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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.

[image: ]

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.
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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."

[image: ]

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."
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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?
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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.
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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.
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Thanks for reading!

Want more of my books? Check them out here!

Don't want to wait for the next story? For less than the price of this book, you can join my Patreon and get new chapters, older stories, and gorgeous illustrations!
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