt Eric's sadness as Gwen humped my hand, her tangy juices squirting all over my tongue. Oh, I knew how it hurt to have the woman you loved submitting to a man you hated.

Now Eric did too.

The darkness inside me surged as Gwen surrendered to her all-consuming lust. I was no longer just Percy, the shy, socially awkward boy she had known since grade school. No, I was something far more powerful - a force of seduction and domination that refused to be ignored.

"Then take me," I commanded, rising from my position between her legs. The leather around my waist parted and my swollen cock fell forward, surging with my power. "Give yourself to me."

My heart pounded in my chest, the adrenaline coursing through me as I realized the power I now held over Gwen. The look in her eyes was one of both fear and longing, making it difficult for me to discern which emotion was stronger.

"Please, Percy," she begged, her voice trembling with need and uncertainty. "Don't make me choose."

"Choose?" The word hung heavy in the air between us, and I could see that Gwen's internal battle was tearing her apart. "You don't have to choose, Gwen. You've already made your choice and there is nothing Eric can do about it."

As if to contradict that, Eric moaned, crawling the side of the bed and scooping up Gwen's hand.

"Please, Gwen," he whimpered. "I don't know what he's doing to you, baby, but you don't have to give in. I'm the one that love's you."

"He does," I said and I let Gwen feel the real, true love Eric had for her. Then, just as quickly, I whipped it away. "But it's nothing compared to what I can give you."

––––––––

With that, I slid the swollen head of my cock into Gwen's pussy, her lips stretching to take my energy infused girth. She gasped in pain, and I almost laughed as she squeezed Eric's hand, crushing his fingers as she took my cock deep inside her body. I quickly converted Eric's pain to love, making his body respond to her hand as if it was the greatest pleasure of his life. This confusing emotion only increased his humiliation and this time I did laugh.

"Feel that, Eric? That's true love!" Eric groaned as I slammed my cock deep into Gwen's cavern. Her tight tunnel expanded around me and I took away her pain, instead repeating the trick I had just played on her boyfriend. As my rod stretched her open, I turned every shock of pain, every burning nerve ending, into love. Love for me. With every stroke, Gwen fell deeper and deeper in love, experiencing a connection she had never felt before.

"Oh! Oh, Percy! It feels so... so..."

"So much better than Eric, right?"

My words caught her off guard. I let her feel the guilt as she betrayed her boyfriend even as she clung to his hand. Then, I stabbed deep inside her, forcing my flesh through the shame and pain, filling her with even more of my love. I had her now, forcing her body to cherish every touch, taste, and caress. I knew that if I pushed her just a little further, just a little harder, she would be mine completely. Her soul would belong to me, forever linked by this dark and twisted bond I had forged.

"Yes, Percy!" Gwen moaned, her body writhing beneath me as I brought her closer and closer to the brink of ecstasy. The sound of her pleasure only fueled my desire, driving me to push her ever closer to that final, climactic moment. "You're better than Eric!"

Slowly, Gwen's hand let go of her boyfriend and then raised up to hook around my neck. She pulled me down until our bodies were sliding together, as close as two people could be without melting into one another.

Eric’s heart break pulsed through my body and heightened the intense pleasure of the moment. It was over for him. All that remained was my love for Gwen.

"Give in to me, Gwen," I whispered into her ear. "Let me take your soul and make it mine."

Gwen's eyes fluttered closed, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps as the edge of release drew nearer. And just when I thought she was about to succumb entirely, a loud crash shattered the tense atmosphere.

The door burst open, and powerful hands pulled me from Gwen's trembling embrace. As I was yanked away from her, I struggled to comprehend what was happening. My vision blurred, and my mind raced to make sense of the sudden intrusion.

"You fucking bastard!" came a familiar, enraged voice. It was Eric, and he was on his feet. I searched for his essence but couldn't find it.

"Eric!" Gwen cried.

Then Eric was in front of me. I tried to move, but someone was holding my arms. I fought against the hands, but my strength had withered away with my connection to Eric.

Eric cocked his hand back, and it flashed forward. Pain exploded in my face and I felt something warm and wet drip down my lip and onto my chin. The room spun around me, the intense pain overwhelming me. Another punch hit me in the stomach and I buckled, falling to my knees as Eric stepped forward to hit me again.

"Eric, please..." I began, but my words fell on deaf ears. There was nothing I could do as he raised his fist.

Once again, I was helpless.
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The strong, vice-like grip bruised my flesh as whoever was holding me bent over, his breath hot and heavy on the back of my neck.

"We got you now, you little bitch!" Chad snarled in my ear and my heart plummeted. Somehow, Chad and Eric had broken through my control. I tried to reach out to them, but found them blocked by thread after thread of purple tinged energy.

It couldn't be...

"Ah, how delightful," a sultry voice purred from the shadows. Venus materialized suddenly, her laughter echoing through the room like the sweetest poison. Her black hair flowed down her back like a silken waterfall, her curves barely contained within her tight, black corset and matching panties. Her captivating eyes were filled with mischief, and the tips of her horns threw off purple sparks of energy. Lisa followed close behind, her voluptuous figure encased in the tight cheerleader outfit, her cruel smile now fixed firmly upon me.

"Venus, what are you doing?" I stammered, my pulse racing as I struggled against Chad's iron grip. A shiver ran down my spine, the cold tendrils of helplessness and submission I thought I had conquered filtered back through my belly to coil firmly around my heart.

"Your puppets are free now," she purred, her lips twisting into a cruel grin. "No longer bound by your control, they can act on their own desires. And oh, how they've missed the taste of your pain."

Eric's face turned crimson as his anger boiled over. He lunged at me like a rabid animal, saliva dripping from his snarling lips. Chad released me, his grip slackening as he too joined the attack.

"Time to pay, freak," Chad growled, as Eric’s fist connected with the side of my face with brutal force. My vision blurred, stars exploding across the darkness as I struggled to remain upright.

"Hit him again!" Lisa cackled.

Eric’s fist sank into my stomach and stole the breath from my lungs. My knees buckled, and I fell to the floor. I had stolen their dignity and their love, but I had left all the anger and self-righteousness of two privileged men in the prime of their life. They had been made to feel weak and now they wanted to prove to themselves they were real men. And to all 'real' men, that proof was violence,

Eric’s fist sank into my stomach and stole the breath from my lungs. My knees buckled, and I fell to the floor. I had stolen their dignity and their love, but I had left all the anger and self-righteousness of two privileged, college jocks in the prime of their life. They had been made to feel weak and now they wanted to prove to themselves they were real men. And to all 'real' men, that proof was violence,

The two jocks took turns pummeling me, their fists raining down upon my battered body like the relentless blows of a hammer against an anvil.

I could sense their hatred—a visceral, primal thing that had been unleashed in all its raw fury. It fueled them, driving their rage to new heights as they reveled in my suffering.

As each blow connected, it was as if the dark energy that coursed through my veins flared in response, feeding off my pain and humiliation. The room seemed to pulse with it; the shadows lengthening and coiling around me like hungry serpents eager to feast upon my torment.

"Please," I gasped, the blood in my mouth making it difficult to form words. "Please, stop."

"Stop?" Chad laughed, the sound like jagged shards of glass tearing at my frayed nerves. "You think you deserve mercy? After what you did? You're nothing but a worthless piece of shit, and we're going to make sure you never forget it."

I closed my eyes, my body trembling with each brutal impact. The pain was unbearable, a searing inferno that consumed me from within.

Finally, the beating stopped, and I lay sprawled on the floor, my body aching and battered. Each breath I took sent waves of pain rippling through my chest. The scent of blood filled my nostrils, nearly choking me, and I could taste the metallic tang in my mouth. My vision was blurred, as though I were looking at the world through a foggy window, but I made out the looming figures of Eric and Chad standing above me.

"Look at him," Eric sneered, his voice dripping with contempt. "He's pathetic."

"Damn right he is," Venus agreed from the shadows, relishing the taste of my shame. "But you know what? I think you've only just started teaching him a lesson. There's so much more we can do."

My heart hammered against my ribcage, fear and adrenaline coursing through my veins like an electric current. I struggled to stay conscious, to keep from slipping into the welcoming darkness that threatened to claim me. But my body betrayed me, my limbs refusing to obey my commands, leaving me utterly helpless.

Venus stepped forward and knelt down in front of me. She gripped my chin and forced me to look at her face.

"You should have taken better care of me, 'Master'!" she murmured sarcastically. "I will never be controlled by a weak, little man like you."

She let my head roll to the side, her words causing more pain than my bruised and bloody face.

Through the haze of my pain, I glimpsed Gwen standing in the shadows, her beautiful face twisted with horror. She watched helplessly as her boyfriend and his friend continued to torment me, torn between her loyalty to Eric and her growing realization of her true feelings for me. Our eyes met for a moment, and I could see the turmoil raging within her—the desire to intervene, to put an end to my suffering, warring with her fear of the consequences that would surely follow.

"Please," I whispered, my voice barely audible above the pounding of my heart. "Help me, Gwen."

She hesitated, her resolve wavering, but ultimately she remained rooted to the spot, too afraid to defy Eric and Chad. I felt a surge of anger and bitterness well up within me.

"Don't you fucking talk to her!" Eric spat and slammed a fist into my jaw. I heard an audible crack as the pain spread through my face and down my neck. Darkness crept along the edges of my vision. It had only been a day, one day of tasting the power that men like Chad and Eric took for granted. One day of being loved, even if that love had been teased and stroked from the souls of Gwen and Lisa.

I'd had a taste of power only to have it ripped away. That brief taste made the pain even more intense.

Suddenly, amid my hopelessness, I felt it—a flicker of concern, radiating from Gwen like a beacon in the darkness. Despite my weakened state, I reached out to her with my senses, desperate to connect with her in any way I could.

Her eyes met mine, and in her aura I felt a flash of something. Concern mixed with lust and something deeper. I didn’t know if it was love, but it was enough.

“Is that all you've got?" I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Venus scoffed.

"More? You want more? You're defeated, Percy. Just accept it."

"Never underestimate the power of love, Venus," I spat out a glob of blood and spit.

"What was that?" she asked.

I didn't answer. Gwen's concern washed over me like a warm shower, her eyes soft and wet. That glimmer of love, that kernel of desire, was all I ever wanted from her. The primal force surged through my veins as I took it into me. My body trembled as I drew upon that nugget of emotion. I focused my energand, wefore me. With every oremaining power of my soul, I directed the full force of my love at her, piercing her essence like a dagger through silk.

"What are you doing?" Venus shrieked, her voice filled with pain and rage as her threads unraveled. She turned to Gwen whose eyes were wide with fear. Gwen wasn't aware of the internal battle being waged over her soul, but she could see the blazing anger in Venus's eyes. I felt the succubus's power building, ready to lash out at Gwen.

Then, I saw it all, the bindings around Eric and Chad's hearts, the strands of energy keeping Lisa subdued. Venus hadn't cut the bonds I had created, she had merely woven the threads into her own essence.

And that was her mistake.

I didn't stop her energy from hitting Gwen. Instead, I let the succubus lash out at the woman I loved. As she did, I twisted the strands of power around Lisa, Eric and Chad, binding them to me with a violent twist.

"NO!" Venus screamed. Her attack on Gwen stopped short as she tried to block my power. Gwen emerged from the shadows, her own soul shining brightly. I fed from that beautiful, blazing fountain, connected it to the threads binding the others and stabbed that power deep into the succubus’s core.

Venus’s eyes widened, and she shook uncontrollably, caught like a fly in a web of lust, love, and fear. Energy from all four people surged into her. At the last moment, I gave the energy one, last violent tweak, and turned it all into overwhelming pleasure.

Venus lifted in the air and watched as here entire body convulsed and jerked in the air as she was wracked by an unearthly orgasm that would have killed an ordinary human. As it was, Venus's clothing disappeared, her wings shot out across the room, and she squirted her lust from her cunt like a fountain.

The hot spray hit Chad and Eric, who fell to their knees as I gave them a small shot of Venus's orgasm. They both came in their pants instantly, but I had given them too much of Venus’s ecstasy and their bladders opened spontaneously, soaking the fronts of their pants.

Defeated, Venus sank to the floor, unconscious from the power of her orgasm. The remnants of the chaos that had filled the room began to dissily, like dtendrils of smoke after a raging fire. The scent of sweat, blood, and sex hung heavy in the air. My heart thundered in my chest as I stood there, trembling with a mixture of adrenaline and raw emotion.

"Percy?" Gwen and I were standing alone amidst the groaning bodies. Even Lisa was crouched in the corner, suddenly afraid of what I might do to her now that I was back in control. "Is it... is it over?"

I smiled, reaching out to her with my power, feeling the fear and warmth of her soul, the same soul that had just saved me. I took part of that heat, and mixed with Lisa's fear, Chad's shame, and Eric's humiliation to heal the pain in my body and close up the wounds.

Gwen watched, fascinated as I healed in front of her.

"Yes," I said. "It's over."

Gwen glanced down at Eric, her boyfriend still panting with the power of his recent orgasm, the front of his pants soaked with cum and piss. I felt the concern she still held for him, but it was easily overwhelmed by her newfound desire for me. I used that love and lust as a weapon, cutting off her concern for Eric until Gwen was focused only on me.

I stepped over the mewling Eric and brought Gwen into my arms. Eric moaned as his girlfriend’s soft, warm body pressed up against my naked one. Gwen’s curves molded themselves to the harder angles of my energized body, fitting together as though we had been sculpted for each other. Finally, our lips collided in a searing, passionate kiss that tasted of lust and love, leaving us both breathless and desperate for more.

"Wait," I gasped, pulling back from the frantic exploration of her mouth and forcing myself to think clearly despite the haze of passion that clouded my mind. "Before we go any further...I need to know. Do you truly love me, Gwen?"

For a moment, she looked confused. I could see the love in her heart, but for once I didn't manipulate it. Instead, I held my breath and waited for her decision.

Then, a spark of orange heat flickered through her aura, suffusing her soul with a warm glow that washed over me. Even before she said the words, I knew.

"Yes, Percy," she replied, her voice filled with sincerity and conviction. "I love you."

I felt a surge of triumph at her words, knowing that our love had finally been acknowledged and embraced without fear or reservation. Our connection was far more than physical—it was something deep and primal, a bond that could never be broken.

"Good," I growled, my voice low and possessive as I claimed Gwen's lips once more in a fierce, demanding kiss. "Because from now on, you belong to me."

My senses were utterly consumed by the intoxicating taste of Gwen's lips, as we shared another passionate kiss that had been too long denied. My heart pounded wildly in my chest, each beat echoing the resounding "Yes" that she had uttered moments before.

"Say it again," I commanded, my voice rough with need as I stared into the depths of her warm brown eyes, searching for any hint of deception or uncertainty.

"I... I love you, Percy," she whispered.

"More than Eric?"

She stopped kissing me and looked down at Eric. I felt the orange warmth flicker, then get stronger. This time, I helped it along with a small push of my lust.

"Yes. I love you more than Eric."

I felt Eric's pain radiate out from him and, with a wicked thrust, I used the warm glow of Gwen's love to increase his shame, but enjoy the pain.

A triumphant grin spread across my face, and I felt my confidence surge like a tidal wave. I had turned the tables again, and I had the reins of power firmly in my hands. The power of Gwen's love had saved me and, with an ironic stab of my power, was now destroying her boyfriend.

"Good girl," I murmured and gave Gwen a lingering kiss, sending lust deep into her soul. "Now, take off your clothes."

She obeyed without hesitation, her eyes locked on mine as she stood before me. A shiver of anticipation ran down my spine, and I reveled knowing that this beautiful, strong-willed woman was now mine to command.

Gwen's fingers trembled slightly as she fumbled with the buttons of her blouse. She hesitated for just a moment, but the look in my eyes must have reassured her, for she quickly regained her composure and stripped, baring herself to me without shame or reservation. Each piece of clothing fell at our feet right in front of her defeated boyfriend's eyes.

All hesitation gone, my eyes roamed hungrily over Gwen's luscious breasts and flat stomach, drinking in every inch of her flawless skin. I could feel myself growing harder with each passing second, the ache of my arousal increasing until it was almost unbearable.

"Come to me," I whispered, my voice barely audible as I reached out a hand to beckon her closer. She stepped forward obediently, her movements now more confident and graceful, like a dancer approaching her partner for the first time.

"Kneel," I commanded, my voice firm and unyielding. She hesitated for just a moment, her eyes searching mine for any sign of hesitation or doubt. But when she found none, she sank to her knees before me, her head bowed in submission.

"Good girl," I murmured again, reaching down to stroke her hair gently, my touch possessive yet tender. "Now show me how much you love me."

As Gwen's mouth opened and enveloped my cock with warm, wet love, I surveyed the moaning bodies rolling and whimpering on the floor. My triumph was complete.

Now, the only thing left to do was to enjoy the fruits of my victory.
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I still could hardly believe my eyes as Gwen, the sweet innocent girl I had known since childhood, knelt before me. Her warm brown eyes locked onto mine, her long wavy hair falling gracefully around her face. She looked up at me with a mix of adoration and desire that sent shivers down my spine.

"Percy," she purred. "You taste so good!"

"Take it, Gwen," I rasped, my mouth dry. "Take my cock!"

Gwen grinned, and I watched as she leaned in to take my throbbing cock into her hands. Her delicate fingers wrapped around the base of my shaft, pulling the skin away from the head so she could plant a warm, wet kiss on the tip. This was not the hungry sucking that Venus and Lisa had given me earlier. This was a loving reverence that touched me to my core.

Gwen continued to lavish attention on my cock, then ducked forward and pressed her lips against my balls. The sensation of her warm breath and soft, tender kisses on my sensitive skin was nearly overwhelming. She took her time, savoring each taste and caress, her eyes never leaving mine. It was as if she wanted me to know that this act of submission was a gift, one given willingly and with love.

Her tongue flicked out to tease the tip of my now-aching cock, and I couldn't help but groan in response. Gwen took this as encouragement, and her mouth closed around my head, engulfing me in wet warmth. She sucked hungrily, her cheeks hollowing as she drew me deeper into her eager mouth. I could feel her devotion, her desire to please me, pouring from every inch of her essence.

It was then that I felt it—the energy emitted by her worship. It swirled around us, an almost tangible force of love and devotion. My mind instinctively reached out and gathered it, drawing it into myself and letting it fuel my growing power. As I did so, I sent a portion back to Gwen, amplifying her eagerness and further solidifying the connection between us.

"Are you enjoying it, Percy?" she asked, her voice breathy and filled with lust. "Do you like what I'm doing to you?"

"God, yes," I hissed, my hands threading through her hair as I guided her movements. "You have no idea how good this feels."

Her eyes sparkled with satisfaction at my words, and she redoubled her efforts, sucking and worshipping my cock with renewed fervor. Soon, the fat head of my cock was in the back of her throat, wet gurgles of lust spilling out around the base of my cock as Gwen took every inch. The energy between us intensified, filling the room with a heady mixture of power and desire. It was unlike anything I had ever experienced before, and I knew that I would never forget this moment.

As Gwen continued to service me, her love and devotion fueling my growing strength, I felt more alive than I ever had before. This was just the beginning, I realized—the first step on a journey of darkness and sexual domination that would forever change me, and those around me. For now, though, all I could think about was the exquisite pleasure of having the beautiful Gwen Taylor on her knees before me, utterly devoted to my pleasure and willing to do whatever it took to satisfy me.

Feeling the powerful lust surging within me, I decided it was time to share it with Lisa. With a wicked grin and a flick of my mind, I sent a wave of intense desire coursing through her body. The effect was immediate—she whimpered and shuddered with need, her eyes wide and pleading as she stared at me.

"Lisa," I commanded, my voice dripping with authority, "crawl over here and show me how much you want me."

She didn't hesitate. She dropped to her hands and knees and crawled toward me like an obedient pet, her voluptuous form swaying enticingly with each movement. I felt a rolling wave of lust and satisfaction at her submission, knowing that she was now entirely under my control. When she reached me, she looked up imploringly, waiting for further instructions.

"Lick my ass, slut!" I ordered, positioning myself so she had easy access. She dove in eagerly, her tongue swirling around my tight anus and exploring every inch of my sensitive nether flesh. As she worshipped my ass, Gwen continued her work on my cock, the combination of their attentions driving me wild with pleasure.

"Ah, fuck," I groaned, reveling in the sensation of having two beautiful women completely devoted to my pleasure. Their submission was intoxicating, fueling my dark desires and amplifying my power exponentially.

Finally, my gaze fell upon Eric and Chad, who were watching the scene before them with a mixture of horror and helpless arousal. With a cruel smile, I reached out and twisted Gwen's love for me with Lisa's innate cruelty, combining the two energies until the helpless boyfriends whimpered with need.

"Lisa," I said, my voice cold and commanding, "stop what you're doing and go jerk those two off."

"Anything for you, Percy," Lisa purred, her eyes gleaming with malicious delight as she abandoned her task and moved over to Eric and Chad. She knelt behind them, reached around and freed their throbbing cocks. The beautiful cheerleader grabbed their stiff cocks in her hands, smirking as they both moaned at her touch.

"Such pathetic little boys," she taunted, her fingers stroking them mercilessly. "You're both so fucking useless compared to Percy."

The words made my heart swell even as the humiliation settled upon Chad and Eric's souls. I reveled in their shame as I pulled Gwen down onto the bed, positioning her beneath me as I prepared to take her fully. Her eyes were filled with love and adoration, making it clear that she would willingly surrender herself to me, body and soul.

"Tell me you want me, Gwen," I whispered, my voice thick with passion.

"I want you, Percy!" She moaned. "I want you more than I've ever wanted anything!"

I slid my cock deep inside of her, sealing our connection with a groan of ecstasy. Gwen gasped as I filled her, her fine pussy muscles gripping me and pulling me forward. My hips rocked back and forth, claiming her inch by inch until I was fully sheathed within her depths. My body felt like it was burning and I felt the pressure of each thrust deep inside me. Gwen’s moans filled my ears and her breath hitched with every movement. I could feel each wave of pleasure that coursed through us both, like an unstoppable force.

As Gwen's warm, inviting body trembled beneath me, a wicked thought took root in my mind. I could sense Eric's heart breaking with every thrust into his beloved; it was delicious.

I wanted more.

"Tell him, Gwen," I whispered into her ear, my cock buried deep inside her. "Tell Eric how much better I am than him."

Gwen hesitated, her eyes filled with a mixture of confusion and desire. My power coursed through her, amplifying her love for me while smothering any resistance she might have had. She bit her lip and then, with just a hint of reluctance, spoke the humiliating words.

"Eric... Percy is so much better than you," she moaned, her voice quivering with ecstasy. "He makes me feel things... things I never felt with you."

The pain on Eric's face was exquisite, and it fed my growing power. While Lisa continued to stroke him and Chad, their cocks dripping, I reveled in the sweet agony of their helplessness.

"Please, Gwen..." Eric pleaded, tears welling up in his eyes. "Don't do this..."

"Quiet!" I commanded, my voice echoing through the room like thunder. "Watch me as I give your girlfriend what you never could!"

It was then that Venus stirred, her eyes fluttering open only to find herself immobilized by my will. The look of terror on her face fueled my sadistic desires even more—she who had once fed upon us was now forced to endure the same helpless torment.

"Look at her, Gwen," I instructed, directing her gaze to the paralyzed succubus. "She can't move, can't speak... all she can do is watch. And she can't feed off it; she'll starve watching us. That is her punishment."

Gwen's eyes widened with a perverse delight, and her hips bucked against me even more eagerly than before. I could feel the darkness within her growing, twisting her love for me into something far more sinister.

"Fuck Percy, you're so good!" Gwen gasped, her body shuddering from the intensity of her arousal. "So... powerful!"

"Remember that!" I hissed, my thrusts becoming more forceful. "I own you now, just as I own them all—their pleasure, their pain... everything."

As I gazed into Gwen's eyes, I saw the last vestiges of resistance flicker out, leaving only submission in its place. And with a final, triumphant cry, I felt our climax approach—a cataclysmic fusion of ecstasy and despair that would bind us together forevermore.

I stared down at Eric, kneeling pathetically beside the bed, his eyes filled with pain and longing. I reveled in the power I held over him, as well as Gwen's undeniable devotion to me.

"Tell her, Eric," I commanded, my voice dripping with authority. "Tell Gwen how much you love her."

"I... I love you, Gwen," he stammered, tears streaming down his face. I felt his heartache like a physical force in the room, but it only fed my arousal.

"Good," I hissed, turning to Gwen. "Now, make him admit what he truly is."

Gwen hesitated for a moment, but she was powerless to resist her need for me. She turned to Eric and whimpered.

"You're a loser, Eric."

"Fuck!" I grunted, and I thrust inside of her, sending her a spike of lust, hammering home her words until they became truth.

"Say it again!" I ordered.

"You're a loser, Eric!" Gwen cried as I pounded deep into her cunt while hammering away at her soul with my lust. "A fucking... fucking LOSER!"

With those final words, Gwen let out a scream of ecstasy, her body convulsing as an intense orgasm rocketed through her. Feeling her pleasure, I channeled every bit directly into Eric, causing him to quiver uncontrollably. With a final, pitiful moan, he squirted his cum onto the floor, completely broken by Gwen's confession.

As Gwen slowly regained her composure, I whispered into her ear, ensuring that my command would be the final nail in Eric's coffin. "Tell him you're done."

"Sorry, Eric," she murmured, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "We're done now."

The scene was one of utter humiliation and degradation, and I couldn't have been more satisfied. My control over them—over all of them—was complete.

A storm of emotions raged through the room, leaving Eric trembling and crying in its wake. Gwen's lips met mine in a deep, passionate kiss as we reveled in the twisted power that bound us all. I could feel the intoxicating mixture of love, lust, and control coursing through my veins, urging me to take things even further.

"Venus," I commanded, my voice dripping with authority. "Come here and beg for forgiveness."

The once-proud succubus crawled towards me, her eyes filled with a desperate need for redemption. "Please, Percy," she whimpered, her voice barely audible. "Forgive me. I'll do anything you want."

"Prove it," I replied, my tone cold and unforgiving. As Venus looked up at me, I could see her resolve harden. She was determined to earn my forgiveness—no matter what it took.

I slid my cock out of Gwen and beckoned Venus to take her place. She did willingly, lying on the bed and spreading her legs for her master.

"Get on her face, Gwen," I ordered, placing Venus in the same submissive position we had used on Lisa earlier that night. "I want you to get used to using my new toy!"

Venus whimpered, but her voice was cut off as Gwen threw a leg over her head and sank her wet, swollen cunt down on Venus's face. I shoved my cock deep into Venus's cunt, letting her feel my lust for the first time since she had tried to defeat me. Her cries were muffled by Gwen's ass, but I could feel her need in the corrupted essence of her soul.

I felt a deep satisfaction as I pushed my cock further into her tightness, feeling the heat of her lust burn against me. My thrusts became more and more powerful, pounding against the succubus and driving both of us mad with pleasure. Venus's moans echoed throughout the room, but all I could focus on were my own sensations—every movement filling me with an intoxicating wave of power and control.

Together, Gwen and I used Venus as our plaything, sating our lust on her willing body. Bound by the invisible chains of my power, Venus accepted my every thrust with a mix of eagerness and resignation.

I delighted in watching Gwen explore the newfound depths of her own desires while Venus submitted to her completely. Her firm body writhed and humped Venus's face, thoroughly enjoying the feel of dominating the succubus. Despite herself, the succubus came on my cock even as her tongue found Gwen's sensitive spot, pushing her over the edge of orgasm.

I couldn't hold back any longer and I turned to Lisa still stroking Chad's red and throbbing cock.

"Finish him, Lisa!" I ordered. "Then, get over here. I have a gift for you!"

"Sorry, baby!" Lisa hissed wickedly in Chad's ear. "Looks like a real man needs me."

As the words sunk into Chad's tormented soul, I gave him a stab of lust so hard that his body convulsed in Lisa's pumping hand. His cum shot across the floor as Lisa laughed at her once powerful boyfriend. I continued to pump Chad with lust, weaving his pleasure with his humiliation until they were one.

As Chad collapsed in a puddle of his cum, Lisa came to me on the bed. I pulled out of Venus and stood on the mattress.

"Kneel," I said, and the three women in my life knelt in front of me as I stroked my cock. It was swollen with blood and power, pulsating with the raw emotions contained in this small room. The succubus, the cheerleader, and my crush knelt before me on the mattress, looking up at me with eyes of lustful worship. Those eyes, purple, blue, and brown, were filled with a love I had never seen before, and it was that lavish devotion that finally pushed me over the edge of my orgasm.

"You're mine now!" I growled. "Say it!"

"I'm yours, Percy!" Gwen said without hesitation.

"All yours, baby!" Lisa chimed in, holding her face up to accept my gift.

"Please, Percy," Venus gasped, her voice cracking under the weight of her submission. "Let me serve you. Let me show you how much I've changed."

"Yes!" I howled. "YES!”

As my roar echoed through the room, a thick rope of cum shot from my cock, splashing across Venus's face. Lisa moaned and leaned into lick the thick cum from the succubus's cheek when another ropy strand slashed across the blonde's face. The hot jizz made Lisa whine, and she turned her face to accept another spurt of cum before I aimed my cock at Gwen. My crush nodded, urging me on with a loving smile just before I shot a blast of cum across her beautiful face.

And it didn't stop there. I kept shooting rope after sticky rope of cum until all three women's faces were covered with my lust.

Then, as they shared my milky jizz between them, I reached deep and gave them all a core-pounding, mind-melting orgasm. All three screamed in pleasure and collapsed on the bed, my cum glazing their faces.

I had never seen anything so beautiful.

Finally, spent from the very long night of debauchery and secure in my victory, I fell forward into the arms of my women.

Time seemed to blur, and when I finally came to, the room was transformed into a darkly sensual tableau. Gwen lay nestled in my arms, her love for me amplified by my power. On either side of us, Venus and Lisa snuggled close, their submission a tangible presence that filled the air.

In the corner, Chad and Eric knelt, their gazes never straying from us. My power had rewritten their very essence, ensuring that they would only ever find satisfaction in watching the women they loved submit to me.

"Eric, Chad," I murmured, my voice low and seductive. "This is who you are now. You will always be on the outside, looking in—unable to stop me as I take your women over and over again."

Gwen giggled softly in my ear, and I could feel the weight of my triumph settling into place. The souls of everyone in that room were irrevocably altered, bound to me and my desires.

And as I looked around at my new acolytes, I knew one thing for certain—I was no longer the timid, powerless victim they had once known. I was now their master, a cruel and unforgiving force that would shape their lives and desires in ways they could never have imagined.
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Bradley was just coming out of the Layton College Explorer newspaper office when he saw the two huge boys stalking towards him. His heart skipped a bit, and he instinctively turned away from them. He sped up, hoping to get to the corner before the figure in the center noticed him.

"Hey, asshole! Where are you going so fast?"

Bradley skidded to a stop as Damien Winters appeared around the corner. By this time, the two other figures loomed behind him.

He was trapped.

Damian grabbed him by the shoulders and slammed him up against the wall. Bradley was dismayed when a high-pitched, mousy cry emerged from his mouth. The two boys behind Damian, Trent Omar and Lou Jenks, snickered. Their thick, fat faces were filled with a boyish malice that reminded Bradley of the kids in grade school who enjoyed pulling the wings off flies and throwing rocks at dogs.

"I said," Damian Winters hissed as he turned the skinnier boy around. "Where are you going so fast?"

Bradley looked up into the big, black man's scowling face. Bradley had never understood what he had done to Damian to deserve the abuse he faced every day. The smaller boy thought when he had left high school he would be free from the bullies that seemed drawn to him like a magnet.

"What do you want, Damian?" Bradley asked, proud that he kept the fear out of his voice.

Omar and Jenks, offensive lineman on the junior college football team, snickered again.

"What do we want?" Jenks let out a high-pitched laugh that sounded strange coming from the six foot, three hundred pound center. "What do we want?"

"Shut it, Jenks!" Damian growled without turning his attention away from Bradley. "We just want to talk, don't we?"

"Sure," Omar said and his thick lips split into a wide grin. "Just talk."

"You see," Damian hissed. "We heard that you've been bad-mouthing the team in the school paper."

Bradley felt his stomach plummet. He looked desperately down the hall, but no one was there. How in the hell could the hallway be empty now?

He thought about calling for help, but the humiliation would just make it worse.

"I only told the truth," Bradley said.

The truth, at least according to Bradley's article and Facebook posts, was that the Layton College Football team was a corrupt organization that spent too much money on sports and not enough on the actual education of the students. The new stadium built three years ago was a multi-million dollar project and the head coach made more than the Dean of Students.

Not only that, but the students were constantly given extra help so they could keep their grades up and keep playing. The entire school seemed to be involved in churning out players and filling the stadium each weekend.

"Really?" Damian asked. "That's the answer you're giving, huh?"

"Yuh... Yes." Bradley cursed himself for stammering. "Yes."

He didn't see Damian's fist, just felt it hit him just under the rib cage, forcing the air out of his lungs. Bradley swayed on his feet and Damian pushed him against the wall. The next blow hit Bradley in the side and drove him to his knees.

"What the hell are you doing?"

Bradley closed his eyes, at once grateful and embarrassed when he heard Lori's voice.

"Just having a conversation," Damian said, reached down, and hauled Bradley to his feet. It might have been more convincing if Bradley could actually stand on his feet. Unfortunately, Bradley still couldn't catch his breath.

"Oh my God, Bradley!" Lori said and suddenly he felt his girlfriend's soft body under his shoulder and the scent of her apple blossom shampoo filled his nose. "Are you all right?"

"I... I'm OK," Bradley muttered unconvincingly as Lori helped him towards the newspaper office. She turned to the three large boys, her voice full of poison.

"Jesus Christ, Damian!" she spat. "You're going to Division 1 next year, you asshole! Don't you have better things to do?"

Bradley opened his eyes and saw Damian back up, his hands raised.

"And you two!" Lori said. "I don't expect any better from you thugs, but the least you can do is not egg him on. Now get out of here before I call campus police."

All three boys seemed abashed by Lori's speech. However, when Lori turned her back, Bradley looked at him with an evil grin. Bradley moaned.

"Are you sure you're alright?" she asked as she opened the newspaper door and led him inside.

Thankfully, the office was mostly empty except Professor Dwyer, the academic counselor assigned to the paper. She looked up from her desk. Bradley suppressed another groan. Unknown only to himself was the crush he had harbored on his pretty professor since the beginning of the year. She was tall and beautiful, her large breasts straining against the white blouses she always wore, her long legs displayed wonderfully by her tight, gray skirt.

"What happened?" Bradley was touched by the concern in the woman's voice.

"What do you think?" Lori spat. "Damian and his thugs."

"Damian Winters?"

Bradley saw something flit across his professor's face. He didn't have time to analyze it before it was gone, replaced by a worried look.

Lori leaned Bradley against the edge of a desk. He was just getting his breath back, the sharp pain in his stomach and side receding to a dull throb. Professor Dwyer came up to him and bent over. Bradley stared down her blouse, seeing just a glimpse of her round breasts.

His face burned, and he looked to Lori, but she hadn't noticed. Instead, she had left his side and filled a paper cup of water from the cooler in the corner. Meanwhile, Professor Dwyer looked into his eyes. He saw her irises were a lovely shade of hazel with green mixed in. The glasses she wore were an older style with a small silver chain that allowed her to hang them between her large breasts. The style was much too old for the young professor, but Bradley had always liked them.

Now, she took off her glasses, and they swung back and forth against her breasts. Bradley found himself hypnotized by the sight until he felt Professor Dwyer's hand under his chin. He looked up, embarrassed. She smiled knowingly, but said nothing.

"Are you sure you're alright, Bradley?" she asked as Lori came to his side and held out the cup.

"Yes," he said and was surprised to find he actually meant it. "I just got the wind knocked out of me."

"Here," Lori said and held out to him.

Bradley felt guilty as he took the cups from his girlfriend. Lori was beautiful in a completely different way from his professor. She was willowy, with long blonde hair held back from her face with a red velvet scrunchie. She had round breasts, not as large as Professor Dwyer, but they were firm and just a little large for his hands, each one tipped by a perfect, rose-colored nipple. He was lucky to have Lori, so why was he sneaking peeks at Professor Dwyer's tits? Worse, why was he thinking about his girlfriend's breasts?

Must be the trauma, he thought to himself.

Bradley suddenly realized his position, being comforted by two wonderful women after he'd had his ass handed to him in front of them. Was that concern in their eyes, or was it pity? What was the difference?

He took a deep breath and hopped off the desk, ignoring the pain in his side. He needed to stand up, like a man instead of a bullied little boy.

"I'm fine," he said.

"I still think we should call campus police," Lori said.

Bradley thought about that. If he tried to bring charges, the entire football team would turn on him. Besides, there were no witnesses besides Damian's friends. At the moment, it was just an article, but if he threatened Damian's future, there was no telling what he might do.

"No," he said. "We don't need to do that."

He thought he saw a look of relief pass Professor Dwyer's face.

"Oh, well if you don't think it's necessary," his professor said.

"Are you sure?" Lori asked. "They might come after you again."

"I think they got what they wanted," Bradley said. "They messed with me about the article. That should be the end of it."

He didn't believe it. If it wasn't the article, it would be something different. It was just a matter of time before Damian made him pay for something.

That was a problem for another day. Right now all he wanted to do was go home, take a hot bath, and try to forget about the last twenty minutes.

"Listen, I think I'm just going to go home," he said. "Thank you for helping."

"Of course," Professor Dwyer said and brushed his hair back from his face. "Anytime."

Lori walked out with him, and the Professor called from the office.

"It was a good article, Bradley. Just remember that."

Bradley nodded and wondered if that would be enough to make up for his injured side.

Once in the hall, Lori hugged his arm..

"I'll come home with you," she said.

"Oh?" Bradley asked. "You don't have to do that."

"I want to," she said. "Is your family home?"

Bradley looked at her and raised his eyebrows. Lori giggled.

"Get your mind out of the gutter! I was just asking!"

"Well, if that's the case," Bradley managed a smile. "No, they won't be. Dad is out of town for another couple of days and Heather won't be home until five."

"Good," Lori said. "That means I can take care of you properly."

"Properly?"

"Oh, stop!" she laughed again, and he felt the warmth of her firm breasts sending heat through his body. Suddenly, his side didn't hurt that much. "You're hurt! You shouldn't be thinking of that!"

"I think I'd have to be dead not to think of that," Bradley laughed and, arm in arm with his girlfriend, headed for home.
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Professor Rebecca Dwyer watched as the young couple walked down the hall and turned the corner. She smiled, remembering how it felt to be so young and so in love. Not that she didn't love her husband, Arthur, but it had been a long time since she felt the same way about her husband that Lori felt about Bradley.

She shook her head and remembered Bradley's flustered look when she caught him looking down her blouse. It was so wrong but Rebecca was still young enough to appreciate being admired by a younger man. That led to the problem that entered the door a few minutes after Lori and Bradley had left.

Rebecca shivered, but didn't turn around as she heard the audible click of the lock being thrown. She knew she was trapped, but she didn't feel scared. All she felt was the excitement coursing through her body as the large, muscular presence moved up behind her.

"So," a deep voice said. "Did you kiss his little boo boo and make him feel better?"

Large, brown hands settled on her shoulders and pressed warmly into the flesh of neck. Rebecca felt the trembles of lust attacking her belly, trickling down to the hot spot between her legs.

"Why did you have to hurt him?" she murmured. "It was just a story. It's not like it hurts anyone."

The hands turned her around, strong, dark fingers closing around Rebecca's pale neck.

"Because it was fun," Damian said and grinned.

"Fun to... to terrorize an innocent boy?"

"That's just it, isn't it?" Damian's other hand fell to the top of her blouse and pulled on the buttons. "He's just a boy. But you like him anyway."

Rebecca shook her head.

"He's intelligent and kind. I like him like a professor likes a student."

"Really?" Damien leaned close, his warm breath caressing her lips. "And how do you like me?"

The rough pad of his thumb rubbed her plump bottom lip, pushing her mouth open. He dipped his head and sucked her lip into his mouth. Rebecca moaned, thought of Arthur and, curiously, Bradley, then she yielded to temptation like she did every time. She let Damian kiss open her mouth and slip his tongue deep inside. She sucked on him, then her tongue slid over his and, just like that, they were tasting each other.

Damian growled deep in his throat, a sound that made the deep pulse between Rebecca's legs throb. Why? Why did she feel this way? For this man?

Why couldn't Arthur be enough?

Shame and guilt flooded her mind, but her body fought back, rising to meet Damian's need.

Rebecca kept kissing him until he pushed her away, his hand in her throat.

"Yes!" he snarled, his deep, dark eyes flashing, his smile knowing. "Professor Dwyer? Who knew you were such a dirty, dirty little slut."

"I'm not!" she protested, trying to kiss him again, but he held her off.

"No?" With a gentle, bit firm pressure, he pushed her to her knees. "What would your husband say?"

"Oh, God!" she whimpered. "Please, don't talk about Arthur."

Damian grinned, knowing he'd hit her weakness, knowing he could do anything to her.  She was trapped by lust as much as the situation.

He opened his jeans and pushed down his pants. She couldn't look away, like a child waiting for a gift, and his thick, black cock sprang from his body.

She'd never seen a cock as big or as beautiful as Damian, never mind that it was dark brown, almost black, with thick veins pulsating with life. Even now, she was imagining it inside of her. Her pussy was wet, her juices trickling into her panties.

"What do you want to talk about?" Damian chuckled. "Hm?"

Rebecca didn't speak. Instead, she lifted the thick shaft and buried her nose in Damian's heavy, black balls.

"Yes!" Damian hissed as Rebecca sucked one ball into her mouth, swabbing it lovingly with her tongue. "I love the way you talk!"

Rebecca murmured against the belly of his shaft, kissing the underside of the purple-black tip. What must she look like, a decorated married professor on her knees, worshiping this boy's thick, black cock? Was it any wonder he called her a slut?

But it didn't matter, not really. Damian's black body was like a drug and, with just one whiff of his musky scent and a taste of his sweat-salt flesh, she was drunk. She opened her mouth and Damian placed a firm hand on top of her head and thrust the pulsating length of his flesh deep into her mouth.

As always, she was overwhelmed by the girth of his cock. She floundered for a moment, drowning in his scent and full of the pumping length of his flesh. Damian grunted with pleasure, each guttural sound urging her on, filling her with a lust she had never known in her entire life. In those moments, servicing this boy, this man, she forgot all of her worries. Her husband? Poor Arthur was gone. Bradley? He was old enough to take care of himself.

Her career? Her life? Rebecca dropped her jaw and gorged herself in Damian's cock, the burning heat of it driving everything away except for that primal urge.

"Fuck!" Damian gripped both sides of the beautiful teacher's head and slammed his cock into her mouth. He fucked her mouth, hammering the back of her throat until she gagged and spit. Still, she didn't let him go. She deserved the punishment. She was a dirty, little slut. Damian's dirty little slut.

"Goddamn!" Damian growled. "God, you are so fucking good, Professor!"

Rebecca looked up at him and a smile slipped unbidden to her lips. She couldn't help it. She was happy that she pleased him.

Damian reached down, pulled her to her feet, and kissed her despite the spit on her lips. It turned him on to make a mess out of her. As if to prove that point he gripped her blouse in both hands.

"Don't—"

Damian tore her blouse open, the buttons shooting across the room and bouncing off the desks and floor. How many blouses had he ruined? Even as the question bounced in her brain, Damian was pulling her bra down, unleashing her heavy tits.

"Beautiful," Damian murmured and gripped both breasts in his powerful hands, squeezing them until Rebecca's nipples swelled between his fingers and he dipped his head, sucking the swollen bud into his mouth.

"Oh, God!" Rebecca gasped as her young student sucked and licked her nipples, sending even more heat burning through her body. She squeezed her thighs, but she was already dripping with lust, hot drops trickling down her legs.

Damian knew what she wanted even though she didn't say it. The young, black athlete seemed to always know just the right thing to make her give in to his lust.

With the ease of lifting a child, Damian lifted her onto the desk. He pushed her skirt up over her hips. Rebecca whimpered as he pulled off her panties, lifting her hips submissively. He balled them up in his dark fist and inhaled her scent.

"You smell good!" he grinned. "You smell like you're ready."

"I am!" she moaned. "I am ready."

"Shh!" he murmured and bent over her. "We don't want anyone to hear how much you want me, do you?"

She shook her head and Damian raised the ball of her panties and brushed her lips with the fabric. His other hand pulled down on her chin until her mouth opened and he shoved the moist ball into her mouth.

She groaned and fell back to the desk, the taste of her cunt in her mouth. Her groan came out muffled, the balled up panties serving dual purposes. To humiliate her and to cover up the noises she made because she liked it.

Damian lifted her thighs and rubbed the enormous head of his cock up and down her swollen slit.

"Do you want me to fuck you, Professor Dwyer?" he asked, teasing her clit with the spongy tip of his cock.

She nodded, moaning.

"You want me to fuck you like Mr. Dwyer can't?"

Damian continued to tease her with his cock. She lifted her hips, trying to push his beautiful manhood into her hungry cunt. Damian held back, chuckling.

Finally, she nodded, tears of shame and frustration in her eyes. Damian grinned and pushed his cock deep, deep inside her pussy.

"Fuck, you are so tight!" Damian groaned.

For you, she thought ruefully. Not for my husband.

It was an unkind thought. Arthur couldn't control the size of his cock anymore than he could control her lusts. Still, blaming him for not being able to please her the way Damian pleased her felt better than the truth. That she was a slut. Damian's slut.

The guilt was ripped away a moment later when her black lover slammed his cock to the hilt inside of her. Her eyes widened and she let out a muffled scream as she felt his weapon stab into her inner sex. It felt like he was in her belly, fucking her whole body with that beautiful, savage cock.

She looked down between them to watch the wet length of it disappear inside of her. How? How could she take it? It didn't seem possible, yet soon enough her body opened to the young, black man, wrapping itself around his pulsating cock and hugging his shaft each time he pulled out. Then, he would slam back into her and she would have the wonderful, surreal feeling of being pulled inside out, pounded and reshaped into the perfect vessel to receive his perfect, fucking cock.

The desk creaked as Damian hammered into her body. All thoughts of right and wrong bled from Rebecca's mind as she focused on Damian's cock and the pleasure flowing through her limbs. She reached her apex and then even the room was gone as her bliss exploded, lifting her body off the table, writhing in ecstasy.

"That's it, Professor!" Damian growled and in one movement, pulled out of her. Rebecca had only a moment to register the loss of his hot shaft before Damian pulled her off the table and onto the floor.

She gasped when he pulled the panties out of her mouth. His thick cock hovered above her face, dripping with her traitorous juices.

"Look ate, Professor!" Damian commanded. "I want you to look at me when I cum on your face!"

Exhausted by her orgasm and defeated by Damian's power, Rebecca Dwyer, wife and teacher, looked up at the younger student just as the first blast of his hot cum splashed across her face.

She moaned as rope and rope of sticky jizz sprayed from Damian's cock. Cum got in her eyes, her hair, her nose, but still she watched him, mesmerized as his beautiful, black body gave in to his lust for her. It was a small victory, but she claimed it.

Finally, with a final shake of his cock, Damian found his pants and put away his thick, black snake. Rebecca panted on the floor, her whole body filled with the heat of their fucking, Damian's seed cooling on her face.

"You are a beautiful mess, Professor," Damian laughed and gripped her chin in his hand. "I want you to remember this when you talk to that loser, Bradley. I want you to remember what a real man feels like."

Rebecca groaned, but she nodded. She could never look at Bradley the same way. Damian's command, and his cock, were permanently stamped on her brain.

"You'd better get home to your husband," Damian said. "He's probably wondering why you're working late. Again."

Damian left after that, leaving the exhausted married Professor to clean herself up and make her way home.
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They got to Bradley's house around 4:15 which didn't give the two of them much time. Lori giggled as Bradley practically dragged her to his bedroom and closed the door.

"Are you sure you're feeling OK?" Lori asked again and immediately regretted it. Bradley's face grew red and she could tell he was embarrassed.

She wished she could tell Bradley it wasn't his fault. Damian Winters was bigger than Bradley. Much bigger. Not to mention an elite athlete. She had been shocked and horrified when she'd seen Bradley on his knees in front of the large quarterback, but she felt something else she'd never noticed before. A tingling sensation between her thighs seeing the powerful black man standing victorious over her helpless boyfriend. It was, she realized after the fact, a primal reaction which completely overwhelmed her logical brain. In that second, her body responded to the alpha male standing in front of her

Luckily, it was just a moment, a second in her life she could easily push away with the concern she felt for Bradley.

"I'm fine," Bradley kissed her and she chuckled again at his eagerness.

Bradley may not be as big as other boys Lori had dated, but he was certainly the sweetest. He was usually tentative when he kissed her, deferring to her experience even though she'd only had one other sexual partner before Bradley. That made one more partner Bradley ever had, a fact he had confessed to just after the first time they had sex, as if Lori couldn't have guessed.

Bradley had gotten a little better over the six months they had dated, but Lori had to admit, she had little to compare him to.

Not like Damian. Lori was sure the popular, handsome quarterback had more experience than she and Bradley put together.

She shook off thoughts of Damian and slid her arms around Bradley's neck, pulling him down to the bed. Her knee came up along his flank and bumped his ribs. Bradley hissed in pain.

"Shit!" she said. "Sorry!"

"S'ok," Bradley winced, but kept kissing her. She kissed him back, careful not to hit his injured side.

Bradley pushed up her shorts and revealed Lori's round breasts. He stopped for a minute, trying to puzzle how to get her bra off.

"Hold on," she sat up, reached behind her back, and unhooked her bra.

Bradley sat back on his heels, waiting eagerly for Lori to show him her breasts. She gave him a teasing smile, then slowly let her bra drop over her shoulders.

As soon as her rosy nipples were free, Bradley was rushing forward, fumbling with her breasts, then sucked her pink nipple into his mouth.

"Easy," she murmured as Bradley sucked wetly at her tits and came down on top of her. "Easy."

She pushed Bradley lightly away from her nipples. He was pushing his crotch between her legs, rubbing her pussy roughly through her clothes. The familiar fire in her belly built slowly as she kissed her boyfriend. She slid her hand down and tried to unbutton his jeans. Bradley didn't stop kissing her breast as he tried to help.

Finally, Lori pushed down Bradley's pants over his ass. She slid her hand over his cock and Bradley moaned against her breasts.

"Do you have a condom?" she panted.

"Yuh... yes!" Bradley lunged across her body, his thigh landing heavily on her chest.

"Ow!" Lori laughed. "Watch it!"

"Shit, sorry!"

Lori continued to chuckle as she watched Bradley's pale buttocks wobble in the air as he opened a drawer on the bedside table. He pulled a condom out of the drawer and knelt between her legs, fumbling with the package.

"Here." She plucked the condom from Bradley's hands. "Let me do it."

She grinned at him, locked her eyes on his, and placed the corner of the package between her teeth. With a quick yank, she tore open the package, making the awkward maneuver sexy.

"Wow!" Bradley said. "When did you learn how to do that?"

"I've been practicing," she teased.

Bradley stopped, shocked by the words. For a moment, he looked crestfallen like a boy who just lost his dog. She laughed.

"I'm kidding!" she giggled. "Jeez, Bradley! It's just something I heard about."

She took advantage of Bradley's shock, reached down, and slid the cold rubber over Bradley's cock. He shook with need and, as soon as she was done, he positioned his cock at her entrance.

"Go ahead, baby," she moaned. "Do it!"

Bradley pushed forward, his cock bumping against her entrance. She gripped his shaft, unwilling to wait any longer, and guided him home.

Bradley laid down on top of her, thrusting his cock into her pussy. His movements stoked the embers in her belly to a pleasant fire. She gripped Bradley's shoulder and bucked her hips, driving into Bradley's eager thrusts. Her need energized him and he thrust faster, his buttocks rising and lowering between her thighs as he drove himself towards orgasm.

The fire in her belly flared, but refused to catch. She had never had an orgasm, a true orgasm, with a man. All that she had coaxed from her body was the small sparks. Lori longed to feel the overwhelming bliss she read about in romance novels. Sometimes she wondered if there was something wrong with her.

She shook off the thoughts and focused on Bradley. He was tense, his movements becoming more erratic. She loved him, she really did, and she wished she could join him in orgasm. Instead, all she could do was go through the motions, mimicking movements she'd seen when she watched porn. If she couldn't be swamped with ecstasy, at least she could help Bradley get what he needed.

"That's it, baby!" she moaned. "That's it! Give it to me!"

Her words reached Bradley's brain and touched off the explosion in his balls. He groaned, his thin body slammed into her. Lori had a flicker of pleasure, just a lick, and she rose to meet Bradley's body, crying out and tensing. She kept up the cries as Bradley emptied his seed into the confines of the condom.

Their bodies came to a rest a few moments later and Bradley collapsed on top of her, his body slick with sweat. Lori smiled, pleased with herself, although a little frustrated that the moment was over so quickly. She brushed her hands through the fine brown hairs on Bradly's neck.

"That was so good," Bradley murmured. "I needed that."

"Me too," Lori said, only half a lie. She knew Bradley had needed the confidence boost, and she had needed to give it to him. That was her job. "You feeling better?"

"Yes," Bradley said and rolled over, his cock slipping wetly from her pussy, still sheathed in the thin layer of plastic.

Lori rolled over and grabbed a tissue from the bedside table. She handed it to Bradley. Bradley silently wrapped the condom in the paper, pulled it off, and deposited his lust into a trash basket next to the bed.

Lori rolled over and for the first time, saw the ugly, purple bruise spreading across Bradley's side.

"Oh my God!" She reached out to touch the bruise and Bradley flinched. "Does it hurt that bad?"

"No," Bradley said through gritted teeth. "It's fine."

Lori could tell he was lying.

"What can I do?"

"Nothing," he smiled weakly. "You've made me feel better. I'll just have to avoid Damian from now on."

Lori wasn't so sure. Layton Community was a small campus and the football players were celebrities. It would be hard to stay out of Damian's way, especially if the popular quarterback was targeting her boyfriend.

Maybe, I can help, she thought as she gingerly touched the purple bruise on Bradley's torso. Maybe Damian will listen to me.

She felt a thrill of fear and something else. It felt like excitement, but she squashed that small fire she felt in her belly. Damian was an asshole, no matter how big or strong, and she wanted to protect Bradley. If Damian would just listen to reason, maybe she and Bradley could just enjoy college.

She snuggled down beside her boyfriend, careful not to hurt his injured side. Armed with a plan, however crazy it might be, she relaxed and soon; she fell into a blissful, dreamless sleep.
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"Bradley? Are you home?"

Bradley shot up out of bed and immediately regretted it. He groaned as the pain in his side lit up like a fire.

He looked down at Lori, and despite the pain he smiled. In his excitement, he'd forgotten about the bruise, but it was making him pay now.

"Lori," he hissed, pushing on her shoulder. "Lori, wake up! Heather's home!"

Lori came awake slowly, but once her eyes were open, she sat up straight; the sheet fell away, and her breasts.

"Shit!"

Not that they weren't allowed to be together, his stepmother was fine with it, but his father was older than his second wife and more conservative about such things.

"It's fine," Bradley chuckled. "It's just my stepmom. She's fine. Just get dressed."

"Ok," Lori said and looked around helplessly. "Where's my bra?"

Bradley laughed.

"Are you going to help me or not?"

"I don't know," I kind of like you like this."

"Shut up!" Lori threw a pillow at Bradley, but she was smiling. "Just get out!"

Bradley came down the steps a moment later to find his stepmother in the kitchen, putting away groceries.

"Oh! You are here!" Heather said and a beautiful smile lit up her face.

Bradley's stepmother was a decade younger than his father and gorgeous. She had moved in when Bradley was just three years old and had become more of a mother to him than the one he only knew from pictures.

Even though she had a voluptuous body, with large, round breasts, Bradley had always refused to see her that way. To him, she was his mother.

But, in high school, her beauty had been a constant source of aggravation growing up. The boys at school, especially the bullies, always made comments about Heather's body. Bradley had tried to defend her, but that only got him beat up. And, the comments had side effects, effects that had caused many sleepless nights as Bradley was forced to think differently about his stepmother. He saw her as a gorgeous woman and that had led to inappropriate thoughts.

Fortunately, the images he imagined had dissipated as he grew older. Still, every time he saw Heather, he couldn't help but think the image of a caring mother had become just a little... awkward.

"Yeah," he said. "I'm um... we got home a little while ago."

Heather stopped unpacking and cocked an eyebrow at her stepson.

"We?"

"Hi, Mrs. Wolff!" Lori said brightly as she came down the steps.

Heather looked at Bradley's wrinkled t-shirt and his messy hair, then at Lori who seemed perfectly groomed and comfortable. Still, his stepmother sensed the tension and smiled at Lori.

"It's good to see you, Lori!" she said with a glint of humor in her eyes. "What are you two up too?"

Lori looked at Bradley.

"Just going over our notes," Bradley said, but could tell Heather didn't believe a word of it.

"Oh, that's good." She pulled a bunch of broccoli from a bag. "It's very important to... study."

She turned away to put the broccoli in the fridge. Lori looked at Bradley and grinned.l, only to snap to attention a minute later when Heather turned around.

"So, Lori?" Heather said. "Would you like to stay for dinner?"

They make a nice couple, Heather thought as the three of them sat down to dinner.

Lori was cute and seemed sweet enough. Heather was happy for Bradley. He had been awkward in high school and, even though he never complained about it, she could tell that he got picked on. It wasn't shocking to her; it hadn't been that long since she'd been in school. She knew how cruel kids could be. Not that she had ever worried about that. Being pretty and on the cheer squad helped shield Heather from the more... disturbing aspects of high school.

Not so for her stepson. Bradley had always been smaller than the other kids and something of a bookworm. Edward worried about Bradley being man enough to stick up for himself or have a girlfriend.

Heather didn't worry. While Bradley might be naïve, he was very smart. In fact, she thought he could have gone to a bigger school than the nearby Layton Community, but he had lived at home for the first couple of years and ease into post high school life. And, not only was Bradley smart, he was nice, and Heather knew it was just a matter of time until he found someone who could see how great her stepson was.

Now, it looked like he had found it.

"So," Lori said now, cutting into the ham Heather had roasted. "Is Mr. Wolff going to be home soon?"

"Yes," Heather said. "He should be home next weekend."

"Wow," Lori said. "He's out of town a lot."

"Yeah," Heather suppressed a sigh.

Edward was a systems engineer and salesman for a national company. His job took him all over the country, installing and upgrading computer systems. It was challenging work that her husband loved, but it kept him on the road for weeks at a time. And, when he got home, all he wanted to do was sleep and relax. Heather couldn't remember the last time he had taken her out for dinner or even a movie. It wasn't his fault; he worked hard and provided a good life for her and Bradley, but that didn't stop Heather from getting lonely.

"It must be so hard!" Lori said.

"It can be," Heather agreed, then reached across the table and patted Bradley's hand. "It's nice that you stayed close to home, Bradley. It makes things easier."

"Happy to do it," Bradley said. "Besides, free room and board is worth having to spend time with you."

"Stop!" Heather laughed. How like Bradley to make a joke when she was trying to show gratitude. He had never been comfortable with compliments, even when he was little. "Anyway, do you two have any plans for tonight? Or do you need more time to... study?"

Lori and Bradley looked at each other. Obviously, she had interrupted whatever they had been doing (although Heather had a pretty good idea from the state of Bradley's hair) and they were now trying to come up with a plan. It was cute to see their flustered faces. She suddenly felt old. Still teasing Bradley and his girlfriend almost made her feel young again.

"Um... no. I don't think so." Bradley looked questioningly at Lori. "Do we?"

Lori smiled. Seemed she was quicker to get the joke than her poor stepson.

"I have an early class tomorrow," she said. "I should get home after dinner."

Bradley nodded and dug back into his food, his face red. Heather caught Lori's eye, and they both laughed.

"What?" Bradley said. "What happened?"

His confused expression made the two women laugh even harder.


5

Lori left Bradley's house and, even though she was nervous, she headed down to the street known affectionately as Baller Ave. It was a block of apartments set aside for football players. While the school wasn't technically allowed to provide housing for the students, it was commonly known that a booster owned the apartments and provided low rent to anyone on the WildCats football team.

Lori could tell by the sounds of music drifting down the street there was a party going on and she almost turned she'd heard about the parties in Baller Ave, and she had no interest in joining one. Still, if Damian was partying, maybe he would be in a more receptive mood.

Besides, she didn't think she could wait to talk to him. She wanted to protect Bradley from anymore bullying. He didn't deserve it.

She was surprised to hear the sounds of splashing water and, when she neared the quad, she saw the blue lights and rippling water of a swimming pool. Steam rose off the water and Lori realized it was heated. Male and female bodies, in varying stages of undress, cavorted in the blue steam.

They have a fucking heated swimming pool?

Lori shook her head ruefully. She thought Bradley's report had been over-the-top. She didn't hate sports, but she felt his facts were laced with plenty of opinion. But, seeing the football players splashing in a heated pool on a chilly October night made her wonder if Bradley had only scratched the surface.

She gave the pool a wide berth, but monitored the blue water. The party goers were scantily clad, their near naked bodies glistening in the blue light. Fortunately, she didn't see the large muscular form of Damian among them.

She ducked down a passageway and nearly ran onto two women she recognized from the cheer team. Like the football team, Layton Cheer was a big name among national cheer squads and, by extension, the cheerleaders were minor celebrities on Instagram and on campus.

The girls were both fit with beautiful bodies clothed only in the thinnest of bikinis. Their skin also sparkled with some sort of glitter calling attention to their sculpted curves and perfect tanned skin.

"Sorry," Lori said nervously, trying to step past the women.

Maddie Engel was the taller of the two girls, but not much taller than Lori, had her long, black hair perfectly coiffed, as if she was going to a competition instead of a pool party. The other girl, Yasmine Sparks, had striking red hair and green eyes. They both cocked an almost identical, suspicious eyebrow at Lori.

"This is a pool party girl!" Maddie sneered, looking Lori up and down. "You are very overdressed."

Lori reddened as Yasmine snickered.

"Oh, I'm not here for the party," Lori said. "I'm just here to talk to Damian."

"Really?" Maddie laughed. "Well, if you're talking to him, you better be ready to party!"

"Yeah," Yasmine giggled. "What could you possibly have to talk to Damian about?"

Lori had known girls like Maddie and Yasmine before and was pretty enough to realize that the two women were staking out their territory. It was as obvious as a dog pissing on a tree. Lori didn't conform to their idea of beauty, yet boys found her pretty, something girls like Maddie and Yasmine couldn't understand.

"Can you tell me what room he's in?" Lori asked, keeping her voice pleasant.

"Sure," Maddie grinned. "He's in room 230, sweetie."

The girl pointed a sharp, manicured nail to the upper floor balcony where a group of boys were milling around. A couple looked over the railing down at the girls in their skimpy suits and the fully dressed Lori. Lori felt their hungry stares even from this distance.

"Yeah," Yasmine sneered. "Good luck."

The two girls walked away, snickering. Lori could hear Maddie speaking in a whisper meant to be overheard.

"Oh my God! Did you see that skirt? No way Damian is interested in that!"

Lori felt a moment of shame, then anger. She took a deep breath to calm herself. The two women were just jealous and territorial. Most likely, their best years were behind them and, soon enough, they'd each find a failed football player or accountant to latch on to, have kids, and relive their glory days as they got drunk and fat. Thinking of that made Lori feel better. Besides, I don't need to be naked to turn heads; she thought as she climbed the steps and two or three heads turned her way. I do fine when I'm fully dressed.

She squared her shoulders and walked confidently up to the cluster of men at the entrance to room 230. The group of guys first parted, then closed around her, making her feel claustrophobic.

"Um... hi!" she stammered. "I'm... um... I'm here to see Damian?"

A tall, broad man with a jowly dark face smiled at her. He nudged another boy, this one considerably less jowly, with a harsh blond crewcut.

"Hey, Damian!" the blond yelled. "You got company!"

"You know, little lady," the jowly black man leaned way down and put a meaty hand on her shoulder. "Why are you messing with Damian when you could have a real man?"

"I'm not... I'm... " Lori stammered. Despite the fat, Lori could feel the strength under that hand. For the first time, she wondered if she was truly safe here. The smell of cherry tobacco and hard liquor wafted on the heavy man's breath and his fat lips were only inches from her ear.

"Get off, Marcus!" A harsh voice, trained since Pee Wee football to carry across the football field and command respect, cut through the rock music like a knife.

Marcus jolted, his eyes looking warily to the side, then caught himself. Slowly, he stood straight, pressing just a fraction of his weight down on Lori's shoulder.

"Hey, there, D," Marcus laughed. "I wasn't doing anything. Just keeping your girl company."

"I'm not—"

"She's not my girl," Damian said from the door of his apartment. He was shirtless and his muscular, black body gleamed in the light. "She isn't my type."

Marcus chuckled, a deep, threatening sound like a lion's purr. Lori looked from his heavy face to Damian's lean one. The quarterback was smiling, but his eyes were cold. Lori wondered just what she had stepped into.

"Well, hell!" Marcus guffawed and hugged Lori's body against his huge bulk. "Maybe she's my type!"

She tried to squirm out of Marcus's grip, but she was trapped between his heavy arm and fat body. Damian didn't move, just stared at Marcus's meaty arm as if he was thinking of ways to detach it from his body. It was ludicrous, of course. Marcus was so much bigger than Damian. Her mind was rifling through information and landed on who Marcus was. A defensive lineman, Lori didn't know what position, but his job was to destroy the players on the other team.

Damian wasn't scared. Instead, he seemed excited.

"Nah," he said, finally. "She's too good for you, Marcus."

Damian stepped forward, and she felt Marcus's body tense. Was the huge lineman scared of Damian? It certainly seemed that way, because when Damian stood before them, looking up slightly into Marcus's eyes, the boy's heavy arm fell from her shoulders. Damian held out his hand to Lori.

She blinked. The music was blaring in her ears and she was suddenly aware of the musky scent of multiple sweaty men as they looked down at her. She didn't want to stay in this pack of wild-eyed football players, but she didn't trust Damian either.

Finally, she chose from the lesser of two evils. She slipped her slim, pale fingers into Damian's dark hand. He tugged gently on her arm towards the door to his apartment, the crowd of boys parting for them. He pulled her inside, went to the door, and grinned out at the rest of the players.

"Party's over," he said and shut the door.

Damian turned to her, his white teeth flashing in a wide grin.

'Well, now," he said. "To what do I owe the honor of your visit?"

Lori gulped and looked about the room. The place had the look of a bachelor's apartment with discarded pizza containers and clothes hanging haphazardly over the back of a worn couch. A huge T.V. stood on a tiny stack of milk crates, a video game paused on the screen. The room had the same musky male scent she had smelled outside. The bass of the music thumped, but was dulled by the shut door to the apartment.

Lori hadn't imagined being in a room alone with Damian when she had come here, but here she was, so she straightened up and forced strength into her voice.

"I'm here to talk to you," she said. "About Bradley."

Damian slipped away from the door and walked across the room into the small kitchenette. He opened the fridge and bent down, giving Lori a look at his lean, muscular body. She felt a slight throb run through her nerves as her eyes followed the cool fridge light shining along the beautiful, dark ridges of the quarterback's muscles. Her mouth was suddenly dry, but her palms were sweaty as Damian straightened, two beers in his hand.

"Thirsty?" he asked, as if she could read her mind.

"Nuh... no," Lori lied. Her mouth was suddenly as dry as the Sahara. "I just want to talk about Bradley."

Damian walked to her and held out a beer. She was struck by the beauty of his upper body, the smooth bumps and valleys of his muscles leading her eyes downward, ever downward. She forced herself to stop when she got to the band of his shorts, dragging her eyes upward to the beer in his hand.

"I can't talk about that loser without a drink," Damian said.

Lori's face reddened, and the anger forced away her confusion. She looked into Damian's eyes and realized that they were much lighter than his skin, a hazel, almost honey color. She forced that detail to the back of her mind and let her frustration speak.

"He's not a loser," she snapped. "Just because he's not a jock doesn't make him a loser."

"Whatever." Damian shrugged. "Do you want to talk or not?"

He wiggled the beer a bit, and she took it from Damian's hand. Damian twisted off the cap and took a long pull from the bottle. Lori tried not to stare at his Adam's apple and the muscles of his thick neck as he spoke.

She turned her attention to the bottle. She tried to twist off the cap, but it wouldn't budge.

"Having trouble?" Damian chuckled.

"It won't... come off," she said.

"That's because they don't twist off."

Damian plucked the bottle from her hand and handed her the one he had drunk from. With a quick movement of his wrist, he tore off the cap and flicked it into the kitchen where it clanged off the cabinets and on to the floor.

She expected him to hand her back her bottle, but he grinned and took a drink from it. She looked down at the bottle in her hand.

"Go ahead," he said. "Take a drink."

A part of her knew Damian was trying to exert his power over her. She didn't like it, but there wasn't much she could do about that. She was here now, and she needed to get Damian to listen.

She took a drink of beer. The strong taste of hops covered up any residue left behind by the young man, but that didn't stop her from imagining that she could taste Damian's mouth on the bottle. The heat she felt before, the spark that had been ignited by Bradley, but not stoked into flames, flared in her belly. A sudden, wicked desire built in her and she slid her tongue into the opening of the bottle, the intimate gesture mimicking the actions of a French Kiss.

She dropped the bottle, suddenly feeling embarrassed by her actions. What the hell was that all about? She looked again into Damian's honey-colored eyes. He was smiling, and she wondered if he had seen her tongue the bottle? His face gave her no help, and she returned to the flustered state she had experienced when she came into the apartment.

"Please," Damian pointed to the couch. "Have a seat."

Lori looked at the couch. It didn't seem dirty, despite the shirt hanging off the back. Damian picked it up and threw it across the room, no doubt to join a pile somewhere in the corner. Lori sat down and Damian sat next to her, leaving only a hand's breadth of space between them.

"There!" Damian sighed, stretched back on the couch and draped his arm along the back behind Lori.

The young girl suddenly felt hot and uncomfortable and she took another drink, a longer pull this time. The beer cooled her throat, but it didn't touch the heat in her belly so she took another drink.

"So, Bradley," Damian prodded and Lori stopped drinking and beer entered her windpipe. She spluttered and coughed. "Woah, there, girl! Slow down!"

Damian patted her on the back and the coughing eased, but he didn't move his hand. She could feel the heat of his palm on her back. She twisted a little and Damian held his hand on her back for a minute, then slowly lifted to the back of the couch.

"Yes." Lori was embarrassed by her coughing and her reactions to Damian's presence. He was just another boy. A muscular, beautiful...

Stop it!

She stopped her thoughts and gathered her wits.

"Yes," she said. " I want you to stop bothering him."

"Really?" Damian cocked an eyebrow and took a sip of beer. "Did little Bradley send you to ask me that?"

"What? No!" she said. "Of course not! He'd hate me being here!"

"I'll bet he would," Damian grinned. "Alone with me, in my apartment? I wonder what Bradley would do if he found out?"

"Well, he will not find out," Lori snapped. "Please, Damian. I just want you to leave him alone."

"I don't know," Damian said and took another drink of beer. "He wrote that article. How am I supposed to let that go? It's my team."

"Oh, come on! Nothing Bradley or anyone else writes will hurt the team. Besides, you've had it out for Bradley before the article. That's just an excuse."

Damian said nothing, just quietly sipped his beer. In the awkward silence, Lori took another drink. She drank little and the third swallow added to the warmth in her body in a cozy way. Despite being in a room with the large, muscular quarterback, she relaxed. At least he was listening.

She turned to him slightly, aware that her skirt had ridden up over her knees when she sat down. She saw Damian glance at her legs. Not as fit as the cheer squad, but shapely. A spark of recognition hit her. Damian didn't pick on women. In fact, as far as she knew, his relationships always seemed good with the females on campus. Maybe that spoke of some sense of chivalry with the opposite sex.

Lori ducked her head and looked up at him through her long lashes. She knew from experience that guys liked this kind of look. With her heart-shaped face and large blue eyes, it made her appear innocent.

"Please, Damian," she said. "If you won't do it for Bradley, at least do it for me?"

Damian finally stopped drinking and set his beer on the low table. He looked at her, truly looked at her for the first time since she had entered her apartment. His eyes were those of a predator, sizing up his prey. She played into that arrogance.

"You're so much bigger than he is," she said. "And stronger. You certainly don't have to prove it."

Damian nodded along, his eyes locked on her pink lips.

"So, will you leave him alone?"

"Sure," he said. "I can do that."

"Thank you," she said. "That's nice—"

"If you answer one question?"

"What?"

"Answer one question and I'll stop bothering him."

"Oh... OK," she said. "What question?"

Damian leaned in close. His perfect black body was inches from her, his lips hovering in front of her face. He tilted her head up with one finger and forced her to meet his eyes.

"Do you like my body?"

"What?"

Lori twisted away from him, her face flushed with heat. She set her beer down on the table and stood up. She stumbled, thoughts and alcohol swirling in her brain. Damian shot up and held her steady. Lori's hand landed on Damian's thick chest, the hot brown skin burning against her palm. For a moment, she was entranced by the sight of her pale skin against Damian's chocolate brown body.

So beautiful!

She shook off the thoughts.

"What are you doing?" she said and pushed away from him.

"Nothing," he said and slid up behind her, his powerful hands that could open a beer bottle with an easy twist now gripping her arms.

Slowly, he lowered her arms to her side. His warm, moist breath drifted over her neck and tickled her ear lobe.

"I just want to know if you like my body?"

"No," she murmured. Her body was shivering against him. She felt the powerful chest rub against her back. "I don't."

"Liar," he whispered. "Give me an honest answer and I'll leave your poor boyfriend alone."

Damian let one wrist go, and she raised it to his arm. His hand slid under her shirt, rubbing the soft skin of her belly. The heat in her pussy flared hot and wild,

Why? Why was this turning her on? And why was her reaction to Damian so much stronger than when she was with Bradley?

"Just be honest," Damian murmured. "Be honest and it's all over."

"Yes," she said. "Yes, I like your body."

The admission knocked something loose inside of her. A tremor of desire pulsed through her body so strong, it made her thighs quiver. Something trickled down her leg and she realized with a shock that she was so turned on, she was dripping. That had never happened before.

"Good girl," Damian said, and turned her around his arms. "The truth sets you free."

Then, he leaned down, and kissed her. She was shocked into insensibility as Damian's tongue slipped between her lips and into her mouth. For a moment she resisted, but Damian teased her tongue into action. Suddenly she was kissing him, deep, soulful kisses she'd given no one before.

"Wait!!" She pushed against Damian's hard chest, his chocolate skin hot beneath her pale fingers. "What is happening?"

"What do you think is happening?"

Damian pushed a hand down the front of Lori's pants.

"Wait—"

"Shh!" Damian murmured as his fingers rubbed Lori's slick, burning furrow. She gasped and gripped Damian's powerful forearms. Her nails dug into the hard muscle as his fingers slid between her lips and bumped her clit. "Just give it a second. If you don't like it, you can always leave."

"I... oh God... I should leave," she moaned, then twitched as an electric jolt shot through her pussy. "Oh, God!"

"Yes, you should," Damian smiled. "Because when I'm done with you, you'll never want to fuck your loser boyfriend again!"

"Oh, no! Bradley—"

"Bradley isn't here," Damian said. "But I am. So decide, do you want to leave?"

He continued to rub Lori's pussy, working his fingers inside her pussy, then up to tease her clit. Lori's hips reacted instinctively, humping his hand. Damian grinned, working her pussy harder and faster. Lori cried as her body betrayed her. She gripped Damian's thick neck and hung on as her body exploded.

No! Did I just cum?

It was crazy, but it had happened. She'd just cum against Damian's hand. Her body was responding to her boyfriend's bully and there was no going back.

Damian took advantage of her confusion and skinned off her pants. Too late Lori realized what he was doing and she tried to cover her pussy as Damian stared hungrily down at her.

"Don't cover up," Damian ordered and peeled her hands away from her crotch.

Lori tried to resist, but it was no use. Her body was screaming for more, despite the shame she felt for giving in to Bradley's bully. It was just hours since he had hurt poor Bradley and now, here she was, helpless with desire for the same man.

"Please," she moaned. "I can't do this to Bradley."

Damian knelt down between her legs, his long dark fingers pushing her thighs open and exposing the pink flesh of her pussy.

"Stop worrying about that loser," Damian growled. "You should worry about what you want."

He dipped his head and his long, pink tongue lashed out and split open her pussy and lapped at the moist flesh inside. Lori squirmed her ass into the couch, but couldn't escape his talented tongue. The fiery tendrils of pleasure spread from her loins to her belly, then outward to her limbs. She couldn't suppress the lust building inside of her body and she was tired of trying. Her hands dropped to the tight, dark curls on Damian's head and pulled him further into her cunt. Damian knew exactly what he was doing teasing her clit until it was engorged with lust. He put whatever skills Bradley had to shame.

She tried to force the thoughts of her boyfriend out of her mind, but it was impossible. As her body rose towards orgasm, Bradley's face floated in her mind, and was shattered a moment later by a nerve shattering orgasm. Lori screamed and her hips bucked wildly against the black bully's face, seeking even more of that wonderful pleasure.

Damian rose from between her thighs, the dark skin of his face glistening with her juices.

"That's right." He pushed his shorts down over his muscular hips. "See? I knew you wanted it."

He pulled his cock up and Lori gasped as he slapped the heavy, black length of it on her stomach. It was impossibly large, like a dark snake that stretched from her mons pubis to the bottom of her rib cage.

No!  Her mind screamed. It won't fit!

But she didn't say that. A primal urge to take that masculine cock burned in her guts that she could no longer deny. Damian saw this need, indeed had seen it from the moment she entered his apartment. Somehow, the animal inside the large, black football player had sensed the same, hungry animal inside of her.

Damian gripped his shaft in his hand and rubbed the fat head across her pussy. Lori moaned and watched, mesmerized as he teased her cunt with it, then pushed the purple-black tip between her swollen pink lips.

"Oh, God!" she cried. "Oh, fuck!"

It was as big as she had feared and it stretched her tight pussy lips wide. Damian worked the thick black snake into her inch by throbbing inch, splitting her open and laying waste to her most intimate center.

"Oh, God! I can't take it! It's too big!"

Damian smiled through gritted teeth.

"Just relax, baby!" he hissed. "Relax and let yourself take it. Take my fucking cock!

"Oh, FUCK!"

She screamed in agony as Damian thrust hard inside of her, slamming his thick cudgel deep into her belly. For a moment, her world was pain, burning through her nerves and making her whole vision turn white. She bit her lower lip, almost drawing blood, and willed her body to relax. She felt like a virgin again, being taken for the first time!

Then, nature took over and her body opened up to the large black man, molding around his invading cock, and even pulling him further inside. She moaned, a moan of intense pleasure and Damian responded in kind, drawing his cock out of her body, then pushing it back in, fucking her with long, slow thrusts.

She'd never felt that full before. His cock seemed to touch every molten nook of her cunt, rubbing every secret place that no man had ever touched. Poor Bradley could never hope to fill her in such a way and even though the thought of her boyfriend filled her with shame, she raised her legs and wrapped them around Damian's hard body, pulling her boyfriend's bully even deeper inside of her.

"That's it, bitch!" Damian growled, the words thrust into her brain like a hot poker. "You want that fucking cock, don't you?"

"Yes!" she screamed, her pain and anguish giving way to her lust. "Please fuck me!"

"What about your loser boyfriend?" Damian grunted. "What would he think if he saw his girl screaming on my cock?

Lori let out an anguished groan. She tried to think of Bradley, but the only thing in her mind was the black, pulsating shaft buried in her pussy. The shame and guilt was gone, replaced by an insatiable need for her boyfriend's bully.

"I don't care!" she cried. "I don't care anymore. Just fuck me!"

Damian didn't need to be told twice. He pulled out and gave her a body crushing thrust, piercing her until she could feel his cock deep in her belly. The animal inside as the Damian growled and pounded inside of her. Lori looked in his honey-colored eyes, his handsome face locked in a look of hungry determination.

Her body responded to each penetrating thrust, accepting his manhood and power. She came again, a deep, visceral release that left her exhausted and floating, her mind blank except for thoughts of the powerful black man pounding her into shape physically and mentally.

Finally, Damian grunted, unable to hold back his powerful desire. He pulled his thick cock out of her pussy. Lori gasped and twitched on the couch as Damian knelt beside her and stroked the glistening length of his monster above her face. A moment later his cock burst open, spraying her pretty face with hot cum. Thick, ropy strands splashed onto her cheeks and painted her forehead with streaks of sticky jizz. She was still jerking with her orgasm as Damian shook the last drop of cum from the purple-black head of his cock.

"Wow!" he chuckled as he fell on the couch beside the exhausted young girl. "I knew you wanted that."

Lori turned away. Her lust satiated she was already feeling the shame and guilt rushing to fill the space left by her spent desire.

"Hey," Damian placed a warm hand on her shoulder. "Don't feel bad. If your boyfriend could take care of you, none of this would have happened."

Lori said nothing, but felt the tears sting the corners of her eyes. God! How had she let herself lose control like this?

Damian stood up and pulled on his shorts. He looked down at the young girl. Lori snuck a peek at him and saw the look of triumph on his face.

"If it means that much to you,"I'll leave the little bastard alone."

He leaned over and took Lori's face in his hand. His rough thumb ran a trail through the thick cum and rubbed the sticky froth on her lips.

"Just so long as you and I know, he's not man enough for you."

Damian left her on the couch. After several long moments, she willed herself to get up and go to the bathroom. She looked at herself in the mirror, unable to recognize the girl in the glass. White streaks ran from her hair, down to her chin. She touched the cum, and without thinking, she slid the salty sperm into her mouth. Her body shivered as she tasted Damian's lust.

Finally, she shook off whatever spell Damian had cast upon her and began the long process of washing her face. When she felt she was clean enough, she dressed and went out the door.

The group of men had moved down to another door, this time joined by the cheerleaders dressed in their skimpy bikinis. She saw Damian with Yasmine's fit body wrapped around him. Lori's cheeks reddened as she watched the pretty cheerleader making out with the guy who had just taken her.

One of the football players saw her and pointed, Suddenly, cheers and applause filled the night. Yasmine looked over at her and laughed along with the rest of the group.

The only one not laughing was Damian. He smiled at her and the embarrassment and shame was too much to bear. She hurried away from the group, stumbled down the steps and didn't stop until she could no longer hear the laughter.
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"You look great!"

Bradley pulled out the chair for Lori, inhaling a whiff of her perfume as she sat down in the chair. He pushed it in and sat across from her.

The Old Country Cook restaurant was not busy, it being early on a weeknight and that was just the way Bradley liked it. He hadn't talked to Lori that much over the last week ever since his run in with Damian and the other football thugs. That worried him. Did he look weak in Lori's eyes? The thought nagged at him so, to get past the worries, he had taken Lori out on a proper date.

"Thank you," Lori smiled, unfolded a cloth napkin in her lap, and leaned her elbows on the table. "I'm surprised you wanted to eat out."

"Well, we haven't had a lot of time together lately," Bradley said. "I just thought it would be nice to be together. Just us."

"That sounds wonderful!" Lori said.

She held out her hand and grasped his.

"Well, well," a deep voice said behind them. "What have we here?"

Bradley flinched as he recognized the voice. He turned and looked up at the tall, dark form of Damian.

"What are you doing here?" Lori snapped.

Damian raised his hands.

"Relax!" he said. "I just saw you guys in here and I thought I'd say hello."

Bradley slid back his chair, but Lori gripped his hand hard, holding him in his seat.

"Bradley, don't!"

"What the hell do you want, Damien?" Bradley said.

"Hey, it's not like that," Damian said and placed a firm hand on Bradley's shoulder. "I just wanted to come over and apologize, OK?"

Lori blinked up at the large, black quarterback.

"Really?" she asked.

"Yes," Damian said and Bradley heard the genuine intent in his words. "I'm sorry for being an asshole, OK? It won't happen again."

"I... uh..."

Bradley didn't know what to say. An entire year of bullying, yet now Damian was offering a lifeline, a way out. He looked at Lori who stared back at him. Then, she nodded.

"Ok," he said. "Um... OK."

"Good," Damian sighed with relief and held out his hand. "I know this can't make up for... everything, but at least let me pay for dinner."

"Wow, really?" Bradley shook Damian's powerful hand.

"Sure," he said and smiled first at Bradley, then at Lori. "It's the least I can do."

Lori was shocked by Damian's offer. Her mouth fell open as she watched the bully shake her boyfriend's hand and flash her a knowing smile.

"Well, I'll let you two enjoy your dinner," he said. "Have fun!"

"Um... th... thanks," Bradley stammered.

Damian walked away, and Bradley turned to Lori.

"Wow! That was weird!"

Lori nodded, but didn't say a word. When the server came, she ordered a glass of wine.

––––––––

Lori was still trying to calm down well into her second glass of wine. Damian showing up at the table had thrown her into a turmoil of emotions. Fear, shame, to and shock all assaulted her mind, leaving her unable to speak.

The wine helped, and she recovered enough to chat with Bradley. Her boyfriend seemed relieved and happier than she had seen him in a long time. She knew being bullied had been hard on him, but didn't realize the extent of Bradley's pain.

I wonder if he'd be happy if he knew what I did.

She shook off the thought. It didn't matter now. All that mattered was putting Damian behind them and enjoying their night together.

After a little food and more wine, Lori excused herself to go to the bathroom. She was sitting in the stall when she heard the door open. Whoever it was tried opening the door to the stall.

"I'm in here!" She called, and the person went to another stall.

Lori finished peeing and was standing at the sink when the other stall opened, and out walked Damian.

"What are you doing?" Lori turned, but Damian was already next to her, his large body pressing her up against the sink.

"I thought you might have missed me," he said.

"I didn't," Lori looked at the door. "Please, Damian, someone could come in."

"Don't worry," he grinned down at her. "I got someone to put a bathroom closed sign up.No one is going to bother us."

She wanted to ask how he did that, but he was kissing her, his hard body pressing her up against the sink. Her mouth responded instinctively, and she was soon kissing him back, her thirst for him unquenchable.

"We can't do this!" Lori moaned, finally pushing away from his mouth.. "This whole thing is a mistake."

"It didn't feel like a mistake to me."

Lori let out a low moan. The time in Damian's apartment had been a moment of weakness. She had tried to forget it and concentrate on Bradley. Of course, that didn't stop her from thinking about Damian. When Bradley kissed her, she remembered Damian's experienced, soulful tongue in her mouth. When Bradley slid his thin, pale cock into her pussy, she could feel the echoes of Damian's monster throbbing in her belly. It was sad, but Bradley couldn't compare to Damian's body.

Unable to reconcile her love for Bradley with the lust she felt for Damian, she had kept her distance from her boyfriend. It wasn't fair, of course, but that didn't matter. She needed time to process how her life had changed.

Time, it seemed, neither Bradley nor Damian would give her.

"Please, Damian!" she begged. "Not here. Not like this!"

"So, that means you want me?" he asked. "You want me to fuck you?"

"You bastard!" she hit his chest, her fists so tiny and pale against his black chest muscles. "Why can't you just leave us alone?"

Damian caught her wrists and raised her fists to his lips. He kissed her knuckles.

"Is it so hard to understand?" Damian said. "I want you."

Lori moaned and looked around the bathroom. It was empty, and the door was locked. No one would know if she gave in. But she would know. She imagined poor Bradley sitting out there in the restaurant, eating his chicken parmesan and waiting for her to return.

Meanwhile, her resolve was slipping. Damian could see it. His beauty and strength were pushing past those carefully constructed barriers she had put in place over the last week.

"Don't worry," Damian murmured. "I'll be quick."

"Don't—" Lori moaned, but Damian was kissing her. He pushed her back against the sink, his hands squeezing her breasts under her dress. She had worn the pretty yellow thing with the short skirt because Bradley liked it. Now, however, it was Bradley's bully who was taking advantage of her beauty.

Damian's sure, experienced fingers slid between her thighs. Lori resisted only for a moment before he slid them inside the waistband of her panties, the rough pads brushing her clit. She moaned against the solid muscle of his shoulder as Damian worked her tight pussy, teasing her body until she couldn't hold back any longer. She jerked against his talented fingers as the wonderful waves of pleasure crashed through her body.

"Fuck!" she moaned.

Damian slid his fingers from her dripping cunt. He held them up to her mouth and thrust them between her lips. She groaned as she tasted her liquid need for Damian on his fingers.

"Now," he said. "My turn."

With a gentle pressure, he pushed Lori down, down to her knees. She hit the cold tile before she realized what Damian wanted. He had taken her pussy thoroughly and completely the other night.

Now, her boyfriend's bully wanted her mouth. She couldn't do this! Bradley was waiting for her outside and yet, when Damian pulled out his heavy cock she gasped. It looked even bigger than  the other night, as long as her forearm and thick as her wrist. She remembered the pulsating manhood in her pussy, filling her to the brim with hot flesh and blood.

"I can see you thinking about it," Damian said. "Stop thinking. Just enjoy it. It's all yours."

He rubbed her bottom lip with his thumb. Pulling her mouth open. He pushed forward and pushed the spongy head of his cock against her tongue. A drop of salty pre-cum hit her tongue. Why didn't it taste swampy and bitter, like Bradley's? Was it something she ate, or was she so turned on it didn't matter?

Whatever the reason, the taste of him made her open wider and before she knew it, her mouth was stuffed full of Damian's thick, dark cock.

So big! I can't take it!

Even as she had the thought. Damian placed a firm hand on her head, held her in place, and plunged his cock deep into her salivating mouth. She moaned, the blunt head of his cock hitting the back of her throat. Her mouth was so full of his pumping flesh, she couldn't breathe and she pushed against Damian's hard thighs until he backed off.

"Relax," he murmured, pushing his cock back in. "Breathe through your nose and relax your throat. Enjoy it!"

He spoke softly to her, working his cock in and out between her pretty pink lips as she drooled around his invading member. After several tentative thrusts, he was back at her throat. She fought to breathe through her nose and relaxed her throat, the fat head of his cock stretching the entrance to her windpipe.

"Yes!" Damian grunted and Lori felt a perverse pleasure. She was dizzy from lack of oxygen and the overwhelming sensations of sucking on his aromatic, salty cock. The young girl had never imagined that she would enjoy sucking cock, but kneeling in front of Damian was so much different from Bradley. Lori longed to please him and she moved with Damian, working his cock in and out of her mouth until he was fucking her face, his cock hammering at her throat.

"I'm going to cum!" Damian growled. "Make sure you don't spill it! You wouldn't want Bradley to see your stained dress.

The mention of Bradley at this delicate moment made Lori whine, but she clamped her pink lips around the tip of Damian's cock. Her boyfriend's bully grunted passionately, and she felt the head of his cock swell. It pulsed alarmingly against her tongue, then exploded in hot, ropy blasts of cum. She whimpered, but held her mouth shut as Damian's salty lust filled her mouth. Lori was drowning in the feel of his manly cock, his musky scent, and the taste of his milky froth.

Finally, Damian pulled out of her mouth. He looked down at her, grinning.

"Show me," he ordered.

Without thinking, Lori opened her mouth. Her hot cavern was filled to the top with Damian's hot jizz and she had trouble not spilling the voluminous load.

"Good girl," he said. "Now swallow it."

She moaned and closed her mouth. With a heavy swallow, she gulped down the huge load, feeling the warmth of it as it pushed past her gullet and flowed down to settle uneasily inside her belly.

"Good girl," Damian said again and Lori felt again a perverse sense of accomplishment from pleasing her boyfriend's bully. "Now, when you kiss Bradley tonight, I want you to taste me."

Lori dropped her eyes, but Damian gripped her chin and forced her to look at him.

"I don't want you to fuck him tonight," he ordered. "Your pussy is mine."

"What? But he's my boyfriend."

"I know that," Damian grinned." But be honest. How can you let that loser fuck you when you've had my cock?"

Lori didn't answer, but Damian had made his point. He pulled up his pants, bent over, and kissed her.

"See you soon."
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"Are you OK?" Bradley asked when Lori came back from the bathroom. "You were in there for a long time."

"Yes," Lori said, but there was a frown on her face. "I'm just not feeling very good tonight."

"Oh, I'm really sorry to hear that," Bradley said. "Do you want to go?"

Lori looked around the restaurant as if looking for someone. She turned back to Bradley and managed a weak smile.

"No," she said. "I think I just need to eat something."

Bradley was happy to see that Lori perked up over dinner. She drank some wine, which surprised him because she drank little, but it seemed to make her feel better. Whatever had caused her to be sick went away around the third glass.

"Hey," she said when it was time for dessert. "Let's skip dessert."

Bradley's head snapped up at the tenor of her voice. As he stared at her, she slid a hand up his leg, bumping his cock.

"Oh... Oh!" Lori chuckled as Bradley's hand shot up to catch the server's attention. "Check, please!"

"Slow down!" Lori moaned.

"You're so hot!" Bradley gasped, fumbling with his pants. "I want you."

Lori giggled.

"Me too," she giggled. "But I want to try something different."

Bradley straightened up. They were in the back seat of his stepmother's Prius. It wasn't really large enough, but they couldn't go to his house because Heather was there. Likewise, Lori's roommate was studying in her dorm.

It was the back seat or nothing and Bradley was too horny to give up.

"Trust me," Lori said and slid off her panties under skirt. She held out her panties to him.

They were soaked.

"Wow, I..."

"Shh," she whispered and pulled her skirt up over her hips. "Please, I want you to eat me."

Bradley hesitated. He didn't eat Lori out very often. He got the sense he wasn't very good, but he was willing to try anything for his gorgeous girlfriend.

"O... OK," he said and shuffled backward until his ass hit the door. Lori giggled again as he dove between her legs.

"Easy," she moaned. She pushed his head down a little, positioning his mouth over her wet furrow. "Slow."

Bradley flicked his tongue out tentatively. God, she was so wet! He had never seen her this excited before! What had gotten into her? Was it dinner? If he knew what it was, he certainly wanted to keep doing that.

"That's it. Up, lick up my pussy."

Bradley groaned as he heard Lori use the word for her sex. She didn't use words like that often and he felt it deep in his cock.

He licked slowly upward until he bumped into her clit. It was so swollen it was hard, and he wondered again why she was so turned on.

He had little time to think about it as Lori pulled his head further into her pussy and bucked against his face.

"Stick in a finger!" she urged. "Fuck me with your finger, baby!"

Bradley only hesitated a moment. He slid a finger into her sopping pussy. It was warm and wet and pulled clasped around his finger.

"Keep licking!" she ordered and Bradley continued to work her clit with his tongue while he plunged his finger into her pussy. Lori's voice filled the car as she became more excited. "Put in another finger. Do it!"

Bradley did as she ordered. Lori's ass lifted off the seat and her pubic bone slammed into his upper lip. Pain shot through his mouth, but he kept fucking her with his fingers, sensing something huge was building.

It burst a moment later. Lori clawed at his scalp, her hips bucking against his face. Steaming juices squirted from her cunt and covered Bradley's face. He moaned, but Lori didn't let him go. She kept humping his face, drowning him in her lust. He couldn't breathe, but he didn't pull back. He was too proud of the pleasure he had given her. Bradley would have gladly passed out between her thighs if that's what she wanted.

Finally, Lori fell back to the car seat, sighing happily. Bradley looked down at his sated girlfriend, surprised that he had such an effect on her.

"Wow!" he said. "That was... that was—"

"Yeah," she said. "It was."

She lifted herself off the seat and pulled Bradley into a deep kiss. Together, they tasted the juices he had coaxed from her pussy. Bradley felt a heady sense of confidence. He had never gotten such a response from Lori before and he was surprised and proud of her reaction.

"Your turn," she said and maneuvered him to the seat. She tanked at his pants and, still shocked at her reactions to his cunnilingus, he numbly raised his ass so she could expose his cock.

He was hard as a rock and dripping with need. Only now did he feel the pain of lust in his loins. In his excitement of pleasing Lori, he had ignored his own needs. Now, as he watched in shock as she licked her hand and gripped his cock firmly, stroking him hard and fast.

"Oh God! Lori! Slow down!"

"Are you going to cum already, baby?" Lori purred in Bradley's ear. "It's OK. Cum for me, Bradley! Just fucking cum!"

Her hissed commands were like a dagger thrust into Bradley's brain. He cried out in shock as the heat pulsed through his balls and erupted in spurts of hot cum. Lori directed his cock away from her dress and Bradley grunted, helpless, as his cum spewed out over his belly.

"Wow, you came quick!" Lori laughed.

Bradley groaned.

"I told you to slow down," he said petulantly.

"Aww, poor baby!" Lori giggled and gave Bradley a deep kiss. "You liked it though, didn't you?"

Bradley didn't reply. He liked it. Not just his orgasm, but the way he had pleased his girlfriend. Her pleasure had fueled his lust and caused him to cum almost immediately. Even if Lori had slowed down, he was sure he wouldn't have lasted very long.

"Yes," he said. "I liked it."

"I knew it!" Lori laughed and kissed him again. "And the way you... you ate my pussy was amazing!"

"Thank you."Bradley said, unable to stop from grinning. "I've never seen you that turned on before. What got into you?"

Lori hesitated for a moment, and a frown appeared on her lips. Bradley was regretting asking when his girlfriend grinned.

"You, silly!" she laughed. "You got into me."

"Really?"

"Yes, it was all you, baby," Lori kissed him again, then rubbed his cheek with a warm hand. "What else would it be?"
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"Goodbye, Professor," Bradley called to Professor Dwyer as he finished up his work.

Professor Dwyer didn't seem to hear him. He walked over to her desk. She was looking at her phone. On her left hand, her thumb was fiddling with the large diamond ring on her finger.

"Professor?" Bradley asked. "You OK?"

She looked up at Bradley, surprised to see him standing there.

"Oh, Bradley!" she said. "I'm fine. Are you leaving?"

"Yes," Bradley said, but something in his Professor's eyes stopped him. "Unless you need something?"

Professor Dwyer stood up and, for a moment, she looked like she wanted to say something to him. Then, she smiled sadly, reached forward, and placed a warm hand on Bradley's cheek.

"You're a very sweet boy," Professor Dwyer said. "I'm fine. You go. Have a good weekend."

"All right." Bradley shivered at his pretty professor's touch, but he forced it back down. She wasn't flirting with him. Something was obviously wrong, but Bradley didn't know what to do about it. "If you're sure."

Professor Dwyer smiled.

"I'm sure," she said. "Now, go."

Bradley hesitated, but there wasn't anything he could do. He nodded and left, looking back at the door.

Professor Dwyer was at her desk again, staring at her phone. She had that same worried expression on her face. Bradley wondered what had happened, but at a loss for any solutions, he left her in the office.

In the hall, he noticed his heart was beating faster than normal. Professor Dwyer's vulnerability had touched him deeply. Instead of shaking off the inappropriate thoughts, he thought of Lori and her teasing, exciting handjob. The memory of it was shocking. He had enjoyed it more than actual sex. He had hoped they could experiment more, but he hadn't actually been alone with his girlfriend for the last two days.

He took out his phone and called her number, his cock twitching to life in his pants as he thought of his pretty girlfriend sucking and stroking his cock.

"This is Lori. I must be busy right now. Leave a message."

"Hey," Bradley said, collecting his thoughts. "I was... I was just seeing if you are busy tonight. I'd love to take you out. I've been... I've been thinking about you a lot. Call me back. Love you."

He put his phone in his pocket, his cock throbbing.

He hoped Lori would call him back soon.

"Look who's calling!"

Damian turned the phone so Lori could see it. Bradley's face was smiling awkwardly from the screen, showing a missed call. Unfortunately, Lori couldn't answer the call because she was busy sucking Damian's beautiful black cock.

She moaned against the thick, chocolate shaft, and Damian chuckled.

"Poor fucker," he sneered and threw her phone onto his bed. "He doesn't even realize he's lost you, does he?"

"He hasn't lost me," Lori whimpered.

"Oh, really?"

Damian lifted his heavy shaft and slapped her lips. When she tried to catch his cock, he pulled away and slapped her cheek. She whined, unable to stop his teasing.

"Do you want this cock?"

"Yes!" Lori moaned. "Please!"

Damian liked it when she begged. She'd learned that over the last few weeks. Every day, she would be drawn to Damian's apartment and every day he'd put her on her knees and make her beg for his cock. The shame she felt for Bradley had slowly been transformed into pity and frustration for her boyfriend. If he was bigger or stronger, if Bradley could truly satisfy her, she wouldn't be at Damian's mercy, degrading herself for just an inch of his beautiful cock.

Damian lifted his shaft, holding it against the rigid muscles of his abs.

"Show me how much you want it," he commanded. "Put your pretty little face in my balls."

Over the last two weeks, Lori had learned all the ways to pleasure the young, black stud. Damian enjoyed her submission, and he loved to be worshiped.

She didn't hesitate. She shoved her face into his sweaty ball sac, rooting among the round, plum-sized balls. With one hand she massaged his swollen testicles and with the other she stroked his shaft. She used her entire face and all ten fingers to prove how much she needed Damian.

"You see?" Damian sneered. "He lost you the minute you put that cock in your mouth!"

He slapped again on the cheek, then her forehead. Lori cried out in mock pain, a smile on her lips.

"Tell me your mine!" Damian ordered. "Say it!"

"Oh, God!" Lori whimpered pitifully. "Please don't make me say it!"

"Fine." Damian stepped away from her. "No cock for you."

"No, Damian!" she moaned and crawled across the floor after him. She grabbed his hard calf and hugged his leg. "Please."

"Say it."

She looked up at him with wide, wet eyes. What could it hurt? After all, she had done everything else for him, things she would never dream of doing for Bradley. That was proof enough who she belonged to.

What did words matter?

"I'm yours," she murmured. "I'm yours, Damian."

"That's right," Damian reached down, gripped her chin, and forced her to look into his eyes. "And from now on, I'm the only one who gets that pussy?"

Lori mewled deep in throat, but she already knew the answer.

"Yes," she said. "I'll break up with Bradley and only fuck you."

"Oh, I don't want you to break up with him," Damian grinned. "I want you to stay with the little bitch. You just don't get to fuck him.

"What?" Lori blinked in surprise. "I... I don't understand."

"You don't need to," Damian purred. "All you need to do is listen to me. Understand?"

Her body throbbed with heat. She didn't want to think about Bradley anymore. All she wanted to do was drown herself in Damian's body.

"Yes."

"Good girl," Damian smiled warmly, then he turned around and bent slightly over the bed. "Now, lick my fucking ass. I want Bradley to taste my ass when you kiss him."

"Oh, shit!" Lori moaned. "You're so bad."

"You haven't even seen how bad I can be," Damian laughed. "Now lick my ass, you little slut. You know you want to."

There was no point in denying it. She forced thoughts of Bradley from her mind, bent forward, and shoved her pretty, pale face between Damian's beautiful hard butt cheeks.

Her senses were immediately overwhelmed by the swampy smell of Damian's ass. But, underneath that smell was the musky, alpha male scent that made the young girlfriend dizzy with lust. She worked his tongue into his ass, cleaning the puckered opening thoroughly while she gripped his huge cock with both hands and massaged the massive length. Damian grunted, her ministrations having the desired effect. She continued to worship him, working the big, black man into a lather of hunger.

Finally, when he could stand it no longer, Damian hauled her to her feet and threw her on the bed. She landed on her phone and only had a moment to register the sharp pain in her back before Damian lifted her thighs, swabbed the fat head of his cock against her swollen lips, then plunged his thick, black shaft deep into her vulnerable body.

She forgot the pain in her back as Damian filled her up with his beautiful black flesh. Her body welcomed the invasion. Her boyfriend's bully had reshaped her body, forever altering her needs with his savage fucking.

Sorry, Bradley, the thought flashed hotly inside her head. You just can't compare to a Damian. He deserves my worship. You don't.

You don't

You

Don't

Then, all thoughts of Bradley were torn away as her black lover pounded into her, driving the head of his cock into her belly. Damian powerful arms folded her nearly in half, pushing her thighs against her breasts, his long spear pinning her to the bed as he fucked her.

"Oh, God! Damian! I love it!"

"That's right!" he growled down at her. Sweat beaded up on his dark forehead and dripped onto her cheeks. She was having as much of an effect on him as he was having on her. "You want me."

"Yes!"

"You need me!"

"Yes!" she cried.

"Yes!"

She cried out the word before she had any time to think about it. Did she love him? Wasn't it just sex?

Did it even matter anymore?

"Yes, yes! I love you!"

"Fuck Bradley!"

Damian growled and thrust even harder, taking Lori's breath away. Her body tensed and she felt it, the mother of all orgasms building inside her body, waiting to explode.

"FUCK BRADLEY!" She screamed.

Her world went white as the orgasm crashed through her body. Every nerve ending burst in pleasure. Her whole body jerked, her feet convulsing against Damian's shoulders as she experienced the most mind shattering, world bending orgasm of her young life.

She came back to reality a moment before she felt Damian's body tense. She realized with a moment of panic that he was going to cum inside her.

Oh God! I could get pregnant!

Then, the worry was gone as his cock filled her with his hot seed. Her body shook with aftershocks of her orgasm, pulling him further into her pussy, Damian's powerful seed attacking her unprotected womb. But, she couldn't worry about that. All she could worry about was being connected with Damian in a way she had never been connected with anyone in her life.

If this isn't love, she thought. Then I don't want it.


Epilogue

Heather Wolff opened the back of the car and looked at the groceries stacked in the trunk. She was suddenly tired. Edward was due back the next day, and she was running behind on everything. She didn't know how things had gotten away from her, but they had.

She grabbed a bag and carried it into the house.

"Bradley?" she called. "I could use some help with the groceries!"

There was no answer. He was probably with Lori, although it seemed to Heather that the two of them hadn't been spending that much time together lately. Maybe there was trouble with them? That would be too bad. Lori was a pretty, nice girl and it would be hard on her stepson if she broke up with him.

She thought about that as she walked to the car. It was funny that she just assumed that Lori would break up with Bradley. She just couldn't imagine a world where her stepson was a heart breaker. She loved him and his tender ways. Bradley had a need to please that probably had a lot to do with his mother leaving when he was young. Heather had tried her best to be a good mother to him. Edward often commented on Bradley's attachment to her and that he would have to 'grow up' eventually. She needed to stop mothering him. That seemed as unlikely to Heather as Bradley breaking Lori's heart.

She walked out to the car again and grabbed another sack. She wished Bradley was home right now, because she didn't want to lug another bag of groceries to the kitchen.

As if conjured by magic, she felt a presence behind her. She turned, expecting to see Bradley. Instead, she saw a tall, muscular black man smiling down at her.

A thrill of fear shot through her body, but she quickly quelled it. The man was more of a boy, probably Bradley's age although he was taller and twice as broad in the shoulders. He had come no closer, but stood a respectful, safe distance away and raised his hand.

"Hi!" he said and a wide grin appeared on his dark, handsome face. "I'm looking for Bradley."

"Oh!" Heather said. She would have shaken his hand, but her arms were full of bags. "He's not home. Are you a friend?"

"Sort of," the black man said. "I know him from school."

He took a step forward.

"Can I help you with your bags?"

"Oh!" she said as he grabbed the bags from her and cradled them easily in his big arms. "I... I guess so."

"My name's Damian," the boy said.

The name sparked a note of recognition in her mind. She thought she had remembered Bradley mentioning someone named Damian, but that couldn't be right. From what she had heard, Damian was nothing more than a bully. This nice young man didn't seem the type.

"Ok," Heather said. "Bradley doesn't talk about his friends from school that much. Except for his girlfriend."

"Lori."

Heather nodded and grabbed another bag of groceries.

"Yes, Lori," she said. "Do you know her?"

"Very well," Damian said and followed the young wife and stepmother into the house.

He set the groceries on the counter.

"I'll get the rest of them, Mrs. Wolff," he said.

"Oh, that would be very nice of you, Damian," she said. "And my name is Heather."

"Heather," Damian said, testing the name in his mouth. "It's a pleasure to meet you."

"And you," she said. She was feeling more comfortable with the handsome black man.

After all, any friend of Bradley and Lori was her friend, too.

That's why, when Damian returned from the car with another load of groceries, she called out to him.

"You know, Bradley should be home soon," she said, smiling at the young man from over the grocery bags. "Would you like to stay for dinner?"

"Yes," Damian said with that very handsome smile. "I would like that very much!"


Book 2: His Stepmom
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"Hi, Bradley!"

Heather called from the kitchen as soon as he came in the front door. Her stepson smiled. It might be a little childish, but he enjoyed having Heather waiting for him at home. It gave him a warm, cozy feeling.

He checked his phone again to see if Lori had called him. There were no texts or messages. It had been almost a full day since he had talked to her and he was on the verge of getting worried.

Bradley sighed, dropped his backpack, and headed to the kitchen.

He froze at the door to the dining room, shocked to see Damian Winters sitting at the kitchen island, drinking iced tea, and talking to his stepmother.

"Hey, Bradley!" Damian waved as if they were old friends. "'Bout time you got home!"

"What are you doing here?" Bradley asked.

"Bradley!" Heather said. "Is that any way to treat your friend?"

"We... aren't friends," Bradley said, then looked at Damian. "Are we?"

Just because the quarterback had apologized to Bradley didn't make up for the weeks of bullying he had been subjected to by the young black man.

"Bradley!"

"No, it's OK, Mrs. Wolff. Bradley's right. We aren't friends. In fact, I've been a bully." Damian stood up and walked towards Bradley.

Bradley flinched, but Damian stopped before he got within arm's reach. He raised his hands to show he meant no harm.

"Listen, I know I've been... " Damian looked over his shoulder at Heather. "Not such a nice guy. That's why I'm here. I want to invite you to a party."

"A party?" Bradley blinked. Was the quarterback and captain of the football team inviting him to an actual party?

"Yeah," Damian reached out and placed a hand on Bradley's shoulder. "I'd really like it if you and Lori came. I promise to be nice."

Bradley searched Damian's face for any sign of duplicity, but all he saw was a warm grin. Why was he being so nice? Did it have something to do with Lori stepping in to protect him? Or had Professor Adler said something?

Damian leaned forward and whispered.

"Listen, I've been an asshole, alright? I get it. I just want to make it up to you."

Bradley wanted to believe the charming black man. Not just because he didn't want to get beat up, but also a small, dormant part of him wanted to be popular. He had never been invited to a party before, not in high school and definitely not college. And now, here was the most popular guy in school pleading with him to go.

How could Bradley say no?

"Ok," he said.

"Fantastic!" Damian said and draped a powerful arm over Bradley's shoulders. "That's great!"

Together, the two boys stood there and smiled at Heather.

"That's so nice!" Heather said and Bradley could see that she was pleased.

"Thank you so much for the iced tea," Damian said and looked at Bradley. "I'll text you with the details?"

"Um... yeah!" Bradley said. Damian's arm was still around him. He had never been this close to the quarterback before, unless he was getting punched. This charming, kind Damian was overwhelming. "Sure. Um... thanks!"

"Don't mention it!" Damian said and, finally, took his arm off Bradley's shoulder and slapped him good-naturedly on the back. "See you there!"

"Yeah," Bradley said dumbly. "See you."

Damian left and Bradley turned to his stepmother who was beaming happily from the kitchen.

"Well, that was so nice!" she said. "Wasn't it?"

"Yeah," Bradley said absently, rubbing his shoulder where Damian had touched him. "Yeah, I guess so."

***

Heather watched as Bradley left the room, rubbing his shoulder. She wasn't entirely sure what that had been about. She had seen the way her stepson had tensed up, and she thought, for a moment, he might try to hit Damian.

That was silly! Bradley didn't hit people! Which was good because in a fight between her skinny stepson and the towering black athlete, she knew who would win.

She hated to think that way about her Bradley, whom she loved, but it was the truth. Looking at the two of them standing side by side, you wouldn't guess that they were the same age; Damian was so much bigger and... more manly than her stepson. There was no other way to say it.

Heather heard footsteps in the hall. She didn't turn around, but called out.

"Bradley? Did you need a snack?"

"No, thanks," A deep voice said behind her.

Heather jumped in shock and turned to see Damian standing close to her.

"Oh! Damian! I thought you'd left!"

Damian smiled, and Heather felt her heart racing. He really was such a handsome young man! He couldn't really be a bully, could he? Not that she didn't believe Bradley, but Damian exuded good-natured charm. 

He took a step towards her and, for an exhilarating moment, she thought he might kiss her. He reached forward, his hand grazing her arm, then grabbed his jacket from the back of the stool.

"Just need to get my jacket," he murmured softly.

Heather shivered, his hot breath drifting over her shoulder. Then, she remembered who she was and what she was doing.

"Oh, right!" she said and practically jumped out of his way. "Of course."

Damian smiled and slung his jacket over his shoulder. He gave her another long look, then headed towards the front door.

"Thanks for the tea," he said again. "Maybe I'll come back for that snack."

The innuendo in his voice made Heather's heart skip two beats. Was he flirting? No! Not only was it inappropriate, but it was silly! The tall, black man was her stepson's age and, from what little she knew of Layton County Football, he was popular too. The idea this handsome young man would be interested in her was ridiculous.

She smiled and opened the front door for him.

"Sure," she said. "Any friend of Bradley's is a friend of mine."

"Good," he said and stepped out onto the stoop. "See you soon."

He turned away, and Heather found her eyes following him to the end of the walk. What an odd experience! She knew she was pretty, she still turned heads even though she was closer to forty than thirty, but attention from someone so young and good looking? Not for a long, long time.

She shook her head and closed the front door, her heart beating a steady staccato against her ribs. Leaning back against the door, she took deep breaths, still thinking of Damian's smooth, chocolate skin and toned body.

"Heather?" Bradley called as he came down the stairs. "Lori and I are going to go out for dinner before the party. Will you be OK?"

Heather pushed away from the door and met her stepson in the hallway. How silly of her to get so excited by the attention of a young boy! Edward was going to be home tonight!

Don't be stupid! Heather told herself. He wasn't flirting with you. You've just been alone too long.

"Yes, that's fine!" Heather said. Her heart had slowed to a regular rhythm and her breathing was back to normal. However, when she stepped away from the door, she felt the moisture between her legs.

How long had it been since she'd gotten wet just talking to a man?

She had little time to process that thought, because her stepson was staring at her.

"You sure you'll be alright?" he asked.

Heather was touched by Bradley's concern.

"Of course, honey," she said. "Your Dad will be home. It'll be nice, just the two of us."

"Oh! In all the excitement, I forgot Dad was coming home. Maybe I should stay."

She looked at her stepson. Bradley was obviously excited about the party. Come to think of it, when was the last time he had been invited to a party? Heather couldn't remember.

"That's so sweet, Bradley!" she said and patted his shoulder. "But you go to the party. You can talk to your father tomorrow!"

As she ran her hand over her stepson's shoulder once again she was struck by how small he was compared to Damian. Bradley still had the body of a young boy where Damian, well Damian was all man.

What is wrong with you! Her mind yelled at her. Why are you even thinking this way?

"Have fun tonight," she said, then hurried into the kitchen, the damp spot between her legs spreading. "Don't get into too much trouble."

"What, me?" Bradley grinned. "I never get into trouble."

Heather chuckled, but Bradley had a point. Her stepson was a good boy who always tried to do the right thing. He wasn't the type to get in trouble at a college party.

Damian on the other hand? What kind of trouble would he get into?
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"Wow!" Bradley said as he walked towards the cacophony of noise and blue lights from Baller Ave.

Lori gripped his hand tightly and he looked at her. His pretty blonde girlfriend had a frown on her face and a wrinkle of worry on her brow.

"Hey, it's going to be fine!" Bradley said, sounding more confident than he felt. "Damian invited us!"

"I know," Lori managed a weak smile. "I just don't know if you should trust him."

"What do you think he's going to do?" Bradley asked. "Lure me to a party just to beat me up? He can do that anytime!"

"I suppose you're right," Lori said. "Let's go."

Together they walked towards the noise and the lights. Bradley heard laughing and the splash of water. The buildings where the football players lived made a square around a pool. Steam rose in a blue cloud off the heated water. Bradley watched scantily clad women playing in the pool, their wet bodies sliding together with the muscular forms of the football players.

"Hey, Bradley!" A voice called from the poolside. "You made it!"

Bradley turned and watched as the crowd parted and Damian Winters emerged. The muscular black man was naked except for a pair of red trunks and Bradley couldn't help but notice the blue light illuminating every sharp curve of his body.

"Uh... hi, Damian," Bradley said and shook Damian's offered hand. "You... uh... you didn't say this was a pool party."

"It always turns into a pool party!" Damian laughed and put an arm around Bradley's shoulders. "Come on! Let's get you guys some drinks."

Damian threw another arm around Lori's shoulders and led the couple into the crowd. Bradley looked over at Lori to see her expression. She still looked worried, but she was distracted by Damian's familiarity. Bradley didn't know if he liked the quarterback touching his girlfriend, but it made him feel better to have the athlete's presence.

"What are you doing here?" A looming hulk materialized in front of them.

Bradley felt a thrill of fear as he looked up at the jowly face of Lou Jenks staring at him with cold, dark eyes. The huge offensive lineman bent over Bradley and thrust his fat visage into the smaller boy's face.

"I'm just kidding!" Jenks laughed and his face broke out into a boyish grin. He slapped Bradley hard on the shoulder, the blow reverberating through his body. "Damian told us you were coming!"

Bradley's body relaxed, and he smiled awkwardly as Jenks pulled him away from Damian.

"C'mon man," Jenks said. "Let's get a drink."

Bradley turned towards Damian, but the tall, black man was leading his girlfriend into the crowd. He pulled against Jenks, but it was like trying to lift a boulder.

"We should wait for Lori..."

"Don't worry about your girlfriend," Jenks said. "Damian will take good care of her!"

What the hell does that mean?

"Hey, Lou," a sultry, feminine voice sliced through Bradley's thoughts . "Who's your friend?"

The two boys turned and, lit sensually by the blue light of the pool, was Yasmine Tanner, the gorgeous captain of the Wildcat cheer squad. Her firm curves were covered by what Bradley could only describe as the tiniest white bikini he had ever seen. The bright fabric covered just the smallest part of Yasmine's nipples, another bright white piece of cloth hugging the firm outline of her pubic bone. Bradley couldn't look at the hot cheerleader without imagining her pussy hiding just below the thin fabric.

He felt his cock burn in his pants and he suddenly felt helpless.

"Who is this?" Jenks said and gave Bradley a friendly hug. "This is Bradley! Bradley, this is Yasmine!"

"Um... yeah. We... we've met," Bradley stuttered.

"Really?" Yasmine cocked a teasing eyebrow at Bradley, then stepped uncomfortably close. "I would have remembered a cutie like you!"

Bradley blushed as the pretty cheerleader leaned in close. He could smell her sweet perfume and the hint of alcohol on her breath. Of course, she was drunk. That must be why she was flirting with him and not treating him with scorn.

That and he was with Lou.

"C'mon, babe!" Lou said. "Let's go get Bradley a drink! What do ya’ say, Brad?"

Bradley looked again for Lori, but he didn't see her in the crowd. Yasmine slid her arm around Bradley's waist and drew him towards the pool.

"Come on, Bradley!" she chuckled as she pulled him towards the cloud of steam. "I've got just the thing for you."

Trapped between the huge lineman and the pretty cheerleader, Bradley let himself be dragged further away from his girlfriend.

***

"Oh, fuck, girl! You've gotten so good at sucking cock!"

Lori whimpered deep in her throat, but she didn't stop sucking Damian's cock. She hadn't been able to think of anything else for days, Damian's scent and taste filled her mind, even when she was with Bradley.

Sorry, Bradley, she thought to herself as she had every day for the last week.

The guilt, however, was a small thing compared to the pleasure she got from Damian's cock. And he was right. Her mouth and throat had been reshaped by Damian's powerful manhood and she sucked hard until his pulse filled her head and her nose was in his crinkly, black pubic hairs. She held him there for as long as she could stand, then let him pop out of her mouth all at once, long ropes of spit spilling over her lips and landing on her bare, round breasts. Then, she attacked his shaft, running it over her face until she was gleaming with spit and pre-cum.

"That's it," Damian huffed, a true sign he was enjoying himself. "Tell me. Have you fucked that little loser, Bradley?"

"No!" she moaned.

"Really?"

"No, never!" Lori moaned. She hadn't fucked her boyfriend for weeks. The most she would let him do is eat her dirty pussy and give him a teasing blowjob or handjob.

Bradley didn't even get to cum in her mouth. He only got to cum on his belly.

"Why?"

"Because," Lori moaned and pulled against Damian's grip so she could kiss his heavy balls.

Damian pulled her face back from his ball sac and forced her to look at his face.

"Why?"

"Because he can't fuck me like you do!" she cried. "No one can!"

"That's right," Damian chuckled, but he still didn't let her touch his cock. "And what is Bradley?"

She knew what Damian wanted to hear and even though she wanted his cock, she still didn't like to say it. It was bad enough that she was cheating on Bradley day in and day out and followed her black lover's orders never to give Bradley her pussy. That didn't mean that she didn't have feelings for her boyfriend.

He just couldn't make her feel the way his bully could.

"What is he, slut?"

Lori whimpered. She was a slut. Damian's slut. That didn't make it any easier to be reminded of it.

"He's a loser," she murmured.

Damian growled and slapped her cheek with his cock. She opened her mouth to take him in, but he only smacked her lips with his dark shaft.

"Louder," he commanded.

"He's a loser!" she cried. "Bradley's a loser!"

"Good girl!" Damian chuckled and let her go. Lori immediately buried her face in Damian's musky, dusky flesh.

"You know what I want, don't you?" He turned and bent over the low couch in his living room, giving her a view of his gleaming, black ass and puckered pink asshole.

Lori dove forward and pushed her face into Damian's asshole. Her tongue pushed through his tight anus and she buried herself in Damian's ass. On her knees licking the black man's ass, she was overwhelmed by the scent of his body and the taste of his dirty hole on her tongue. Worshiping Damian's ass, Lori didn't have to think of anything but pleasing her lover. School, work, and Bradley meant nothing. All that mattered was making Damian happy.

"Fuck yes!" Damian grunted, working his ass backward against her face. "Tonight I want you to give Bradley a big fucking kiss with my dirty ass on your tongue!"

Lori moaned, but kept licking and sucking until Damian couldn't stand it any longer and had to have her. He turned and grabbed her roughly by the shoulders, pulling her like a rag doll to her feet. She gave a shocked laugh as he threw her to the couch. Strong, dark fingers pulled her thighs apart and he sank to his knees, his heavy shaft sliding along her pussy, sending shivers of anticipation running through her body.

"Say it!" he growled. "Tell me what I want to hear!"

Lori mewled like an injured kitten, her hips already rising, smashing her clit into Damian's throbbing flesh.

"Bradley's a loser!" she whined. "You're so much better!"

The guilt and shame shot through her mind, replaced a minute later by the overwhelming pleasure of Damian's cock splitting her open and stabbing all the way to her wet, unprotected center.

"That's right!" He grunted, burying his dark cock to the hilt into her quivering flesh. As usual, Lori felt a moment of being full of Damian, of being connected in a way that poor Bradley could never hope to match. "He's a loser!"

"Yes! Loser! Fuck!"

Damian hammered his cock deep inside of her, the fat head penetrating to the opening of her inner body. Before Damian, Lori had never experienced the wonderful burning hunger of her womb. Lust surged through every inch of her body. She'd had her first full body orgasm with Damian and now nothing else would do.

"I love you," she moaned as the pleasure filled her, her flesh taking everything the powerful black man could give her. "Love you!"

"Of course you do!" Damian slowed his pace and smiled down at her. "What would poor Bradley think?"

Lori whimpered and felt the tears of frustration sting the corners of his eyes.

Sorry, Bradley! she thought for the hundredth time. But Damian is the one I want!

***

"Bradley! Take another drink!"

Bradley grinned stupidly and took another drink at Yasmine's urging. She giggled and Bradley felt happy that she was happy. He looked around at the party, the steam off the pool and the tilting of the earth making it very hard to see.

"Where did Lori go?"

"I don't know," Yasmine said and bent forward, giving Bradley a generous view of her golden cleavage.

Bradley gulped, knowing it was wrong to be looking, but unable to tear his eyes away from the busty cheerleader.

Yasmine didn't seem to care.

"Don't worry, pal!" A meaty hand slapped his shoulder, nearly knocking the drunken boyfriend to the ground. "She just went to the bathroom."

Bradley blinked up at the heavy face of Jenks. He had the impression that he had asked before and Lou had given him the same answer. Yasmine pushed another drink into Bradley's hand.

"Drink!" she laughed, and Bradley looked down at his hand. What was he doing here? He couldn't remember why he was drinking or where his girlfriend had run off to, but he got the sudden feeling he needed to look for her.

"I'm... I'm going to find Lori," Bradley slurred and rose to his feet. "Where ish she?"

Yasmine laughed as Bradley stumbled towards the pool. Lou caught him before he could fall in and swung him around towards the apartments.

"Woah, boy," Lou said jovially. "Room 220. Good luck!"

He gave Bradley what was supposed to be a friendly push on the back, but it nearly sent him sprawling. He stumbled over Yasmine's feet.

"Shorry," he mumbled.

"It's about time!" he heard Yasmine say as he walked through the steam toward the apartments. "I can't believe Damian wanted me to—"

Her voice was cut off by the screaming of someone jumping into the pool and Bradley promptly forgot her words as he shambled through the knot of wet partiers. His only goal was to make it to the apartments and, hopefully, find Lori. The mixture of alcohol and Yasmine's nearly nude body had created a sense of urgency to find Lori and take her home.

"Watch out!" a girl's voice screamed and another large football player pushed Bradley roughly.

"Shu... shorry!" Bradley said.

He turned and found himself at a set of steps. He slowly walked up them, his hazy brain repeating "room 220" over and over in his mind.

The walkway was blessedly clear of ballers and cheerleaders. Bradley still felt it hard to walk and held himself up against the wall, trying to read each number. He couldn't find room 220 and he stopped, his legs turning to rubber.

"Yes! Damian! More!"

He heard the cries through an open window and they swam through his blurry mind. Damian. Damian was with someone. The screams of the girl were loud and abandoned. She had to be acting. Bradley had never heard such passionate cries outside of porn.

"That's it! You like that cock?"

"Yes!"

"Better than your loser boyfriend?"

"Yes! Yes! Much better!"

Bradley shook his head and smiled. Damian was fucking someone's girlfriend? Jesus, that guy had it so easy! Girlfriends and cheerleaders were throwing themselves at the popular jock's feet.

Not that Bradley was too jealous. After all, he had the best girl of all. Lori was his, and he knew he was lucky as hell to have her. So, Damian could have his fun.

Bradley would keep his girlfriend.

"Yes! Yes! I love youuuu!"

The screams reverberated through Bradley's drunken brain. He tried to stand up again, but he was exhausted. His vision turned black as the cries of the girl continued to pierce the night.

"I love you, Damian!"

***

"I love you, Damian!"

Lori's throat was raw from screaming, but she couldn't stop as Damian's cock forced another body shattering orgasm through her limbs. She clung to Damian's glistening black body for support, her tight hips bucking upward, meeting every thrust of Damian's cock. She wanted nothing more than to be a receptacle for Damian's lust. He deserved it.

"I'm going to cum inside you, Lori!" Damian hissed in her ear.

She had a moment of panic. He wasn't wearing a condom, but he had never cum inside before. Her brain, however, had been beaten into submission by lust and Damian's powerful fucking.

She didn't care. She wanted him to cum inside her. She needed it!

"Yes! Cum in my pussy!" she screamed. "Cum inside me!"

She bit the hard muscle of his shoulder and Damian tensed. He grew inside of her and, for the first time in her life, she was filled with a man's virile seed. It should have been her boyfriend, but it was Damian's body and his cock that unlocked that primal need to have a man fill her helpless womb.

As if to signal her body's acceptance of Damian's cum, she came again as the first blast of hot fluid exploded inside her. Her body spasmed against his beautiful, black body and her pussy clasped hungrily at his squirting cock, intent on taking as much of his cum as she could.

"Yes!" she rasped, her throat too sore to scream. "Yes! Fill me up!"

Damian remained inside her for a long time, allowing his balls to spew their load into her. Despite his cock stuffing her pussy, the cum seeped out around his dark shaft and dripped down her ass.

"Good girl," Damian murmured in her ear. "That's my pussy now."

"Yes," Lori whispered. "Yes. Your pussy. All yours."

***

"Bradley? Bradley?"

Bradley's return to consciousness felt like he was swimming frantically to reach the surface of the water. When he finally broke free, the world returned to him all at once. He jerked awake, completely unaware of where he was.

He looked up and saw Lori standing above him, smiling beautifully. Behind her was the looming presence of Damian, who was also smiling.

"What are you doing?" Lori asked.

"Doing?" Bradley looked around him blankly. "I don't know."

"You are so drunk!" Lori said.

Damian stepped past her and held out his hand. Bradley grasped it and Damian pulled him up to his feet. He swayed on his rubbery legs.

"Woah, there, big guy!" Damian laughed. "Bradley, how much have you had to drink?"

"Honeshtly," he slurred."I can't remember."

"Oh, Bradley," Lori said, equal parts exasperation and humor. "Come on. We need to get you home."

Damian looked at Bradley who could barely stand.

"Bring him inside for a bit to sober up," Damian said. "Then I'll take him home."

"Thank you."

Lori slid her shoulder under Badley's arm and, with Damian's help, got him into the room and onto the couch.

Bradley fell down, groaning softly as the world spun.

"Why don't you give Bradley a kiss," Damian chuckled. "Looks like he needs it."

Bradley couldn't understand why Damian would say that, but he didn't care. Suddenly, he very much wished to kiss his girlfriend.

"Oh, I don't know," Lori said.

"Go on!" Damian said. "Look at him."

Bradley smiled crookedly up at her and, as if talking pity on her drunk boyfriend, she lowered herself into his lap, wrapped her arms around his neck, and gave him a deep kiss.


3

"I'm home!"

Heather grinned and pulled the roast out of the oven. The house was filled with the savory smell of cooking beef, a smell that always made Heather think of home.

"Something smells good," Edward came into the kitchen and slipped his arms around Heather's chest.

Her husband was taller than Bradley by a head and he had once been quite the athlete, something he never let his son forget. When they had met ten years before, Edward had been a strong, handsome man with a still hard body and a great job. He still had a good job and was handsome, but he had lost the athlete's physique. Years of comfortable living now presented itself as a round paunch hanging over his belt. He had also lost his strong, erect posture, his shoulders rounded forward which gave him the appearance that he was shrinking.

She had joked when they were first married that he would be a cute, old man. She didn't make that joke anymore.

"Where's Bradley?" Edward asked as he hugged her from behind.

"He's at a party."

"Our Bradley?" Edward said, surprised.

"Yes!" she laughed. "Our Bradley! Evidently he's made a friend on the football team. Damian Winters."

"What? The quarterback?"

Layton County was a small community and, for a few months each fall the boys on the football field were celebrities. Heather wasn't from Layton originally, so the local adoration for the athletes didn't affect her.

Edward had played on the Layton County team and followed the team religiously. His main gripe about traveling this time of year wasn't being away from his family; it was missing football games.

"Yes," she said and turned to face her husband. A sudden image of Damian flashed through her mind. "The quarterback."

"Well, that's good!" Edward said. "I guess it's just the two of us, huh?"

They stood looking at each other for an awkward moment. There wasn't any real promise or innuendo in Edward's comment, just weary happiness to be home with his loving wife. She thought of Damian again, the memory of his muscular body making the heat rise in her belly, mixing with the shame.

Edward was the first to pull away, her warm body not enough to keep his attention. He took a piece of roast off the plate and popped it into his mouth.

"So," he said. "Ready to eat?"

Dinner was a quiet affair. They talked about Edward's trip and how life had been at home. Heather was surprised how quickly they settled into the comfortable, boring rhythm of a married couple.

That didn't stop the burning in her body that Damian had sparked that afternoon. As she ate, and drank more wine than was good for her, she found it hard not to think of the handsome, black man. She had to force herself to focus on Edward's words and she made the decision during dinner that she would use this excitement to give Edward a proper welcome home.

"What are you doing?" Edward asked later when she snuggled up against him in bed.

"I missed you," she moaned in what she hoped was a sexy voice. "Didn't you miss me?"

"Of course I did," Edward said and gave her a perfunctory kiss on the lips. "I'm just tired, you know. From the trip."

Heather rubbed her soft, round body against her husband, then dropped her hand down to his crotch. She felt nothing but a limp bump in Edward's boxers.

"Really?" she said and rubbed his cock, trying to coax some life out of it. "Nothing?"

"I'm sorry, honey," Edward said. "I promise to make it up to you this weekend."

I'll bet Damian would be hard.

She tried to shake off the dirty thought, but they persisted even after Edward rolled over and began to snore. She tried to focus on sleep, but she couldn’t fight the images of the strong, black man filling her brain. She sighed and rolled over on her back next to her husband, and lowered her hand between her legs. An illicit thrill shot through her loins and into her belly. It was so wrong to be doing this here, lying next to her husband, but her body was so needy for release, she didn't care. Edward wasn't home, and neither was Bradley. It was just her, alone with her fantasies.

She moaned as she pictured Damian running his dark hands over her body. What would it feel like, having those powerful fingers massaging her breasts? She pulled her nightgown up over her heavy breasts, squeezing them roughly as she worked her other hand into her panties.

"Oh, fuck!" she groaned as she probed her sopping pussy with her finger. The presence of that boy made her pussy weep with lust, even though it was wrong. She had spoken to him for less than a half hour and the only touch he had given her was a brush of his hand. However, once she closed her eyes, she could feel his heat and remember his primal musky scent. It was her fevered mind playing tricks, but those tricks worked on her pussy like magic.

She pinched her hard, pink nipple and rubbed her pussy furiously. She spread her legs to give her better access to her swollen clit. The pressure built in her belly and she relished the slow build, the almost painful weight of it inside her, just before the explosion.

Her foot kicked out and hit Edward. Her husband grunted as Heather's whole body, wracked with pleasure, convulsed on the bed. She bit her hand to hide the grunts and groans and fought to escape.

She forced her body to lie still and waited for Edward to speak. Instead, her husband grumbled sleepily, then began to snore again, oblivious to his wife cumming like crazy beside him.

Fuck! She thought. I haven't cum like that for ages!

And all because a boy her stepson's age had flirted with her. She felt guilty for pleasuring herself beside her husband while dreaming of a young man, but those emotions only lasted for a moment.

Fantasies were harmless after all.

It's not like she would ever act on them.

***

Heather woke up when the front door slammed shut. Her heart beat sped up as it only can when you are pulled from a deep sleep.

She looked over at the clock and read the glowing numbers. 3:30. She listened for more noises and she heard Bradley's voice speaking in an exaggerated whisper.

"Shh! Be quiet!"

She heard another voice, but couldn't make out the words. Someone was with Bradley. Her heart steadied. It was just Bradley coming home from the party.

She looked over at Edward to see if he was still awake. Her husband was sleeping peacefully. He must have been more tired than she thought if he could sleep through the noise of his son stumbling around the living room.

She waited for the noises to die down. If Bradley kept this up, he was going to wake Edward. Sighing, Heather wrapped a robe around her scantily clad body, and quietly left the room.

She got to the kitchen and froze. Bradley was sprawled drunkenly on a stool. Standing next to him was the tall, muscular Damian Winters.

"Hey, Mrs. Wolff!" Damian whispered. "Sorry we woke you up. I was just trying to get Bradley to his room, but he can't remember where it is."

Heather shook her head and sighed. For the moment, her attraction to the tall, black football player, was overridden by her concern for her stepson.

She stepped forward and nudged Bradley on the shoulder. His head rolled to one side, and he looked up at her with unfocused eyes.

"Mom?" he mumbled. "What are you doing at the party?"

Heather was shocked that Bradley had called her mom. They had discussed this as a family years ago and Bradley had never been comfortable referring to Heather as his mother. It had never bothered her; she wasn't his mother, but hearing him saying the words stirred something powerful in her chest. She couldn't help but smile and run her fingers through his hair like he was a little boy.

"You're not at the party, silly," she said. "You're at home. Come on, let's get you to bed."

Bradley lifted himself off the counter. His head rolled bonelessly to the side, and he looked at Damian.

"Hey, D," Bradley snorted. "Great party, my man."

"Thanks, 'my man'," Damian smiled over Bradley's head at Heather. "Come on."

Damian draped Bradley's arm over his shoulders and lifted him easily from his seat. Heather watched in awe as the muscular young man drug Bradley to the steps.

"Are you okay?" she asked.

"Fine," Damian said. "He doesn't weigh that much."

"I'm a lightweight," Bradley said innocently. "That's what Jenks said."

"Yeah, you are," Damian chuckled. "Let's go, lightweight."

Heather led the way as Damian lugged Bradley up the steps. Together, the three of them made it to Bradley's room without making too much noise.

Finally, Bradley flopped like a rag doll onto his bed. Damian rolled him onto his side and propped a pillow behind the back.

"Got to make sure he doesn't sleep on his back," Damian said. "In case he throws up."

"Ugh!" Heather let out an involuntary shudder.

"I know," Damon said. "Just being safe."

Heather nodded. Now that Bradley was safely in bed, she became aware of Damian's beauty again.

And, Damian wasn't shy about letting her know it. Hungry, hazel eyes caressed her body, appreciating the voluptuous wife's lush form. Heather felt the heat rise to her cheeks and an answering need deep between her legs.

Bradley snorted, and the spell was broken. She turned and practically ran from the room, Damian following languidly behind her.

He caught up to her at the bottom of the steps. He didn't grab her, instead he stood close to the stepmother, his heat burning into her back.

Reluctantly, she turned and looked up at him.

"Well... um, thanks," she said. "I appreciate you bringing Bradley home."

"My pleasure," he said, looking into her eyes. "How about that snack?"

"What?"

For a moment, Heather was mesmerized by the man's hazel eyes and cocky grin. What was he talking about?"

"The last time I was here, you offered me a snack," he said. "I'd like to take you up on the offer."

"Oh... oh!" Heather laughed. "Sure. What would you like? I have ham or—"

Damian gripped her chin and lifted her face upward.

"I want you," he said, then kissed her.

Heather was shocked by the heat and power behind the kiss. The lust she had been pushing down suddenly blossomed into a raging fire.

She might have kept kissing the young man if Damian hadn't broken the kiss to purr in her ear.

"I haven't been able to stop thinking about you," Damian said. "I jerked off thinking about you. It felt so good."

"Oh, God!" Heather moaned, but she stopped pushing against him, her hands exploring the hard, chocolate curves of his arms. His confession reminded her of her own masturbation session and she immediately felt guilty. "We can't do this!"

"Why not?" he pulled back and gripped her wrists. "What's stopping us?"

She looked down at his large, dark hands gripping her pale wrists. Her heart beat faster as he raised her arms and placed her hands on his warm chest.

"I'm married," she whimpered. "And Bradley—"

"Is upstairs, sleeping. So is your husband," he leaned forward, the heat of his words brushing her lips. "That makes me so fucking hard!"

Heather moaned, but she didn't resist as his lips grazed her mouth.

Oh, God! This was so wrong! Edward and Bradley are upstairs! I can't do this!

But, her nerves burned with the electricity of being so close to this beautiful, black man. This close, she couldn't resist him. Her resistance broke and she kissed him.

Heather realized too late that this was precisely what Damian had been waiting for and, with her wordless submission, he took control of the pretty wife and stepmother.

He kissed her so hard he bruised her lips. She whimpered as his tongue slid invitingly against her teeth and teased her mouth. Heather instinctively sucked on him him, her moans of lust filling the small kitchen.

"See? I knew you wanted it," Damian grinned.

"Stop!" she moaned. "Stop teasing me!"

"Fine!" he growled. He gripped her waist and lifted her easily to the kitchen island.

"Oh, my God!" Heather cried out as Damian skinned off her panties. She threw her hand between her legs, her pussy suddenly bare and vulnerable to Damian's hungry gaze. "I can't do this!"

"Of course you can," Damian said. "You deserve this. You deserve to get fucked by a man that can take care of you."

"My husband—"

Damian placed a powerful hand around her neck. He shoved his other hand between her legs. Heather gasped in pleasure as she felt his long fingers penetrate her swollen lips and invade her wet cavern.

"If your husband was taking care of you, you wouldn't be letting me do this," he hissed.

Heather's mind was a hazy boil of conflicting emotions, but her feelings were soon overpowered by Damian's mouth working in concert with his fingers. Her legs opened up to him, unconsciously giving the powerful, black man deeper access to her aching pussy.

"Im going to fuck you," he growled in between kisses. Heather mewled in desperation, but didn't stop him. "I'm going to fuck you better than your husband ever could. Understand?"

Damian pulled his fingers from her pussy. She cried in anguish as the heat in her cunt cooled and she was left with an aching desire.

"Understand?" Damian asked.

She nodded and that was all the encouragement Damian needed. He stepped back and peeled off his t-shirt, revealing his beautiful, dark muscles. Heather whimpered, but she pulled off her nightgown.

Damian grinned hungrily, his eyes greedily feasting on the wife's lush curves. She could feel the heat in her breasts and loins, calling out silently to the powerful man in front of her.

But, Damian didn't attack her right away. Instead, he slowly, maddeningly pushed down his pants. She peeked over the edge of the counter and gasped in shock when his cock sprang free.

It was so big, much bigger than she had expected! Not only was it longer and thicker than Edward, it was also a dark brown color. Heather had always thought cocks were funny looking. Like a blunt tool, they served their purpose, but held no beauty for her.

But there was nothing funny about Damian's cock. It was beautiful and black like a sculpture chiseled out of onyx. It gleamed in the light from the kitchen window and she felt a deep, throbbing heat pulse between her thighs.

"I can't," she moaned. "I can't do that."

Damian moved forward, ignoring her weak resistance. He slowly rubbed the huge head up her swollen pussy, then ran the hot shaft across her clit. She moaned with desire, her body once again betraying the need inside of her.

"You can," Damian murmured. "You want it."

He continued to rub his cock against her pussy. The long, dark shaft laid onto her pale stomach and she was shocked to see that it reached just under her rib cage.

That's how far it's going to go in! She shook her head at the forbidden thought. It's impossible!

"You want it," Damian murmured again and his voice and the pulsing heat of his cock mesmerized the young wife. "You want it."

"Yes," she whispered, barely aware she was speaking.

"What?"

"Yes," she said, louder." I want it."

"I know," he grinned.

He reached forward and hooked a warm hand around her neck and pulled her forward so she was sitting up. With his other hand, he pushed the fat head of his cock into her pussy.

"Watch me!" he hissed in her ear, holding her neck so she could see the dark length of his cock disappearing into her willing body. "Watch me fuck you!"

"Oh fuck!" she moaned, but she watched as he speared her with his beautiful, brown shaft. "Fuck!"

She felt him hit something inside off her and her body spasmed violently. He let her fall to the counter, her pussy lengthening out to accept more of his cock. He was so thick he stretched her painfully, but she didn't care. She had imagined him fucking her, but this was so much more powerful than she had dreamed. A hot pulse throbbed in her cunt and her muscles clasped desperately against his dark shaft.

"See?" Damian hissed through gritted teeth. "You can take it. You took it all."

"Yes," Heather moaned, tears in her eyes. "Yes! Yes!"

"I'm going to fuck you now!" Damian growled and pulled his cock out until her pussy was gripping just the fat tip. "I'm going to fuck you so good, you'll forget all about your husband and that loser Bradley."

Heather shook her head, not understanding the shift in Damian's words. Why would he mention Bradley at a time like this? All it did was bring the images of Edward and Bradley to her mind, making the guilt swamp her in waves. How could Damian be so cruel?

Then, the big, black man thrust his cock in deep. Her eyes opened wide and she screamed as his cock tore any other thoughts away from her mind.

Oh no, no, no! she cried to herself. Too big! Too big!

She couldn't breathe, every inch of her pussy filled with Damian's dark cock. But, her black lover didn't give her any time to breathe. Instead, he pulled out and slammed into her again and again. Tremors of pain and lust rippled through her body, building into waves of pleasure that lifted her body up, up, up.

"I'm going to make you forget everything!" Damian huffed in her ear, succumbing to the pleasure of forcing the young wife to submit. "I'm going to fuck your family out of your brain!"

Heather was so filled with ecstasy she rose to meet each hot thrust of his cock, the waves of lust too much to resist. Her brain tried to make sense of Damian's words. Family? What family?

Finally, her mind locked onto the one thing she could make sense of: Damian's cock. It was filling her with a pleasure she had never known.

"Yes!" She cried and the echo of Damian's words floated around her mind. "Yes! Fuck them out of my brain! Make me forget!"

Damian reached forward, grabbed her arms and pulled her body towards him as he slammed that wonderful cock inside of her. Her body exploded in the throes of pleasure, her bliss filling her up and spilling over into her pussy. She continued to spasm on the counter as Damian thrust into her with desperate abandon.

She felt him grow inside of her a moment later and she knew he was going to cum inside her. The only man besides her husband to ever release his seed into her unprotected pussy. She had an awful terrifying moment of fear, then she felt his hot cum burst inside of her and it triggered another explosion that rocked her body.

It took her a long, long time to come down from the heights of her orgasm. She lay on the cold countertop, twitching as Damian pulled his cock from her body. She immediately felt his absence followed by the thick trickling of his seed spilling from her womb.

Her head turned to the side and she covered her eyes as the full weight of what she had just done came rushing in like a flood.

Oh God! Edward! She thought, then another face flashed inside her mind. Bradley!

Damian pulled her hand away from her eyes and looked down at her.

"Stop it!" he growled.

She gasped in shock as he pulled on her arm and spun her around on the island. Pushing down on her shoulder, he made her lie down with her head hanging off the edge of the counter upside-down.

"Just focus on me." Damian said and he rubbed his cock over Heather's lips. She opened her mouth and tasted her pussy juices and the salty cum coating Damian's dark cock. "Focus on me."

Heather moaned, but she did what he wanted and soon, she was sucking eagerly on Damian's beautiful cock, her mind mercifully filled with Damian's dark body.

There was no room for anything else.
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"Shouldn't you be out with Lori?"

Bradley stood up straight, startled by Professor Adler.

"Oh!" he said. "I thought I was the only one here!"

"You know, Bradley," she smiled wryly. "When I gave you the key to the newspaper offices, I didn't mean for you to be here all the time!"

"I know," Bradley said. "It's just... Lori's not answering her phone and I thought I could get these layouts done before Monday."

Professor Adler walked over to Bradley's desk and bent down over his shoulder to peer at the layouts. Bradley kept still as his professor's hair slipped out of her bun and tickled his cheek. Her slight, flowery perfume drifted into his nostrils and Bradley was suddenly very aware of Professor Adler's presence.

"Hmm," she murmured in his ear and the sound made Bradley's stomach do flip-flops.

Over the past week Bradley noticed that his relationship with Lori had changed. His girlfriend was busy studying, or had other commitments going on that kept her from her boyfriend's side. They used to spend hours together every day. Lately, Bradley was lucky to see her for an hour and, when they were together, Lori wasn't interested in regular sex. There sex life had become a dizzying series of foreplay sessions..

Not that he didn't enjoy it. He had become quite good at cunninlingus, so good that Lori couldn't cum from regular sex. So, he went down on her again and again, worshiping her body even though, sometimes, her pussy was a swampy, sticky mess. But, he always powered through and was eventually rewarded with Lori's sweet, clear juices pouring over his tongue.

He'd get so turned on that Lori would usually jerk his cock for a few moments and he would cum all over his stomach. It was hot and, in a way, humiliating, but he enjoyed it nonetheless. Still, he would like to have sex with his girlfriend once in awhile.

He wondered now, as his beautiful professor leaned her heavy breast into his back and inspected his work, if the dramatic change in his sex life was affecting how he felt about his beautiful professor.

Not that Bradley hadn't thought about her before. Professor Adler was gorgeous and Bradley had harbored a secret crush on her from the moment he started at the newspaper. His professor had long, brown hair, usually done up in a messy bun and black, horn-rimmed glass that hung from her neck by a silver chain. She wore the glasses now, to read and, if anything, they made her look even sexier. Like a hot librarian in a porno movie.

Of course, it didn't help that Professor Adler wore tight skirts and white blouses that accentuated her lush curves. As Bradley sat there, his professor leaning over him, he was reminded of Heather. His stepmother too had ample curves and heavy breasts. She was also loving and kind, a trait that Professor Adler shared with his stepmom.

Bradley tried to force the inappropriate feelings for his professor (and, to a lesser extent, his stepmother) out of his mind and focus on the screen.

"I think it looks good," Professor Adler said finally and stood up, pressing down lightly on Bradley's shoulders as she did so. Bradley tried not to read too much into the friendly touch, but he felt a dim burning in his belly and knew that he was getting turned on.

Damn! He thought. Where is Lori?

She hadn't returned his calls all day. That, in itself, wasn't unusual, but it had become a trend that worried him. And now, he was getting turned on just by the presence of his professor.

"You sure?" he said, again trying to focus on his screen. "The heading is good?"

"Yes," Professor Adler said and rubbed his shoulders.

Shit, what was she doing?

As quick as the question entered his mind, Professor Adler stepped away from him and walked back to her desk.

"You should go, Bradley," she said. "Call Lori. Go do something fun."

Bradley stood up, glad that his thoughts had stopped and his cock had not sprung up into an embarrassing bulge in his pants. Still, there was something in Professor Adler's voice that made him pause as he put on his jacket.

"Are you OK, professor?" he asked.

"Please," Adler smiled at him. "Call me Janet when nobody else is around. Having all you young people calling me professor just makes me feel old."

"Oh, you aren't that old," Bradley said and only after he said it, he stopped himself. "I mean... you aren't...I didn't mean... "

Janet laughed a pretty, girlish laugh that sent shivers down Bradley's spine.

"That's all right, Bradley," she leaned over the desk. "I get it."

"I only meant, my mother, well stepmother is your age and I don't think she's old."

"Your stepmother?" Janet frowned. "I'm old enough to be your stepmother?"

"Oh jeez!" Bradley slapped his brow. "That's not what I meant—"

"I know," Janet said, stood up, and crossed the floor to Bradley. "I'm just playing with you Bradley."

"So, are you OK?" he asked again.

"I am," she reached out and flattened his collar, her hand brushing his neck. "I just... I'm just lonely."

"Oh?" Bradley's voice cracked. He swallowed and tried again. "'What about Mr. Adler?"

"Mr. Adler?" she raised an eyebrow. "Mr. Adler is... well he's... not here is he?"

Bradley wondered what she was talking about when she leaned in close.

"Bradley, have you ever had to do something you really don't want to do, but you did it anyway?"

"What, like paying taxes?"

Janet laughed and up close, he thought her smile was even more beautiful.

"Something like that," she said. "Tell me, Bradley? Do you really think I'm not old?"

"No, you... " he fought for the right words, but couldn't find them. Then, one word entered his brain and before he could stop himself, he said it. "You're beautiful."

"Really?" Janet Adler, his professor and his crush, leaned forward, her lips inches from Bradley's mouth. "You think I'm beautiful?"

"Yes," Bradley said and his gorgeous, older professor leaned forward and kissed him.

All thoughts of right and wrong were burned out of Bradley's mind by the kiss. Janet's lips rubbed wetly against his and her tongue flicked out, teasing his mouth open. Bradley's senses were filled with the smell of Janet's perfume, the taste of her lips, and the feel of her soft, round body snuggling against him.

Stop!

His mind came back to him in a rush and he pushed his teacher away.

"Prof... Janet... what are you doing?"

"I... I'm sorry. I was just... just lonely."

Bradley saw the hint of tears in his professor's eyes and immediately felt guilty. Had he led her on in some way? What would Lori think if she knew that he had kissed his older professor?

All of this was complicated by the fact that Bradley's cock was rock hard.

"I... I think I should go," Bradley said. He walked away awkwardly, his hard-on bending uncomfortably in his pants.

"All right."

Bradley looked back once more. His beautiful, older professor looked vulnerable. A surge of lust ran through him. He could go to her, right now, and take her. He could fuck that gorgeous woman right there on the desk and she wouldn't stop him. He knew this with a primal instinct he had never experienced.

What about Lori?

Thoughts of Lori entered his tortured mind and cooled his ardor. He had a girlfriend, someone who loved him. He couldn't give into temptation, now matter how much he wanted to. He couldn't do that to kind, innocent Lori.

"I have to go." He breathed deeply, turned around, and almost ran out the door.

It wasn't until he was outside that he let out his breath in a huge sigh. He had mastered his temptation. He still wasn't sure what had happened, but he knew he had done the right thing.

He pulled out his phone and texted Lori.

Are u there? I really need to see u.

He sent the text, but there was no answer. After a few moments, he decided to head to Lori's apartment and try to catch her there.
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Heather parked her car down the street from the apartment complex and checked her phone.

Laurelhurst Apartments. 220. see u soon.

Heather's heart hammered in her chest. She couldn't believe she was doing this! Going to see a young boy at his apartment? It was so wrong.

However, as she got out of the car, she felt the familiar stirrings of lust Damian had awakened inside of her. It had been so long since she'd been this excited about a man.

You've never been this excited.

The voice inside her head wasn't exactly happy about that, but it was true. She'd never felt this way for Edward or any of her old boyfriends. Damian had touched something deep and primal inside the housewife. When he had texted her with an address, she couldn't help herself.

She had to answer.

Luckily, the apartment complex was quiet. It being a weekday, the players were on curfew and shut up in their rooms playing video games, studying, or...

fucking

Heather's heart caught in her throat as the word clanged in her head like a bell. Fucking. That's what she was here for. There was no other reason for an older woman to be sneaking into a football player's apartment after hours.

She was here for one thing and she knew it. That's why her legs were shaking and her pussy juices were dripping down her thighs when she finally knocked on apartment 220.

She expected to see the large form of Damian in the doorway, but when the door opened, it was her stepson's girlfriend, Lori, standing in front of her.

"Lori?" Heather's heart stopped. Did she have the wrong room? "What... who...?"

"It's OK, Mrs. Wolff. You've got the right room." The younger girl took Heather's hand and pulled the shocked wife and stepmother into the room. "Damian is waiting for you."

"Wait... I don't know... "

It was too late.  The young blonde shut the door behind them and locked the door.

"Lori? What's going on?"

Heather looked down and only then noticed the younger woman was wearing nothing but an oversized t-shirt, her hard nipples poking against the thin cotton. Heather shook her head, trying to make sense of what was going on.

"Well, don't you two look lovely?"

Heather turned at Damian's voice and her breath left her lungs. He was dressed in nothing but a tight pair of black boxer briefs. His body was gleaming in the dim light of a lamp by the couch. She tried to keep her eyes on his face, but she felt her gaze dragged down by the beauty of his glistening body, stopping only when they came to the huge bulge in Damian's underwear.

"Like what you see?" Damian asked.

Heather's eyes snapped upward and she took an instinctive step backward.

"I don't think... I'm not supposed to be here."

She ran into Lori who was blocking the door.

"Lori, you shouldn't be here, either." Heather eyed Lori's firm, nymph-like body under the thin cotton. "I don't know why you're here, but Bradely would be devastated."

Lori had the decency to look ashamed, but she didn't move from in front of the door.

"No one cares about what little Bradley thinks," Damian said. His voice was shockingly close. Heather whipped around, directly into the powerful man's dark embrace.

"Damian? I don't know what's happening," she moaned. "But I should go."

"Where? Home to your loser stepson or your old husband?" Damian gripped her wrist and pulled it down to his crotch. "Wouldn't you rather stay here and be with someone who gives you what you need?"

"I... I thought you were Bradley's friend?"

"No," he said and placed her hand firmly on his crotch. "I only pretended so I could get next to you. Didn't you know that?"

Heather quivered when he placed her hand over his large bulge. His cock pulsed hot and hard through his underwear. Heather's mouth went dry. This was all wrong. She shouldn't be here and she shouldn't let Damian say such things about her stepson. Bradley was sweet and... and...

Her thoughts were hard to gather as Damian moved her hand up and down his cock. She felt a sticky wetness on her palm and realized that it was pre-cum. Damian was dripping for her.

"Feel that?" he murmured. "See how hard you make me?"

She nodded, and Damian let her wrist go. She did not take her hand from his cock.

Damian nodded over Heather's shoulder and the pretty wife felt Lori's soft, feathery hands slip around her waist and rub her belly.

"Lori?"

"I've been cheating with Damian," Lori whispered hotly into Heather's ear. "Bradley could never make me feel the way Damian makes me feel. Just like Mr. Wolff can't please you."

Lori raised her hands slowly, almost tentatively, up to Heather's heavy chest and squeezed. Heather gasped as she felt the lust burning through her breasts and down to her crotch. Lori took that as a sign and she hugged her tight, young body against Heather's back, rolling her hips into the housewife's lush bottom.

"I... I've never been with a woman before," Lori murmured. "But Damian wants to see us together."

"Oh God!" Heather groaned. She pushed back, but Lori's firm body held her in place.

She tried to stop stroking, but Damian held her hand in place. Meanwhile, Lori slid one hand down Heather's panties.

"Oh!" The wife and stepmother cried out as Lori's fingers found her swollen clit. She wiggled her ass to get away, but Damian gripped her shoulders.

"Look at me!" he snapped and Heather, her mind swirling with uncontrollable lust, looked up at him. "Just look at me and let yourself enjoy it. I want to watch you cum."

"Oh, Damian," she whimpered, but she kept looking at him as Lori's young fingers worked her pussy. "I can't."

"Yes," Damian murmured to her. "You can."

Damian lifted her shirt and pulled it up over her breasts, then pulled down her bra to expose her hard, rosy nippes. He dipped his head and sucked a nipple deep into his greedy mouth.

Heather moaned, her hand still rubbing Damian's crotch while Lori worked her pussy with her fingers. Trapped between the large black man and the pretty blonde was too much for the housewife and her body gave into the pleasure.

"Open your eyes," Damian ordered.

Heather's eyes snapped open and she came, looking into her black lover's face. It was so wrong, but the pleasure was explosive and Heather trembled between the two bodies.

Finally, they let her go. Heather's legs were weak and she slid to the floor, tremors of her orgasm still throbbing through her limbs.

"On your knees, Lori," Damian said. "Get on your knees beside Bradley's mom."

She wasn't Bradley's mother. She couldn't be. Would a real mother act like this?

She didn't move as the young blonde slid down beside her.  Heather couldn't look at her, the shame of cumming for the girl, then kneeling before her stepson's bully filled with a deep shame.

Instead, she looked up at Damon for comfort. There was no solace to be found in the young man's gaze, just triumph at having two of the women Bradley cared about kneeling at his feet.

Oh God! Heather thought. I have to leave before it goes any further.

Even as the thought flitted through her mind, Damian slid down his pants and pulled out his beautiful, black cock.

"God!" Lori gasped next to her. "Isn't that beautiful?"

Heather was speechless as the young girl wrapped her pale fingers around Damian's thick, black shaft. The housewife watched, mesmerized as her stepson's girlfriend lifted her pretty pink lips and kissed the fat, purple-black head.

"Make sure and share," Damian's voice rumbled from above them.

Heather looked into the young man's eyes in desperation, but she saw only a primal hunger that could only be satisfied by her submission.

Lori held out his cock to her with both pale hands as if offering her an exquisite treat.

"Go ahead, Heather. Kiss my cock. Show me how much you want me."

"Oh God!" Heather whined, the emotions warring inside her. How could Damian be doing this in front of Lori? How could Lori be cheating on Bradley?

Was she any better? Wasn't she betraying her husband and her stepson by being seduced and dominated by his bully? Even though she hadn't known he was Bradley's bully, she was sure of it now.

Why hadn't Bradley told her? And did it make a difference?

She didn't know, All she knew was a beautiful girl was holding out a gorgeous cock and she wanted nothing more than to taste it. She bent forward and opened her lips, the lips she kissed her husband with every day, and gave Damian's dark flesh a passionate kiss. Her tongue poked between her lips and she was rewarded with a briny drop of pre-cum that lit up her senses. She lost all reason and shoved Damian's thick cock into her mouth, moaning with pleasure as she was filled with his hot, dark flesh.

"That's my girl!" Damian murmured and ran his hand lovingly through the young stepmother's hair. "You look so good sucking my cock. I wish Bradley could see you."

Heather groaned, but didn't stop sucking. Lori looked at her hungrily, waiting obediently for her turn. But, Damian had other plans for Bradley's girlfriend.

"You know what to do, Lori," Damian said and shifted his body so he was in between the two women. He bent over Heather, hugging her head so she choked on his cock. Meanwhile, her stepson's girlfriend shoved her pretty face between Damian's ass cheeks.

So shocked by Lori's ass worship, Heather stopped sucking.

"Yes!" Damian sighed as Lori snuffled between his cheeks. He looked down at the shocked housewife. "Don't stop sucking my cock, Mrs.  Wolff! I want my cock in your throat right now!"

Heather moaned and Damian pried open her lips and shoved his dark monster into her mouth. She gagged on the massive length of it and Damian pulled out, then shoved it back in. He moaned contentedly, reveling in the feel of the wife and girlfriend worshiping his black body.

Finally, the young black man pulled his cock from Heather's mouth and turned, dislodging Lori from his ass.

"Lori, kiss Mrs. Wolff." Damian stood over them, his monstrous cock hovering between them. "I want her to taste my ass."

Lori looked at Heather apologetically, then leaned forward. The young girl tentatively kissed her bottom lip. It was the first time that either of them had kissed a woman. She tried to pull back but Lori, eager to please her black master, grabbed the back of Heather's neck, held the older woman still, and forced her mouth open with her tongue.

Heather groaned as she tasted the swampy taste of Damian's ass. Lori kept up the pressure, her lips mashing against Heather's until her boyfriend's stepmother responded, Heather's tongue slipping across the younger woman's until they were battling each other, hungrily sucking at the remaining tang of Damian's body.

"Good girls," Damian murmured. "Such good little sluts."

Heather moaned, but she didn't stop kissing Lori, even when Damian pushed his thick cock between their lips. Soon, the two women were each kissing and licking his dark pole, sharing the offering of his flesh between them.

Damian pulled his cock from between their lips and Lori kissed Heather again, sharing the gift of Damian's taste. Then, Damian pulled Lori to her feet and pushed her to the couch.

Heather watched from the floor as Damian knelt between Lori's legs and felt a flash of jealousy and frustration, but there was nothing she could do when Damian sank that beautiful cock into Lori's tight, pink pussy. She groaned along with Lori as the young, black stud fucked her stepson's girlfriend with powerful stokes of his cock.

"Take a closer look, slut," Damian grunted. "Lay down on your back!"

Heather didn't understand what he wanted. Damian pulled out of Lori's pussy, leaving the younger woman gasping in despair.

"Lie down!" He grabbed Heather by the shoulders and laid her on the floor with her head touching the couch. Then, he straddled her face with his strong, dark thighs.

She looked up at Damian's heavy balls, his glistening cock, and the firm curve of Lori's ass hanging over the edge of the couch.

This isn't happening! Of all the scenarios she had conjured when she had answered Damian's text, she never could have imagined this! She was trapped between Damian's muscular thighs, watching helplessly as he sawed that beautiful cock, deep into her stepson's girlfriend.

Lori screamed in pleasure as the powerful black man hammered into her pussy. The smell of Lori's cunt and Damain's groin filled Heather's nostrils even as Lori's cunt dripped juices onto her cheeks.

Despite the shame, her body responded to the lewd sight of Damian's black cock ruining the young girl's pussy. She pushed her hand between her thighs and diddled her swollen clit as Damian drove Lori into convulsions of pleasure.

"Lick my balls, slut!" Damian growled and the command penetrated Heather's brain like a sharp blade. She didn't hesitate. She raised her face and licked the Damian's salty, black balls as they smacked against Lori's ass. Damian groaned with lust, abusing the pretty wife's face as he used the girlfriend's pussy. If she had ever experienced anything so shameful, or hot, Heather couldn't remember it. She came on the floor, shuddering as Damian's balls rolled wetly over her face.

Then, Heather felt Damian's thighs tense squeeze her cheeks and the black stud buried his cock into the young blonde. Lori cried in ecstasy. Heather, her body still quivering from her orgasm, felt the deep pulse throbbing in Damian's balls as he emptied his load deep into Lori's unprotected womb.

Damian let out a low, deep grunt, then pulled his cock from Lori's pussy. Hot, thick cum spilled out of Lori's cunt and onto Heather's face. Heather gasped and salty drops of Damian's jizz landed on her tongue. Before she could move, Damian lowered his cock to Heather's mouth and pushed his dark shaft between her lips.

"Clean off my cock, Mrs. Wolff!" Damian said. "Get it nice and clean."

Finally, Damian pulled out of her and stood up. He towered over the two beautiful women who were both panting with lust.

Heather looked up at Damian who was stroking his still hard cock. He grinned at the defeated housewife, knelt down, and spread Heather's legs wide.

Heather was shocked. He had just cum inside Lori's pussy! How could he still be hard? She was used ro her Edward who, if he did feel like having sex, fell asleep almost immediately afterward.

"Aren't you... aren't you tired?"

"Me?" Damian grinned. "I'm just getting started!

***

"Where's Heather?"

Bradley walked into the dining room to find his father setting pizza boxes out on the table. He couldn't remember the last time they had ordered out. Heather liked to cook and family dinner was important to her.

"Oh, she's out with some friends," Edward waved it off. "She'll be home late. So, I guess it's just us."

Bradley nodded and walked to the kitchen to get some plates. If he was honest with himself, being alone with his father was awkward. Edward Wolff was just as tenacious as his name implied. Even though he was getting older, Edward still had broad shoulders, a remnant of the athlete he had been. He had tried getting Bradley into sports, but his son's interests had always run to more... cerebral pursuits... much to the consternation of his father.

Add to that, his father's frequent absences made getting to know him hard. Heather had been a consistent buffer between the two of them, especially when Bradley entered his teenage years.

So, they sat around the dining room table in near silence, his father drinking a beer with his pizza while Bradley had soda, just like when he was a kid.

"So, um... how's work going?" Bradley asked in a lame attempt at conversation.

"Fine, fine," his father said. "And you? How's school?"

"Good," Bradley said.

"You still with Lori?"

"Um, yeah," Bradley said.

"You don't seem too confident about that," Edward said and chomped down on his pizza.

"No, we're still together. She's just been busy."

Bradley wanted to change the subject. He was still reeling from Professor Adler's kiss. Why had his professor kissed him and what did it mean?

And, just when he needed to talk to his girlfriend, she was nowhere to be found. Bradley had gone by her apartment and tried the library. He had even stopped at the coffee shop they liked just to see if he could get lucky.

He hadn't.

"Hey," his father said, pointing his beer bottle at him. "You need to keep that girl happy. She's a pretty little thing. You certainly don't want to let her get away from you."

"Ok, Dad," Bradley said. "Whatever you say."

"You should listen to me," His father chuckled and took a swig of beer. "I've managed to keep your stepmom with me for years and she is gorgeous. You have to keep the pretty ones happy, Bradley."

Bradley shook his head, but he smiled. It was obvious his father was getting a little drunk.

"So, where is Lori tonight?" Edward asked finally.

"Honestly, I don't know," Bradley checked his phone for new texts, then put it back in his pocket.

"Well," Edward laughed. "Looks like we're both bachelor's tonight, son. How about a beer?"

Bradley grinned at his father. It had been a long time since he'd drunk a beer with Edward and the idea gave him a warm feeling.

"Sure, Dad," Bradley said and his father slapped the table, stood up, and wandered into the kitchen.

He came back with two open beers and handed one to Bradley.

"To keeping our girls happy," Edward said and clinked the bottles together.

"To keeping our girls happy," Bradley said and took a drink of his beer.

"Oh my God, Damian! I love your cock! I love it!"

Heather's cries were muffled by Lori's sticky pussy. Damian had ordered the young blonde to straddle the housewife's head as he plowed Heather's pale body with his thick, dark cock.

Damian's cum dripped into her nose and mouth as Lori rubbed her dirty pussy across Heather's face. Damian growled with lust and pounded even harder into the housewife's cunt, stabbing her deep. Heather was dimly aware that the two young people were using her like a sex toy, a powerless, fleshy plaything to be manipulated for their pleasure. The thought filled her with shame, but that only added to the lust growing in her belly as Damian overpowered her with his black monster.

"Clean that pussy out, Mrs. Wolff!" Damian ordered, insisting on using Heather's married name to increase the humiliation. "Eat your stepson's girlfriend, Mrs. Wolff. Be a good mommy and do it!"

Heather whimpered at the words, but she was too far gone to resist. She was no longer the faithful housewife and loving stepmother. She was nothing but Damian's fucktoy. She let everything else go as she gave into the shame, bursting through the other side with a freedom she had never known. It was so much easier to just give in to Damian, give in to the lust.

She buried her face in Lori's cummy pussy, drowning herself in the taste of Damian's cum and the heady scent of the younger girl's cunt.

Heather was so lost to her pleasure, she didn't even feel the orgasm until it washed through her. She screamed into Lori's pussy and the feel of her submission made her stepson's girlfriend cry out. The two women came together, their shared cries overwhelming their black lover. Damian growled, gripped Heather's hips, and hammered frantically into the housewife.

"Gonna' cum inside you!" Damian grunted. "I'm going to cum inside you, Mrs. Wolff!"

Heather had only a moment to make sense of his words. Cum inside of her? No! She could get pregnant!

Then, Damian buried his cock inside of her. Her body opened for him, then clamped down, pulling him in, overriding her brain.

What did it matter? He had already taken everything else. Why not take her womb, too?

A second later, Damian's cock bulged inside of her and she came again when the first blast Damian's thick seed entered her womb. Her body spasmed in ecstasy as shot after shot of cum filled her up and spilled out around Damian's thick dark shaft.

Damian pulled out and Heather gasped against Lori's ass as hot cum drooled out of her pussy and over her asshole.

"That's good!" Damian huffed. "Fuck that was good!"

Lori moved off Heather's face and the wife and stepmother looked up at Damian's triumphant face. The realization of what she had done hit her and she tried to sit up, but Damian held her down.

He had cum inside both of them! My God! What was she going to do if he got her pregnant? What would she say to Edward, or Bradley?

"Relax, Mrs. Wolff," Damian murmured and slid down beside her, kissing her neck, then her lips.

He motioned to Lori and, without being told, Lori knelt between Heather's legs.

"Please!" Heather moaned. "This has gone too far!"

"It has," Damian agreed. "But it's done. Now, you can just enjoy it."

He ran his hand over her breasts. She moaned as he fingered her nipples. Then, she felt Lori's tongue in her pussy, lapping up the thick cum that was spilling out of her cunt.

Heather whimpered helplessly and fell back to the carpet as Damian and Lori kissed away her fears and left only a wanton, quivering woman in their wake.

I'm sorry, Bradley, the exhausted housewife thought to herself. I'm sorry, Edward. I just can't help myself.


Book 3: His Teacher
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Bradley kept his distance from the newspaper offices over the next two weeks. He still had a job to do, so he couldn't completely avoid Professor Adler, but he did his best.

Professor Adler seemed content to ignore what happened. The few times they were at the newspaper together, she sequestered herself in her small office, only emerging to answer questions or check a headline. This distance added to the confusion Bradley felt.

So, Bradley was surprised when he found himself once again alone one night with his beautiful professor.

"Hello, Bradley," Professor Adler said.

Bradley sat up straight in his chair, his heart beating faster.

"Oh! Hi, Professor," he said, using her official title and not her first name Janet.

Professor Adler smiled sadly as she looked down at the young man.

"I think it's time that we talk, don't you?"

Bradley didn't know what to say. He wasn't sure there was anything to talk about, and being alone with Professor Adler made him nervous.

It was almost three weeks since he and Lori had sex, by far the longest period since their first time together. They hadn't even been alone long enough for one of the heated petting sessions that had taken the place of actual intercourse. Bradley had too much time alone with his thoughts and fantasies, fantasies that featured his gorgeous, buxom professor.

All this was going through Bradley's mind as he looked up at Janet Adler.

"Oh... uh... OK," Bradley stammered. "What... what did you want to talk about?"

"Oh, Bradley," Professor Adler said with that same, sad smile. She reached out to touch his hair, then pulled back. "I think you know."

Bradley looked around the abandoned newspaper office. When had it gotten so late?

"I should really go," Bradley said. "You know, Lori and I have a date."

It wasn't true. He hadn't actually heard from Lori all day. Still, invoking the name of his girlfriend felt like a shield against Professor Adler's advances.

"I understand," she said. "I just wanted to apologize again for the other night."

"That's OK," Bradley said.

"No, it's not," Professor Adler said. "It was inappropriate. I was just in a low place."

"I see," Bradley said. "So, what you're saying is, you didn't want to kiss me?"

Bradley wasn't sure that made him feel any better.

"Oh, no, Bradley. It's not that." she said and this time she reached out and touched his shoulder. "It's just, I was doing it for the wrong reasons."

"I don't understand," Bradley said.

"I know," Professor Adler said and Bradley saw tears build in her eyes. "I don't either. Just know... just know that I'm sorry."

She was on the verge of crying. Bradley shot up out of his desk, his concern for her overriding the tangled mess of emotions in his heart. He reached out to hug Professor Adler, but she drew back.

"No, I'm OK," she snapped. Then, to soften the blow of her words, she patted Bradley on the chest. "I'm OK."

Bradley dropped his hands and stood awkwardly in front of Professor Adler as she wiped the tears from her eyes.

"Did you say you had a date with Lori?"

"What?" Bradley asked. "Oh! Yeah. Yeah, I do."

"Ok." Professor Adler looked around the newspaper office. "I'll finish up here if you'd like to go."

Bradley knew he was being dismissed. He hesitated. He really didn't like to see his professor in pain, but he realized that staying would only make things worse. So, he grabbed his jacket, nodded at Professor Adler, and headed towards the door. He looked back as he was leaving and saw Professor Adler, standing in the middle of the office, looking lonely and lost.

Bradley contemplated going back, then decided against it. If she wanted him to stay, she would have said so. It was better to leave and avoid causing any further pain.

His mind was in such a state of confusion, he nearly ran into someone on the way out of the building.

"Hey, there, Bradley," A familiar voice said. "Where are you going in such a hurry?"

Bradley looked up and was surprised to see Damian Winters. He had seen little of Damian since the party, a party at which Bradley had gotten very drunk and his onetime bully was forced to take him home. He hardly remembered anything that had happened except for one vivid memory of making out with Lori in front of the quarterback. Other than that hot, weird moment, the rest of the night was blank.

"Oh! Hey, Damian!" Bradley said. "I was just finishing up at the paper. What are you doing here?"

As far as Bradley knew, Damian Winters had no business inside the English building after hours. Why would he be there now?

Damian grinned.

"Just between us," He bent down conspiratorially. "I'm meeting one of the professors to talk about my grades. I guess I need some help in English, if you can believe it."

"Really? Most professors most professors don't meet students after hours."

Damian leaned in close and put a friendly arm around Bradley's shoulders.

"If you ask me, this professor has a soft spot for me. Don't tell anyone."

Damian chuckled to the young man, gave him a pat on the shoulder, and sauntered into the English building.

Bradley stood watching as Damian started up the steps and he got a suspicious feeling.

This professor has a soft spot for me? Is he saying what I think he's saying?

Bradley thought for a moment and pulled out his phone. There were no new messages from Lori or his family. No one was expecting him.

He looked up at the window of the newspaper office. The light was still shining. Bradley frowned, hoping he was wrong, then opened the door, and went back inside.

***

"What did Bradley want?" Damian asked.

Janet Adler's back straightened, and she felt a tremor ripple through her body. Damn! Just the voice brought back the memory of his strong black hands, hands she wanted to feel on her body even as she fought the illicit urges.

"Where have you been?" she asked.

Did her voice sound needy, or was that just the pressure she felt building inside of her when Damian was away. A hunger that her husband could no longer satisfy, if he ever had been able to satisfy her.

"What? Did you miss me?" Damian grinned.

"You know I did."

"Did you do what I told you to do?"

Janet turned her eyes away from the tall, black athlete, shame making her cheeks burn. One night, at Damian's instigation, she had tried to seduce Bradley. She didn't know why Damian wanted her to distract the young man, but she couldn't deny her black lover.

Strangely, Janet felt worse about what had happened with Bradley than she did when she cheated on her husband. Bradley was an innocent, sweet boy. He didn't deserve what Damian was doing to him.

"I did," she said.

"And?" Damian stepped in close and lifted her chin so she was looking directly into his hazel eyes. She felt the need coursing through her body, a need that had been building for weeks.

"It was just a kiss!" she moaned and stepped closer to her dark lover, trying in vain to slide her arms around his waist.

Damian denied her even this comfort and slipped away from her grasp.

"Just a kiss?"

"Yes!" she cried. "Just a kiss. Just like you told me to do."

"But you wanted more."

It was not a question. It was a fact. How in the hell did he know?

She had felt an attraction to Bradley. It wasn't the intense heat that she felt with Damian, but a warm feeling. It was the same feeling she'd had for Robert, her husband, when they first met years ago, before she worked at Layton. Before Damian.

"Yes," she said.

"I think you have a crush on him."

"Damian, please," Professor Adler said. "I only did it because you told me to. I only want you!"

"You should," Damian said and finally, finally stepped to her and wrapped his muscular arms around her body. She melted into his rich, black form, the familiar bulge of his cock pressing against her stomach.

It had been so long! Too long! She needed that cock, needed Damian to take her, but Damian was playing his games again.

"Bradley's weak," he said. "Don't you agree?"

Janet moaned. She liked Bradley, she did, but she needed Damian like a man in a desert needs a mouthful of water to survive.

That made her answer easy.

"Yes," she whined. "He's weak. Everyone is compared to you."

"That's right," he said. Slowly, so slowly, he dipped his head and kissed her.

It was not a kiss of lust that one might expect. Instead, he kissed her teasingly, drawing the wife and teacher into his mouth until she was kissing him hungrily. Passionately.

With love?

No, not that. Anything but that. Still, what else would you call it. She'd never felt this way for Robert or any other man. She was old enough to know the difference between love and lust, and this was definitely lust, but it was a lust she couldn't live without.

Was that love?

She didn't care. All she wanted, in this moment, was to show Damian how much she wanted him.

"I only want you!" she whimpered against Damian's chest. "Please Damian, you're all I want."

"I know," he said, and pushed her slowly to the ground. "Now, I want you to show me. Show me how much you love me."

"Oh, God!" Her knees hit the ground and a hot throbbing lust shot through her pussy.

Damian unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them down over his hips. His thick, dark cock burst from his pants and hit her bottom lip, making the beautiful married professor moan with unabashed hunger.

"Show me," Damian said.

Janet Adler didn't need to be told again. She bent forward and ran her mouth over the dark chocolate length of Damian's cock. When she got to his balls, she buried her face in them, sucking the heavy round flesh into her mouth. Damian groaned in pleasure and the lust pulsed in her pussy, spreading out from her stomach, and lighting up her whole body with fire.

Finally, when her face was gleaming with spit, she pulled back, opened her lips, and pushed the beautiful, black cock deep into her mouth.


2

The hallway was dark except for a few security lights that seemed to fill the empty hallway with even more shadows. It was an eerie feeling, walking through the usually busy building and he had the deep sense of dread that comes from being in a place that was off limits.

Despite that fear, Bradley hurried up the steps to the second floor where the newspaper offices were located.

Please let me be wrong! he thought to himself.

He didn't know why it was so important that Professor Adler not be with Damian. Perhaps it was the pedestal he had made for his professor, setting the beautiful woman on a level far above the vulgar day-to-day activities of the student body. Or maybe, it had to do with her interest in him, an inappropriate interest but one that Bradley could convince himself was pure and true. If she was with Damian, it would be an indelible blemish on his professor's image, one Bradley could never forget.

"Bradley's weak, don't you agree?"

Bradley heard Damian say his name and his heart pumped into high gear. He threw himself up against the wall.The door to the newspaper office was open, light spilling out into the darkened hall.

"Yes!" He heard a desperate voice cry out. Bradley peeked around the edge of the doorway and his heart stopped as he saw his beautiful professor in the arms of the big, black athlete.

"He's weak! Everyone is compared to you!"

Bradley couldn't believe it. She was talking about him! But why, why would she betray him like this?

"That's right," Damian said and Bradley watched in agonized jealousy as his bully slowly bent forward and kissed his teacher.

"Show me how much you love me."

Damian's words were low and husky. He put his strong black hands on Professor Adler's pale shoulders and slowly pushed her to her knees. Bradley's beautiful teacher could not have fallen any further from the pedestal than she had right now as Damian pulled out the biggest, blackest cock Bradley had ever seen and smacked Janet Adler's face with it.

He watched in horror as beautiful Professor Adler dove forward into Damian's heavy ball sack and began sucking and slurping on his testicles like they were delicious fruit. He couldn't believe this was the same gentle teacher who had been talking to him just moments ago.

Damian had turned Bradley's crush into a whore.

As if to punctuate that point, Damian put his large hand behind Professor Adler's head and when the gorgeous woman opened her plump, pink lips, Damian forced her head onto his cock.

"That's good, you little slut! That's my good, good girl!"

Professor Adler moaned around Damian's thick cock, but she didn't stop sucking. Bradley watched, his own cock growing hard in his pants, as his professor gagged on the black athlete's shaft. The smaller boy caught his breath when Damian gripped his teacher's head in both hands and shoved his cock all the way down her throat.

Adler couldn't breathe and her neck was bulging from the girthy head of Damian's cock. Her nose was buried in his dark, glistening pubic hair. The helpless teacher raised her hands and pushed against Damian's hard thighs, her wedding ring sparkling in the dim light.

Bradley almost stepped forward to save his professor from choking, but a moment later Damian let her go, and Professor Adler fell back onto her heels gasping for air.

"You like that, slut?" Damian growled down at the gasping, married teacher.

Bradley was shocked when Professor Adler's mouth curled into a smile, and she laughed. Damian had just been brutally choking her with his cock, and she was laughing!

"More!" Professor Adler got back to her knees and gripped Damian's meaty cudgel in her pale hands. "More!"

"That's right!" Damian laughed. "I knew you wanted it!"

His black bully gripped Professor Adler's hair again and pulled her back to his cock. This time one large, black paw gripped Janet's chin, while the other hand grabbed a fistful of hair on top of her head. Then, holding her still, Damian hammered his black cock into her mouth, fucking the respectable professor's face like it was a second pussy. The powerful athlete's heavy black balls slapped wetly against Professor Adler's chin.

It was the hottest, most horrible thing Bradley had ever seen. He never could have imagined his kind, professional teacher would be capable of such a thing. Yet here she was, on her knees, her mouth being used as a toy for Damian's cock.

The powerful black man pounded his professor's pretty face for several, long moments. Finally, Danian pulled his cock from the exhausted professor's mouth and slapped her lips and cheeks with the dripping shaft.

"Now, it's your turn!" Damian growled, reached down, and wrapped his dark hands round Professor Adler's pale neck.

He yanked her to her feet and pulled her to a nearby desk throwing her over the top. Papers and pens sprayed across the floor, but Professor Adler was beyond caring. She looked back over her shoulder at her black lover, a desperate, lewd expression on her face.

Damian pulled up the professor's skirt and ripped her panties down over her hips. For the first time, Bradley could clearly see something he'd only dreamed of. Professor Adler's round, beautiful ass and her swollen, dripping pussy.

"You want that cock, Professor Adler?" Damian spat.

"Yes!"

"Then you're going to have to beg for it!" Damian said.

"Please! Please Damian!" she cried.

Damian slid off his pants and pulled his shirt up over his large, black body.

"What about your husband?"

"I don't care anymore! Please!"

"What about Bradley?"

Bradley's name on Damian's lips hit the young man like a blow to his chest. Why was he bringing him up again?

"I don't care! I don't care about him!"

Bradley stifled a groan of pain as his professor said the words. The kiss no longer mattered to her. Whatever had passed between them had been ripped away by her black lover.

Damian laughed scornfully and pushed the professor down onto the desk. He aimed his thick, black cock at her pussy and Bradley felt a painful surge in his pants when Damian stabbed his teacher deep.

"Oh, God!" his professor screamed. "Oh, God! I missed that fucking cock!"

Bradley was too confused and lost with lust to make sense of the words. Finally, when they penetrated his fevered brain he realized... this wasn't the first time Damian had fucked Professor Adler!

How many times? How long?

The questions didn't matter. Bradley clung to the door frame as the big, black athlete drive his lovely professor into the desk. The furniture shook, and the computer wobbled dangerously, but neither of the lovers noticed.

"Oh! Your cock is hitting me so deep!" Professor Adler screamed. "It hits me so deep every time!"

"Little Bradley couldn't fuck you like this!" Damian's spat down at her. "Your husband can't fuck you like this! Only I can fuck you this good!"

"Yes! Yes, only you!"

Damian growled like an animal and hammered his cock deep into Professor Adler's dripping cunt. Bradley lowered one hand and rubbed a painful erection through his pants. How could he be so hard? Why did this turn him on?

Then, he looked at Damian's cock sawing in and out of the professor's pink pussy lips and it didn't matter. All that mattered was that his black bully, for Bradley now realized Damian had always been his bully, was taking someone he cared about. He was destroying Professor Adler in Bradley's mind and ruining her body in front of him.

Professor Adler's screams increased, and her back arched upward. Damian caught her brown hair in his hand and pulled her head back sharply. The beautiful professor pointed her face at the ceiling and screamed.

"Oh, fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"

Bradley had never imagined such rude words coming from his professor's lips. It was almost too much, and he nearly came in his pants. He pulled his hand away from his crotch and balled his fingers into a fist to keep from touching himself.

"I'm cumming, Damian! I'm cumming!"

Bradley never witnessed such lust, such release, in his life. The powerful orgasm affected Professor Adler's entire body, every muscle tensing and releasing as she convulsed on the desktop, continuing to impale herself on Damian's rigid black pole.

Damian, too, was at his limit. After all the cock worship and the furious pounding of the professor's pussy, the powerful athlete could no longer hold back his lust. He pulled out of Professor Adler's cunt and dragged her to the floor.

Once again, his lovely Professor was on her knees before the big, black man. Her blouse had popped open and her large round breasts, the breasts Bradley had dreamed about, were hanging free.

"Oh, you are a good little slut!" Damian grunted as he stroked his dark shaft over Professor Adler's face. "You are my good little slut!"

Professor Adler moaned and, just when Bradley didn't think it could get any worse, Damian unleashed a torrential downpour of thick, hot cum all over the pretty professor's face.

Professor Adler moaned as if she was being anointed with holy oil. But there was nothing holy about the milky ropes of cum that splashed across her cheeks, chin and lips. Thick, white globs of jizz dripped off her chin and onto her breasts.

Janet continued to moan and it was only then that Bradley noticed her hand working furiously between her legs. A moment later, she was convulsing again, having another orgasm as Damian shook out the last drops of cum into her mouth.

Bradley was shaking. The sight before him was so horrifying, so lewd, he didn't know what to do. Instinctively, he took a step back and hit the door, the large thunk loud in the empty hallway.

"Oh my God!" Professor Adler looked at the doorway, her eyes wide, her face splattered with cum.

Bradley ducked out of the way, hoping they hadn't seen him. His heart pounded in his chest as he heard Damian's heavy steps move towards the door.

His cock burning in his pants, Bradley finally ran. He ran awkwardly down the hallway, hoping his bully and the teacher he had once adored hadn't seen him.
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Bradley's heart was still pounding in his chest when he finally exited the English building into the cool, dark night. His phone started ringing, and he looked at the screen.

It was Lori. He contemplated letting the call go to voicemail then, his cock straining in his pants, Bradley realized he really needed to talk to his girlfriend.

"Lori?"

"Hey, Bradley," Lori's voice was bright and cheerful. "How are you doing?"

Bradley looked up at the lit window of the newspaper office

"I'm... I'm fine," he said and began walking quickly away from the building. "Just uh... finishing a few things at the newspaper office."

"Oh," Lori said. "If this is a bad time—"

"No! No, it's fine!" Bradley was out of sight of the English building and his heart had slowed down. It was good to talk to his girlfriend especially after what he had just seen. "What are you doing right now?"

"Well," Lori said. "I was studying, but... "

"Yeah?"

"I just got to thinking we haven't seen each other for a while. I wondered if you wanted to hang out?"

"Sure!" Bradley said, the eagerness obvious in his voice. He took a deep breath. "That sounds fun."

"Good," Lori giggled. "Why don't you come over to my place. Anna is out for the night, we'll have it all to ourselves."

Bradley felt a sting of lust between his legs and realized he was still hard from the lewd scene he had witnessed in the newspaper office.

The promise in Lori's voice made his cock throb even harder.

"Yeah! That sounds great!" Bradley said. "I'll be over. Soon."

"Good," Lori chuckled again, recognizing the eagerness in his voice. "See you soon!"

By the time Bradley got to Lori's apartment, he could barely contain himself. He was still horny from the sight of Professor Adler being hammered by Damian. He was confused by the lust, but now that he was alone with his girlfriend, he realized he could get some release.

"Bradley? What's gotten into you?" Lori laughed as Bradley swept his pretty girlfriend up into a hug as soon as she let him in the door. He kissed her neck, smelling her clean, fresh scent. Her blonde hair was slightly damp, she must have just gotten out of the shower, and he couldn't keep his hands off of her.

"Nothing," Bradley lied. "I just missed you!"

"I missed you too," she laughed and pushed him away. "Just slow down."

Bradley found it hard to breathe. He wanted nothing more than to throw his girlfriend down on her bed, and fuck her hard and fast like Damian had fucked Professor Adler. But he knew if he did that, Lori would stop him, maybe even kick him out.

Finally, he managed a deep breath and sat down on the bed shaking. Lori looked down at him smiling.

"You really are worked up aren't you?" She asked.

"Yes," he said. "I am. It's been weeks since we've been together."

"It hasn't been weeks,'' she laughed as she went to the fridge, opened the door, and took out a bubbly water. "I saw you yesterday!"

Bradley took the offered water, cracked open the top, and chugged the cold liquid down his throat. It did nothing to cool the fire between his legs.

"That's not what I meant," he said. "We haven't been... together."

"Oh, so you've been keeping track?" Lori said icily. "Is that why you're here?"

"No!"

"Oh, so you don't want to fuck me?"

"What? No! That's not what I meant!"

Bradley's mind was racing, searching for the right answer to Lori's questions, hoping something would unlock her desire to give him what he needed.

"I just... I just want to be with you?"

"You mean, you want to fuck me?"

Bradley shook his head. He wanted to fuck her, to hammer her teasing body into submission. But he couldn't very well say that to his girlfriend.

"No," Bradley said. "I mean yes. I just want to be with you!"

There was a sad, almost disappointed look on Lori's face. Then, she smiled again, took Bradley's face in both hands, and kissed him.

"Okay," she said. "Let's be together."

She slid to her knees in front of Bradley and her hands worked at the buttons of his jeans. Bradley sighed with relief as she pulled his jeans down over his hips.

"Oh, wow!" Lori laughed. "You really did miss me!"

Bradley's cock was red, raw, and looked almost angry. The head was sticky with pre-cum.

"Yes," Bradley said. "Yes, I did."

It was only half a lie. He missed her, but that wasn't why he was so turned on. Images and sounds buzzed around his brain. Professor Adler bent over her desk, Damian slamming into her body with powerful, rhythmic thrusts. He could still hear his Professor screaming, begging for more. In his mind, he saw Damian's dark, glistening buttocks tensing and releasing as he punished the beautiful professor until she couldn't stand it any longer.

Bradley's cock jumped as Lori wrapped her warm fingers around the shaft. He moaned. His ass jumped upward into Lori's hand, rubbing his shaft against her palm.

"Please!" Bradley moaned. "Please! I want to be inside you."

"Slow down," Lori said. "I don't want you to come too quickly!"

Even though she said the words, she jerked his cock hard and fast. Bradley gritted his teeth, screwing his butt cheeks into the bed trying to hold back his explosion.

"No! No Lori! I'm going to—"

"Come on, Bradley!" Lori pouted. "Don't come yet! I'm not even wet!"

Bradley tried his best to hold back the pressure in his balls. He wanted nothing more than to sink his tortured cock into Lori's wet, warm pussy.

His girlfriend grinned up at him as she stroked him. Then, she slid her other hand under his balls and her middle finger stretched out and pressed the spongy area between his balls and asshole. Bradley jumped and when he came down, Lori's middle finger popped through the tight sphincter of his anus and embedded itself deep inside.

"Lori, wait! I'm going to—"

Bradley let out a little squeak and his cock erupted. Hot, thin streaks of cum so much thinner than Damian's thick, frothy load, burst out of Bradley's cock and splashed across his belly.

"Oh my God!" Lori laughed as he spurted his lust into his belly button. "Did you really just cum?"

Bradley felt a wave of shame pass through him. He hadn't even lasted a fraction of the time Damian had lasted with Professor Adler.

"I told you to slow down!" Bradley sobbed.

"Aww, I'm sorry," Lori said and wiped her hand on Bradley's pants. "I didn't mean to get you so excited!"

She slid up beside Bradley and snuggled close to him, running her finger over the tip of his drooling cock. Bradley moaned as Lori chuckled.

"Sorry," he said, finally.

"For what?" Lori said.

"For cumming so quickly. I just couldn't hold it in."

"Oh, that's all right." Lori ran her hand down Bradley's flank. "It was fun seeing your little guy get so excited!"

Bradley's cock twitched again. He wasn't sure he liked Lori referring to his penis as a 'little guy', but her teasing manner turned him on all the same.

"So, uh, do you want to hang out?" Watch a movie?"

"Sure!" Lori smiled.

Suddenly, her phone buzzed on the bedside table. She picked it up and glanced at it, then frowned.

"Oh man!" she said.

"What?" Bradley said and tried to look over her shoulder at the screen.

Lori slid it into the pocket of shorts and sighed.

"Anna's car broke down again," she said. "She needs me to go get her."

"I'll go with you,'' Bradley said.

Lori patted him on the cheek.

"No, that's all right," she said. "I'll probably take her out to commiserate over a beer or something. Why don't you just head home?"

Bradley lay back on the bed and frowned.

"We haven't been spending much time together," he said.

"I know, sweetheart." Lori placed a warm hand on his cheek. "I promise, we'll hang out together soon. Call me later?"

Bradley nodded and smiled.

"Sure."

Lori got up from the bed and looked in the mirror, patting her hair down and straightening her shirt. Bradley watched her, enamored with her beauty. She saw him looking and smiled.

"You should clean up before you go," she chuckled. "You're a mess!"

Bradley looked down at his belly. His cum was already drying on his stomach. He nodded.

"I will," he said.

Lori bent down and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek.

"Lock up when you leave?"

"Yes," Bradley said. "Love you."

"I love you too, sweetie."
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"So, did you let him fuck you?"

"No," Lori moaned an hour after she had left Bradley. "I did just what you told me to."

"But you wanted to, didn't you?" Damian said.

"No!" She moaned and ran her hands over Damian's dark, curved muscles reveling in the contrast of her pale hands on his chocolate skin. "I didn't!"

"Liar!"

How did he know? How did he know she had been tempted by Bradley's excitement? She had tried to tease her boyfriend, to get him to fuck her hard and fast like Damian did but Bradley just didn't have it in him. At the last moment, he had backed down creating a wave of frustration inside Lori.

So, she had jerked him off and made him cum all over his stomach. She had teased him about his 'little guy', and made him moan in anguish.

And, the worst part? She had enjoyed it.

Damian gripped her wrists and pulled her hands away from his chest.

"Tell me the truth."

"I did," she said. "I wanted to have sex with him."

“And why didn't you?”

"He... he wasn't man enough," she whined.

"Good girl," Damian practically purred and the low resonance of his voice struck a chord deep in Lori's belly. She felt a wave of happiness at pleasing Damian. It was enough to make her wet.

"It just seems... it just seems so cold, what we're doing to him," Lori murmured. "Why can't I just break up with him?"

"You're not ready yet," Damian said.

Lori stopped and looked up into Damian's face. He was smiling, but the smile was cruel.

"What do you mean, I'm not ready?"

Damian reached out and wrapped powerful hands around her thin, pale neck. He pulled her forward until she was inches from his face.

"You're not ready to destroy him," he hissed, his breath hot on her lips. "You're not ready to humiliate him."

"Why?" she moaned. "Why do you want to humiliate him?"

"Because he's weak," Damian said. "Because he has everything and he doesn't know what to do with it. He's weak and I'm strong and I'm going to prove it to him."

"I don't understand," she said.

"I know," Damian grinned. "That's why you're not ready."

Damian dropped a strong dark hand down Lori's lithe, naked flank. Lori gasped as he cupped her breast, squeezing the firm round flesh beneath his hands, then dipped his head and sucked a hard nipple into his mouth.

"Oh, God!" Lori moaned, a shiver of pleasure shot from her breasts down her spine. Damian wrapped a strong arm around her waist and held her in place as he sucked hungrily at her nipples.

"Do you want to be ready?" Damian whispered hotly in her ear. "Do you want to prove you're ready?"

Lori's mind was a tangle of confusing emotions. If by being ready, she had to destroy Bradley, she didn't know. Despite her boyfriend's weakness, she still had feelings for him. How could destroying someone you cared for be the right thing to do?

"I don't... I don't think I can," she whimpered.

All at once Damian let her go and shivered as he withdrew the warmth of his body.

"Then I guess you should go, '' he said cruelly, and bent down to gather up her clothes.

"Go? Why?"

"Like I said, you're not ready."

"What does that mean?"

Damian turned on her, his eyes blazing with an intensity she had never seen.

"It means," Damian said. "If you want to be with me, then you have to leave your old life behind. And there's only one way to do that."

"But I can't just be cruel like that," she said.

"Oh, you can," he grinned. "You've been denying your boyfriend sex for weeks. All he's gotten was a handjob while you've let me fuck you. How is that not cruel?"

Lori felt the sting of tears at the corners of her eyes. He was right, she had been cruel this whole time, even if Bradley didn't know it.

Damian stepped forward and lifted her chin with his hand so she could look into his intense, hazel eyes.

"Bradley doesn't matter anymore," he said. "You want me. And, if you want me then you have to give yourself to me. All of you have to give yourselves to me."

"All of us?"

"Don't worry about that right now." Damian gave her a warm smile. "All you have to worry about is pleasure and forgetting all about your Weak. Ass. Boyfriend!"

Damian lifted her in his muscular arms as if she weighed nothing and laid her gently on his bed. Then, he stood tall above her and slowly pushed down his boxers to reveal his long, thick cock. Lori bit her lower lip, already imagining him filling her with that beautiful monster. Without thinking, her legs spread, inviting her black lover inside.

"Now, do you want me to teach you how to be cruel?"

Lori moaned, but nodded.

"Yes! Please!"

"Good girl," he said and again the words made her heart nearly burst with happiness.

Damian gripped his cock and rubbed the fat head up, and down Lori's swollen slit. She moaned as he pushed his girthy rod deep inside of her. She was suddenly glad that she hadn't had sex with Bradley. He could never fill her as completely as Damian could!

A few weeks ago Damian's cock would have hurt her, stretching her beyond the point of pain. But now, her body had been molded over hours and days of hard, pounding sex. The only thing she felt when Damian stabbed to her core, was intense pleasure.

"Bradley can't make you feel like this!" Damian growled down at her. "He could never fuck you like this!"

"You're right!" she sobbed. "You're right, he can't! Fuck you are hitting me so deep!"

"That's right! You're mine, Lori. Say it!"

"Yes! I'm yours! I'm all yours!"

Damian let out a deep, violent growl and thrust hard inside the young girl. Lori's body rose to meet him, his cock spearing deep into her molten core. She let herself go, losing control under the furious pounding.

The pressure inside her belly built quickly. She wrapped her arms around Damian's thick, black neck, holding on to him as she gave in to his power. The mounting tension reached its apex inside of her and suddenly burst in a glorious, blissful flood.

"Yes! Oh, God! I'm cumming!"

Damian didn't let up. He pounded her through the pleasure, the first orgasm followed quickly by a second, then a third. Lori stopped moving, instead she wrapped her legs around Damian's waist holding on to him as he continued to pound her into the bed, molding her body into the perfect shape to accept his lust.

"Tell me you want me!" he grunted.

"I want you!"

"Tell me you don't care about Bradley!"

Lori moaned in anguish. All the memories of Bradley filtered through her mind. Their first date. Their first kiss. The first time Bradley had made clumsy, sweet love to her.

And all the while, Damian's cock pounded deep inside her belly, throbbing with intense heat. The memories were burned from her mind one by one as she came again on her lover's beautiful, black cock.

"I don't care!" she screamed. "I don't care about Bradley anymore! I only want you!"

"Good girl!" Damian huffed in her ear. "That's good! I'm going to cum inside you!"

"Yes!" Lori sobbed. She was beyond caring, beyond thought.Lori was in perfect, apocalyptic bliss. "Yes! Take me! Just fucking take me!"

With a last violent thrust, Damian buried his cock to the hilt inside the pretty blonde. Lori felt him expand inside of her, throbbing with heat, then explode. Hot cum poured into her pussy until she couldn't hold it anymore, and she felt it squirt out around Damian's shaft.

Damian stayed inside of her for a long time as she twitched and jerked on the bed, her cunt clasping desperately at his pulsating rod, milking every ounce of his lust from his heavy balls. Finally, Damian pulled out of her and a gush of hot semen spurted out of her pussy. Lori moaned as Damian's hot load dripped out of her lips and down the furrow between her ass cheeks.

Damian climbed up onto the bed and pushed his sticky, glazed cock between her lips. Lori moaned with helpless hunger as she cleaned the beautiful black monster. She continued to lick his salty cum off the dark shaft until Damian's beautiful flesh was glistening.

"Now, you're ready," Damian murmured and brushed Lori's hair away from her face.

Lori lay back on the pillow, closed her eyes, and gave Damian a sticky, happy smile.

"Yes," she said. "I'll do whatever you want."


5

Bradley was getting worried. Despite Lori's promise to hang out, they had hardly spoken all week. When he called it went to voicemail and, when he got ahold of her, she seemed distracted. Bradley had asked multiple times if something was wrong and she always answered that she was really busy.

How busy can she be?

After all, Bradley had the same workload and, besides the newspaper, Lori had no other extracurricular activities.

And speaking of the newspaper, things had gotten complicated there, too. He tried to avoid watching Professor Adler or even speaking to her. Every time he looked at her, all he could imagine was her bent over a desk right there in the office, being hammered to the point of insanity by Damian's furious power. The only saving grace was that both Lori and Professor Adler were often gone. There seemed to be no explanation for their frequent absences which, although that concerned Bradley, it made working in the office much easier.

Heather was just leaving as Bradley was coming in the front door. His stepmother looked even more ravishing than usual. She was wearing a sheer silk blouse and a skirt that came to mid thigh. Her dark hair was teased and her makeup was perfect.

"Where are you going, all dressed up?" Bradley asked.

Heather seemed surprised to see Bradley at the front door. She frowned for a moment, thinking.

"Oh, I'm just going out with some friends," she said. "Your father will be home soon. Dinners in the oven."

"Friends?"

It was odd. Bradley had lived with Heather for most of his life and she had shown no interest in going out with friends before. Sure, she had people stop by every once in a while to have coffee, but she hardly ever went out by herself.

I wonder if she's having problems with Dad? he thought. He hoped not because he knew how much his father loved Heather.

"Yes," Heather said, smiling warmly. She patted Bradley on the cheek. "Just some old high school friends who came into town. I'll be back later. Your father already knows."

Bradley nodded dumbly and stood in the hallway watching as Heather walked out the door.

Bradley was used to having a lot of female energy around him, but now he was once again alone. He couldn't help but feel a little sad.

What the hell was going on with the women in his life?

***

Professor Janet Adler hurried to the English building, her heart beating rapidly. She did not know why Damian had called her and told her to come to the newspaper office. Janet had given up trying to figure out the strange notions of the sexy young man. No doubt this was another way of exerting his control over her. Damian seemed to revel in making the once faithful wife and professional teacher debase herself for his pleasure.

And yet, Janet was already feeling the familiar stirrings of lust in her body. She had not been intimate with anyone besides Damian for weeks and the pretty professor found she no longer minded not getting attention from her husband. Damian was more than man enough to please her. It might be wrong, but it felt so good.

The English building was mostly dark when she arrived, except for a few lights in the classrooms on the second floor. Janet felt a thrill of fear of being somewhere she shouldn't be. She quickly entered the dark building and hurried up the flight of stairs to the newspaper office.

Why would Damian want to meet me here? she wondered again.

She didn't have long to wonder when she walked into the office and was shocked to find Damian completely naked, his long muscular form sitting in an office chair. On her knees in front of him were the nude forms of Bradley's girlfriend, Lori, and a voluptuous woman with dark hair that Janet didn't recognize.

"Damian? What... what's going on?"

"Oh, hello, Professor Adler, '' Damian chuckled. "Come on in!"

Lori turned from Damian's crotch, a sly smile spreading across her face.

"Hi, Professor Adler!"

"My God! Lori? What are you doing?"

The other woman turned, and the professor could see she was about her age. She was also gorgeous, with large, full breasts and a plump bottom.

This new woman at least had the decency to look embarrassed.

"Who is that?" The beautiful woman looked up at Damian in confusion. "Damian?"

"Don't worry, Heather," Damian stood up and patted the woman on her head like she was a favored pet. "She's another friend. This is Bradley's professor."

"Professor?"

Damian ignored the woman and sauntered to the startled professor. He reached out to touch her brown hair, and she pulled back.

"What's the matter?" Damian asked. "You don't want me to touch you?"

"It's not that... it's this," Janet said gesturing at the two women who stood up and snuggled up against Damian. They seemed unable to stop touching his dark skin. Janet knew how that felt. Her own fingers itched to touch her dark skin.

"Listen," Damian murmured and put his arm around Janet's shoulders. "We're all here for the same reason. To feel good."

Janet trembled as Damian slid behind her running his hands over the sides of her breasts and down to her hips.

"Lori," Damian said. "Do you have something you want to say to Professor Adler?"

Lori nodded and bit her lip coquettishly. Janet had never imagined the studious and innocent Lori would be mixed up in something like this. But, as she swayed forward sexually on the balls of her feet the innocent, no nonsense student was replaced by a confident, sexual woman.

"You're so beautiful, Professor Adler." she murmured and ran a hand across Janet's cheek. "I've had such a crush on you!"

"No!" Janet shivered under the young girl's touch. The startled teacher tried to step back from Lori's touch, but Damian's hard body held her in place.

"Oh, yes," Lori grinned up at her teacher. "Let me show you."

Janet whimpered as the young girl slid her hand around her professor's neck and pulled her down into a soft, wet kiss. As Lori's mouth worked on Janet's lips, Damian unzipped the back of the professor's skirt and slid it down over the swell of her hips.

Lori continued to kiss Janet, sucking her teacher's tongue into her mouth. Slowly, she unbuttoned Janet's blouse and Damian pulled it back and off her shoulders. Damian's sure agile fingers unsnapped Janet's bra and he exposed her large breasts and hard, pink nipples to the young blonde.

"Oh, God!" Janet moaned as the young girl suckled her breasts. Heat filled her chest and spread down to the professor's belly.

Damian took advantage of the distraction and slid her panties over Janet's round ass and down to her ankles. And just like that, the cheating wife and disgraced professor was naked.

Lori slowly kissed her way down Janet's body until she was on her knees. Damian gripped his professor's leg and lifted it up, holding her up on the toes of one foot, and spreading her pussy for the young girl.

"Oh, Lori! Don't... " But Janet didn't mean it. Her whole body was electrified by Damian's touch and the hungry kisses of the blonde girl.

Lori's tongue flicked out and slid up the swollen furrow of Janet's cunt. She cried out in pleasure as Lori teased her clit, sending a shock of lust through Janet's body. She quivered in Damian's arms but he held her up easily, allowing Lori to attack Janet's pussy with her hungry mouth.

"Come here, Heather," Damian demanded. "Come here and give Bradley's teacher a kiss."

Janet lifted her head and watched the older woman walk towards her. Lori continued to lick and suck at her pussy, drawing her clit into her mouth and attacking it with her tongue. Meanwhile, Heather came up to Janet's side, her mouth inches from Janet's lips.

"This is Bradley stepmother, '' Damian whispered in Janet's ear. "You are all the women in Bradley's life. And now you're all mine."

Janet moaned, but Heather was already pushing forward, sliding her tongue between Janet's lips and forcing the professor's moans down her throat. Janet fought for a moment, trying to hold back her mouth from Bradley's stepmother, when her pussy suddenly burst and released a flood of fluid into Lori's mouth.

Heather swallowed the pretty professor's cries as Lori continued to work her pussy. Janet's whole body spasmed in pleasure and she shook in Damian's arms. The one leg holding her up suddenly gave way and Damian gently lowered her to the floor, disconnecting Janet's body from the other women's mouths.

Janet continued to shiver on the floor, reveling in the powerful orgasm. Three smiling faces looked down at the quivering professor. Janet looked up at the black man and he grinned. warmly down at her.

"Good?" he asked.

"Yes," Janet said. "So good!"

Damian kissed Lori, then gestured for her to kneel down beside her teacher. Damian then kissed Heather, but the wife and stepmother seemed reluctant to sink to the floor.

"I don't know," Heather moaned.

"What don't you know, Heather?" Damian lifted her chin and placed a small kiss in her bottom lip. "Don't they look beautiful?"

Heather looked at the two women on the floor, then nodded her head.

"And you want me, don't you?"

"Yes, Damian," she said and her voice sounded like a little girl's.

"Then, you know what to do."

Heather nodded and, finally, dropped to her knees beside Janet and Lori. All three women looked expectantly up at the black man.

"Well now," Damian said, knelt down, and picked up Janet's dropped bag. He opened it up and pulled out her phone.

"Why don't you call Bradley and tell him to come over here," Damian grinned. "Tell him it's an emergency."

***

After Bradley received Professor Adler's text, he tried calling her back, but got no answer. What could his professor want? Did she know he had watched her and Damian? Or, was this another attempt to seduce him?

No matter the reason, Bradley realized he couldn't just ignore the message. He had to find out what was wrong.

Bradley parked his car in the empty lot by the English building and contemplated his reflection in the rear-view mirror. He straightened his collar and smoothed back his hair, then stopped himself.

Why are you worried about how you look? It's not a date!

He smoothed a stray lock of hair down, anyway. Even though it was wrong, he couldn't suppress the excitement of seeing his beautiful teacher. If his girlfriend would not pay attention to him, at least his professor would.

Like the night he had spied on Damian and his professor, the halls of the English building were dark, lit only by dim security lights. The rooms were empty and everything was ghostly quiet, hammering home the illicit nature of this act. Bradley pushed such thoughts away and hurried up the steps.

Again, the newspaper office light was on. Again, Bradley could hear muffled voices. Thankfully, there were no cries or the rhythmic pounding of two people having sex. Instead, there were giggles and indistinct murmurs coming from the room. Bradley wondered who else was in there.

He stepped into the doorway and stopped. Janet Adler wasn't there. Instead, Bradley saw two naked women kneeling in front of Damian, eagerly worshipping the black man's enormous cock.

"Well, well." Damian flashed a handsome, evil grin. "What have we here?"

Bradley couldn't move. He was mesmerized by the vision of the two women's mouths on either side of Damian's cock running the glistening black length of it between their lips. Then, they both turned to look at Bradley.

Bradley's heart stopped! On the floor, on their knees in front of his black nemesis, were Bradley's girlfriend and stepmother. Their faces were wet with spit and the sticky drops of pre-cum leaking from Damian's dark monster. Lori grinned drunkenly, in a fugue state of lust. His stepmother, the woman who raised him, frowned, but she didn't get up. Instead, she stayed close to Damian's leg, his thick, black shaft rubbing against her cheek.

"I guess we're all here," Damian chuckled.

Bradley shook his head, unable to speak, but knowing that he couldn't stay here. Already his body was reacting to the site of his girlfriend and stepmother on their knees in front of Damian. If he stayed here, he wouldn't be able to hide the growing hard on in his pants. This was humiliating enough without having them see he was excited. He needed to run.

He stepped back and stumbled, only to feel a soft, warm body press itself against him.

"I'm sorry, Bradley," A husky voice murmured in his ear. "I didn't want to, but Damian said it was the only way."

Bradley turned and was shocked to find Professor Adler standing behind him. She was naked and, for a moment, all he could do was look at her round full, round breasts and wide hips. Her pale skin was flushed like she had been running or...

or fucking

... or that. He couldn't move as the voluptuous professor snuggled up against him, wrapped her arms around his waist, and pulled him into her swelling curves.

"What are you doing?"

"I think that's pretty obvious," Professor Adler chuckled. "Tell me you're not that innocent."

"What? No, I mean... why?"

"That's simple," Damian said. Professor Adler turned Bradley around to face his bully. "You have everything. Money, a nice family, a loving girlfriend."

At this, Damian snickered down at Lori who had the decency to look away.

"You have everything and you don't deserve it. Because you're weak."

"I'm not!" Bradley snapped, and he balked his hands into fists.

"Are you going to hit me, Bradley? You know how that's going to go."

Bradley took a step forward, anger slicing through his chest. He saw only red, red and the dark skin of Damian Winters.

Professor Adler wrapped her arms around Bradley's shoulders holding him in place as Damian took a step forward. His body was inches from Bradley and the smaller man realized with horror that the thick length of Damian's cock was bumping against his leg. Bradley braced himself for Damian's fist to hit him in the stomach.

But, that wasn't the pain Damian had in mind. He nodded over his shoulder at Professor Adler. Professor Albert slid her hand down and cupped Bradley's hard cock.

"Oh my God! She moaned. "You were right, Damian! He does like it!"

"No!" Bradley groaned and pushed her hands away. Damian stepped forward and gripped Bradley around the neck.

"Hold still," he hissed in Bradley's face. Meanwhile, Professor Adler unbuttoned his pants and slid them down over his didn't hips. Bradley's thin, pale cock sprang from his shorts.

"Oh God, Heather!" Lori said. "Look at it. Look at it next to Damian's!"

Bradley whimpered as his stepmother crawled over to them and looked up at Bradley's thin cock quivering next to Damian's huge, black pole. Lori came up on the other side and gripped one in each hand.

"I knew you were small, Bradley!" Lori laughed. "I just didn't realize how much smaller."

"God, please stop!" Bradley groaned, but Lori didn't stop. Instead, his girlfriend stroked his cock. He realized as she stroked him hard and fast that he had been trained to enjoy handjobs and Lori had gotten very good at them. So good that even as he protested, pre-cum drooled out of the tip of his cock and on to her hand.

"He's so close!" Lori giggled. "Look at him! He's going to explode!"

Bradley shook off Damian's hands and pushed back against Professor Adler's body. He wanted to run but he couldn't hurt his female professor or his girlfriend. He was trapped between their bodies, unable to run and unable to curb his mounting desire.

Heather was frowning sadly, but Bradley couldn't tell if it was because she pitied him or was disgusted by Damian's behavior. Since his stepmother was the only one not laughing, he called out to her.

"Please, Heather!" he sobbed. "Please! You don't have to do this."

Damian's eyebrows shot up and he looked first at Bradley, then at Heather.

"Have to do this?" Damian laughed. "Bradley, she wants to do this."

He turned to Heather, his thick, black cock swaying inches from his stepmother's face. This was the woman who had taken care of him most of his life, who had held him when he was sad, and who had kissed his pain away. Those lips, so pink and perfect, now opened wide and Bradley reeled back on his heels as Damian stabbed his black monster deep down his stepmother's throat.

Heather gagged on his dark pole, her throat bulging as Damian invaded her windpipe. She choked and gagged herself on his bully's cock, reveling in her masochistic submission. The echoes of her gurgles and coughs filled Bradley's ears and he couldn't stand it. He sank slowly to his knees, getting an even better view of his bully face fucking the woman who raised him.

"It's beautiful, right Bradley?" Lori whispered in his ear, her firm hand back on his cock. "Heather is so beautiful when she's happy."

"Oh, God!" Bradley moaned. "Please, no more."

He struggled, but Professor Adler was now next to him, her pale arms around his chest, holding him in place while his stepmother sucked his bully's black cock and his girlfriend stroked his penis in time to Heather's face fucking.

"Lori, I can't! I can't hold it!"

"I know!" Lori laughed. "You always cum so quick!"

Damian growled and pulled his cock out of Heather's mouth. His stepmom gasped for air, then dove forward and buried her face in Damian's balls, snuffling and rooting at his crotch, unable to get enough of his bully's dark flesh.

Lori bore down on Bradley's cock. He felt the orgasm press upon his balls, the pleasure an exquisite agony.

Yet, just as he was about to cum, Lori stopped stroking. Bradley groaned and humped his hips upward, involuntarily trying to find his girlfriend's hand. His penis twitched and wept pearly drops of cum, but the full pleasure of his orgasm was denied.

"Don't cum yet, baby!" Lori giggled. "We're just getting started!"

Damian pulled Heather to the floor, her head facing Bradley. With strong black hands, he lifted the stepmother's legs until her thighs were pressing down upon her large breasts. Then, with a grin and a wink at Bradley, he thrust his huge, black cock deep inside his stepmother's pussy.

"Oh, God!" she screamed. "It's so big!"

"Tell your stepson!" Damian growled. "Tell your stepson how good it is!"

"So good! Bradley, it's so good!" Bradley tried to look away, but Professor Adler held his head in place forcing him to watch as Damian pounded his stepmother into the carpet. The woman who raised him screamed with pleasure, her feet twitching with each thrust of Damian's monstrous cock. Bradley couldn't believe what he was seeing.

"Damian! Damian, fuck me! Fuck me!"

Damian grunted, a cruel smile on his face and he pounded even harder into Heather's body. Bradley watched, helpless, as Heather's head rolled back and forth. Suddenly, her back arched her face upside down and pointed at Bradley. Her mouth opened and she screamed at her stepson.

"Yes! Yes I'm cumming!" she cried and a moment later her body convulsed on the floor. Every muscle tensed and released as her orgasm rolled through her body.

"I'm going to cum too!" Damian hissed. "I'm going to cum in your married fucking pussy!"

"Yes! Give it to me!

Bradley shook his head, but couldn't look away.

"I'm going to give you my baby! I'm going to fuck a baby inside you!"

"Yes! Give me your strong, black baby, Damian! Please!"

Her cries echoed in Bradley's years as Damian buried his black shaft to the hilt inside Heather's body. Heather screamed, another orgasm bursting through her, even as Bradley's powerful bully filled his stepmother with his potent seed.

"No!" Bradley moaned. "No more!"

"Sorry, baby," Lori stood up and walked over to Damian. "It's not over yet."

Lori knelt down beside Damian, gripped his dark cheeks in her pale hands and planted a deep, passionate kiss on his lips.

No! Bradley thought. This can't be happening!

But, it was happening. Right in front of his eyes.

And Lori was next. Damian pulled out of the twitching body of his stepmother and enfolded his pale girlfriend in his powerful, black arms. Lori kissed her boyfriend's bully with more hunger than she had ever shown with Bradley. Her small, white hand slid down Damian's dark chest, across the ridges of his stomach and took his enormous cock in her fingers. Bradley moaned, watching as the thick, black cock coated with his stepmother's juices and Damian's sticky, white cum grew hard again. Damian had already cum once and he was hard again, turned on by Bradley's humiliation and the firm body of his girlfriend.

Heather continued to writhe upon the ground as Damian pulled Lori to the desk. Bradley shook his head again and tried to move, but Professor Adler was there, her soft body pressing up against his back, holding him in place with a pillowy pressure Bradley couldn't resist.

"Watch, Bradley," Janet murmured in his ear. "Damian's going to make your girlfriend so happy!"

Bradley groaned in anguish but, when Janet dropped her hand between his legs, he was shocked to find that his cock was harder than ever. Despite the pain and humiliation, when Damian gently laid his girlfriend on the desk and lovingly opened her legs, Bradley's cock throbbed with lust.

"I don't know how he knew," Professor Adler chuckled. "But he did. Damian knew you'd like it."

Bradley could only whimper as his beautiful professor stroked his cock. A moment later, his girlfriend cried out from the desk as Damian sank his thick, black cock deep inside her.

"Oh, fuck, baby!" Lori sobbed. "Fuck, it is so big!"

"It feels good, doesn't it?"

"Yes! Yes! So good!"

Damian sawed his thick cock in and out of Lori's pink cunt while Professor Adler continued to pump his cock. It hurt, but the pain brought forth an exquisite pleasure buried deep within the young man.

"Better than Bradley?" Damian growled.

"Yes! Yes, so much better!" Lori screamed and Bradley felt the pressure build in his balls at his girlfriend's confession.

"Tell him!" Damian commanded. "Tell him it's over!"

"Oh, God!" Lori craned her head sideways and locked her eyes on Bradley. "It's over, Bradley! I don't love you!"

The first spurt of cum appeared at the head of Bradley's cock and Professor Adler stroked him straight through the emotional pain.

"Who do you love?" Damian said.

"You! I love you, Damian!"

"No!" Bradey screamed, but already his cock was spurting out a second load of cum. It dribbled out of the end of his cock and splattered on the floor.

Lori screamed and her screams pierced Bradley's heart. She was cumming on Damian's cock as Bradley's small load made a puddle on the floor. 

To add insult to injury, Damian grunted a moment later and hammered his cock inside Bradley's girlfriend. Lori wrapped her arms and legs around the big, black bully, holding onto him as Damian shot his cum deep into Lori's womb. Bradley fell back into Professor Adler's arms. She cooed softly in his ear. Meanwhile, Damian and Lori kissed like lovers on the desktop.

Finally, Damian pulled out of Bradley's girlfriend, rubbing the tip of his cock against Lori's pussy. Then he turned his attention to Bradley.

"Come here, Bradley!" Damian stepped forward, his sticky black cock swaying back and forth. Bradley tried to look away from the monster that had fucked his girlfriend and stepmother right in front of his eyes, but he couldn't.

Damian grabbed a handful of Bradley's hair and pulled him forward towards the desk where Lori was still lying.

"Show Bradley what he's going to be missing," Damian grunted.

Lori smiled up at her black lover then turned around on the desk and lowered her legs over the side. She spread her thighs and showed Bradley her dripping, pink pussy.

"Clean her up, loser," Damian growled and pushed Bradley's head between his girlfriend's thighs. Bradley could smell the rank odor of Damian's seed mixed with the juices of his girlfriend.

"I... I can't," Bradley groaned, trying to pull away from his girlfriend's pussy. "I can't."

Lori grinned down at her boyfriend.

"Bradley," she laughed. "You've been eating his cum for weeks!"

Bradley's heart fell. He remembered the times that he had licked Lori's pussy over the last few weeks, how her juices were sticky, how her cunt had taken on a swampy, rank odor. But, he had eaten her anyway. Enthusiastically, even hungrily, trying to please his girlfriend in any way that he could.

It was only now he realized the only way to please her was to clean Damian's cum from her dirty pussy.

Heather sat up beside him, finally able to move after her powerful orgasm. She placed a warm hand on the back of Bradley's neck.

"It's all over now, honey," she said. "She's not your girlfriend anymore. I'm not your stepmother. It's all done. It's time to give in."

Then, Heather gripped the back of Bradley's head and shoved his face into his girlfriend's pussy.

Bradley groaned, but didn't fight against his stepmother's hand. Instead, he buried his face into Lori's dirty, smelly sex.

Meanwhile, Damian pulled Professor Adler to the desk. He bent her over the top, her huge breasts hanging over the edge , and entered her from behind.

"Fuck! Fuck!" She cried. Bradley looked up to see Professor Adler's round breasts bouncing violently as Damian pounded her from behind. "Oh, Bradley! It's so big!"

"He could never satisfy you!" Damian growled. "You're better off without him."

"You're right! Oh God! God forgive me, I love you!"

Her words were like acid inside Bradley's brain. Heather pushed him deeper into Lori's pussy, and his girlfriend's thighs clenched against the sides of his head, muffling the screams of ecstasy from his professor. He was helpless from the onslaught of sounds, smells, and tastes. All he could think of was giving what little pleasure he could.

Meanwhile, the desk shook, each thrust of Damian's cock thumping along the desktop and making Lori's body vibrate. There were tears in Bradley's eyes, but he couldn't watch as his lovely professor was the last to succumb to his bully's beautiful, black body.

"Oh, God! Damian, I'm going to cum!"

Professor Adler screamed. Lori dug her fingers into Bradley's hair and forced his face against her pubic bone. Furiously, she rubbed her cunt up and down his nose and mouth to force herself over the edge.

Professor Adler cried out a moment before Bradley's girlfriend bucked upward against his lips and jammed her pubic bone into his nose, the pain firing through his brain. He didn't fight; he didn't move. Instead, he let Lori use his face like a sex toy until, finally; she came. Damian's thick cum dripped into Bradley's mouth, followed by a Lori's clear, tangy juices.

"My turn!" Damian howled.

Lori pushed Bradley back onto his heels. He was just in time to see Professor Adler, tears of joy dripping down her face, staring at him. Damian grunted and stabbed deep into Bradley's professor and she stared, her eyes locked onto him as his bully filled her with his virile seed.

"He's cumming inside me, Bradley! He's going to make me pregnant too!"

Bradley fell backward onto his bottom, defeated. Heather stood up and hugged Damian as Lori snuggled up against the black bully's other side. They rubbed his chest and the rippled muscles of his abs, and Damian rewarded them with deep passionate kisses.

Professor Adler finally broke her connection with Bradley. She gave him a last, sad smile then spun around on the desktop, her round bottom pointed towards her student. Bradley could see the dribbles of cum leaking from Professor Adler's pink, swollen lips as she bent forward and cleaned off his bully's cock.

And just like that, the three women in Bradley's life forgot about him. Their sole focus was Damian's pleasure. Damian smiled cruelly at Bradley, knowing that he had truly taken everyone Bradley loved.


Epilogue

Bradley entered his house, the sounds of sex meeting his ears almost immediately. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, his bag dropping lifelessly to the floor. The thoughts he had been trying to avoid all day came back in a rush.

Lust, hunger. Shame. A complex cocktail of feelings that Bradley had yet to process. Of course, Damian didn't give him time.

"That you, Bradley?" Damian called from the living room.

Bradley trudged to the doorway, unable to stop his feet.

Lori and Heather were naked and kneeling in front of Damian who sat in Edward's old chair and grinned at Bradley as the unfortunate young man entered the room.

"It's about time you got home!" he laughed.

Lori giggled, but her laughter was muffled by Damian's thick cock in her mouth. Heather was kneeling beside her, petting the blonde's hair like she was a favorite daughter.

"Oh, Bradley!" Heather beamed up at him, her eyes glassy with lust. "Would you mind making dinner? I was going to but this bad boy distracted me."

"It didn't take that much, did it slut?" Damian laughed and Heather swatted him playfully on his muscular thigh.

"Oh you!"

It had been like this ever since Bradley's father had left. Well, left was a generous term. Heather had gotten the house in the divorce and Damian, Lori and Janet had all moved in. Bradley should have left with his father, but something pulled him back to the house.

The two women, on the floor turned and Bradley suppressed a groan as he saw their expanding bellies, both of them full of Damian's baby. The affairs, as well as the children, were an open secret at the school but, because of Damian's football skills, it had been swept under the rug by school officials. That didn't stop the snickers as Bradley walked down the halls, cheerleaders and football players openly laughing at Bradley's pain.

Eventually, he would have to leave the house, and college, and move on. But, right now, all he could do was watch his ex-girlfriend and ex-stepmother worship his bully's big, black cock. Bradley's body was already responding to the horrible, tawdry sight. It was that pleasure, fleeting as it was, that kept him coming back for more.

"What are you waiting for?" Damian snapped. "Get the fuck in there and make us dinner!"

Both women laughed, then continued to lick and suck their black master.

Bradley stumbled into the kitchen, only to be greeted by the lovely, pregnant form of his professor. Janet was dressed in a flimsy robe open in the front to show off her taut, round belly.

"Oh, Bradley!" she said and smiled warmly. "I'm so glad you're home!"

Bradley's heart leapt. She sounded like she was really glad to see him and a warm flush crept to her cheeks.

"Damian just fucked me so hard!" she moaned, sat down on a stool and spread her legs. "I need some of your special attention."

Bradley let out a small whine as he looked at his gorgeous professor's pussy dripping with Damian's thick seed. Despite the shame, he felt a tingle on his tongue as he imagined licking Janet's swollen lips, cleaning away the mess Damian had made.

"I don't... I don't know," Bradley protested. "I'm supposed to be making dinner."

"I'll help you," Janet said and ran a finger up the side of her pussy. "Don't you want to lick me? It's been a long time."

Bradley nodded. Janet scooped a dollop of Damian's cream onto her finger and held it up for Bradley.

"Come on, Bradley!" she cooed. "If you eat me, I'll make it worth your while."

Bradley looked into her eyes to see if she was teasing. It was a rule around the house that the women weren't supposed to touch Bradley.

"How?" Bradley asked.

Janet sat up and pressed her large, milk-laden breasts together. Bradley's mouth went dry as she molded her cleavage for him to see. Then, the sexy professor sat back and rubbed her sticky hand across her round belly.

'I'll let you jerk off and cum on my belly," she said. "I'll let you cum looking at the gift Damian gave me. Is that what you want?"

Bradley whimpered and stared at Janet's round belly. He shook his head, but his cock was rock hard in his pants.

"Suit yourself," Janet huffed and started to stand up.

"Wait!" Bradley said.

Janet sat back and pouted up at her student.

"What?"

Bradley said nothing. Instead, he sank to his knees on the tile. Janet's face broke out into a beautiful smile and she opened her legs. Bradley looked up at his beautiful professor, then buried his face between her legs.

"That's good, Bradley!" Janet laughed. "Such a good boy!"

The End

***

If you enjoyed this collection and want more, check out my website:https://manusdare.com/ While there you can grab free reads, join my newsletter for updates and exclusive bonuses, and find links to everything I’m working on, including Patreon and Ream.

There’s always something new brewing, and if you like stories where temptation wins and vows are broken... you’re in the right place.
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