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	All Adam wants for Christmas is… his best friend's mom!

	 

	When Simon Walker brings home his college roommate, Adam, for Christmas, he has no idea what's in store for his family. Adam is just like Simon: skinny, geeky, and spends most of his time playing video games.

	 

	However, Adam has HUGE secret lurking in his pants and he knows how to use it to turn women into his submissive playthings. And now he's sets his sights on the most important woman in Simon's life… his mom!

	 

	Eliza Walker is a beautiful, loving mother and despite her sex life with her husband slowing down as he gets older, she believes she has everything she's ever wanted. That is until she sees the gift Adam has for her, a gift that he wants to give her again, and again, and again.

	 

	Will Eliza fall for a man young enough to be her son? Will her family find out?

	 

	And, perhaps the most important question, what does Adam add to the hot chocolate that makes it taste so good?

	 

	His Best Friend's Mom is part of All He Wants for Christmas, a series that only Manus Dare can provide. It's a story about the seduction of an older wife by a younger man, cheating sex, and a chocolatey finish you will love to hate!
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Chapter 1: Gorgeous Wife and Mother Is Frustrated by Her Husband’s Lack of Stamina
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	The faint glow of a bedside lamp cast sultry shadows across the bedroom, illuminating the delicate lace of Eliza’s ivory nightgown, translucent and delicate, as it hung from her body. The fabric clung to her generous curves, emphasizing her large, round breasts. Through the diaphanous cloth she could just make out her round, blush-colored areoles and the hard buds of her nipples struggling to poke through the thin fabric.

	 

	A soft sigh escaped her lips as she adjusted the garment just so, ensuring it provided the perfect balance between concealment and temptation. Now, she just hoped David would appreciate the effort.

	 

	Eliza tried not to frown in the mirror. After twenty years of marriage, the spark in her sex life had definitely cooled. She had been only eighteen when they got married and David, ten years older and infinitely more experienced, had been a kind and generous lover. During those first ten years of married life, Eliza could never have imagined being in this place.

	 

	But now that she was 38 and Roger nearing 50, she realized just how young she had been. After giving her beautiful kids, Roger seemed to lose interest in sex. As Eliza looked in the mirror, she couldn’t understand why. Her body looked ten years younger and her nightly skin care regimen had ensured that the wrinkles she had added a sexy maturity, not age, to her face.

	 

	She had caught men much younger than David looking at her, and she reveled in that attention. But, attention from strangers only made it more disappointing when her own husband barely noticed her. To David, she was as a mother and friend instead of a beautiful woman who still needed to be touched.

	 

	Eliza shivered slightly as a cool breeze blew through the room, carrying with it the autumn scent of fallen leaves. Eliza crossed the room to shut the window when the bedroom door opened.

	 

	“Wow!” David said.

	 

	Eliza turned and blushed self-consciously as David’s eyes drank in every inch of her body. She could feel his gaze roam over her curves and linger on her pink areolas, reminding Eliza just how intense his desire for her had been.

	 

	She tensed, waiting for David to cross the room and pull her into his warm embrace. Instead, he just stared, dumbfounded.

	 

	“What’s the occasion?”

	 

	Eliza suppressed an exasperated sigh and crossed the floor to her husband. She ran her fingers over his chest, then slowly unbuttoned his shirt.

	 

	“David,” she murmured, her voice sultry but tinged with vulnerability, “I think we should take advantage of this time alone before the children come home.” She paused, taking a deep breath before continuing, “I want you to make love to me.”

	 

	At her words, David looked at her with a mixture of surprise and hesitance. She saw a spark of arousal flicker within in his eyes, but it was quickly snuffed out by his weariness.

	 

	Eliza looked at her husband’s thinning gray hair and deep laugh. When did you get so old? she thought, then quickly pushed the unfair thought from her mind.

	 

	They were both getting older; she reminded herself. She smiled encouragingly at her husband who smiled back, the kind, sometimes wicked young man buried in the curve of his lips.

	 

	“Eliza, darling,” he began, running a hand through his gray hair, “I’m just so exhausted from work today. I don’t know if I have the energy for…”

	 

	Her fingers silenced him as they brushed against his lips, a teasing smile playing at the corners of her mouth. “Let me take care of you, David,” she whispered. “Just lie back and let me do all the work.”

	 

	The sight of Eliza, her body a vision of sensuality in the dim light, beckoned to him like a siren’s call. Despite his initial reluctance, Eliza saw the first stirrings of arousal take hold.

	 

	“OK,” he agreed softly, his resolve crumbling beneath the force of his wife’s need.

	 

	Eliza grinned, a smile that she knew made her look even younger. Her excitement was palpable and when she led her husband to the bed, he didn’t hesitate. She finished unbuttoning his shirt, pulling it over his shoulders that had gained a slight hunch from years at his desk job. His belly too had grown over the years, a testament to her cooking skills, but he wasn’t fat. Instead, his body was in the beginning stages of being a cute old man, just like David’s father.

	 

	Still, the physical aspects didn’t matter as much as David’s attention and his kind and loving touch. So, as she felt him pull her into a warm embrace, her skin tingled with repressed excitement. Her face flush, she guided her husband to the bed and laid him down. She stood above him for a moment, letting his hungry gaze take in her lush beauty, then she slowly crawled on top of him.

	 

	“Are you ready, darling?” Eliza asked seductively as she unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants down over thin hips. His cock popped out from the confines of his pants and she giggled. David moaned as she hovered over his swollen glans and breathed hot hair onto the engorged tip. “Well, well. It looks like at least part of you isn’t tired!”

	 

	“Oh, God, Eliza! Please,” David gasped as he anticipated the pleasure that awaited him. He watched as Eliza licked her lips teasingly, her blue eyes never leaving his, before she slowly enveloped his cock with her warm, wet mouth.

	 

	Eliza savored the salty, musky taste that was uniquely David, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip as she gently suckled and moaned. With her hands gripping his hips, her fingers deftly mapping his contours with a calculated precision, she lavished her attention upon him. Tongue twirling and flicking, she watched with satisfaction as his breathing increased and body shuddered under the onslaught of pleasure.

	 

	“Eliza… God, that feels so good,” David gasped, his fingers tangling in her brown hair as he surrendered to her warm, wet mouth. “I don’t know how much longer I can last…”

	 

	“Shh, just enjoy it,” Eliza murmured between licks, her voice low and sultry. She could sense David’s impending climax, but she craved more — something deeper, more carnal. With one final, lingering kiss on his quivering length, she raised herself up and pulled off her flimsy gown letting David take in her magnificent body.

	 

	She pushed her breasts up in her hands, the heavy flesh overflowing her fingers. Her fingertips teased the puckered red nipples, sending tremors of pleasure through her body. David’s breathing grew rapid and his eyes flickered up and down, not sure where to look.

	 

	The heady sense of her sexual power filled Eliza with delight. She was still beautiful. She was still a woman who men wanted.

	 

	“I want you, David,” she murmured as she straddle his cock. Her husband gasped as she slid the engorged head of his cock against her moist, puffy slit.

	 

	“Eliza,” David breathed, his eyes wide with surprise as she guided him inside her, her slick heat welcoming him home. She let out a throaty moan as her husband’s swollen cock slid inside of her, completing the connection she craved.

	 

	“Shh, baby!” she whispered huskily, her hips moving in a slow, rhythmic dance on David’s cock. The flame inside of her was a flicker, and she urged the head of David’s cock deeper into her quivering wetness, desperately wanting him to stoke that fire into an explosion.

	 

	“God, you’re amazing,” David panted. His hands gripped her hips, and he bucked upward, trying to match her rhythm.

	 

	Eliza, lost in her desperate pursuit of pleasure, barely registered her husband’s words as she ground hard into David’s body, grinding her hips against his pelvis, eager for that last spark of fire she craved.

	 

	“Harder, David!” she cried out, her voice betraying her need as she bucked against him, her nails digging into his chest. “Please, I need it!”

	 

	“Eliza… I’m trying,” David gasped. The tone of desperation pierced the fog of lust enveloping Eliza’s mind. She looked down at her husband, noted his face contorted with pleasure as his climax approached, and she knew he would not last.

	 

	Frustrated, her orgasm still ages from coming to full boil, she worked him even harder, her firm stomach muscles tightening as she worked her hips back and forth. She ground her clit into her husband’s pubic bone; the pain shooting through her pussy, turning to a deep pleasure somewhere inside her belly.

	 

	It wasn’t enough, not nearly enough. She felt David’s body tense, a torrential force struggling to hold “Eliza… I can’t…” David panted, his voice strained by the effort of holding back the tide. Eliza watched in frustration as David surrendered to the inevitable, his body tensing as waves of ecstasy washed over him. She felt his cum flood her quivering pussy, the heat doing nothing to stave off her own, intense needs.

	 

	Already? Eliza thought to herself as David groaned and twitched beneath. His eyes were closed, so he didn’t see the frown of disappointment on her face as she rode out the last of her husband’s rather weak convulsions.

	 

	Eliza knew that her husband’s waning stamina wasn’t his fault–years of hard work and the inexorable march of time had taken their toll on his once-virile body. But even so, she couldn’t help feel a pang of frustration, a gnawing hunger that refused to be sated.

	 

	“Sorry, my love,” David murmured, his eyes heavy with exhaustion. “I know it wasn’t enough.”

	 

	“Shh, don’t worry about it,” Eliza reassured him, her fingers gently stroking his sweat-slicked forehead. “That was fun.” Despite the emptiness that continued to claw at her insides, she forced a smile, determined not to let her dissatisfaction show. David was her husband and despite this performance, she still loved him. Sex, after all, was only a small part of any marriage.

	 

	At least, that’s what she told herself as she slid off her husband’s exhausted body. David place a weak hand on her back and she turned, smiling down at him.

	 

	“I love you,” David said. “I’m just really tired.”

	 

	“Shh,” she smiled and placed a finger on his lips to hush him. “I love you, too. That’s all that matters.”

	 

	“Thank you, honey.” Her husband,s eyes closed and Eliza knew David would soon be asleep, leaving her body thrumming with unrequited lust.

	 

	“Let me just clean up a bit,” she said. “Then, I’ll come to bed. “

	 

	“Love… you,” David said again, his words slurred with exhaustion.

	 

	Eliza picked up her negligee and contemplated putting it back on. Then, she looked down at her husband sleeping peacefully and again the unwelcome frustration burned in her chest. She wadded up the garment and threw it in the hamper.

	 

	David was already asleep when the bathroom door shut, his wife effectively hidden from him, naked and frustrated. If he had been awake, no doubt the loving husband would have felt feel guilty that he could not satisfy her. But he was already drifting deep into a blissful sleep, leaving his wife alone to her own devices.

	 

	Just what should a loving but unsatisfied wife do, alone in the bathroom, while her husband slept in the post-coital bliss she had been denied?

	 

	David would never know.

	 

	 


Chapter 2: Mother Is Forced to Please Herself Because Of Husband’s Low Stamina!
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	David would have indeed been shocked if he could see his loving wife as she sat down on the toilet seat, her nerves still humming with pent-up lust. God! Why did David have to come so quickly? She knew, of course, looking down at her heavy round breasts glistening with a sheen of sweat. She’d been too eager, not giving David time to think. So eager to get off.

	 

	But it was David who had gotten off and now he was sleeping peacefully in bed while she was so keyed up she would never get to sleep. And she needed rest. Her kids would be home soon and she wanted to make sure the house was setup just so.

	 

	Still, Eliza’s mind raced with unbidden thoughts, each more lurid than the last. A picture formed in her mind, a phantom lover she had conjured up years ago from reading fantasy romance fiction. Her lover was tall and muscular and, although his face was hidden by her imagination, she knew he was handsome.

	 

	However, the most important thing about this lover was his long, thick cock. In her mind, it was beautiful, with smooth skin flush with the blood it took to keep such an enormous cock erect. The veins snaking around the length of it were fat and pulsing. In her mind, this cock was always hard, always ready to take her to new heights.

	 

	She looked at the door to the bathroom and imagined David sleeping peacefully in bed. Why did this feel like cheating to her? She hesitated for a moment, feeling a stirring of guilt.

	 

	It’s only natural, she thought, her heart pounding in her chest. Besides, it’s David’s fault I feel like this! The thought of indulging in her secret desires thrilled and terrified her in equal measure, her conscience warring with her carnal needs until her primal lust won out.

	 

	Eliza leaned against the cold porcelain, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as she fought to quell the rising storm within her. I need this, she murmured, her fingers trembling with barely contained desire. Just this once.

	 

	Eliza dropped her hand between her legs, feeling the steamy heat of her pussy warming her hand. She bit her lip, stifling a moan as she rolled the tips of her fingers over her swollen clit, sending a shock of lust through her belly.

	 

	“Please,” she gasped, her voice barely audible above the sound of her own pounding heart. “Give me what I need.”

	 

	In her mind’s eye, Eliza saw the image of her virile, well-endowed lover, his glistening cock straining at the mere sight of her. He towered over her, powerful and dominant, ready to give her what she craved. She imagined him whispering seductive words in her ear, urging her to abandon her inhibitions and surrender to her carnal desires.

	 

	“Touch yourself for me,” he commanded, his voice rough with lust. Eliza obeyed, sliding her fingers between her slick folds, sending more shivers of pleasure up her spine. “That’s it, you naughty little slut,” he growled.

	 

	As she fingered her cunt, she raised her hand and dug her fingers into the ripe flesh, kneading the translucent globe with her fingers. She imagined her hand was her phantom, and she ran a rough finger over the hard nipple, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her.

	 

	She bit her plump, bottom lip to contain her moans as the phantom continued his insistent demands.

	 

	“Faster,” he demanded, and Eliza complied, pulling back the soft folds of her cunt plunging her fingers deep into her throbbing core. She fantasized about being filled by her lover’s pulsing length, stretched beyond what she’d ever experienced with David. The thought of being utterly consumed by this new lover drove her wild, her orgasm building like a tidal wave threatening to break free.

	 

	“Please… I need you!” she cried out, her voice barely a whisper, her fingers dancing furiously along her slick, swollen bud. The phantom lover smirked, his eyes dark with lustful intent. “Then beg for it,” he challenged, and Eliza, trembling on the edge of release, could do nothing but comply.

	 

	“Please,” she whispered, eyes squeezed shut as her imagination conjured the image of her phantom lover. “Give it to me.”

	 

	With a wicked, ghostly grin, he plunged his enormous length into her, filling her completely and sending shockwaves of ecstasy throughout her body. Eliza’s back arched, her fingers moving with renewed fervor as she mimicked the sensation of being taken by this powerful, virile man.

	 

	“Fuck!” she gasped, feeling herself teetering on the precipice of release. Her breaths were short and ragged, sweat trickling down her brow as she pursued her ultimate pleasure. The phantom lover did not relent, thrusting hard and deep inside her, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

	 

	“Come for me,” his deep voice echoed inside her quivering brain, his growl reverberating deep into her molten core.

	 

	It was all Eliza needed to hear.

	 

	With a strangled cry, her body arched off the toilet seat forcing her fingers deeper into her dripping sex, her lust spilling out all over the seat. She tumbled headlong into the abyss of her orgasm, her entire body bucking as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed through her, leaving her spent and trembling in its wake.

	 

	“God,” she panted, her chest heaving as she struggled to catch her breath. But as the fog of lust cleared, the cold reality of what she’d just done seeped in. What would David think if he knew? She imagined the look of hurt and betrayal on his face as he discovered her secret longing for something more than he could give her.

	 

	Am I really so selfish? she wondered, guilt gnawing at her insides. Had she become one of those women who couldn’t be content with the life they had? And what about the family they’d built together — didn’t that matter more than her own fleeting desires?

	 

	As these thoughts swirled in her mind, Eliza chastised herself for her lack of gratitude and control. Society dictated that a woman should be satisfied with the love of her husband and family, and not succumb to such base urges. She had given in to the temptation of her own lustful fantasies, something she knew she would have to carry with her as a heavy burden.

	 

	David doesn’t deserve this, she thought, biting her lip to hold back tears. He tries his best. I am grateful for that.

	 

	After a long moment, Eliza stood up on shaky legs. She leaned against the sink and sighed as she stared at her flushed reflection in the bathroom mirror, sweat glistening on her forehead, a sign of the powerful orgasm she’d just given herself. She reminded herself that soon enough, the children would be home for Thanksgiving, providing a welcome distraction from her insatiable desires.

	 

	Simon’s bringing his roommate Adam home too, she said to herself, a faint smile playing at the corners of her lips as she considered the prospect of meeting someone new. It’ll be wonderful to get to know him.

	 

	The thought of fresh faces and lively conversation excited her, momentarily pushing away the heavy cloud of guilt that hung over her head. After all, family gatherings were always a time for laughter and joy — an opportunity to reconnect with those who mattered most in her life.

	 

	She finished cleaning up, then quietly padded back to bed. In the dim light, she studied David’s face, etched with the lines of age and exhaustion. The man she’d married, the father of her children, deserved so much more than her betrayal. She knew this, and yet her desires continued to gnaw at her.

	 

	It’s not like I’d ever actually cheat! she thought as she crawled into bed beside him. Even if my perfect lover showed up, I would never betray my family.

	 

	“Forgive me,” she whispered in the darkness, her unspoken apology intended for both David and herself.

	 

	As sleep claimed her, Eliza allowed her thoughts to drift towards the upcoming family gathering — a brief respite from the unrelenting storm of desire that threatened to tear her apart. And as she drifted off, one final thought crossed her mind: meeting new people, like Simon’s roommate Adam, could offer an escape from the tempestuous waves of lust and guilt that crashed against her fragile heart.

	 

	I wonder what the boys are doing right now, she pondered drowsily before succumbing to the sweet embrace of slumber, hoping for a brighter tomorrow. I hope they’re having fun, at least.

	 

	 


Chapter 3: Well-Hung Geek Hammers His Roommate’s Crush on His Bed!
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	Simon scanned the classroom, his heart sinking as he realized Sherry wasn’t there. Clutching his books to his chest, he felt the weight of disappointment heavy on his shoulders. Today had been the day he would finally muster up the courage to ask her out, but now that chance was slipping away like sand through his fingers.

	 

	“Damn it,” Simon muttered under his breath, adjusting his glasses as he took his seat. As a nerd, he knew all too well how difficult it was to find love or, at the very least, a date. His previous attempts had been met with dismissive laughter or awkward silence, leaving him feeling more and more defeated each time.

	 

	At least college wasn’t a total waste. He had one good friend. Adam was a nerd like him, but he had a positive attitude to their situation that never failed to cheer Simon up. Whether they were shooting zombie hordes on a Saturday night or debating which Star Trek captain was the best, Adam’s enthusiasm for life would fill him with hope. It was this hope that gave Simon the courage to reach out to Sherry and take the chance he otherwise wouldn’t have taken.

	 

	“Remember, buddy, you miss 100% of the shots you don’t take,” Adam had said as they walked across campus earlier that day, giving Simon a small smirk, as if Adam knew something Simon didn’t.

	 

	Inwardly, Simon tried to hold on to that optimism, but it was hard not to feel hopeless. The classroom buzzed around him as students chatted excitedly about their plans for Christmas break. He couldn’t help but imagine what it would have been like to tell his family about his first date — the pride in his parents’ eyes, the teasing from his sisters, the warmth of knowing he’d found someone special.

	 

	Simon scanned the classroom again, his eyes darting from one face to another, searching for the angelic visage that had captured his heart. But as the minutes ticked by, he couldn’t find Sherry anywhere. A wave of disappointment washed over him, followed quickly by a pang of concern. “God, I hope she’s not sick,” Simon thought, his chest tightening at the idea.

	 

	As the professor droned on, Simon’s mind wandered, daydreaming about his pretty crush, her laughter like wind chimes and her smile bright enough to illuminate the darkest corners of his soul. He imagined her soft hand slipping into his, her gaze locked onto his as they strolled through a winter wonderland arm in arm. The fantasy was intoxicating, and he longed for it to be reality.

	 

	Sherry, he thought. Where are you?

	 

	***

	 

	While poor Simon was fantasizing about his dream girl, Sherry was indeed doing fine.

	 

	So was Adam.

	 

	Adam was sitting, naked on Simon’s bed, his skinny ass sweating into his roommate’s sheets. On the floor, kneeling between the young man’s knobby knees was the object of Simon’s fantasies, her pretty mouth wrapped around his roommate’s massive cock.

	 

	“Ah, you like that, don’t you?” Adam asked, grinning wickedly. “Tell me how much you love my cock.”

	 

	Sherry moaned around his shaft, her words intelligible with the fleshy rod currently pressing her tongue down to the floor of her mouth.

	 

	What would Simon think if he could see his dream girl? He thought. He felt just a twinge of guilt at betraying his friend, but it was quickly drowned by Sherry’s throaty gurgles.

	 

	“It’s sooo big, Adam,” she gasped wetly. “I love it.”

	 

	Adam couldn’t help but sneer as Sherry’s muffled praise echoed in his ears. He’d heard the same sentiment from countless girls on campus, their eyes wide with disbelief as they stared at the massive length that stood proudly between his legs. Even now, Sherry couldn’t take her eyes off the ugly monster, lumpy with a slight curve that hit girls right in those spots other men couldn’t touch. Thick, knotty veins wrapped around the shaft, pumping obscenely as he rolled the wet shaft across Sherry’s cheeks, leaving a trail of spit and pre-cum in its path. He loved seeing the meaty length of his cock lying from hairline to chin, nearly covering one half of her head.

	 

	Girls never expected such a monstrous cock to belong to someone like Adam — skinny, pimply, and the epitome of geekiness. But, Adam was smoothly seductive in his own way, a non-threatening presence even to the prettiest girls. That changed when he dropped his pants and women got a look at what he was packing. Some were scared, some intrigued, but all of them ended up on their knees sucking his cock. It was almost like having an OP character in a video game. Women just couldn’t resist him.

	 

	Satisfied with Sherry’s answer, Adam shoved the fat head of his cock between the same red lips Simon had been fantasizing about. She gagged on him, thick drool oozing around his pulsing shaft and dripping into the dark blonde pubes, making his fat ball sac glisten with her spit. Sherry’s eyes widened as he probed the back of her throat, testing the tight, elastic entrance to her windpipe. He gripped her head and forced her to hold him there, reveling in the shock and fear as she struggled to take his massive cock.

	 

	He growled, pushing deeper and deeper until he was almost to the hilt. He loved having a girl who had been previously unattracted to him, kneeling submissively in front of him while he abused their mouths. The sight of it reinforced his feeling of power over the young woman. He rolled his hips, savoring every inch of Sherry’s warm, sucking cavern. Her bubbling whimpers of pleasure gurgled through her throat and vibrated along the length of his cock, making his entire body quiver in delight. His grip tightened on her head as he pushed even deeper into her throat, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked every inch of him as if she would never let him go.

	 

	But, despite her hunger, the poor girl needed to breathe. Adam held her there a moment longer than was comfortable, her pale fingers beating at his skinny legs until he finally let her go.

	 

	“Fuck!” she cried, coughing up long ropes of spit. The drool dripped onto her pert breasts with their hard pink nipples like pencil erasers. “Fuck, you are so big!”

	 

	“I wonder what Simon would think,” Adam teased, giving her cheek a meaty, wet smack with his shaft. “You know, your little admirer.”

	 

	“Please, don’t,” Sherry whimpered, trying to push his cock back into her mouth. Her pupils were dilated, and he recognized she was drunk on a mixture of his cock and the sweaty musk emanating from his balls. Even if a girl claimed she didn’t enjoy sucking cock, Adam knew better.

	 

	They just hadn’t been offered the right cock.

	 

	“Ah, but I think you should know,” Adam taunted, pulling his cock away from Shery’s questing mouth. “He’s been dreaming about you for weeks now, too shy to approach you.”

	 

	“No,” Sherry whispered, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. “He isn’t.”

	 

	“He is,” Adam confirmed smugly. “And while your sucking my cock, on his bed, poor Simon is in class wondering where you are!”

	 

	Sherry mewled with shame, the helpless sound making Adam’s cock throb with need. She wasn’t even dating Simon, but she must have feelings for him, feelings that Adam was probing with words the same way he probed her mouth with his thick meat.

	 

	The best part? Adam knew she liked Simon, yet still couldn’t resist grasping Adam’s cock and pulling the dripping head towards her lips.

	 

	“Simon really has no one to blame but himself,” Adam mused, his voice a low purr. “He talked about you all the time, but never made a move. I couldn’t help but wonder what it was about you that had him so captivated.”

	 

	“Please, Adam, just stop talking about him,” Sherry begged, her eyes misting over with tears as Adam once again held back his cock. “Please! I just want you!”

	 

	Sherry’s cheeks burned red with humiliation, her gaze fixed on the massive, veiny cock bobbing in front of her face. She knew what she was doing was wrong — she’d always been friendly with Simon and had even considered going out with him if he ever found the courage to ask. But now, with Adam sitting before her, his monstrous member casting an almost hypnotic spell over her, she couldn’t bring herself to care.

	 

	“Look at me,” Adam commanded. Sherry hesitated for just a moment before raising her tear-filled eyes to meet his. The wicked grin on his pimpled face made her shiver, but she didn’t look away. “That’s right, beautiful. You’re mine now, and there’s nothing Simon can do about it.”

	 

	With that, Adam grabbed a fistful of Sherry’s golden hair and guided her mouth back to his throbbing cock. He could feel her tremble as she tentatively licked the pre-cum from his engorged tip, her pink tongue dancing over his sensitive flesh like a butterfly on a flower. The sight was exquisite, and despite the sheer wrongness of it, he reveled knowing that he was taking something so precious from his supposed best friend.

	 

	“Swallow it,” he growled, watching as Sherry obediently opened her plump lips even wider, struggling to accommodate the sheer girth of his ugly, enormous cock. It stretched her jaw to its limit, her throat convulsing around him as she fought against her gag reflex. But she didn’t stop — she couldn’t. The taste of him, the feel of his pulsing flesh filling her mouth, had ignited a primal lust within her she could no longer deny.

	 

	“Good girl,” Adam rasped, his breathing growing ragged as Sherry’s tongue swirled around his shaft, her hands cupping his heavy balls. Her devotion was intoxicating, and he knew that, for all her shame, she couldn’t help but love the way he made her feel. “That’s it, baby. Show me how much you need this.”

	 

	The room filled with the wet sounds of Sherry’s enthusiastic sucking, the slurping and gagging echoing off the walls like a perverse symphony. Adam couldn’t help but wonder how Simon would react if he were to walk in on them now — if he’d even have the courage to confront the man who had stolen away the object of his affections. But the thought only fueled his desire, spurring him on as he fucked Sherry’s pretty little mouth with wild abandon.

	 

	Adam couldn’t bear to keep himself restrained for long. The sight of Sherry, her lips stretched around his throbbing member, pushed him to the edge of reason. He pulled her up by her hair, dragging her away from his twitching cock and onto Simon’s bed.

	 

	“Get on your hands and knees,” he ordered, his voice rough with lust. Sherry moaned helplessly but obeyed, positioning herself on the bed as Adam demanded. Her eyes were glazed over with desire, her body trembling with anticipation, and Adam couldn’t help but marvel at the power he held over the girl who had once been so far out of both his and Simon’s reach.

	 

	He gripped her hips and pulled her backward, running the thick shaft between the perfect globes of her buttocks. She cried out in shock when he pushed her head down onto Simon’s pillow, then moaned when his hands slip her ass cheeks like a ripe fruit, exposing her tight, wet pussy. Adam paused for a moment, savoring the sight of her swollen pink labia dripping onto Simon’s sheets. He thought about how close Simon had come to this moment — if only he had acted sooner, taken charge like Adam had done.

	 

	And now the prize was his.

	 

	“Are you ready for this?” he asked, gripping his cock and teasing her entrance with the swollen head.

	 

	“Please,” Sherry whispered breathlessly, her voice shaking with need. “I can’t take it anymore. I need you inside me.”

	 

	With a wicked grin, Adam thrust forward, burying himself deep within her slick folds. Sherry screamed in pleasure, the sensation of being filled completely overwhelming her senses. As he stabbed into her with harsh thrusts, the small dorm room filled with the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh, Sherry’s squeals echoing off the white, cinderblock walls.

	 

	“God, you’re so tight,” Adam groaned, reaching down to grip her hips and pull her back onto him. He could feel her inner cunt clenching around him, pulling him deeper as though afraid he might slip away. But he wasn’t going anywhere, not when he could feel the pressure building within him, urging him to claim her body.

	 

	“Adam!” Sherry cried out, her nails digging into the sheets as she struggled to maintain her position. “Please, don’t stop! I need it!”

	 

	“Tell me how good it feels,” Adam demanded, his voice laced with a dark hunger. “Tell me how much better I am than Simon could ever be.”

	 

	“Y-you’re amazing,” Sherry gasped, her body wracked with shudders as another wave of pleasure coursed through her. “I-I’ve never felt anything like this before. Please, just keep going…”

	 

	Adam relished in her praise, knowing that he had bested Simon in every possible way. He continued to thrust into her, each movement driving his cock deeper inside her quivering depths. The knowledge that he was doing this on Simon’s bed, in the very place where his friend slept and dreamed of Sherry, only heightened the experience for him.

	 

	Sherry’s moans grew louder and more desperate as Adam continued to hammer into her, her breaths coming in ragged gasps as he pushed her closer and closer to the edge. Her body trembled with unbridled desire, the sensations coursing through her so intense that she could barely think straight.

	 

	“Tell me I’m the best you’ve ever had,” he growled, his voice low and dangerous as he continued his relentless assault on her senses.

	 

	“Y-you’re…the best,” Sherry choked out, her words punctuated by a sharp cry of pleasure as Adam drove himself deeper inside her. “No one…has ever made me feel like this…before.”

	 

	“Damn right,” Adam growled, his movements growing even more frenzied as he felt his own climax creeping closer.

	 

	“Please…” Sherry sobbed, her body wracked with shudders as she teetered on the brink of release. “I can’t take it anymore… I need to come!”

	 

	“Then come for me,” Adam ordered, his grip on her hips tightening as he thrust into her one last time, sending her spiraling over the edge.

	 

	Sherry’s body arched upward, her hands pressing into the pillows as if she might fall away from them. Her lips parted slightly and a long, throaty moan of pleasure escaped. The rush of her orgasm swept through her like an electrical storm, blinding in its intensity and wracking her with aftershocks that seemed to go on forever. As the last ripples faded away, she collapsed onto the bed, beads of sweat dripping down her temple.

	 

	Adam pulled out of her trembling form, positioning himself above her so that his cock hovered just inches from her flushed, tear-streaked face. Her eyes fluttered open, the dazed expression on her face making it clear that she was still reeling from the force of her climax.

	 

	“Look at me,” he demanded, his voice a sinister whisper as he stared down at her. Sherry obeyed, her gaze meeting his with an almost feral intensity.

	 

	As Adam looked into her eyes, he caught sight of the picture of Simon’s family on the bedside table — the smiling faces seeming to mock him even as they fueled his twisted desire. It was a stark reminder of what he was doing, the perverse pleasure he took in cuckolding his so-called friend.

	 

	The sight was enough to push him over the edge, and with a guttural cry, he released himself, his orgasm ripping through him with a ferocity that left him breathless. The pleasure that burst through Adam’s body was almost unbearable, as if his very soul were being torn from the depths of his balls. It felt like a dam had burst within him, an unrelenting torrent of thick, viscous cum erupting from his monstrous cock and splattering across Sherry’s beautiful face. Hot ropes of the thick, creamy jizz dripped down her heated cheeks and pooled around her parted lips. He stared hungrily at her; her face glazed with a viscous layer of his milky essence.

	 

	“Ugh… oh god…” Sherry moaned, her mind completely consumed by her desire for Adam and the humiliating satisfaction she derived from being coated in his seed. Her eyelids fluttered, heavy with lust, as she looked up at him blearily. The once-pristine visage now marred by the lewd mess he’d made of her, transforming her into an obscene symbol of their wicked act.

	 

	Adam couldn’t help but laugh aloud, a cruel and mocking sound that echoed against the walls of Simon’s bedroom. His eyes fell upon the pillow beneath Sherry’s head, where a spreading stain of his cum was seeping into the fabric. “Would you look at that,” he sneered, pointing it out to her. “Poor Simon’s pillow is ruined.”

	 

	She followed his gaze, her expression wavering between horror and a perverse kind of delight. “Oh, God! What do we do?” she asked, her voice barely audible beneath the weight of her shame.

	 

	“Simple,” Adam replied, smirking as he ran the fat tip of his cock through the rapidly cooling cum on her lips. “If Simon asks you out, say yes.”

	 

	Her brow furrowed at the unexpected suggestion, confusion clouding her lust-addled thoughts. “Why?” she murmured, struggling to comprehend his motives.

	 

	“Simon’s not like me,” Adam told her, his voice dripping with contempt. “He’s a nice guy. He deserves a chance, don’t you think?”

	 

	Sherry hesitated for a moment, her mind torn between her lust for Adam and the guilt of betraying Simon. But as she looked up into Adam’s cold, calculating eyes, she couldn’t deny the truth of his words. “Not like you,” she agreed softly, her voice barely more than a whisper.

	 

	“Exactly,” he said, his smile widening as Sherry gave the tip of his cock a reverential kiss. “Not like me at all.”

	 

	 


Chapter 4: Unsuspecting Roommate Has Coffee with The Crush Who Cuckolded Him!
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	As Simon entered the dimly lit dormitory, he was shocked by the unexpected appearance of Sherry Tomkins emerging from his room. Her flushed cheeks and tousled golden hair seemed to radiate an ethereal beauty and Simon was suddenly struck by the idea his desire had conjured the pretty blonde out of ether.

	 

	“Sherry?” he asked, his tone too high. He took a shallow breath and voice to a normal octave. “What brings you here?”

	 

	A momentary flicker of hesitation flashed across her face, causing her to stumble over her words. “I, uh, missed class today,” she stammered, nervously tucking a stray lock of blonde hair behind her ear. “And… And I thought I could borrow your notes, if that’s okay with you.”

	 

	Simon’s heart hammered wildly in his chest as he processed her request. Did she seem nervous? By him? His mind raced with the thrilling possibility that Sherry had sought him out for more than just his notes.

	 

	She could have gotten them at anytime, he thought. There was no need to come all the way to his room for that.

	 

	“Of course,” he said as hope rose in his chest. “I’d be happy to help you catch up on what you missed.”

	 

	Simon’s heart pounded in his chest as he mustered the courage he had been searching for, but his mind was captivated by Sherry’s pretty face. Her red lips looked puffy and almost bruised, her hair messier than usual, but that only added to her sexiness. He even saw that she had missed a button on her sweater, causing his gaze to wander to her breasts. Had she been so nervous to see him, she hadn’t buttoned her sweater correctly?

	 

	At that moment, the door opened, and Adam stepped out into the hall.

	 

	“Hey!” Adam said amiably. “I was just telling Sherry you’d be back soon and should wait.”

	 

	“You… you did?”

	 

	Adam gave Simon a wink behind Sherry’s back threw him a less than discrete thumbs up. Adam smiled at his friend and Simon felt his courage returning.

	 

	“Sherry,” he began, his voice trembling despite his best efforts to steady it. “I… I was wondering if you’d like to grab a coffee. We could go over the notes there.”

	 

	As the words left his mouth, a grin spread across his Adam’s face.

	 

	“Um, sure, Simon,” Sherry replied hesitantly, her gaze darting between him and the floor. Her fingers twisted together nervously, betraying the turmoil of emotions that bubbled beneath her carefully composed exterior.

	 

	“Guh… Great,” Simon choked out, his throat suddenly dry as the desert. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from Sherry’s heaving chest, his mind racing with thoughts of what lay hidden beneath the flimsy fabric of her blouse. The knowledge that Adam stood just a few feet away, silently watching their every move, only sharpened the thrill.

	 

	“Ok?” Sherry asked, casting a furtive, questioning glance over her shoulder at Adam. Simon saw the look and was alarmed. Was she second guessing her decision?

	 

	Adam was way ahead of him. He nodded at Sherry, then stepped into the doorway of their dorm room.

	 

	“You kids have fun!” Adam gave them a final impish grin, and shut the door behind him.

	 

	“Well, uh… I guess we should go?” Simon asked.

	 

	Sherry looked at the door for a moment, then turned back to Simon. She hesitated, then her face broke out into a dazzling smile.

	 

	“Yes,” she said and wrapped her arm in his. The warmth of her body was electric and Simon felt his heart hammer against his rib cage as Sherry led them towards the exit. “Let’s go.”

	 

	As soon as they left the dorms, she released his arm, which disappointed Simon, but she did take his hand. The night was frosty, the crisp air biting at his cheeks, but Simon didn’t notice. He would have walked through a tundra if only he could have Sherry next to him.

	 

	Sherry only had her sweater on, no doubt she had only walked from one dorm to another and hadn’t been prepared for the walk off-campus to the coffee shop. Simon sw her shiver and instinctively removed his coat.

	 

	“Here,” Simon said.

	 

	“Oh, that’s all right,” she said, but he was already wrapping it around her shoulders.

	 

	“No, please,” Simon said. “My mother would kill me if I didn’t offer you my coat.”

	 

	“Well, your mother raised you right,” Sherry smiled and draped the coat like a robe over her shoulders, then sought Simon’s hand, eagerly gripping it.

	 

	Simon beamed, silently thanking his mother for raising him to be a gentleman.

	 

	The dimly lit café came into the view and the warmth gripped them as the door’s swung open. The cozy interior and the smell of coffee beans wrapped“No, please,” Simon said. “My mother would kill me if I didn’t offer you my coat.”

	 

	“Well, your mother raised you right,” Sherry smiled and draped the coat like a robe, but she still sought out his hand and he eagerly gripped it.

	 

	The door to the cozily lit cafe opened and welcomed the couple with a warm embrace. As they settled across from one another, Simon could hardly tear his eyes away from the vision of loveliness before him as Sherry delicately sipped her hot chocolate, her pink tongue darting out to catch a stray drop of aped cream.

	 

	“Here are the notes you missed,” Simon said, trying to focus on the task at hand. His fingers hesitated over the pages, tracing the loops and curves of his own handwriting as if they were a lifeline in the raging sea of emotions that threatened to drown him. “If you have questions, please ask.”

	 

	“Thank you, Simon,” Sherry murmured, her eyes downcast as they followed the lines of text. “You’re always so helpful.”

	 

	As the seconds ticked by, an undercurrent of urgency gnawed at Simon’s heart. He longed to confess the depth of his feelings for Sherry, yet feared the consequences. Would she laugh at him? Or worse, would she give him a pitying smile and tell him she just wanted to be friends? The questions tormented him, and he found himself unable to focus on anything but the soft curve of her lips, the gentle rise and fall of her chest as she breathed.

	 

	Simon’s heart thudded in his chest like a tribal drum, the rich aroma of coffee and cocoa enveloping him like a warm blanket. He felt the smooth wooden table beneath his fingertips, cool to the touch, as he gathered his courage. Sherry sat across from him, her golden hair framing her angelic face.

	 

	“Sherry,” he began, voice trembling, “I’ve been wanting to, um, ask you something.”

	 

	Her gaze met his, curiosity mingling with a hint of vulnerability. Simon swallowed hard, a knot in his throat. His mind raced as he searched for the perfect words, but they eluded him like slippery eels in the murky depths of his thoughts.

	 

	“Would you, uh, maybe… like to go out with me?” he stammered, the question escaping him in a breathless rush.

	 

	A soft chuckle escaped Sherry’s lips, and Simon’s heart leaped at the sound. Her warm hand reached across the table, coming to rest upon his own trembling fingers. The contact sent a jolt of electricity through his veins, awakening every nerve ending in his body.

	 

	“Simon,” she murmured, a tender smile playing upon her lips, “I’d love to go out with you after the break.”

	 

	His heart soared, and yet there was a note of melancholy in her voice that tugged at the edges of his newfound joy. Sherry frowned slightly, her blue eyes clouding over like a summer storm.

	 

	“I just wish you’d asked sooner,” she confessed, her voice tinged with an inexplicable sadness.

	 

	Did I miss something? Simon wondered silently, his happiness momentarily marred by confusion. But as he looked into those captivating eyes, he focused on the positive: Sherry had agreed to go out with him! Whatever doubts haunted her thoughts, he would do his best to banish them.

	 

	“Better late than never,” he offered with a shy smile.

	 

	“True,” Sherry agreed, her smile returning in full force, casting a warm glow that set Simon’s heart aflame.

	 

	The moment stretched between them, their hands still entwined across the table, as if tethered by an invisible thread. The world outside ceased to exist — all that mattered was the tender connection they shared.

	 

	***

	 

	They stepped out of the cozy coffee shop an hour later, the icy tendrils of winter’s breath grazing their cheeks and painting them with a rosy hue. The world outside seemed muted, as if all other sounds had receded and all that remained was Sherry’s voice.

	 

	“Thanks for helping me with the notes.”

	 

	“Of course,” he stammered, acutely aware of the heated flush that spread across his face. “That’s what friends are for.”

	 

	“Friends,” Sherry echoed, drawing out the word as if tasting it for the first time. She hesitated, her gaze drifting skyward, where ivory clouds drifted lazily across the velvet expanse of night. “Simon?”

	 

	“Y-yes?” he managed, his pulse quickening at the sound of his name on her lips.

	 

	“Thank you,” she breathed, her eyes meeting his once more. And then, without warning, she leaned in and pressed a gentle kiss to his cheek, her lips warm and tender against his skin. It was a fleeting touch — a mere brush of silk against satin — but it left him reeling.

	 

	“Goodnight, Simon,” she whispered, her warm breath caressing his cheek. She slid off his coat and placed it in his arms, then hurried away into the chilly night, leaving him to grapple with the potent cocktail of emotions that surged through him.

	 

	His body felt light, nearly weightless, as he made his way back to the dormitory, the ghostly impression of her lips still seared into his flesh. Every step seemed to lift him higher, as if he were ascending an invisible staircase toward the heavens themselves.

	 

	Is this what love feels like? he mused, the thought spiraling through his consciousness like a feather caught in a gust of wind. His heart swelled with anticipation, the promise of their future together propelling him forward on gossamer wings.

	 

	Adam was waiting for him when he got back and he jumped off his bed to give his friend a slap on the back.

	 

	“Simon!” he exclaimed, his voice dripping with anticipation. “Tell me everything! How did it go with Sherry?”

	 

	Simon’s cheeks flushed an even deeper shade of crimson as he floated through the doorway, still lost in the dreamy haze that had enveloped him since their parting. He hadn’t put on his coat. Instead, he held it in his hands, Sherry’s perfume wafting up from the folds. He could practically taste the lingering sweetness of her breath, the soft warmth of her lips against his skin — an enticing symphony that played on in his mind, each note resonating with the pulsating beat of his heart.

	 

	“Uh… it was… wonderful,” Simon murmured, his voice barely more than a whisper. “She… she kissed me, Adam.”

	 

	Adam’s face broke into a grin, the corners of his mouth stretching nearly to his ears. He studied Simon’s expression, the way his eyes seemed to glaze over with desire, his pupils dilating to swallow the world whole.

	 

	“Ah, bro!” Adam crooned, savoring the words as they rolled off his tongue. “You’re in love!”

	 

	Simon sank down onto his own bed, his body trembling with the force of his emotions. The rush of excitement mingled with the undertow of guilt and shame, drawing him ever deeper into the swirling vortex of his desires.

	 

	“Adam,” he whispered, as if confessing his darkest secret. “I want her so much, but… what if she doesn’t feel the same?”

	 

	“Ah, my friend,” Adam said with mock superiority. “That is the eternal question, isn’t it? But fear not, for I shall be here to guide you through the treacherous waters of love.”

	 

	“Thank you, Adam,” Simon breathed, his heart swelling with gratitude for his friend.

	 

	He twisted in his pillow and notice a scent, musky and sour, rising from his bed. He sat up and looked down at his pillow.

	 

	“What’s wrong, Simon?” Adam asked.

	 

	“Nothing,” Simon replied. “I just noticed that my pillow smells… different.” He hesitated, then felt the giddy happiness as he remembered Sherry’s chaste kiss. “I think I should wash the sheets, but… I’m too happy right now. I’ll do it when I get home.”

	 

	“Ah, yes!” Adam said and picked up the picture of Simon’s family. “I’m sure the lovely Eliza would be happy to wash your stanky sheets.”

	 

	“Stop it!” Simon laughed, but Adam wasn’t wrong. He knew his mother would do his laundry, and the feeling of warmth he got when he thought of seeing his family heightened his joy. Even though he longed to be with Sherry, he knew that he also missed his family.

	 

	As his roommate settled down into the pillow stained with his cum, Adam smiled and set the picture of Simon’s family down. Adam hoped Christmas would be as much fun as rooming with poor Simon. And if everything worked out with Simon’s family, he might even let him have the adorable Sherry.

	 

	After all, Adam thought to himself as he looked at the lovely smiles of Simon’s mother and sister. I think I’m going to have my hands full!

	 

	 


Chapter 5: Nerdy Guy Recalls Illicit Encounters with His Foster Mom!
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	The warm glow of the Walker house welcomed Adam and Simon as they pulled into the driveway. Festive decorations adorned the front lawn, with twinkling fairy lights casting a soft, inviting aura over the property as white smoke curled up from a red chimney.

	 

	“Man, your folks really go all out, huh?” Adam remarked.

	 

	Simon grinned. “Yeah, Mom loves the holidays. It’s always been a big deal for us.”

	 

	As they approached the front door, it reminded Adam of another door, albeit without the warm glow of the lights and the aromatic scent of wood smoke cutting through the crisp night. It was a cheap aluminum door attached to a yellow trailer faded to the color of piss and listing slightly to the side on its chassis.

	 

	A door opened in his mind, and she was there. The first time he met Heather, he was in awe of her glowing, scarlet red hair and the soft, matronly feel of her bosom as she folded him into a warm hug.

	 

	“Isn’t this great, Adam?” the social worker, a heavyset black lady with tired eyes, said.

	 

	“Yeah,” he said, drowning in a haze of Heather’s cheap perfume. Finally, she let him breathe, then held out her hand, soft and pale. Adam hesitated, then took it, finding it warm and followed Heather inside the trailer.

	 

	Adam and his parents had been driving down I-5 when they hit a patch of black ice. Their car had swerved into the wrong lane and slammed headlong into an oncoming semi truck and trailer. The car had been pulled half-a-mile down the interstate, his parents crushed in the front seat as Adam was thrown from the car. Whether it was fate, or the fact that his mother and father had been too drunk to notice that Adam had not been belted in, didn’t matter. What mattered was Adam had been ejected into the frigid air, then slid in his snowsuit across the slick pavement, and came to a rest as the truck continued on down the road, his parents ground into pulp in the front seat.

	 

	Adam’s parents had no family, at least no family who wanted a seven-year-old. So, probably in a drunken night of stupidity, they had signed Adam’s life over to their best drinking buddy.

	 

	And that was Heather.

	 

	Of course, Adam didn’t know this at the time. All he knew was that this beautiful, matronly creature had offered to take him in when he most needed it. The social worker, too, seemed to approve, her tired eyes skimming over the cracked linoleum and the tattered furniture. The facts were, the trailer was warm and there was a decent woman with no background of child abuse to take him in. It was better than a shelter.

	 

	Heather’s home lacked all the sparkling magic of the Walker household. Christmas was marked only by faded, slightly moldy decorations and a secondhand artificial tree, its branches wilting under the weight of the years. But despite the meager surroundings, Adam felt loved for the first time since his parents died. As they stepped into the Walker’s warm and welcoming home, his mind drifted back to the eleven years he spent under Heather’s care. The state provided her with money for his upkeep, but it rarely went towards improving their living conditions or even ensuring a steady supply of food. Instead, Heather would use the cash to buy alcohol, drowning herself in a sea of bottled oblivion. She would stagger home, clothes askew, announcing that she had met “the one” — the man who would finally take care of them both. But each time, these men were only temporary visitors to their lives, leaving just as quickly as they had arrived.

	 

	Adam’s bitterness grew slowly, like a festering wound. With each new man that entered Heather’s life, he felt her slipping further away from him. He craved the love and security that seemed to slip through his fingers, just out of reach. It was a need that gnawed at him constantly, driving him to despise the very woman who had once been his rock.

	 

	The memory that haunted him most was that Christmas night after he had turned 18. Huddled in his bed wearing two layers of clothes (Heather had once again forgotten to pay the heating bill), Adam heard the front door slam open. He heard a squeak which he thought was Heather and another, lower voice growling something inaudible, but dangerous.

	 

	He jumped out of bed, his heart racing, and opened the door to his bedroom. It was a short walk down the cracked linoleum hallway to the living room.

	 

	What he found was a scene that would forever be etched into his mind. Heather’s lush red hair bobbed up and down as she knelt before a disgusting, fat man whose gut spilled over the waistband of his pants like an avalanche of flesh. Her cheeks bulged obscenely as she worked her mouth over his cock, the sad, leaning Christmas tree in the corner casting a dim glow on their sordid tableau.

	 

	Heather had brought men home before, and on some late nights, he would hear her having sex. To his shame, he often masturbated as he listened to Heather’s man of the week make her bed squeak, and Heather moan, always using the generic name baby because she couldn’t remember who she was fucking.

	 

	But this, this was something different. He had never imagined Heather on her knees, sucking cock like a porn star, for a disgusting pig like the one seated on the couch. The same couch where they had just watched A Christmas Story on repeat and laughed every time Ralphie thought he shot his eye out with a BB gun.

	 

	The disgust that had been building in him boiled over. He stared down at Heather. His cock (even then he knew his cock was bigger than that fat bastard’s pathetic nubbin), grew rock hard in his pants.

	 

	“Who the fuck are you?” The fat man was the first to see him, Heather so intent on sucking his cock was oblivious to Adam’s presence. The fat man’s piggy eyes locked onto Adam, and the young man felt his hands ball into fists.

	 

	“Adam!” Heather came up for air, spittle dripping down her red lips. Her sweater had been pulled up to expose the fat, round globes of her breasts, tipped with hard pink nipples. Adam recognized the sweater as the one he had picked out for her two years before and never had a scene of Santa and his reindeer aroused him so much, yet made his stomach queasy with revulsion.

	 

	“Get the hell out of here, kid!” the fat man bellowed, his face reddening with anger.

	 

	“Adam, go back to your room,” Heather pleaded, her voice cracking as she tried to maintain some semblance of control over the situation. Her eyes flicked between the man and Adam, a mixture of shame and desperation in her gaze.

	 

	Anger filled Adam’s thin body, and he advanced on the couple. The fat man saw the challenge and tried to haul himself up from the seat. Adam used the advantage and threw his body onto the man, punching wildly at the pig-like face. Never had he wished he had the strength of the men that Heather brought home. Never had he wanted to hurt someone so bad.

	 

	Unfortunately, his blows had little effect and in one lurch, the fat man threw Adam into the air, crashing into Heather. He loomed over Adam and Adam saw the cock peeking out under the shelf of fat. It wiggled like a worm crushed under the weight of the man’s belly, and Adam couldn’t help it.

	 

	He laughed.

	 

	“You think this is funny, you little shit!” the fat man roared.

	 

	He reached down and pulled up Adam by the collar and slammed his meaty fist into Adam’s face. Heather screamed as the bastard hammered Adam again and again.

	 

	The pain was intense, the most intense he had ever felt, filling his head, then burning down his body as his nerve endings pulsed with signals if pain. After the first few strikes, however, Adam’s mind went blank, and he focused his mind on just one thing. The fat man’s tiny cock.

	 

	The blows finally stopped and Adam hung from the fat man’s hand by the ripped collar, his left eye was swollen shut and his mouth was a bloody mess.

	 

	“Not laughing now, are you, asshole?” The fat man asked.

	 

	Adam would never know where he found the strength, but he parted his bloody lips and grinned.

	 

	“Is that all you got?” he gurgled through the blood in his throat. He had meant the fat man’s cock, but Pig took it as a challenge to his strength and hit Adam again.

	 

	“YOU SHIT!” The fat man screamed and Adam was dimly aware of that ham-sized fist rising, rising, rising, blood dripping off his knuckles. Then Heather screamed, and the fist hammered once more into Adam’s face. There was a moment of blinding pain and then blissful darkness.

	 

	Adam wandered in and out of consciousness, barely aware of the trailer rocking underneath him. He thought it might be his head, but when he finally opened his eyes he saw her.

	 

	Heather had lured her brutish lover back to the couch, ignoring the bleeding form of Adam on the floor. She had climbed on top of the bloated pug, her soft, pale thighs spread wide to straddle Pig’s thick waist. Her moans filled the small trailer as she did her best to ride his cock, her body pressed up against the fat, clammy belly of the man on the couch.

	 

	Adam watched in disbelief as he floated in and out of consciousness. Heather’s desperate cries bounced off the thin walls of the trailer and pierced his heart. Pig’s thick fingers dug into the pale flesh of Heather’s buttocks, grunting into her heavy breasts as she screwed her hips into his lap.

	 

	Adam felt the furious pounding of his blood as his fists clenched in rage, and a helplessness that made him curl up on the floor, unable to do anything to stop this lewd sight. And, all the while, his cock was rock hard in his pants, fighting to break free.

	 

	“Oh, yes, baby!” Heather moaned. “Just like that, baby! Oh, I love it! I love it!”

	 

	The words were like blades of ice in his heart, Heather’s voice caught between adoration and lust. How could she do something like that with such an ugly man? And while he was lying, damaged and barely conscious on the floor? Yet, she seemed to enjoy it, her body moving faster on top of Pig until the fat man’s face was red and dripping with sweat.

	 

	I hope you have a heart attack! Adam thought impotently, but Pig was still very much alive and he showed it by ripping back on Heather’s hair and forcing her to her knees. Adam watch as the behemoth pushed himself up from the sofa and loomed over the woman who had raised him.

	 

	With one hand, he hauled his fat up and out of the way and, with the other, her stroked his thin cock, the thick foreskin peeling back to reveal the angry red head of his cock.

	 

	“Oh, you fucking whore!” he spat, wavering back and forth on the heavy balls of his feet. “Oh, I’m going to give it to you!”

	 

	“Yes, baby!” Heather moaned, as if it was the most precious thing anyone could give her. “Please, baby! Give it to me!”

	 

	Adam felt like screaming out at both of them — telling them how wrong this all was — –but he simply laid there and took it all in. As much as he hated seeing Heather subjected to such violence and degradation, there was something thrilling about watching what should have been forbidden. Part of him felt like Heather deserved to be shamed, to be stained in the home she had defiled with the fat man’s presence.

	 

	Pig grunted once more, then his cock belched out a thick, hot rope of cum over Heather’s mouth. Remarkably, the woman licked her lips, lapping at the gooey jizz, her pink tongue coated with spunk. Adam’s cock twitched violently in his pants as Pig unloaded stream after stream of cum until Heather’s red lips were glazed with his dirty lust.

	 

	“Fuck, Heather!” Pig chuckled. “You never disappoint!”

	 

	Heather just moaned indulgently and Adam’s guts twisted as he watched her wipe the thick jizz from her lips and suck the offering off her fingers. She smiled up at Pig like he was her master and she was nothing more than his good pet.

	 

	“Merry Christmas!” Pig laughed and aimed a half-hearted kick at Adam, who cringed away from him, only making the fat man laugh harder. “Hope you learned something, boy! Don’t interrupt your betters when they’re having fun.”

	 

	Heather said nothing, but Adam was gratified to see her adoring smile slip. Then, Pig took out a ball of crumpled bills and threw them on the floor in front of the redhead.

	 

	“For God’s sake, woman, get the heat turned on in here!” he snarled, hitching up his pants to leave. “Hell knows you make enough selling your ass. You ought to be able to afford a better place, let alone heat!”

	 

	With that, the man that Adam would always think of as Pig stomped out of the trailer, leaving a bleeding, aching Adam and sticky, naked Heather behind.

	 

	“Simon!” A bright, breathy voice snapped him out of his reverie. Blinking back to reality, he looked around, disoriented. They were standing in the entryway, doors leading off to the left and right and a staircase adorned with pictures of the Walker family ascending the wall to the second floor.

	 

	And through the door to the left of the steps came Eliza Walker herself. Adam’s breath caught in his throat as he took in the sight of her. She was an incredibly beautiful woman, her shoulder-length brown hair framing a face that could have graced the cover of any magazine. Her blue eyes sparkled like sapphires, and her full lips curved into a welcoming smile that sent shivers down his spine. Despite the modest blue dress and white apron she was wearing, Eliza’s voluptuous figure was impossible to ignore. Her ample breasts seemed to strain against the fabric, as if trying to free themselves from their confinement. The tapered at the waist, then flared out at the wide hips. She was every bit the woman he had pictured, an exterior domestic exterior hiding a lush, sexy creature just waiting to be freed. Adam couldn’t help but feel a stirring of lust deep within him.

	 

	“Oh, it’s so good to see you boys!” Eliza gushed as she stepped forward, enveloping each young man in a warm embrace.

	 

	Adam was reminded of another hug, over eleven years ago, except this one didn’t stink of cheap perfume to hide the scent of alcohol on Heather’s breath. Instead, Eliza smelled like cookies and the scent of apple blossoms from the shampoo she used. It was a fresh, homey scent and that contrasted with the lewd heaviness of her breasts that pressed against his chest. His cock responded to the hug, his arousal growing stronger by the second, but he fought to keep his composure.

	 

	“Thanks, Mrs. Walker,” he murmured, struggling to maintain his outwardly friendly demeanor.

	 

	“Please, call me Eliza,” she insisted with a wink that sent his heart racing. “Come in, come in!”

	 

	“There they are!”

	 

	Simon’s father, David, came into the hallway. He had Simon’s slight build, glasses and thinning gray hair. Adam couldn’t help but notice how vivacious Mrs. Walker looked when compared to Mr. Walker.

	 

	He doesn’t deserve her, Adam thought to himself as David gave Simon a hug, then turned to Adam.

	 

	“You must be Adam,” he said. “It’s nice to finally meet you.”

	 

	He gave Adam a firm, but warm handshake, then a gentle pat on the back for good measure. Adam tensed as if under attack, then forced himself to relax. Mr. Walker wasn’t trying to hurt him. In fact, it was quite the opposite.

	 

	He was trying to welcome Adam to the family.

	 

	Despite himself, he couldn’t help but feel a sense of warmth as Simon’s father accepted him at face value. It was a genuine, lovely sentiment, the kind a man who has everything in life could afford to have.

	 

	Like a fat old ram in a field full of ewes, Adam thought. Too bad I’m the wolf.

	 

	As they headed up the stairs, Adam couldn’t help but be transfixed by Eliza’s every movement. The way her hips swayed as she walked, the gentle bounce of her breasts with each step. Maternal and intimately sexy all at the same time.

	 

	“Adam?” Simon’s voice jolted him out of his thoughts once again. “You okay, man?”

	 

	“Yeah,” he replied, forcing a smile. “Just… taking it all in, you know? It’s really nice here.”

	 

	Simon grinned, oblivious to the storm brewing within his friend. “I’m glad you like it. I think you’re really going to enjoy staying here.”

	 

	As Adam followed Simon up the stairs to his room, his gaze lingered on Eliza as she disappeared through the door to the kitchen.

	 

	I think I will. He smiled to himself. This place is perfect.

	 

	 


Chapter 6: Loving Mother Is Shocked by The Massive Cock of Her Son’s Nerdy Best Friend!
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	Eliza stood in the dimly lit dining room, feeling a sense of joy as she placed the finishing touches on the table. It was so nice to have people in the house again. The place was just too large for her and David, the lack of spark in the bedroom only making it worse.

	 

	But now, Simon was back home, and he’d even brought a friend. Adam seemed nice, if a little shy. A cute boy, but like her Simon, he tended towards the skinny side.

	 

	Maybe he just needs some good food to put some meat on his bones, she thought, then laughed at herself for thinking like a mother.

	 

	The beautiful housewife cast a final approving glance at the table. Feeling a sense of accomplishment, Eliza took a deep breath and ascended the stairs, her footsteps light against the plush carpeted steps.

	 

	Eliza’s fingers grazed the wooden surface of her son’s door, hesitating for a moment before rapping gently against it. The echo of her knuckles resounded through the hallway, and she listened as Simon’s voice called out in response, “Come in!”

	 

	Stepping into the room, Eliza found Simon hunched over his computer, deeply engrossed in an online game. His fingers danced across the controller, eyes fixed on the glowing screen as he navigated the virtual world with practiced ease.

	 

	“Simon, have you seen Adam?” Eliza asked, her voice barely audible above the cacophony of electronic sound effects that filled the air.

	 

	“Uh, I think he’s in the bathroom,” Simon replied, not tearing his gaze away from the game. “Why? Is everything okay?”

	 

	“Everything’s fine, dear.” Eliza smiled and ruffled her son’s tousled hair. “Dinner will be ready soon. Just making sure everyone’s accounted for.”

	 

	“Alright, Mom,” Simon said, nodding absentmindedly as he continued to focus on his game.

	 

	Eliza turned and stepped from Simon’s room and walked down the hall to the bathroom. A curl of steam wafted through the slightly open doorway and Eliza paused. She certainly didn’t want to walk in on him while he was in the shower!

	 

	“Adam?” she called out softly, her knuckles tapping against the door frame.

	 

	“Come on in!” Adam called and Eliza heaved a sigh of relief and opened the door.

	 

	There, standing amidst the foggy haze, was Adam, completely naked. His slender body glistened with droplets of water that clung to his skin like tiny diamonds, his damp blonde hair clinging to the curve of his neck. The sight sent a shiver down Eliza’s spine, a forbidden thrill that both excited and terrified her.

	 

	“Adam!” she stammered. “Oh, my God! Why did you… my God! I’ll just — “

	 

	She stopped as the words died in her throat. The steam swirling around the bathroom seemed to thicken, each tendril curling and weaving around Adam’s body, then clearing away like a fog as Eliza’s eyes moved downward.

	 

	She gasped in shock. There, between Adam’s slender legs, hung a monstrous appendage that defied logic and reason. It seemed impossibly large, like a thick, veiny python hanging halfway down his thigh, but twitching as if summoning the energy for a strike.

	 

	Eliza stepped backward and hit the doorframe. My God! she thought desperately. It’s huge! Its girthy length was the size of her forearm and bulbous head was an alarming shade of purple that contrasted with the pale skin of Adam’s sinewy body. A bead of pre-cum glistened expectantly at the tip, and the stay-at-home parent’s tongue involuntarily flicked out to wet her lip as she looked at.

	 

	“Like what you see?” Adam asked, his young voice sounded smug. He gave his colossal member a casual stroke, its heavy weight shifting in his grasp as he did so.

	 

	A gasp escaped Eliza’s lips, the sound sharp and cutting as it broke through the foggy haze that filled the room. Her face burned with a mixture of embarrassment and desire — two opposing forces that waged war within her trembling heart. She quickly averted her gaze, unwilling to meet Adam’s piercing stare any longer.

	 

	“Adam, I… I’m sorry,” Eliza stammered, her confusion and guilt roiling within her like a storm that threatened to capsize her very sanity.

	 

	“Sorry for what, Eliza?” Adam asked, his tone deceptively gentle. “Surely Simon’s dad has a penis.”

	 

	She shook her head. David had nothing like that… that monster!

	 

	Oh, God! David!

	 

	Her husband was just downstairs and her son, her son was just down that hall. And here she was, looking at a young boy’s cock.

	 

	No, not a boy! A naughty voice whispered in her mind. A man! ALL man!

	 

	“Adam, I…” Eliza stammered, her words trembling on the precipice of regret and longing. “I shouldn’t have… This isn’t right.” Her chest heaved with each breath, a dizzying mixture of guilt and desire swirling through her veins like a potent elixir.

	 

	“Don’t worry about it, Mrs. Walker, Adam replied, placing an emphasis on her married name. He gave her a casual smile, his eyes lingering on her flushed face, a spark of mischief dancing in his gaze. “I won’t tell anyone if you won’t.”

	 

	Eliza’s face burned with embarrassment. The way he said that as if… as if she had actually meant to see him like this.

	 

	She forced her eyes upward and looked directly into Adam’s face. Her heart was hammering in her chest, but she was no longer going to let him see it.

	 

	“Right,” she said, her voice steadier than she felt. “Dinner is ready. You should get dressed and head downstairs before it gets cold.” The mundane reminder of their shared meal served as an anchor, grounding her in reality once more.

	 

	“Of course,” Adam agreed, his tone light and playful, as if they were discussing the weather. “I’ll be down in a minute.”

	 

	Heart pounding, Eliza stumbled back from the doorway, her body trembling with a mixture of fear, guilt, and desire. The images of his cock filled her mind and Adam’s knowing smile that seemed to know so much more than a young man should know.

	 

	She imagined what would have happened if she hadn’t summoned the courage to leave. Would he have reached for her, touched her? Kissed her? And would she, in turn, have kissed him back and maybe… maybe she would have sunk to her knees to taste that —

	 

	“Mom?”

	 

	Eliza cried out as Simon stepped out of his room. She took a step back and almost stumbled on the stairs.

	 

	“Oh, Simon!” she breathed. “Sorry! You scared me?”

	 

	“Did you find Adam?”

	 

	Eliza tried to pull her mind back from the images she had conjured in her mind. Her heart was racing and she could feel a deep, wet pull inside of her belly, a feeling so inappropriate when you’re standing in front of your son.

	 

	She realized that she hadn’t answered Simon’s question. In fact, Simon looked worried and she wondered how long she had been standing there, unable to speak.

	 

	“She found me.”

	 

	Eliza looked up, afraid that Adam might be standing in the hallway wearing nothing but beads of water dripping off his young body and his knowing smile.

	 

	Instead, Adam was dressed in shorts and a t-shirt. He came up beside her son, an innocent expression on his face. He looked just like what he was, a young man, just out of boyhood, with a messy tangle of blond hair and a slight build. Nothing about him indicated the virile monster that lay waiting under those baggy shorts.

	 

	“You OK, Mrs. Walker?” Adam said and stepped forward to help her.

	 

	“No!” Eliza cried and stepped back. She stumbled on the top step but caught the railing before tumbling backward.

	 

	Simon was looking at her like she was crazy, or drunk. Strangely, she felt like she was both.

	 

	And Adam? Adam just smiled, his knowing look hidden from her son.

	 

	“I — I’m fine, boys,” she finally managed to say, offering a chuckle. “Just uh… tripped is all. You both come down for dinner, all right?”

	 

	The air seemed to thicken as Eliza brought the food in from the kitchen, her chest tightening with each step she took. Her eyes darted to Adam, who lounged in one of the dining room chairs, his confident smile and easy demeanor sending shivers down her spine. The soft glow of the dimmed lights cast shadows that danced across his face, making him look even younger.

	 

	Get a hold of yourself, Eliza! the wife and mother said to herself as she set the roast down on the table.

	 

	“This looks great, hon,” David said, drawing her attention away from the young man.

	 

	“Oh, it’s nothing,” she said modestly. “It’s just roast.”

	 

	“It looks amazing, Mrs. Walker,” he replied, his gaze locking onto hers with an intensity that left her breathless. “So much better than what we’ve been eating at college.”

	 

	Eliza’s heart fluttered in her chest at what seemed like a double meaning in the young man’s innocuous statement. A mixture of excitement and embarrassment battled for dominance within her. She turned away from Adam, busying herself with getting food on the plates, her hands shaking.

	 

	“Is everything alright, Mom?” Simon asked.

	 

	“Y-yes, dear,” Eliza stammered, forcing a weak smile onto her face. “I’m just a bit tired, that’s all.”

	 

	She couldn’t help but steal another glance at Adam, her eyes drawn to the way his fingers tapped rhythmically against his thigh, a silent reminder of how close he was to… it. What would it feel like, she wondered, to wrap her hands around that thick cock? Would she even be able to hold it with both hands?

	 

	“You’re a lucky man, Mr. Walker,” Adam’s voice punctuated her illicit thoughts and she fought to tamp down on them as Adam turned to her husband. “Your family is beautiful. You must be very proud.”

	 

	“Thank you,” David replied, grinning proudly. “I do my best to take care of them.”

	 

	“I’m sure you do,” Adam said and gave Eliza that damn, knowing smile. How could David miss this young man’s meaning? It was etched into that smile and the too mature gaze from his boyish face.

	 

	David was oblivious as he raised a bite of the succulent roast to his mouth. Eliza’s heart raced like a wild stallion as she tried to focus on the delicious meal before her. She picked up her fork, yet all she could think about was the brief, illicit sight of Adam naked in the bathroom.

	 

	“Where are your daughters?” Adam asked.

	 

	“Oh, Lily is staying with a friend for a few days. She should be back by next week.”

	 

	Adam smiled, taking in the information. Eliza was relieved that his attention had been pulled away from her as she spoke to David and Simon, her family oblivious to the emotional turmoil inside of her. She was just starting on her potatoes when Adam turned his attention back to her.

	 

	“Mrs. Walker, this roast is exquisite,” Adam said, his words sincere but his look carrying that damned double meaning. She blushed, with embarrassment sure, but underneath flickered something else. Pride that the young man had noticed her beauty.

	 

	“Thank you, dear,” she murmured, forcing a smile onto her trembling lips.

	 

	As she ate her food, she gave surreptitious glances around the table and couldn’t help but notice Adam’s confident posture and the way he seemed to command the space around him. He was so small, yet he spoke like a man.

	 

	And no wonder! With something like that between his legs? He must have enormous big dick energy!

	 

	Adam’s eyes met hers briefly, a spark of unspoken knowledge passing between them like a secret shared beneath the covers. She felt the familiar heat rise within her, and her fingers tightened around her fork, the silverware digging into her palm.

	 

	“Mom, can you pass the potatoes?” Simon asked, oblivious to her inner turmoil.

	 

	“Of course, sweetheart,” she replied, her voice quivering as she passed the bowl to her son, barely able to keep her hands steady.

	 

	As the conversations continued around her, Eliza couldn’t shake the image of Adam’s naked body, his impossibly large cock etched into her memory like a brand. She felt an uncontrollable desire welling up within her, threatening to spill over and drown her in its irresistible pull.

	 

	“Eliza?” David’s voice broke through her reverie once again, his hand reaching out hesitantly to touch her arm. “You seem…distracted.”

	 

	Oh shit! Say something! Say something!

	 

	Eliza stilled her heart and forced a wide smile to her face. She reached out and gripped David’s hand, feeling his warm presence under her trembling fingers.

	 

	“I’m fine, dear.” Her eyes skirted past Adam and landed on Simon, pushing down the explicit thoughts in her mind. “I’m just glad my boy is home.”

	 

	Adam watched the display of a loving family coming together for the holiday and Eliza could have sworn that she saw an icy look pass across his boyish features. The smile was still there, but that smile no longer met his eyes.

	 

	Eliza felt a sudden chill and suppressed a tremor that threatened to give away her thoughts.

	 

	Enough! She told herself. You are imagining things. There is no way he wants you. You’re old enough to be his mother!

	 

	The stern thoughts made her feel better and she sat a bit straighter, the chill gone. She’d seen Adam naked, so what? It meant nothing. She was married with two grown children. Thinking about the naked body of a boy her son’s age was just sick.

	 

	Besides, with his energy and the monstrous weapon Adam was packing in his pants, he could be with a much younger woman.

	 

	Why would he want a mature, loving wife and mother?

	 

	It was ridiculous.

	 

	 


Chapter 7: Nerd Has Revenge Fuck with His Redheaded Foster Mom!
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	“G’night, Adam,” Simon said sleepily, his voice already trailing off as he pulled the covers over himself. The room was dimly lit, and the quiet hum of central heating provided a comforting rhythm.

	 

	“Night, Simon,” Adam replied with a smile on his lips. He lay on his back, hands folded behind his head, while his eyes remained open. As Simon drifted off to sleep, Adam’s thoughts wandered to Eliza. He couldn’t shake the image of the look on her face when she saw him naked; a mix of shock, curiosity, and something else… desire?

	 

	Eliza had been nervous around him all night. She fidgeted whenever he was near, her eyes darting away quickly, avoiding his gaze. It was cute, like a scared rabbit. Whenever she spoke, her voice wavered, betraying her anxiety. It was as if she was trying to keep herself from thinking about what she had seen — but the more she tried, the more her thoughts seemed to revolve around it.

	 

	Adam could tell she was attracted to him, despite her best efforts to hide it. He wondered if her husband could satisfy her. Oh, it was obvious they loved each other, but he could tell by David’s lack of energy and Eliza’s reaction to Adam’s body that she must be craving more.

	 

	And that’s where Adam came in. He reveled in the idea of fulfilling Eliza’s unspoken desires, giving her what her husband couldn’t. It wasn’t just about the sex for him; it was about power and control, asserting his dominance over another man’s wife. The taboo aspect of cuckolding David and in a different way Simon, that further excited him.

	 

	He felt a familiar stirring in his loins and imagined Eliza’s soft, supple body writhing beneath him, her moans of pleasure filling the air as he drove his cock deep inside of her, lifting her to heights of ecstasy she’d never experienced before.

	 

	And then, at that moment, she would be his.

	 

	Adam’s fingers trailed down his chest, coming to rest on the waistband of his boxers. He bit his lip as he slowly slipped a hand inside, taking hold of his ever-growing erection. Each stroke brought images of Eliza to the forefront of his mind, thoughts that were both tantalizing and forbidden.

	 

	He hadn’t always been so adept at reading a woman’s intentions or possessing the confidence he had now. After all, Adam had always been a skinny kid with one massive asset that wasn’t immediately noticeable. It hadn’t always been easy for him to tell when a woman was interested or how to convince them to take a peek under his hood to see what he had to offer.

	 

	No, that was a skill that had to be taught. And, for better or worse, it was the Pig who had made it all happen.

	 

	Let me help you, Adam, Heather’s voice seemed to whisper in his ear and he even imagined her warm breath on his ear lobe.

	 

	Heather’s face, flushed with concern, swam into his vision as his fantasies about Eliza morphed into memories of the woman who had raised him. That night, after Pig had left, she had helped him to bed. He had been alternating between nausea and pain and the next thing he knew, Heather was in bed with him, wearing nothing but a thin slip of a nightgown over her voluptuous body. Her eyes, filled with worry, had scanned his bruised and battered face as she held an ice pack to his swollen cheek.

	 

	“Why?” Adam had asked her through swollen lips.

	 

	“Because I need the money, sweetie,” she replied, her soft voice barely audible. “He… he isn’t so bad… most of the time.”

	 

	As his hand continued to work his throbbing shaft, Adam recalled the way Heather’s touch had felt on his skin, the warmth of her body pressed against his, soothing away the pain even as it ignited his desire for her. His cock had pushed forward, tenting his boxers. Heather’s eyes grew wide when she noticed.

	 

	“Holy shit, Adam!” She said chuckled. “Are you hard?”

	 

	Adam turned away, tears stinging his eyes, but that did nothing to calm the throbbing in his cock. Here was Heather, barely dressed, her heavy breasts pressing against his arm. She still smelled of sweat and sex, although she had washed Pig’s dirty cum off her face. It didn’t matter. A younger, more innocent Adam couldn’t stop his lust from boiling in his balls as Heather slowly lowered his hand to his cock.

	 

	“It is sooo big!” Heather murmured, her fingers brushing against his hardness as she applied the ice pack to his bruised face. Her eyes widened in surprise, and she couldn’t help but let out a soft gasp. “I didn’t know you were…this developed.”

	 

	He looked into her eyes, seeing genuine shock mixed with something else — curiosity, perhaps even desire. As if drawn by some magnetic force, Heather’s hand moved back to the bulge in his pants, gently tracing its outline. With trembling fingers, she carefully slid them down to reveal his throbbing cock.

	 

	Adam closed his eyes, feeling the confused feelings of lust, anger, and disgust rising within him. This was the woman who had essentially raised him, yet here she was, her pale fingers closing around his turgid flesh.

	 

	“Good Lord, Adam,” she breathed, her eyes glued to the enormous erection before her. “You’re going to make some woman very happy.”

	 

	“I… I am?” Adam asked hesitantly. “Huh… how?”

	 

	Heather licked her lips, and Adam could see the hunger in her eyes as she lifted his massive shaft towards her bruised, red lips. “Let me show you.”

	 

	Heather leaned in, placing a tender kiss at the base of his shaft before sliding her warm, wet tongue up his length. Adam watched, mesmerized as her lips parted and her pink tongue darted out and teased the sensitive underside of his cock. Then, with a wicked gleam at Adam, she opened her mouth a Adam groaned with relief as her warm, sucking mouth closed around the bulging head.

	 

	“God, you’re so big, Adam,” she gasped, trying in vain to take him all in. “So fucking thick. Mmm…”

	 

	Her excitement was infectious; Adam’s heart raced as he watched her take him deeper and deeper, her cheeks hollowing with each greedy suck. He could hardly believe this was happening, that the woman who had been like a mother to him was now worshiping his cock with such fervor.

	 

	Adam felt like he was in a dream, as Heather’s head bobbed up and down on his thrusting length. Her lips were soft and wet, her tongue exploring and teasing with each pass. His hands trembled as he ran them through her hair, feeling the silky softness against his skin.

	 

	Heather continued to pleasure him, her movements becoming more frenzied as her excitement built. Adam felt himself nearing the brink of orgasm, the heat rising in his body until it seemed like it would consume him entirely. But just before he could reach the peak of pleasure, Heather pulled away from him, leaving him trembling and panting for air.

	 

	“Not yet!” Heather gasped. “You need to learn how to hold out, no matter how much you want to come. You need to please me!”

	 

	Heather’s breasts were heaved with her ragged breaths, her hard pink nipples begging for attention. She took Adam’s hand and placed them on her breasts. Then, she moved into him, smashing her pale flesh into his palm. With her other hand, she pinched her nipple, twisting it which brought a deep, sultry moan from somewhere deep inside of her.

	 

	“Now you, baby!” Heather moaned. “Pinch my nipples.”

	 

	Adam took a deep breath and pinched one of her nipples, gently at first but then harder with each passing second. Heather gasped and moaned in pleasure, arching her back against him as he kneaded and pinched her pink nubs.

	 

	“That’s, baby!” she whined. “Now, I have got to feel that man cock!”

	 

	Adam trembled as Heather eagerly straddled him. She reached down and, with a practiced hand, rubbed the fat tip of his cock against the puffy, dripping lips of her cunt. Adam had a brief image of Heather riding that fat bastard Pig, then the thought was gone, washed away by Heather’s warm, wet tunnel.

	 

	The sensation of her oily softness enveloping him was indescribable, sending bolts of pure ecstasy shooting through his balls. Heather rocked back and forth, slowly at first, then building to a hard, frenzied pace. Adam lay pinned to the bed enthralled by the sight of Heather’s heavy breasts bouncing up and down as she bit her lip, taking him deeper and deeper inside her succulent depths.

	 

	Heather seemed to be in a world of her own, her eyes closed as she rode him. Adam felt a surge of lust coupled with anger. Who was she thinking of when she rode him? Pig? Some other bastard she had picked up at the bar?

	 

	With a vengeful thrust of his hips, he drove his cock upward inside of her, impaling her with his length. Heather gasped andher eyes flew open, a look of pure desire in her eyes.

	 

	“Oh, God, baby! It’s sooo big!”

	 

	“What’s my name?” Adam hissed and rammed upward, stabbing at her soft, inner flesh eliciting a surprised throaty cry from the buxom red head.

	 

	“A… A… Adam!”

	 

	“That’s right, you bitch!” Adam cried and saw the flush of shame pass over Heather’s face, but he didn’t care. He wanted to hurt her, the way she had hurt him as she watched Pig beat on his face.

	 

	Remarkably, he felt no pain form the beating. All he felt was the pleasure of driving his manhood deep into Heather’s defenseless cunt, pounding her into submission.

	 

	Adam’s lust continued to rise, his anger hot and hard as his cock. He realized suddenly that Heather had been taking advantage of him. His thoughts swirled, a mix of excitement and resentment. With a sudden surge of rage, Adam gripped Heather’s hips and pulled her off his throbbing cock.

	 

	Heather gasped for air, her eyes hazed with drunken lust, a pout on her puffy, red lips.

	 

	“What are you doing?”

	 

	“Get on your hands and knees, slut” Adam growled.

	 

	Heather looked surprised but rolled over. Adam reached down, dug his fingers into the ample flesh of her hips and yanked her up on all fours. Heather gasped in pain and desire, her heavy breasts swaying as Adam forced her into position, presenting her dripping wet cunt to him like a gift. Adam’s heart pounded in his chest, his dominant instincts ignited by the sight before him.

	 

	With a hard grip on her hips, he thrust his massive cock back inside her from behind, eliciting a sharp cry from Heather. Adam surged forward with an unbridled ferocity, his hips hammering her as he pounded into her depths. His muscles flexed with every thrust, and Heather’s cries mixed between gasps of pleasure and moans of shock as his enormous cock punched deep into her core. Her pussy gripped him, urging him on, hungry for his cock.

	 

	“Baby… Oh god, baby, you’re so big… I can’t believe how much you’re stretching me,” Heather panted.

	 

	“Who’s fucking you, Heather!” Adam slapped Heather on the ass, leaving behind an angry red mark. “Who’s fucking you now, bitch?”

	 

	“You are, Adam… You are,” she cried, her face flushed red and contorted in ecstasy.

	 

	The sound of her submission only fueled Adam’s lust, his thrusts growing faster and more powerful. Heather’s body convulsed beneath him, her juices coating his cock and dripping onto the bed below. As he felt her cunt tightening around him, he knew she was close to climax.

	 

	“Come for me, Heather,” Adam ordered, his voice low and commanding.

	 

	Heather let out a desperate cry, her body shuddering violently as an orgasm ripped through her. Adam could feel her cunt pulsating around his cock, milking him for all he was worth. But, he didn’t stop. He fucked her straight through the orgasm until she collapsed on the bed, whimpering as he continued to plow her depths like no man had ever done before.

	 

	Finally, Adam pulled out of her quivering body,flipped Heather onto her back, and straddled her heaving chest. Her heavy breasts pressed against him as he slid his still-erect cock between them. Looking down at her flushed face and glazed eyes, he knew what he needed to do. He needed to replace Pig’s dirty seed with his own.

	 

	“Look at me, Heather” he commanded, his voice thick with lust.

	 

	With a dazed nod, Heather opened her eyes and salw the engorged tip of his cock thrusting between her breasts. Without being told, she parted her soft lips just enough for him to see the tip of her pink tongue. Digging his fingers into her fleshy orbs, Adam fucked Heather’s tits, the sensation of her warm, supple flesh enveloping his shaft drove him closer to the edge.

	 

	“Take it, Heather… Take every last drop of my cum,” he growled.

	 

	As if on command, Adam’s climax surged through him, his seed erupting from his cock like a geyser. Thick ropes of cum splattered across Heather’s face and breasts, bathing her in his essence. She gasped and moaned, her tongue darting out to taste him, savoring the salty-sweet essence of his release.

	 

	In that moment, Adam felt both powerful and vulnerable, the realization sinking in that he had not only broken free of Heather’s control, but he had also taken possession of her body and soul. It was an intoxicating mixture of guilt, shame, and desire — one that would haunt him for years to come.

	 

	Later, they lay together in Adam’s bed, Heather snuggling up close to him. The room smelled of sweat and sex, a smell that Adam would get used to over the coming months. But, that night, he was still new to this world of sex and domination and, despite his forceful attitude during sex, he still felt unsure of himself.

	 

	“That was so good!” Heather murmured, tracing slow circles over Adam’s chest. “Was that your first time?”

	 

	Adam hesitated and Heather chuckled.

	 

	“You have nothing to be ashamed of, believe me! You were amazing!”

	 

	Adam couldn’t help but feel warmth fill his chest. He stroked Heather’s hair and she snuggled closer, almost purring like a cat.

	 

	“You know,” she said. “I could teach you more.”

	 

	She slid her hand down his belly then rubbed a finger over the tip of his cock. Adam hissed at the sudden rush of pleasure and Heather chuckled again.

	 

	“I could teach you how to please women,” she purred, running her hand over the belly of his cock. Already Adam was getting hard again, something that shocked most women, but Heather hadn’t been shocked. She’d been delighted.

	 

	She slid down his body and Adam moaned as she ran her tongue over the sensitive head, lapping away the drops of cum that had seeped out. Then, she gripped his cock confidently on one hand, looking deep into Adam’s eyes.

	 

	“I could make you a stud, Adam. You could have any woman you wanted,” she licked his cock like a popsicle, then gave the tip a wet, open-mouthd kiss. “I could turn you into a god!”

	 

	With that, she took him into his mouth and sucked him back into hardness.

	 

	His lessons had only just begun.

	 

	Over the following months, Heather became both Adam’s lover and his teacher, guiding him through the intricacies of a woman’s body with unbridled passion. Their encounters were frequent and intense, each one leaving them both breathless and satiated. With her skilled hands and knowing eyes, she taught him how to caress a woman’s soft skin, to tease her until she was begging for release, and then to bring her to ecstasy in ways he could never have imagined.

	 

	“Remember, darling,” Heather purred into his ear one evening as they basked in post-orgasmic bliss, “once you get them into bed, there’s no turning back. Once they see what you have to give them, they will give in.”

	 

	Adam took her words to heart, absorbing every lesson, every whispered secret, and every sigh of pleasure. He felt his confidence growing, blooming like a dark flower within him, fueled by his newfound power over women and their desires.

	 

	But as the days turned into weeks, and the weeks into months, a nagging suspicion began to take root in the back of Adam’s mind. Despite their passionate trysts and Heather’s assurances that he was the only man who could truly satisfy her, he couldn’t shake the feeling that something wasn’t quite right.

	 

	One night Adam was in a deep sleep when he heard the door to the trailer open. He searched the bed for Heather and found it cold. It had been months since she had gone out, preferring to stay home with Adam and his ever present erection.

	 

	She hadn’t needed another man, or so she had told him.

	 

	“…couldn’t stay away, could you, baby?” Pig’s gruff voice was unmistakable, and Adam felt a cold fury welling up inside him.

	 

	“Shh,” Heather murmured, her voice sultry and seductive. “Adam’s asleep… we have to be quiet.”

	 

	With each word, the rage inside Adam grew hotter, his vision turning red as he struggled to contain it. He couldn’t believe that Heather would betray him like this, after everything they’d shared together.

	 

	“Quiet…” he growled through gritted teeth, his hands balling into fists at his sides. “I’ll show you quiet.”

	 

	Adam creeped out of his room towards Heather’s bedroom at the other end of the trailer. As he passed through the kitchen, Adam’s eyes fell upon a heavy, cast iron skilled. On instinct, he grasped the handle and lifted it, feeling the comforting weight of the black metal in his hand.

	 

	Clutching the handle tightly, he stalked back towards the bedroom. He cracked open the door and his guts twisted as he saw Heather on her knees, sucking Pig’s cock with a wanton hunger. Every time she bobbed down on his thin, root, her head rubbed against the clammy fat of Pig’s belly. The sight of her red mouth on that fat bastard’s cock made the flames of his anger burn out of control. With a guttural roar,rushed into the room, swung the frying pan with all his might, and caught Pig squarely on the side of his head with a sickening crunch.

	 

	The force of the blow sent Pig crashing to the floor, blood streaming from his temple, while Heather shrieked in shock and fear.

	 

	“Adam!” she gasped, her eyes wide with disbelief. “What are you doing?!”

	 

	Adam breathed deeply and, for a moment he thought he had killed the fat man. Then Pig let out a wet gurgle and Adam realized he was not dead, just dazed.

	 

	“What am I doing?” Adam demanded, his voice cold and harsh. “What are you doing?”

	 

	Heather looked up at him with tear-filled eyes.

	 

	“I… I have to, Adam,” she choked out. “You don’t understand… We need the money. Who buys the food? Who pays for electricity? Now that you’re eighteen, there’s no more money coming in from the state. I have to do this, even though I love you and I need you.”

	 

	Adam glanced around the broken trailer, taking in the peeling wallpaper, the threadbare furniture, and the empty liquor bottles that littered the floor. He looked back at Heather, sprawled on the ground like a discarded ragdoll, and felt a wave of disgust wash over him.

	 

	“I deserve better than this,” he spat, stooping down to rummage through Pig’s pockets. He pulled out a thick wad of cash and shoved it into his pocket, then moved toward the kitchen.

	 

	“Please, Adam!” Heather cried, trying to pull herself up. “Don’t go! I’ll stop drinking, I promise! I’ll be better, just… please don’t leave me!”

	 

	But her words fell on deaf ears as Adam yanked open a cupboard and pulled out an old, Folgers coffee can. He ripped open the lid and revealed a small stash of money hidden that Heather hid so she could buy liquor. Liquor paid with money from sucking Pig’s cock. He took the cash and left the empty can on the counter.

	 

	“Goodbye, Heather,” he said coldly, turning his back on the woman who had once been his world.

	 

	“Adam, please!” Heather sobbed, reaching out for him as he headed for the door. But he didn’t look back; he couldn’t bear to see the cracked mask of the woman who had taught him everything she knew about desire, seduction, and control.

	 

	As he stepped out into the cold night, the door slamming shut behind him, Adam felt a strange mixture of relief and sadness. He was leaving behind a broken home, a broken woman, and a life that he no longer wanted.

	 

	But he couldn’t shake the guilt and shame that clung to him like a second skin, or the dark knowledge of what he had become under Heather’s tutelage. He had learned to wield his body like a weapon, to ensnare women in a web of lust and desire that they could never escape.

	 

	And now, as he strode away from the crumbling trailer park, his breath frosting in the air around him, he knew that he would use those skills to carve out a better life for himself — one where he was in control, and where he would never again be humiliated by anyone.

	 

	“Watch out, world,” he whispered into the darkness, a bitter smile twisting his lips. “Here I come.”

	 

	***

	 

	Adam’s mind snapped back to the present moment, his hand gripping his monstrous cock as he neared climax. He gasped and moaned, feeling the heat of desire coursing through him. His thoughts drifted to Eliza and how he could use his gift — the one that Heather had taught him so well — to seduce her out of her money and into his web of lust.

	 

	Heather would be shocked if she knew that her lessons had not only allowed him to break free from the chains of their torrid past but also paved the way for him to pursue a better life. He grinned wickedly at the thought, his breathing ragged as he continued stroking himself.

	 

	“Damn,” he muttered under his breath, beads of sweat forming on his brow. “I’ve come a long way.”

	 

	The room was dimly lit, the flickering streetlights casting shadows on the walls. As Adam’s hand moved faster and faster, his heart raced with the thrill of what was to come. He imagined himself taking control of Eliza, making her submit to his every whim, just as he had done with Heather.

	 

	“Eliza,” he whispered, his voice barely audible even to himself. “You won’t know what hit you.”

	 

	His body tensed, and he felt the familiar wave of pleasure beginning to build deep within him. With a final, powerful stroke, Adam let out a guttural groan, releasing his pent-up desires in a torrent of hot, sticky release.

	 

	“Fuck!” he exclaimed, his voice strained with the intensity of his orgasm. He lay there, panting, his chest heaving as he struggled to catch his breath.

	 

	As he slowly regained his composure, he glanced around the warm bedroom — a far cry from the cold, cramped trailer where he’d once lived. He couldn’t help but feel a twinge of envy; Simon was so lucky to have a loving family and a comfortable life.

	 

	It was unfair. Simon had been born into this family. He hadn’t had to earn it. Adam had had to fight for everything he had in life and he was willing to fight for this.

	 

	Even if that meant destroying Simon in the process.

	 

	 


Chapter 8: Beautiful Wife and Mother Gives in To Her Son’s Nerdy Best Friend
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	While Adam lay in his own bed, dreaming of the lovely Eliza, the beautiful wife and mother was in the midst of her own crisis. She lay next to a gently snoring David, wide awake, her body tingling with a restless energy she hadn’t felt in years. The sheets clung to her as if they were partners in crime, trapping her between their folds, imprisoning her in thoughts of Adam’s monstrous cock — a throbbing, veiny beast that haunted the dark recesses of her mind.

	 

	The soft glow of sunrise filtered through the curtains, casting a warm and inviting light across the room. Golden rays touched the antique dresser, the family portraits on the wall, and the smooth wooden floor like a painter’s brush dipped in honey. It bathed the house in an innocent warmth, but Eliza’s thoughts remained deliciously sinful.

	 

	“God, what’s wrong with me?” Eliza whispered to herself, her voice barely audible. Her husband, David, snored softly beside her, oblivious to the lascivious fantasies spiraling through his wife’s mind.

	 

	As Eliza shifted under the sheets, her thighs brushed against each other, sending sparks of heat up her legs and settling deep within her core. She bit her lip, trying to suppress the moans threatening to escape. She twisted and turned beneath the sheets, her skin flushed with an unquenchable heat.

	 

	“Damn it,” she murmured, her hands gripping the sheets as if trying to anchor herself against the relentless onslaught of lustful thoughts. “This isn’t right.”

	 

	Her heart pounded in her chest, echoing the tempo of her forbidden fantasies. Unable to bear the torment any longer, Eliza slid out of bed. The cool morning air brushed against her hot skin, offering a fleeting moment of relief.

	 

	“Focus, Eliza,” she whispered to herself, forcing her mind away from the seductive images that threatened to consume her. “Get up, get busy, and distract yourself.”

	 

	With a determined sigh, Eliza stood up and grabbed a robe, and covered her thin nightgown. She belted the robe tightly around her lush body, feeling a small sense of security as the soft robe enclosed her in a sort of bulky armor. Finally, she tiptoed out of the bedroom, leaving behind her slumbering husband and the all-consuming thoughts of Adam. She couldn’t allow her desires to overwhelm her; she had a family to care for and a life to maintain.

	 

	The house was quiet, the sun barely up, as she snuck past Simon’s room, doing her best not to imagine Adam sleeping on the air mattress beside her son’s bed. She forced her mind to focus on the mundane tasks awaiting her: dishes from last night’s dinner, a sink full of soapy water, and the sweet aroma of fresh coffee brewing. It was a comforting routine, one she hoped would drive away the lingering shadows of temptation.

	 

	“Focus, Eliza,” she whispered to herself, her voice barely audible. “You’re stronger than this.”

	 

	Eliza reached the top of the stairs and steadied her trembling hands on the banister. She bit her lip, forcing her thoughts away from Adam’s body. She took a deep breath and began her descent; the stairs groaning softly beneath her feet, echoing her turmoil.

	 

	When she finally reached the bottom, Eliza felt a strange sense of relief wash over her. The kitchen beckoned to her like a safe haven, its familiar surroundings offering a momentary reprieve from her dark musings. She hesitated at the threshold, taking in the serene scene before her.

	 

	The early morning light filtered through the curtains, casting a warm glow over the countertops and cabinets. Soon, the scent of freshly brewed coffee wafted through the air, a comforting aroma that provided solace from her inner torment. A faint hum of the refrigerator provided a steady, calming soundtrack to her peaceful sanctuary.

	 

	Eliza reached for a coffee mug, her hand trembling slightly as she tried to focus on the task at hand. The mug was one Simon had bought for her ages ago, faded blue letters proclaiming her as #1 Mom. She brushed the cool ceramic, the smooth surface and reassuring words providing a fleeting moment of comfort. As she poured the steaming liquid into the cup, she found the strong scent pushed the illicit thoughts further to the back of her mind.

	 

	This is what I needed, she thought to herself as she lifted the cup to her lips. I mean, my God! You are a married woman! How could you even think about a boy like Adam in that way?

	 

	It was in that very moment, when she was just beginning to feel in control of her emotions, that she heard the soft voice behind her.

	 

	“Morning, Mrs. Walker.”

	 

	“Oh!” Eliza cried as the coffee spilled out of her mouth and landed on the sensitive skin between her breasts. She jerked at the pain and her coffee cup missed the edge of the counter and crashed to the floor. Amazingly, the mug didn’t break, but rolled to the side, #1 Mom staring up at her accusingly as the coffee spread towards her bare toes. She yelped and jumped backward to avoid the scalding liquid.

	 

	And landed right in Adam’s waiting arms.

	 

	“Adam!”

	 

	She felt his hard, lean body press against her. She tried to push away from him, but the skin between her breasts still burned. Adam maneuvered her to the skin and calmly turned on the faucet. He ran a washcloth under the stream and, with a confident motion, he opened her robe and pressed the wet cloth between her heaving breasts.

	 

	“Adam, no…” she moaned, but her voice was pitifully weak as the cool cloth soothed her pain. For a moment, she felt faint and she let herself fall into his arms. My God, Eliza! she chided herself. You are swooning like a love sick heroine in a trashy romance novel.

	 

	Just when she thought she was going to succumb to his touch, Adam let her go. She felt the sudden loss of the heat of his body and she pulled the robe tight around her.

	 

	She turned, trapped between Adam and the counter, breath coming ragged gasps as she waited helplessly for what came next.

	 

	Adam held up the wet dishcloth, smiling slyly. He stepped forward and Eliza flinched, waiting, anticipating, longing for his touch yet ashamed of her feelings. Adam continued to smile, and she suddenly realized he was giving her a chance to escape. She could leave right now. All she had to do was summon the strength to do it.

	 

	Before she could move, however, Adam dropped to her knees. Shocked, she looked down into the young man’s too mature face, that teasing smile on his lips.

	 

	“Look what a mess you made, Eliza,” he said, then dropped the rag into the spilled coffee. His eyes never left her as he soaked up the spill, then ran the warm rag over her toes.

	 

	“Please,” she begged, her voice barely audible. “Don’t do this.”

	 

	“Do what?” he asked and dropped the rag. Slowly, he ran a hand across her toes, teasing the webbing between each digit, then slid his hand over the quivering muscle of her thigh. “I’m just helping you clean up your mess.”

	 

	Adam’s hand traveled along her leg, slipping between her wet thighs. Eliza moaned and tried to close her thighs around his questing hand, but Adam had anticipated the move. He ran his other hand up under her robe and gripped the fleshy globe of her ass. Eliza let out a sharp cry and her thighs relaxed, giving Adam unrestricted access as he shoved his hand between her legs, cupping her dripping heat.

	 

	“Look at you,” he murmured. “You’re so desperate for me, aren’t you?

	 

	“Nuh — no. Th — that’s not it,” she protested, but her ragged breathing betrayed her. “Oh, God! Please Adam. We can’t do this!”

	 

	Adam flashed her his infuriating, smug smile.

	 

	“You’ve been dreaming about me ever since you saw me in the bathroom, haven’t you, Mrs. Walker?”

	 

	“No, I — “ she said, but her denial was rendered mute as Adam slid aside her panties, slipping a rough finger into her pulsating core. The pent up lust clouded her mind, making it impossible to think, let alone fight.

	 

	“You’re so wet for me,” Adam taunted, his fingers dipping in and out of her swollen lips, sending sharp spikes of pleasure coursing up Eliza’s spine. “Your loving husband and sweet son are sleeping upstairs, completely oblivious to the fact that their mother is down here, getting wet for her son’s best friend.”

	 

	“Oh, God, no!” Eliza cried as the words sent a shiver through her, as much from excitement as from dread. Her robe fell open, her heavy breasts heaving with excitement. With deliberate slowness, Adam peeled the sodden panties down over her hips, baring her glistening sex, her lust coursing son her thighs, betraying her arousal.

	 

	“Such a naughty woman you are,” he murmured, his hot breath teasing her engorged lips of her pussy. “And yet, you can’t help but want me, can you?”

	 

	Eliza’s mind screamed for her to stop, but the ache between her legs only grew stronger with each taunting word. As Adam pressed his lips to her inner thigh, she moaned softly, a sound that seemed to reverberate through the still morning air.

	 

	“Adam,” she whispered desperately, her fingers tangling in his hair. “Please… I can’t do this…”

	 

	“Shh,” he soothed, his mouth hovering just above her throbbing center. “Just let go, Eliza. Let me show you what you’ve been missing.”

	 

	As his tongue finally met her heat, she felt her resolve crumbling away. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to focus on anything but Adam’s tongue slipping between her swollen folds and lapping at her vulnerable flesh.

	 

	Adam’s tongue was relentless, flicking and swirling over the sensitive flesh of her clit, driving Eliza to dizzying heights of pleasure. She was drowning in a sea of sensations, unable to resist the illicit pleasure that Adam was offering her.

	 

	With each passing second, she felt herself spiraling deeper into a world of forbidden desire. The thought of what they were doing only added fuel to the fire, making her feel wild and reckless with need.

	 

	When his fingers joined his mouth, plunging inside her while he sucked on her pulsing nub, Eliza couldn’t hold back any longer. She cried out loudly, her hips bucking against his face as she rode the waves of ecstasy crashing through her body.

	 

	“That’s it, Eliza,” he urged, his voice low and commanding. “Give it to me. You know you want to.”

	 

	And with those final, seductive words, she could resist no longer. Eliza surrendered herself to the pleasure, her body convulsing as she reached an explosive, mind-breaking orgasm. She cried out, the sound muffled only by her own hand as she desperately tried to keep from alerting her sleeping family.

	 

	“Look at you,” Adam said with a wicked grin, admiring Eliza’s state of disarray as she struggled to catch her breath. “Such a beautiful sight, but I’m not done with you yet.”

	 

	Before she could process his words, he bent her over the kitchen counter. Eliza’s heart raced in a mix of fear and anticipation as she felt Adam position himself behind her.

	 

	“Ready for more, Mrs. Walker?” he asked mockingly, his tone dripping with arrogance.

	 

	“Please, no more. I can’t stand it!” she whimpered, the guilt and shame of her actions flooding her mind. Deep down, however, she knew she wanted — no, needed — him inside her.

	 

	“Too late,” Adam said with a wicked smile, and in one swift motion, he thrust his own massive cock into her tight pussy.

	 

	His unbelievable girth stretched her to the point of pain. The sensation was overwhelming, filling her so completely that Eliza couldn’t help but let out a guttural moan.

	 

	Eliza’s body trembled with pleasure and guilt as Adam pounded into her from behind. She couldn’t believe what was happening — a man young enough to be her son was now filling her in ways she never thought possible. His cock was unlike anything she had ever experienced before, thick and long and stretching her pussy walls to their limits. The sensation was overwhelming, almost painful, but oh so good at the same time. Eliza couldn’t help but let out a desperate, animal moan with each thrust, unable to resist the pleasure that Adam was giving her.

	 

	As Adam’s pace quickened, Eliza’s mind raced with conflicting emotions. On one hand, she knew this was wrong — she was a married woman and should not be doing this with another man. On the other hand, she could not resist the intense pleasure coursing through her body.

	 

	Without thinking, her body reacted. She pushed back against him, wanting more of him inside her. Her nails scraped across the countertop as she braced herself for each thrust, lost in a world of forbidden desire.

	 

	Adam’s hands roamed over her body, digging into her hips and pulling her back against him with each powerful thrust. He leaned over her, his hot breath tickling her ear as he whispered dirty words that only fueled Eliza’s arousal.

	 

	“You like that? You like having my big cock deep inside you?” he growled, his voice sending shivers down Eliza’s spine.

	 

	The once faithful wife and mother could only nod in response, unable to form words as pleasure consumed every inch of her being. She felt like she was teetering on the edge of something amazing. Something that would change — and destroy — everything.

	 

	As if sensing this too, Adam reached between them and began rubbing circles on Eliza’s clit. The added stimulation pushed her over the edge and with a loud cry, she came undone once again. Adam continued thrusting deep inside of her with a practiced skill beyond his years. How? How could he be so good? How could he be so much better than her husband?

	 

	It wasn’t just his size, although the feeling of being truly filled for the first time in her life was overwhelming. It was the way he fucked her, each thrust taking her higher and higher, his fingers working her engorged clit with devastating, skillful precision. It was as if he knew her body better than she knew herself, and he used that knowledge with savage determination.

	 

	“Look at you,” Adam hissed in her ear, his breath hot against her skin. “You can’t get enough of this, can you?”

	 

	And though every fiber of her being screamed for her to deny it, Eliza knew the truth: She was addicted to the powerful, forbidden pleasure that only Adam could provide.

	 

	“Yes! Yes, I love it!”

	 

	“Fuck!” Adam growled and gripped Eliza by the hair, pulling her head back until he his lips touched her ear. “I knew it! I fucking knew it! Now, I’m going to make Simon’s mommy come again!”

	 

	“Please… I can’t take any more…” Eliza whimpered, her voice barely audible over the sounds of wet flesh smacking together as Adam stabbed into her again and again.

	 

	“Too bad, Mrs. Walker,” Adam replied, his voice dripping with cruel delight. “You’re going to come for me again like the good, cheating little mommy you are!”

	 

	As Adam relentlessly hammered into her, his words pounding her brain as his cock pounded the deepest parts of her body. The desperate wife and mother felt the familiar pressure building once more, her body tensing in anticipation of another mind-shattering orgasm. She tried to fight it, her brain screaming that this was wrong, but her body betrayed her, craving release.

	 

	And despite her best efforts to resist, Eliza did just that. As Adam’s cock hit that perfect spot inside her once more, she exploded, her entire body convulsing with pleasure. Tears of shame and ecstasy streamed down her face as she surrendered to the forbidden bliss.

	 

	Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Adam released her, and Eliza collapsed on the floor, panting and spent. She barely registered the sound of Adam’s triumphant chuckle or the sight of him standing over her, stroking his still-hard cock.

	 

	“Mrs. Walker… look at me,” Adam commanded, his tone dark and demanding.

	 

	Dazed and exhausted, she obeyed, lifting her tear-streaked face to meet his gaze. It was then that she felt the first hot rope of cum splatter onto her cheek, and realization dawned on her.

	 

	“Adam, no… please…” she whispered, but it was too late — Adam grunted and another hot, gooey strand of cum splattered from chin to hairline.

	 

	Adam continued to cover her face with his seed, marking her as his conquest. Adam’s strong grip held her head in place as he released his warm, sticky jizz over her face. A mixture of revulsion and perverse acceptance washed over Eliza as Adam’s thick cum oozed down her cheeks and dripped onto her breasts. She closed her eyes, wishing she could block out the sight of Adam’s fleshy weapon spewing out his milky lust and the feeling of the burning liquid marking her as his woman.

	 

	“Open your pretty eyes, Mrs. Walker,” Adam taunted, his voice dripping with cruel satisfaction. “Look at me.”

	 

	Reluctantly, she obeyed, her blue orbs flickering open to witness see Adam smiling down at her, flicking the last few drops of cum from the inflamed tip. A part of her mind mewled in horror at the degradation, but another part, buried deep within her most primal desires, whispered that he had earned the right to mark her like this — that maybe she even deserved it.

	 

	“Good girl,” Adam praised, a wicked grin stretching across his face. He ran the tip of his cock through the glistening mess on her cheeks, collecting some of the viscous liquid before sliding himself between her trembling lips. “Clean me off, Mrs. Walker. Prove what a good little slut you can be for me.”

	 

	Her mind reeled with shame and guilt, yet her body seemed to betray her again. As his massive cock filled her mouth, her tongue instinctively began to lap at the remnants of his lust, the bitter tang of his jizz signaling her utter submission.

	 

	“Such a perfect little mommy,” Adam murmured appreciatively, his fingers entwining in her hair as he held her head in place. “Now, don’t forget, you have a family upstairs waiting for their loving mother and wife to serve them breakfast. We wouldn’t want them to find out about our little secret, would we?”

	 

	The mention of her family sent a fresh wave of self-loathing crashing through Eliza, only accentuated by the cruel truth in his words. She pulled away from his now-clean cock, her eyes brimming with tears.

	 

	“Go on,” Adam urged, a sinister edge to his voice. “Get yourself cleaned up, Eliza. You wouldn’t want them to see you like this.”

	 

	As she stumbled to her feet, her body still trembling from the force of her orgasms and the weight of her guilt, Eliza couldn’t help but wonder how she had come to this point. How had she allowed herself to be so completely dominated by this young man who was supposed to be her son’s friend? And despite the shame that threatened to crush her, why did a part of her long for more?

	 

	Guiltily, Eliza turned on the cold water faucet and cupped her hands beneath the icy stream, gathering a pool of liquid that she splashed over her face. The chill stung her cheeks, still warm from Adam’s hot seed, but it did little to wash away the shame that clung to her like a second skin.

	 

	“God,” she whispered, her voice cracking as she stared at her reflection in the window above the sink. Her eyes were red-rimmed, and her cheeks glistened with a mixture of tears and water. “What have I done?”

	 

	Her own voice seemed to mock her, echoing through the quiet kitchen, and she shuddered as she recalled the intensity of her orgasms under Adam’s skillful touch. It had been dirty and horrible, an act committed by a woman who had let her lust override her commitment to her family. Yet, she couldn’t deny the fact that she had loved every moment of it.

	 

	“Adam!” Eliza hissed through clenched teeth, cursing herself for falling prey to his seemingly irresistible charm. She scrubbed her face with a damp washcloth, determined to remove every last trace of their illicit encounter before her family woke up.

	 

	You wanted it, a traitorous voice hissed inside her mind. You know you wanted it, just admit it.

	 

	“No,” she muttered, shaking her head as if she could physically dislodge the memory of Adam from her thoughts. What kind of mother — what kind of wife — would allow herself to be so completely consumed by desire for a man who wasn’t her husband? What kind of woman would willingly submit to such degrading acts?

	 

	As the weight of her guilt bore down on her, Eliza couldn’t help but wonder if there was any hope for redemption. Could she ever make amends for betraying her husband and family in such a disgraceful manner? Or was she doomed to live with this terrible secret, forever haunted by the knowledge that she had allowed herself to be used as a plaything by a man who was little more than a boy?

	 

	“Enough,” she whispered, tears streaming down her face as she wrenched the faucet closed and dried her face with a trembling hand. There would be time for self-recrimination later. Now, she needed to put on a brave face and prepare for the day ahead, hoping against hope that she could somehow salvage the tattered remains of her dignity.

	 

	“Breakfast,” she murmured, forcing herself to focus on the mundane task at hand. “I need to make breakfast.”

	 

	And with that thought, she turned away from the window and the reflection of the woman she no longer recognized, taking small solace in the fact that she could still fulfill her duties as a mother and wife, even if it was only a hollow facade.

	 

	“Maybe, just maybe,” she thought, her heart heavy with the burden of her guilt, “I can find a way to make things right.”

	 

	 


Chapter 9: Son’s Nerdy Best Friend Fucks Beautiful Mother While She Watches Her Son and Husband Shovel Snow!
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	Adam closed the kitchen door behind him, leaving Eliza standing there with a damp cloth pressed against her flushed cheeks, wiping away the remnants of his seed. She looked up at him with a mix of guilt and confusion in her eyes, but Adam simply grinned before turning away, feeling a newfound sense of dominance surge through him.

	 

	As he walked down the hallway, Adam couldn’t help but let out a small chuckle as he mentally relived the encounter. He had never experienced such an exquisite combination of power and pleasure before. The cruel young man’s mind swam with the vivid imagery of Eliza’s trembling fingers struggling to clean his cum from her face, while her heaving chest betrayed her arousal. He knew she couldn’t resist him, not with the monstrous, ugly appendage between his legs coupled with the determination — and skill — to use it.

	 

	The memory of Eliza’s submission made his cock stir once more in his boxers. The intoxicating blend of shame and lust that radiated from the once faithful wife only heightened his arousal, setting fire to all of his senses. He had never felt this strong, this powerful.

	 

	He was goddamn invincible.

	 

	He thought back to Heather, and how different she was from Eliza. Heather, with her fiery red hair and insatiable appetite for sex and alcohol, had been a willing participant. There was something far more thrilling about corrupting the innocent, loving mother of his best friend.

	 

	What have I become? Adam mused to himself, but the question held no weight — he already knew the answer. He was a predator, and Eliza was his latest prey. And as the taste of victory still lingered on his lips, Adam felt more alive than he ever had before.

	 

	He entered the bedroom, still savoring the taste of his triumph. The door creaked slightly as it opened, and Simon sat up in bed, his hair messy and his eyes bleary.

	 

	“Hey, what were you doing out there?” Simon inquired, rubbing his eyes sleepily.

	 

	“Helping your mom with breakfast,” Adam replied nonchalantly, the corner of his mouth curling into a sly smile. He had been helping her all right. Helping her get off like she’d never had before.

	 

	Simon sat up, yawning and stretching his arms above his head. “That’s nice of you, man. She could use the help.”

	 

	Laughter threatened to spill from Adam’s lips, but he held it back, forcing himself to maintain his composure. He found perverse amusement in the fact that Simon had been sound asleep while he’d been fucking his mother’s soft, lush body and coming on her pretty face. He reveled in the delicious irony of it all, the sweet taboo of cuckolding his best friend in his own home. The more depraved the thought, the more he desired it, the way a moth craves the flickering light of a flame.

	 

	As Simon yawned once more and swung his legs over the edge of the bed, Adam’s thoughts grew darker, swirling with lustful fantasies and forbidden yearnings. He imagined Simon’s sister, Lily, falling under his spell, their innocence shattered as they succumbed to his lecherous advances.

	 

	“Mom’s been so stressed lately,” Simon continued, oblivious to the lurid thoughts dancing through his friend’s mind. “I’m sure she really appreciates it.”

	 

	“Oh, she did,” Adam grinned. She certainly appreciated it after she’d come for the third time. She might not have appreciated his hot cum on her face, but he knew she would become used to it, given enough time.

	 

	“Anyway,” Simon said, standing up and running a hand through his tousled hair, “I should go help set the table.”

	 

	With Simon gone, Adam felt a surge of arousal flood his loins, the taste of power intoxicating him more than ever. He reveled in the thought that he had just defiled his best friend’s mother, and right under Simon’s nose no less. It was a thrill like no other, and his desire for control grew exponentially.

	 

	As he stood there, consumed by his own wicked thoughts, the faint glow of Christmas lights caught his eye, their colors dancing across the windowpane like mischievous sprites. Each twinkle of red, green, and blue sparked something in his imagination. And then, like a bolt of lightning, inspiration struck. Slowly, he opened the window, a blast of cold air making him hiss. He reached out and gripped the strand of lights, thinking.

	 

	“Adam!” Simon called up the stairs a few moments later. “Breakfast!”

	 

	“Coming!” Adam called back and let go of the lights, wicked thoughts churning in his brain. He shut the window and, as quickly dressed, a single thought echoing through his twisted mind: Oh, you’re a mean one, Mr. Adam.

	 

	***

	 

	The aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled the air, mingling with the enticing scent of bacon and eggs. The sunlight streamed through the kitchen window, casting a warm glow over the bustling family breakfast table.

	 

	Eliza busied herself at the stove, flipping pancakes with practiced ease, her mind racing with thoughts of Adam. She’d had just enough time to clean up and slip into a house dress, then begin breakfast. The flurry of activity had allowed her to push the memories of Adam aside, focusing on the sizzling pan, the comforting heat of the stove, the scent of the food — it was all so mundane, so normal.

	 

	But, as Simon and David made their way to the kitchen table, the guilt forced the memories of her illicit encounter to the surface and with, the stirring of heat between her thighs.

	 

	“Mom, these eggs are amazing!” Simon beamed at her from his seat at the table, his hair tousled making him look so young.

	 

	Why? Why did her son seem so much more innocent than his friend?

	 

	“Thank you, sweetheart.” Eliza managed a weak smile in return, her heart swelling with love for him and guilt for betraying him in her thoughts.

	 

	“Eliza, I don’t know how you do it,” David chimed in, reaching across the table to squeeze her hand affectionately. “You always make the best breakfasts.”

	 

	“Thank you, dear,” she replied, trying to sound cheerful as she met her husband’s loving gaze. The warmth of his hand should have been comforting, but all it did was remind her of her bruised pussy lips and the sticky remainder of Adam’s lust on her face. She felt the guilt threaten to overwhelm her when Adam sauntered into the kitchen.

	 

	“Hey, Mr. Walker,” Adam said as he took a seat across from Eliza. “I noticed last night that the lights outside weren’t working. Maybe there’s a loose wire or something?”

	 

	“Really?” David furrowed his brow, concern etched onto his face. “I’ll take a look at that after breakfast. Thanks for letting me know, Adam.”

	 

	“Of course, sir. Anything to help,” Adam replied smoothly, his eyes meeting Eliza’s as he bit into a slice of bacon. “Mmm… this bacon is perfection, Mrs. Walker. I don’t think I’ve ever tasted better.”

	 

	Eliza felt the heat creep to her cheeks as Adam let his smile linger, then looked away from her, ignoring the turmoil he aroused in the wife and mother.

	 

	“Adam and I can help you check it out, Dad,” Simon offered, pushing up his glasses as he finished the last bite of his eggs.

	 

	“Sounds good, son,” David agreed, patting Simon on the back. “It looks like there’s a fresh layer of snow out there, so I guess we’d better shovel too. Better to keep up with the snow or it’ll bury us.”

	 

	“Great idea, Dad!” Simon agreed enthusiastically and looked at Adam. “With all three of us working together, we should have everything working in no time.”

	 

	Eliza’s heart leapt at the suggestion, eager for any opportunity to distance herself from the young man who had ignited such forbidden desires within her. “I’ll make some hot chocolate for all of you!” she chimed in, trying to hide the relief in her voice. “It’ll be waiting when you’re done.”

	 

	“Sounds perfect” David beamed, pleased with the plan.

	 

	“Count me in” Adam added, but then he hesitated and locked eyes with Eliza. “But first, let me help Mrs. Walker clean up here.” His voice was casual, but the intensity in his gaze made it clear that he was well aware of what he was doing.

	 

	Eliza’s stomach twisted into knots as she realized her reprieve was only an illusion. She wanted to protest, to insist that she could manage on her own. But to do so would risk arousing suspicion, potentially exposing the sordid secret she shared with Adam.

	 

	“That’s… very kind of you” she stammered, struggling to keep her composure.

	 

	“Alright,” David nodded, oblivious to the undercurrents swirling beneath the surface. “We’ll see you both in a bit.”

	 

	As the men pulled on their winter jackets and stepped out into the crisp winter air, Eliza tried to focus on the mundane tasks at hand–clearing the table, washing the dishes, anything that might help her regain control over her racing thoughts. But the moment the door clicked shut behind them, she felt Adam’s presence like a palpable force, drawing her in despite her best efforts to resist.

	 

	“Nice try, Mrs. Walker,” he murmured, his voice low and seductive as he stepped closer. “But you know you can’t escape me” he whispered, the heat of his breath on her neck sending shivers down her spine.

	 

	She tried to swallow the lump in her throat, searching for some semblance of control but found none. Her heart raced as she felt his presence at her back, the heat from his body seeping into her own.

	 

	“Tell me,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear, sending shivers down her spine. “Can you still feel me inside you?”

	 

	“No,” Eliza whimpered, the gasped as Adam rubbed his pelvis up against her round bottom. She was shocked by the feeling of something throbbing pressing between her fleshy buttock, the heat of him bleeding through her thin dress.

	 

	“Oh, my God! You can’t be — you can’t be hard again!” she moaned.

	 

	“Why not?” Adam chuckled. “After all, you are a beautiful woman. Besides, sitting here, eating breakfast with your husband and son while I just came all over your face? That is so fucking hot!”

	 

	“Adam, please! I — I — “ The words were tangled up on her quivering lips as Adam ground his pelvis against her ass, the memory of his cock reverberating through her pussy. How could he be hard again? David had never gotten hard again so quickly, even when they were younger!

	 

	Adam seized upon her weakness, tugging her back against him, his arms enveloping her. His lips crashed onto hers, hungrily claiming what he believed to be his. The kiss was unlike anything she had experienced with David; it was dark, passionate, and utterly consuming.

	 

	Her mind screamed for her to resist, to push him away and reclaim her dignity, her loyalty, but her traitorous body betrayed her, leaning into his embrace. She felt the warmth of his chest pressing against her back, his heart pounding in time with her own, as if they were two halves of a whole, bound together by their shared desires.

	 

	“Please…” Eliza gasped, breaking away from the kiss, her eyes wide and shimmering with unshed tears. “Please don’t do this. We can’t.”

	 

	“Oh, yes, we can,” Adam countered, his voice hungry. “And you want it just as much as I do. I can feel your need, Eliza. It’s almost palpable.”

	 

	He traced a fingertip along her jawline, down the curve of her neck, and over her breast. His other hand slid up her thigh and, without hesitation, pushed his questing fingers between her legs.

	 

	Eliza whimpered in shame as her body’s betrayal was revealed. Adam rubbed her pussy, making the wife and mother squirm as her pussy juices dripped onto his hand.

	 

	Adam held up his dripping fingers, showing the cheating wife her obvious lust.

	 

	“See, I knew it!” Adam laughed. “You want me.”

	 

	“David… Simon… they’re right outside,” she protested weakly, her mind grasping at any reason to resist him, even as her body yearned for more.

	 

	“Doesn’t that make it more exciting?” Adam asked, a wicked grin tugging at the corners of his lips. “The danger of being caught only heightens the pleasure, doesn’t it?”

	 

	Eliza tried to deny it, to tell him he was wrong, but the words wouldn’t come. Deep down, she knew there was a perverse truth to his words — the forbidden nature of their liaison only fanned the flames of her desire.

	 

	“You’re mine, Mrs. Walker,” he murmured, his voice low and poisonous. “Now, let’s go see your family, shall we?”

	 

	Adam pulled Eliza into the living room, his hand firm on her lower back. The heat of his touch seeped through the fabric of her dress, sending a shiver down her spine. He positioned her in front of the large picture window that overlooked the snow-covered yard where Simon and David were working.

	 

	“Look at them,” he whispered in her ear, his breath hot and moist against her skin. “They have no idea how much of a slut you are, do they?”

	 

	Eliza mewled as the words stabbed at her brain. She wasn’t a slut, was she? Then why was she allowing this boy — no, this man — do these things to her? Even as the questions flitted through her mind, Adam deftly unbuttoned her dress, peeling the fabric away from her trembling breasts. She tried to resist, to pull away from him, but her traitorous limbs refused to obey. His fingers found their way beneath the lace of her bra, skillfully teasing her areolas until they puckered beneath his expert touch. Her nipples hardened instantly, aching for more stimulation.

	 

	“Adam, please… we can’t,” she choked out, her voice barely a whisper as she glanced nervously at the window. She could see the figures of her husband and son moving about in the yard, and the knowledge that they were so close only made it more wrong — and more exciting.

	 

	“Shh, don’t fight it,” Adam murmured, continuing his sensual assault on her breasts. He pinched one erect nipple between his thumb and forefinger, rolling it gently until Eliza bit down on her bottom lip to suppress a moan.

	 

	“Your body wants this, even if your mind won’t admit it.”

	 

	Just when Eliza thought she couldn’t bear the exquisite torment any longer, Adam pushed her down onto the plush carpet, her fall softened by the thick material. As she knelt there, panting and trembling, he unzipped his pants and revealed his impressive cock.

	 

	“See? Simon can’t see you now,” he reassured her, a wicked grin on his face. “But if you don’t suck my cock, I’ll fuck you right here in the window for everyone to see.”

	 

	Eliza’s eyes widened, fear and lust warring inside of her. She reached up and tentatively wrapped her fingers around Adam’s veiny shaft, marveling at the throbbing heat of it.

	 

	“Go on,” Adam grinned. “Show me what slutty little mommy you are.”

	 

	Eliza moaned. She rarely took David in her mouth! She had never liked fellatio, the very idea of it made her feel dirty and cheap.

	 

	Still, on her knees looking up at his huge cock, Eliza felt the heat growing between her thighs. Was she really excited by this — this boy? Her heart thudded with fear as Adam looked out the window, smiling.

	 

	“Oh, look, there’s Adam? Should I wave to get his attention?”

	 

	“Oh, God!” whimpered and finally she leaned forward and put her pillowy lips on the bloated tip of Adam’s cock.

	 

	So big! Eliza thought as she took him into her mouth. She could scarcely believe what she was doing — betraying her husband and family in such a brazen manner. Yet, as her lips closed around Adam’s throbbing flesh and she tasted the salty tang of his arousal, she couldn’t help but feel an insidious thrill coursing through her veins.

	 

	The knowledge that her son was mere feet away, completely unaware of the sordid scene unfolding inside their home, only made the taste of Adam’s cock even more potent. The desperate mother’s lips glided along the length of Adam’s cock, her tongue tracing the ugly, pulsing veins that crisscrossed its surface. She hesitated for a moment as the rubbery, fat head pressed against the back of her throat, her eyes watering. There was no way she could take it!

	 

	His cock was so big, Eliza could barely fit it in her mouth. She bobbed her head up and down, using her hand to stroke the parts she couldn’t quite reach with her lips. Each time she took him all the way in, she felt a thrill of excitement run through her body.

	 

	Adam’s hands tangled themselves in her hair, guiding her movements as he let out low grunts of pleasure. Eliza couldn’t believe how much she was enjoying this — the way Adam’s cock filled her mouth and the taste of his pre-cum oozing over her tongue were intoxicating.

	 

	As if sensing her growing arousal, Adam thrust his hips forward, gently at first but then with more force. His cock hit the back of her throat over and over again, making Eliza gag as she struggled to accommodate him.

	 

	Yet with each gentle nudge from Adam’s hips, she grew bolder, taking him deeper until her nose brushed against his pubic hair. The act was almost obscene–a married woman on her knees before a young man who wasn’t even half her age, willingly accepting his cock into the depths of her throat.

	 

	“Good girl,” Adam murmured, his fingers tightening in her hair as he guided her movements. “Now lick my balls.”

	 

	Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment at the command, but Eliza obeyed without hesitation, releasing his throbbing shaft from her mouth to trail wet kisses down its underside. When she reached the tender, wrinkled skin of his scrotum, she carefully took one of his testicles between her lips, rolling it gently with her tongue as Adam groaned above her.

	 

	“Stroke my cock while you do that,” the younger man instructed, and Eliza complied, her slender fingers wrapping around the slick girth of his erection as she continued to worship his fleshy, wet balls with her mouth.

	 

	The air between them was thick with the scent of their arousal, an intoxicating perfume of lust and sweat that seeped into Eliza’s very pores. As she pleasured Adam, she noticed the damp heat pooling between her own thighs, the ache of her neglected desire growing more insistent with each passing moment.

	 

	“Look at me,” Adam demanded suddenly, and Eliza lifted her gaze to meet his, the intensity of his stare making her feel as if she were baring her soul before him.

	 

	“Such a good little cocksucker,” he praised, smirking as her cheeks burned with shame. “Your husband should see this. He’d never believe what a talented whore his wife is.”

	 

	At the mention of her family, Eliza’s conflicting emotions threatened to overwhelm her. She knew that what she was doing was wrong–a betrayal of the deepest sort–yet as the throbbing heat of Adam’s cock filled her mouth, driving away any thoughts of guilt or pain, she couldn’t help but bask in the knowledge she was pleasing him.

	 

	“Oh, look!” Adam laughed and waved at the window. “There’s Simon!”

	 

	Eliza moaned imagining Simon outside, blissfully unaware of his mother on her knees, sucking off his best friend. The fear of discovery and the taboo scene made her heart race. Hot blood pounded through her veins, a rhythmic drumbeat of lust and shame.

	 

	“Touch yourself, Eliza,” Adam commanded, his voice low and dangerous. “I want to see you come with my cock in your mouth.”

	 

	Eliza hesitated for a moment before her trembling hand slid down her body, disappearing beneath the folds of her dress. The heat between her legs was overwhelming, and she gasped as her fingers found the slick wetness. Despite the guilt that gnawed at the edges of her mind, she couldn’t deny the pleasure that coursed through her veins.

	 

	“Good girl,” Adam purred, watching her intently as he continued to thrust into her mouth. “Show me just how much you want me.”

	 

	Her cheeks flushed with shame, Eliza stroked her sensitive flesh, each touch sending shivers up her spine. Her breath gurgled around Adam’s cock as she felt the pressure inside her building, an unfamiliar yet irresistible sensation growing stronger with every passing second.

	 

	“Look at me,” Adam demanded, tightening his grip on her hair, forcing her to maintain eye contact even as her fingers danced faster over her throbbing clit. “Don’t you dare look away!”

	 

	As Eliza’s climax approached like a tidal wave, she felt herself losing control, the primal need for release consuming her. She gazed into Adam’s eyes, knowing that he held her very soul captive in that moment. And then, with a shudder that shook her entire body, she came, her mouth still full of his pulsating flesh.

	 

	“Fuck!” Adam growled and pulled his dripping cock from her mouth. “That was so fucking hot!”

	 

	She could hardly think straight, her mind reeling from the intensity of her orgasm. Eliza suddenly craved his bitter seed; she hungered for it, driven by a perverse desire that defied reason.

	 

	“Please…” she whispered, her voice barely audible as her body trembled with need.

	 

	Adam gripped her by the hair and pulled her, gasping, to her feet. He pulled her dress up over her breasts, the forced her to stand in the window, her face slick with spit and pre-cum, her hair a wild mess of tangles.

	 

	“Wave to your, Eliza,” he growled in her ear, forcing her to look out the window where Simon stood, still unaware of his mother’s debasement.

	 

	Her cheeks burned with humiliation as she raised a shaking hand, waving weakly as tears pricked the corners of her eyes. And then, without warning, Adam pulled her away from the window, dragging her by the hair towards the kitchen.

	 

	“Let’s see what else you will do for me, Mrs. Walker,” he whispered darkly, leaving her no choice but to follow him into the depths of her own degradation.

	 

	 


Chapter 10: Nerdy Guy with A HUGE Cock Fucks His Best Friend’s Mom… And Leaves Behind Some Extra Cream for The Whole Family!
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	The air was cold outside as Simon labored to shovel the walkway. David was on a ladder, inspecting the Christmas lights with a quizzical expression. Simon wondered where Adam was and, as if he could feel someone watching him, he turned back to the house.

	 

	Through the frosty windowpanes, his eyes fell upon his mother, a beacon of warmth in the cold winter afternoon. He waved to her with a smile, taking note of her tousled hair that framed her flushed cheeks. It was probably just from cleaning, he thought. Beside her, Adam stood grinning, his confident smile shining like a mischievous secret shared between them.

	 

	"Hey, Simon," David called out, snapping Simon out of his thoughts. "How's college been treating you? Have you met anyone special yet?"

	 

	Simon's mind wandered to Sherry Tomkins, the fit blonde who'd captivated him since the beginning of the semester. Her laughter echoed in his ears like sweet music, and he could almost feel the softness of her skin as they'd brushed hands during their study sessions.

	 

	"Actually, Dad, there is this girl named Sherry," Simon admitted, a blush creeping up his neck. "She's really beautiful and smart."

	 

	"Good for you, son!" David came down from the ladder and clapped Simon on the back. "It's important to find someone you truly care about, someone who makes you happy."

	 

	As Simon listened to his father's words, he felt a sense of happiness and admiration for his parents' relationship. They had always been a perfect example of love and partnership. Simon looked back at the window to wave to his mother once more, but she was gone.

	 

	***

	 

	Eliza found herself pulled back into the kitchen by Adam's insistent grasp, her heart pounding wildly in her chest. The scent of the hot chocolate brewing on the stove filled the room, a contrast to the tension that hung thick between them. She could hear the gentle hiss of boiling water in the background as her eyes locked onto Adam's, unable to look away.

	 

	"See, Eliza," Adam whispered, his voice low and seductive as he pressed her against the breakfast table, "you can't resist me."

	 

	His hands traced the outline of her trembling body, moving with a boldness that sent shivers down her spine. They wandered with a sense of purpose and urgency, pushing her dress down over her heavy tits and molding the fleshy mounds with greedy fingers. Eliza moaned, unable to resist the fiery sensations coursing through her body. The wife and mother could feel her resistance slowly crumbling under the weight of her lust, even as she knew in the pit of her stomach that it was wrong. But in that moment, nothing else mattered except for the overwhelming pleasure burning inside her.

	 

	"Adam, please," she murmured weakly, torn between her love for her husband and son, and the undeniable pull of her lust-filled attraction to this young man who had infiltrated their lives so seamlessly.

	 

	"Tell me you don't want this," Adam taunted, his fingers twisting her hard nipples, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her nerves and settling between her thighs. "Tell me you don't want me, no matter how much you love David and Simon."

	 

	Her mind raced with conflicting emotions as she tried to rationalize her feelings. But deep down, she knew there was no denying the heat that burned within her every time Adam came near, as if her body were a moth drawn irresistibly to his flame.

	 

	"Please, I—" Eliza hesitated, her inner turmoil evident in the tremor of her voice. "I can't betray them again."

	 

	"Ah, but you already are," Adam said, his tone mocking yet laced with a certain dark sincerity. "You're body is already betraying them. Now, all that's left is your heart."

	 

	As he spoke, the sound of the boiling water grew louder, mirroring the intensity of the desire bubbling up inside of her. With each beat of her heart, Eliza's desire threatened to consume her entirely, leaving her vulnerable and exposed to the dark, twisted passion that Adam had ignited within her.

	 

	"Give in, Eliza," Adam whispered against her ear, his breath hot and heavy as he trailed kisses along her neck. "Just fucking enjoy it!"

	 

	The words seared into Eliza's brain, but Adam didn't let up. His mouth latched onto her throbbing nipple and he sucked hard, scraping the sensitive flesh with his teeth. She moaned, but instead of pushing him away, she pulled him further into her soft flesh, pressing more of her body so she could feed the boy who was making her feel like a woman.

	 

	"Adam... I can't stand it!" she pleaded weakly, but even as the words left her lips, her body betrayed her convictions. She writhed beneath him, arching her back and pressing her pelvis against him, seeking the large monster throbbing inside his pants. The taste of it was still on her tongue, the musky scent of his balls clung to her nose. She remembered the hot, pulsing length of it in her tongue and she wanted nothing more than to feel that fat, burning girth of it inside her weeping cunt. "I can't stand it!"

	 

	"I know," Adam grinned. "I want to help you. All you have to do is tell me you want it. Tell me you want my cock!"

	 

	As much as she tried to resist, the intensity of her desire only grew stronger, until at last, she could bear it no longer. With a cry torn from the depths of her soul, Eliza surrendered to the pleasure coursing through her, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm as she clung to Adam for dear life.

	 

	"God, yes! I need it! Please! I need your cock!" she screamed, her voice raw and desperate as the walls of her resolve crumbled around her.

	 

	"Good girl," he murmured, a wicked smile playing at the corners of his lips as he gripped the wife and mother by the chin and forced her to look into his eyes. "What about your family? Aren't you worried your loving husband and son will walk in?"

	 

	Eliza's heart seized in her chest at the mention of her family, but before she could respond, Adam's lips crashed down on hers once more, stealing away any coherent thoughts she may have had. His hands ripped her dress down over her hips, revealing her lush body to the hungry young man.

	 

	As the haze of desire burned inside of her, Eliza couldn't help but feel a wave of guilt mix with her lust. She was a wife and a mother, bound by vows and responsibilities that she was now betraying in the most primal way imaginable.

	 

	Oh, God! she thought. What am I doing?

	 

	Even as the thoughts assailed her mind, Adam was pushing her over to the kitchen table. She gasped as he lifted her onto the wood surface where, less than an hour ago, she had been eating with her family.

	 

	Adam reached down between her legs and with a cruel yank, tore her sodden panties off, exposing her swollen, dripping pussy to her tormentor.

	 

	"Look how wet you are, you little slut," Adam chuckled as he pushed his pants down over his hips. "You are so fucking wet for me, Mrs. Walker."

	 

	Eliza whimpered as Adam unleashed his thick cock. It was hard and wet, throbbing a deep red from the vigorous sucking she had been forced to give it in the dining room. She couldn't believe what she was about to do – betraying her family and giving herself over to this young man's desires, all while her husband and son were outside in the freezing cold.

	 

	But as she lay on the kitchen table, her legs spread wide and Adam poised between them, all rational thoughts seemed to slip away. All that mattered now was the intense ache between her legs and the insatiable need for release.

	 

	Adam swabbed the spongy head of his cock up her swollen furrow, pressing it expertly against Eliza's engorged clit. She moaned, a low, primal soudn of submission.

	 

	"You never answered my question," Adam grinned, working the fat tip of his cock up and down Eliza's hungry opening. "What about your family? You sure you want my cock when they're out their, freezing their asses off to make you happy?"

	 

	"Oh, God, Adam! Please, no more!"

	 

	"You want me to stop?"

	 

	Adam pulled his cock away from her, leaving her pussy swollen and aching. She whined in pain, her ass slipping in her own juices as it twisted and writhed, her legs labia quivering like a flower's petals.

	 

	"No! Please don't stop!"

	 

	"Then, tell me," Adam gave her a cruel, icy grin. "What about Simon and David?"

	 

	Eliza's mind raced as she desperately searched for an answer. She couldn't betray her family like this, but her body was screaming for release. Her pussy throbbed with need, slick and swollen from Adam's teasing.

	 

	"I-I can't," she whispered, tears forming in her eyes.

	 

	Adam leaned down, his hot breath tickling her ear.

	 

	"You know you want it," he growled. "Now it's time to fucking admit it!"

	 

	Eliza shuddered as Adam reached between them and began stroking his cock again. She couldn't believe what she was about to do – cheat on her husband in their own home while he and their son were outside.

	 

	But the ache between her legs was too much to bear. With a low moan, Eliza spread her legs wider, inviting Adam deeper.

	 

	"I don't care," she moaned.

	 

	"What was that?" Adam smirked, his cock so close to her cunt she could feel it.

	 

	"I DON'T CARE!" the once loving wife and mother's anguished cry filling the kitchen. "I don't care about them. Please! I need you!"

	 

	Adam grinned triumphantly as he pushed forward, sinking his thick cock deep inside of Eliza's wetness. She cried out in pleasure mixed with guilt, gripping the edges of the table as he pounded into her relentlessly.

	 

	"Oh God, Adam!" she moaned, unable to control herself any longer.

	 

	"You like that? You like being fucked by a younger man while your husband and son are just outside?" Adam taunted.

	 

	Adam grabbed hold of her hips, his strong fingers digging into her flesh as he positioned himself at her entrance. He looked down at her with dark eyes filled with wicked desire before plunging into her with one swift thrust.

	 

	Eliza gasped as he filled her completely, stretching her in ways she had never experienced before. The guilt and shame that had been clawing at her heart were quickly replaced by an overwhelming sense of pleasure as he began to move inside of her.

	 

	She moaned and writhed beneath him, unable to stop herself from responding to his skilled ministrations. Every thrust felt like it was driving her closer to the edge, fueling a fire within her that threatened to consume everything in its path.

	 

	"Say it!" Adam growled. "Tell me you like being fucked while your husband and son are just outside!"

	 

	Eliza tried to resist his taunting words, but then another wave of pleasure crashed over her, washing away any remaining doubt or guilt. All that existed now was this moment of pure ecstasy as Adam's cock stabbed deep inside her.

	 

	"Yes!" she sobbed. "Yes, Adam! I love it!"

	 

	Adam grunted and his pace quickened. His fingers clawed into the flesh of her hips as he drove deeper and harder into her body. The breakfast table shook and creaked underneath them, threatening to crack under the power of Adam's lust.

	 

	Just like the table, Eliza felt her mind groaning and quivering as the ecstasy filled her to the point of breaking. All the guilt, all the shame, had been forced out of her by Adam's physical prowess, leaving nothing behind but beautiful, exquisite bliss. Eliza's world exploded in a blinding light as she reached the heights of pleasure, her body trembling and convulsing underneath Adam's powerful thrusts. She screamed his name over and over again, unable to control herself any longer.

	 

	Adam grunted as her pussy walls clenched around him, her pleasure triggering his own release.

	 

	"Eliza, I'm going to fill you with my seed," he hissed, his voice thick with the promise of sin as he continued to drive into her. "And you're going to take every last drop, aren't you?"

	 

	Unable to form words, Eliza could only nod, tears of joy slipping down her cheeks as she acknowledged the truth in his words. She knew that what they were doing was wrong, but she couldn't bring herself to stop, not when it felt so incredibly good.

	 

	"Fuck, yes!" Adam growled, his breathing ragged and uneven as he pushed himself to the edge. "Remember this moment, Eliza. Remember how much you love my cock inside you."

	 

	With that, Adam buried himself within her one final time, his body shuddering as he released his hot seed deep within her womb. The knowledge that David's vasectomy meant her husband could no longer provide her with such a potent offering only served to intensify the already overwhelming pleasure, the taboo nature of their encounter heightening her arousal to dizzying new heights. She came again, a primal acceptance of Adam's masculine offering.

	 

	Eliza's body trembled, her senses still reeling from the intense pleasure of their shared climax. As Adam slowly withdrew from her, a sudden emptiness filled her, leaving her craving for more of his touch. On the kitchen table, she felt completely exposed and vulnerable, a feeling that both humiliated her and stoked an insatiable desire within her. Every inch of her skin tingled with the memory of his hands on her, his lips on hers, his body pressed against hers. The lingering musk of their lovemaking lingered in the air, adding to the already charged atmosphere in the room.

	 

	"Stay right there," Adam commanded, his voice low and dangerous as he stepped away from her, leaving her panting and trembling in his absence. He moved with an air of practiced confidence, approaching the stove where the kettle sang its shrill song, announcing that the water had reached a boiling point.

	 

	"Th-that was..." she stammered, her thoughts a whirlwind of guilt and shame, even as her body yearned for him to reclaim her once more. "We can't do that again."

	 

	"Of course not," he replied nonchalantly, pouring the steaming water into two waiting cups filled with cocoa powder. As he stirred the contents, Eliza couldn't help but feel unnerved by how easily he seemed to be able to shift gears, as if their passionate encounter had been nothing more than a fleeting moment of distraction. But she couldn't shake off the sensation of her pulsating cunt, throbbing with a mixture of pleasure and regret.

	 

	As he approached her, Eliza felt her heart begin to race, unsure of what he had planned next. She watched with wide eyes as he positioned one of the cups beneath her quivering cunt, the warmth of the mug only serving to heighten her sensitivity.

	 

	"Wh-what are you doing?" she asked in a trembling voice, her eyes darting between the cup and Adam's face.

	 

	"Just adding a little cream to David and Simon's drinks," he replied with sinister delight. Eliza gasped as he pushed his fingers inside of her, scooping thick dollops of his hot cum and dripping it into the mug below. He repeated the action with the second cup, ensuring that each serving was tainted with their shared sin.

	 

	"Adam... you can't be serious," Eliza whispered, her heart pounding in her chest as she struggled to comprehend the depths of his depravity.

	 

	"I's only fair that your family gets to share this treat," he assured her, stirring the contents of the mugs once more before topping them off with a generous dollop of whipped cream.

	 

	Eliza couldn't believe what he was about to do. It was wrong in every sense of the word, and yet, she couldn't deny the thrill that coursed through her body at the thought of it.

	 

	As she lay there on the kitchen table, gazing down at the two mugs filled with hot cocoa laced with his cum, Eliza's mind raced with conflicting emotions. On one hand, she felt a surge of guilt and shame for betraying her family in such a despicable manner. But on the other hand, her body was buzzing with excitement at the idea of them unknowingly consuming this tainted treat.

	 

	Adam watched her with a sly grin, his eyes sparkling with amusement and arousal as he handed her one of the mugs. "Go on," he urged, gesturing towards the bedroom where her family waited.

	 

	Eliza's hand shook as she reached for the mug, feeling a mix of fear and anticipation wash over her. She took a deep breath before taking a small sip, knowing that once she did this there would be no turning back.

	 

	The rich chocolatey taste melted on her tongue, but it was mingled with a salty tang that sent shivers down her spine. She closed her eyes and moaned softly as she imagined David and Simon drinking this same concoction, unaware of its secret ingredient.

	 

	"Oh God," she whispered, tears forming in her eyes as she struggled to come to terms with what they were about to do. It was so wrong! Yet at the same time, it felt so hot!

	 

	Adam watched her intently, reading every emotion that played across her face. He could see the conflict raging within her but also knew that deep down she wanted this just as much as he did.

	 

	He moved closer to her until their bodies were pressed against each other again. His hands roamed over her curves as he whispered dirty promises into her ear.

	 

	"You better get dressed," he breathed, his lips trailing down her neck. "The boys will be here soon!"

	 

	***

	 

	The door swung open, ushering in a gust of wintry air that seemed to shiver with the same tension that gripped Eliza's heart. Simon and David stumbled into the warmth of the kitchen, their faces raw and red, badges of the merciless cold that had whipped at them outside. She watched, her breath catching in her throat, as her husband and son shook off the chill, ice crystals melting from their disheveled hair like the remnants of a frigid dream.

	 

	"Whoo, it's brutal out there," David huffed, his cheeks flushed with a ruddy vigor that spoke of the hours spent in the frosty embrace of the outdoors. His thinning hair lay flattened against his scalp, the edges frosted with the kiss of winter.

	 

	"Tell me about it," Simon chimed in, rubbing his hands together as if to wring the warmth back into his fingers. With every visible puff of breath that escaped his lips, Eliza felt the sting of her betrayal. The sight of her firstborn, with his geeky charm and tousled brown locks dusted by snowflakes, twisted the knife of guilt deeper into her conscience.

	 

	"Mom, you wouldn't believe how much new snow we got," Simon said, a boyish grin spreading across his features, oblivious to the storm of emotions raging within her.

	 

	Eliza mustered a smile, though it was brittle, threatened to fracture under the weight of her transgressions. "I'm sure it's a sight to see, honey." Her voice was a strained whisper, barely audible above the din of her own self-reproach.

	 

	David, ever the affectionate patriarch, wrapped an arm around Eliza's waist. "What would we do without our warm home to come back to, eh?" His touch, meant to be comforting, sent a jolt through her, a cruel reminder of the rough caresses she had received only a moment ago from another man—Adam, whose presence now lingered like a phantom's kiss upon her skin.

	 

	"Indeed," she replied, her gaze flickering away, unable to meet his trusting eyes. The heat from David's body seeped through the layers of her clothing, yet it could not thaw the icy dread that clung to her soul.

	 

	As they shed their winter gear, leaving damp patches on the tiled floor, the domestic tableau was marred by the dark shadow of Eliza's indiscretion. The tendrils of steam rising from their garments seemed to mock her, each wisp a silent accusation of the heated, forbidden moments she had shared with Adam while her beloved boys braved the biting cold for the sake of holiday preparations.

	 

	"Let's get you boys warmed up," Eliza said, keeping her voice light as she led them into the kitchen

	 

	The chill that Simon and David had carried into the house with their entry seemed to linger around them, manifesting in the slow melt of snowflakes caught in the fibers of their winter hats. Eliza's eyes were drawn inexorably to the droplets of moisture that glistened on David's brows like guilt-laden pearls. The air was heavy with more than just the cold; it was laden with unspoken secrets, with the weight of a betrayal that clung to her skin, as palpable as the sweat that had beaded there not long before.

	 

	"Did you see the string of lights by the garage?" David's voice cut through her reverie, bringing her back to the present—a present now tarnished by the acts she had allowed to happen.

	 

	"Cut clean through." His gaze met hers, and in it, she saw concern, not yet tinged with suspicion. "We'll have to replace it before the party."

	 

	Eliza felt the pang tear through her, sharp and accusatory. The lights, yes, but oh, if he only knew what else needed replacing—her loyalty, her fidelity. She moved uneasily, a marionette jerked by strings of anxiety. "Yes, we will," she murmured, feeling the knot of dread pull tighter in her stomach.

	 

	"Where's Adam?" Simon's curious voice chimed in, his innocent eyes scanning the room for his friend, unaware of the sordid drama unfolding.

	 

	"Here I am!" Adam's voice was buoyant, almost triumphant, as he emerged from the hallway, his blonde hair tousled in a manner that only served to remind Eliza of hands running through it, of breathless whispers and gasps. "I've been helping your mom in the kitchen. We even made hot cocoa."

	 

	The words hung in the air, thick with double meanings, and Eliza fought to keep her composure, fought against the tide of memories that those words provoked. She watched as her husband and son followed Adam into the kitchen where the scent of chocolate was rich and heady, mingling with the muskier notes of her recent downfall.

	 

	"Thanks, man," Simon said, his gratitude directed at Adam, though his smile included his mother. He sat down at the table and lifted a cup to his lips. Eliza's heart stopped as her son took a sip, the whipped cream adorning his lip in an innocent mimicry of the thick cum mixed with it. It was all she could do not to reach out and wipe it away, to erase the evidence of her betrayal.

	 

	"Nothing warms you up like a good cup of cocoa," David added, his voice rumbling with contentment. "Especially when it's made with love."

	 

	The word sent a shiver down Eliza's spine, her every nerve ending alight with the fire of her transgression. Love, indeed. If they only knew the kind of care she had been providing.

	 

	She turned away, feigning a need to attend to some inconsequential detail on the stove, to hide the flush that crept up her neck, to give herself a moment to collect the shards of her control. She caught sight of Adam's grin, sharp and knowing, and something within her quailed.

	 

	"Mom, did you do something different? This tastes amazing," Simon said, his voice tinged with both curiosity and praise. His gaze lingered on Eliza, seeking the secret behind the enhanced flavor that danced upon his palate.

	 

	Before she could answer, Adam spoke.

	 

	"Actually, that's my secret ingredient," he said. "Something I learned from my mother."

	 

	Adam's grin was a sly, predatory crescent that curved like the blade of a scythe in the dim light of the Walker kitchen. It was a smile that held secrets and reveled in them, a silent gloating over the two men who sat unknowing before him. His eyes, blue and cold as chips of glacier ice, flickered with amusement as they watched Simon and David drink deeply from their mugs.

	 

	Eliza's heart stopped as she watched the white cream drip from her family's lips, its purity poisoned by the taint of Adam's cum.

	 

	The silence that followed was punctuated only by the sounds of her boy's enjoyment—the soft clink of ceramic against wood, the subtle slurp of liquid, the occasional sigh of gratification. Each noise seemed to reverberate within Eliza, reminding her of the thick seed Adam had scooped from her warm, well-fucked cunt and deposited in the cups.

	 

	David leaned forward, his movements deliberate and unhurried, and wiped the errant streak of cream from his son's face with a napkin. "Your mother always knows how to warm us up," he said, a playful glint in his eye that spoke of years of shared history and affection.

	 

	"Sure does," Simon agreed, oblivious to the dual layers of meaning that hung, unspoken, between the adults in the room. He took another generous gulp, the dark cocoa painting his throat with its velvety caress, ignorant of the defilement that accompanied each swallow.

	 

	Adam leaned back with a smirk, his blue eyes glinting with dark amusement as he observed the tableau before him. His presence filled the room, oppressive and intoxicating, like a thick fog that refused to lift.

	 

	"Mrs. Walker sure knows how to make a cold day bearable," Adam said, punctuating his sentence with a lascivious wink that only Eliza caught. The subtext of his words slithered through the room, a coiled serpent ready to strike.

	 

	Eliza watched, her heart a drumbeat of dread in her ears, as they continued to savor the drink she had served, the cocoa a symbol of her betrayal, yet also a testament to the twisted desires that had taken root within her. She stood motionless, trapped in a tableau of her own making—a still-life portrait of guilt and forbidden longing.

	 

	Eliza turned away, hiding the crimson flush of shame that crept up her neck. She busied herself with the pretense of tidying up, though her movements were robotic, disjointed. The thoughts swirling in her mind were a maelstrom; the forbidden fruit had been tasted, and its poison now flowed through the veins of her household.

	 

	The small sounds of satisfaction, the clinking of spoons against mugs, were a cacophony to Eliza's ears. They seemed to mock her, jeering at her inability to stem the tide of Adam's insidious influence. She stood there, a statue of domesticity with a roiling tempest beneath her calm exterior.

	 

	They drank deeply, the rich chocolatey concoction flowing down their throats, a perverse communion that bound them all to Adam's will. Eliza watched, her heart fracturing further with each gulp, the weight of her silence a tangible force crushing her from within.

	 

	As the mugs clattered onto the table, finally empty, Simon stood up and looked at Adam.

	 

	"How about a game of Call of Duty?" Simon asked.

	 

	Adam gave Eliza a sidelong smile, then pushed himself away from the counter.

	 

	"Sure," he said, then looked back at Eliza. "That is, if your mother doesn't need anymore help?"

	 

	Eliza sensed the layered meaning that hung in the air between them. Her cheeks burned, but she kept her voice calm.

	 

	"No, thank you. You two boys have fun."

	 

	Adam grinned one last time, then followed Simon out of the kitchen and up the stairs.

	 

	David stood up a stretched, then beamed as his pretty wife. He stepped towards her and placed a gentle kiss on her cheek.

	 

	"Thanks for the cocoa, dear," he said. "I think I'm going to go upstairs and rest for a bit. Maybe later we can watch a movie?"

	 

	Watch a movie? Watch a movie after what she had done? She could still feel Adam's cock inside of her, the cum he hadn't pushed ripped into her husband's coffee cup still dripping down her leg!

	 

	How could she watch a movie while she was thinking of that?

	 

	"Um, sure," Eliza managed, forcing a smile onto her lips. David seemed satisfied with her response and made his way out of the kitchen and up the stairs. Eliza watched him go, knowing that he would never suspect what had transpired while he was away. She let out a deep breath and sagged against the counter, her trembling hands grasping at the edge for support. Tears streamed down her face as she replayed every moment of that forbidden encounter with Adam. The way his hands had roamed over her body, the way his cock had reached places David could never reach. He had even made her feed her family his cum! She knew it was wrong, so very wrong. She loved David and Simon. But even as the guilt swamped her heart, Eliza couldn't bring herself to regret what had happened with Adam. In fact, she felt an insatiable craving for more. She came to the realization that if Adam desired her once more, it would be impossible for her to reject him. Even worse, she found herself becoming eager at the thought of what could happen next. Despite her deep love for her family, it couldn't ease the intense desire that Adam had ignited within her.

	 

	She settled into the kitchen chair and eyed the empty cups her husband and son had left. She lifted one to her lips, unable to discern the sticky whipped cream from Adam's warm load. Still, she dug her finger into the gloopy mess, scooped the remaining chocolate and cream and slurped it from the tip. She thought she could taste Adam's bitter cum, but it might have all been in her mind.

	 

	A slow smile slid over the once naïve wife and mother's face. She set down the cup on the table, her decision made.

	 

	If all Adam wanted for Christmas was her, then the only thing she could do was keep on giving him the gift of her body.

	 

	She only hoped Adam would leave something behind for her poor family.
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