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Prologue
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How did I get here? Marion Reynolds thought as she knelt on the bedroom floor.

"God!" The young man standing above her said. He dug his powerful hands into her hair, holding her head in place so he could shove his hard cock in and out of her mouth. "I love your mouth Mrs. Reynolds!"

Marion moaned in anguish. She looked up and stared into little Sam Whittaker's eyes. Except he wasn't little anymore. Sam had grown into a tall, powerful young man with a sculpted chest and rippled abs. She had known the boy all his life, but when he came back home from college, he was a whole different person.

"I'll bet you don't suck Mr Reynold's cock like this, do you?" Sam chuckled.

Marion couldn't answer because her mouth was so stuffed with hot, throbbing meat. Instead, she could only whimper as she worshiped the young boy's cock. 

What are you doing? she thought. He's the same age as your son!

She was supposed to be getting ready to open presents with her family. Instead, she was on her knees relishing every inch of her son's best friend.

"We better hurry," Sam grunted. "They're waiting for us."

Oh, God! She thought. My daughter! My son and his girlfriend! And my poor husband. 

Even as her thoughts turned to her family, a fresh wave of guilt threatened to overwhelm her. Sam sensed her hesitation and pulled his thick cock from her mouth. He rubbed the hot, wet shaft along her cheek.

"Don't worry," Sam said. "No one needs to know but us. I mean, this is what you want, right?"

The housewife and mother whimpered as Sam rolled his wet cock over her lips. It was as long as her face, caressing her from chin to hairline. How? How did this skinny, shy little boy turn into such a powerful, confident man?

She had asked herself the same question over the last week, and all she could come up with was a growth spurt in college. But, that didn't explain the boy's confidence or prowess. 

"Yes," she moaned, fighting the shame in her heart. "This is what I want!"

"That's a good girl," Kyle said and Marion could not suppress the rush of warm pride that bloomed in her chest. "That's a good girl!"

Then, the sexy young man shoved his cock back into the housewife's hungry mouth.
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How did I get here? Sam Whitaker thought as he laid on his back, his wrists tied to the slats of a wooden headboard.

It was Halloween night, and Sadie had invited him to her sorority's party. A year ago, Sam would not have imagined his life would turn out this way. After all, when he and his best friend, Kyle, started at Briar Ridge College, Sam was six feet tall, but weighed only 125 pounds. All his high school career he'd been haunted by words such as Matchstick, Daddy longlegs, and other less imaginative names. His nose had been too big for his face, his hands too big for his arms, and his feet to do anything but stumble when he walked or ran. Combined with a rash of constant acne along his cheek and forehead, Sam Whitaker had been a virgin who wasn't even good at computers, which disqualified him as a geek. He was just a lonely loser.

That was until he met Sadie Taffeta.

It was a silly name for a very sexy, dangerous girl, the same sexy, dangerous girl now stalking towards the bed.

She had gone all out for Halloween, dressing in a full succubus outfit complete with black bikini, thigh-high leather boots, and black horns sticking out from her mane of lush, silver-blonde hair. Sam felt his naked cock twitch into life.

Of all the things Sam didn't have when he got to college, a small cock wasn't one of them. Like his hands and his feet, his cock had been out of proportion to his thin frame. But now, after months of lifting weights, and Sadie's protein-rich diet, his thick cock was just another part of his well-formed body.

"My, my," Sadie chuckled, causing a shiver of fear and lust to tickle Sam's spine. "You certainly have become gorgeous. All thanks to me!"

The buxom blonde succubus climbed up onto the bed and positioned herself over Sam's body. Sam looked up in wonder as her heavy breasts jiggled a few inches from his face. How had he ended up such a popular, hot girl? It was a question he often asked himself.

They had met in world history class. The auditorium had over two hundred students but, for whatever reason, Sadie had noticed the gawky Sam the very first day of class.

She sat just one row in front of him, so close he could smell the cherry blossom conditioner she used on her beautiful, blonde locks. So close, yet so far away.

After class every Monday, Wednesday and Friday, Sadie would pause and make eye contact with Sam. Then, she would give the flustered boy a knowing smile as she bent over to pick up her things, giving him a generous view of her chest. She wore what could only be described as an old-fashioned school girl outfit. Dark plaid skirts and crisp white blouses unbuttoned enough until the pale round tops of her breasts were exposed.

All the eyes of the men in class, and probably in the entire school, followed Sadie everywhere she went, yet she went out of her way to get Sam's attention.

It was enough to drive Sam crazy. He would go home after class, knowing Kyle would be out with his girlfriend for the afternoon, and masturbate to the vision of Sadie Taffeta.

"You remember how shy you were?" Sadie giggled as she rubbed her round bottom against Sam's throbbing cock. "Do you remember?"

"Yes," Sam said hoarsely.

He would have gone the entire year without speaking to Sadie if she hadn't asked him out first. The blonde had waited for him in the hallway after class. As all the other people filed past her, she caught Sam's eye. He ducked his head to walk by when her voice cut through the crowd.

"So, how long are you going to pretend you don't want to fuck me?"

Sam stopped, frozen. One of his worst nightmares was about to come true right here in front of everyone. He had always fought inappropriate thoughts about women in high school and now college. He had been terrified his whole life that some pretty girl could read his desire on his face. And now as he slowly turned in the hallway, he saw Sadie Taffeta grinning up at him.

Other kids had stopped for a moment, distracted by Sadie's words. But, when they noticed the beautiful young woman smiling they moved on. Obviously, she wasn't in distress. In fact, a few girls looked sympathetically at Sam, realizing Sadie was calling him out.

"What? That's not... "

"Oh, stop!" Sadie laughed dismissively. 

She was dressed as usual in a white blouse, unbuttoned at the top and tied just under her breasts revealing a firm midriff. She had on a short gray and red plaid skirt cut just below the curve of her bottom.

She sauntered up to Sam, raised a hand, and placed it on his chest. She paused for a moment and, as if by magic, the crowd parted around them giving the two young people space. Sam's heart pounded against his ribs and when he saw Sadie's smile, he realized she could feel it.

"You don't have to lie," she grinned. "I'm not mad, if that's what you think."

Sam's brain locked up, every gear frozen. He was mesmerized by Sadie's flashing green eyes and her plump, pink lips curled into a smile. He couldn't think of anything to say.

"You, you're not?"

Fuck! Had he just admitted he was thinking about fucking her? God damn it! Why couldn't he be suave like other guys? What was wrong with him?

As if in answer, he felt his cock lurch in his pants. Because he was so thin, his pants were baggy, but his cock was unusually large. That cock now threatened to create a huge tent in the front of his pants.

He moved, trying desperately to shift his hips and hide his burgeoning boner.

Sadie pounced on him like a cat pounces on a mouse.

"There's no reason to hide it,'' she said. "Why don't you ask me out?"

Sam looked desperately around the hall, but all the students had filed out heading to their next class. Sam didn't understand what was happening. He'd never been approached by a girl before, let alone a girl as beautiful and sexy as Sadie.

"Come on," she urged. "If you don't even have the guts to ask me out, this isn't going to work."

It was a trick; it had to be. Was this how the girl got her kicks? By asking out freshmen and then humiliating them?

He didn't know why Sadie had focused her attention on him, but he couldn't let this chance slip by. His whole life he'd been watching other guys, guys like his roommate and best friend Kyle, get the girl and all he could do was watch. 

Sam didn't know what possessed him that day, but an urge stronger than anything he had ever felt before gathered in his chest. He summoned up every last ounce of courage and looked down at the smiling girl.

"Do you... do you want to go out with me?"

He waited for the inevitable laugh, the heartbreaking chuckle a pretty girl has when she wants to crush a vulnerable guy's spirit. So, ready to accept the pain of being turned down he didn't hear her when she finally spoke.

"Sure." she grinned. "How about coffee?"

***
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SAM SAT ACROSS FROM Sadie at the Burned Bean, a hangout close to Briar Ridge where kids went to get their coffee. In front of him was a hot chocolate with whipped cream, the only thing he could think of ordering and now he sat there, unable to think of anything to say.

Sadie seemed content to let him stew in his own misery. His tension didn't seem to have any effect on his growing erection, but his crotch was hidden by the table.

Sadie eyed him over her steaming cup of mocha then set her cup down.

"Okay, Sam," she said. "You got me here. What are you going to do with me?"

She had a teasing smile on her face that made Sam's heart stop. What was he going to do with her? He had dreamed about this moment his entire life but now that he was here, with a pretty girl obviously interested in him, he couldn't think of a word to say.

"I... I don't know," he said.

"Hmm," Sadie said and took another sip of coffee. "I think I do."

Sam felt something touch his ankle then slowly slide up his leg. He looked down in his lap and saw Sadie's foot encased in a white sock nuzzling against his thigh.

Sam sat straight up in his chair and almost spilled his hot chocolate. He looked desperately around the coffee shop, but no one seemed to notice that Sadie's foot was no longer in her shoe.

"What's the matter?" Sadie chuckled. "Don't you like your hot chocolate, widdle boy?"

Sam opened his mouth to comment on the whole widdle boy thing, but at that moment her toes found the pulsing shaft of his cock. He stifled a moan, put his trembling hands on the cup, then raised the quivering cup to my lips and took a drink.

"Wow!" Sadie leaned forward, her voice soft and seductive. "I knew you'd be big. I can just tell, but this..."

She continued moving her foot along his shaft. Sam wondered how a girl gets so good at stroking someone with her foot and that brought up all kinds of images of Sadie's naked feet sliding up and down thick, pulsing cocks. He groaned, and his buttocks tensed as she brought him to the edge of orgasm right there in the middle of the coffee shop.

Suddenly, her foot disappeared and his cock twitched in his pants, but did not explode.

"Not yet!" Sadie grinned. "I want to see it."

She stood up suddenly, slid her foot back into her shoe, and walked towards the back of the coffee shop. She turned around and beckoned Sam with a smile then disappeared down a small hallway towards the bathrooms.

Sam looked guiltily around the coffee shop, wondering if the other patrons could see his distress. They didn't seem to notice, young people hurrying about their mundane lives as Sam was about to have all his dreams come true!

He stood up, keeping his arms down over his crotch and tried his best to hide his growing tent. He hurried to the bathroom, not paying attention to anyone around him, focused only on Sadie.

There were two gender neutral bathrooms, both of them open. Sam wasn't sure which one to take and raised his hand to knock, when the door suddenly opened and Sadie pulled him quickly inside.

"Good boy!" She grinned. "So, you can take a hint.

"Um...yeah," Sam said.

Sam was locked in the bathroom with Sadie Taffeta, her cherry blossom scent filling his nose. He didn't know whether to touch her or kiss her. He reached out, attempting to grab her shoulders but his hands slipped downwards as if caught by a magnetic force and landed firmly on her breasts.

"Oh!" Sadie chuckled. "I guess you do like me!"

Sam pulled his hands quickly away and tried to force them to his sides.

"I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I just don't know... I just..."

Sadie watched him with an amused smile as Sam stumbled on his words.

"I don't know what to do!" Heat spread from his neck up his cheeks and he knew was glowing a bright red. 

"I love it when boys are honest," Sadie laughed and slid her curvy, nubile body up against him. "It's so much easier when you're honest."

Slowly, her hand slid down his chest and stomach, fluttering across the bulge in his pants. He didn't hold back his moan this time as her hand gripped him through his jeans and stroked him hard.

"So big!" She murmured in his ear. "I'm so glad you're big!"

He didn't know whether to say thank you so he kept his mouth shut. Sadie's fingers tugged at the buttons of his jeans and Sam leaned back against the bathroom sink as she pushed his pants and underwear down over his thin hips.

Sam's cock sprang forward as if it had a brain of its own. It was dripping with juices, still hovering on the edge of orgasm.

"Fuck!" she laughed. "That is the biggest cock I've ever seen!"

"It... it is?" Sam felt a flush of pride flow through his chest.

"You don't even know, do you?" She laughed. "You don't even know what you've got here!"

Her gentle hand gripped his heavy shaft, and she slowly slid her fingers back and forth along the length. Sam moaned in pleasure. Sadie chuckled.

"You have no reason to be so shy," she whispered. "No reason at all. So what if you're a little skinny, a little awkward, with this cock you should walk around like you own the fucking world!"

Each soft word entered his brain, and her hand worked his cock. She molded her soft body up against Sam's side, stroking him hard and fast. He wanted to hold out, but with her scent in his nostrils and her firm hand on his manhood, there was no way he could last very long.

Sam cried out as he came and buried his face into Sadie's sweet smelling hair. She continued to chuckle softly, not teasing him, but happy as his cock spurted a huge rope of cum onto the floor. And it didn't stop with one blast, he squirted again and again, emptying his balls under Sadie's gentle touch.

"Wow!" She whispered. "You fucking came buckets! You should be porn!"

"I don't... I don't know," Sam said and couldn't help but laugh.

"I do!" Sadie grinned. "But for now, you're all mine, aren't you?"

"All yours?" I said my tone full of hope.

"Yes," she cooed. "All mine. Now, I got you off, it's only fair if you return the favor. That's what gentlemen do."

"Sure," He said looking down at her beautiful body. "But I... I don't know what to do."

She laughed and placed a warm hand on Sam's cheek.

"You are so precious!" She giggled.  "I'm going to have so much fun with you. Now get on your fucking knees!"

"What?" I said

"No more questions! Just do it!"

Sam gulped heavily then slowly sank to his knees in a puddle of his own cum. For a moment, he was disgusted, until Sadie pulled up the hem of her skirt and revealed her see-through lace panties.

"This is your first lesson in how to please a woman," she said. "You can't always depend on your cock. Remember that."

Sam looked into her flashing green eyes. She smiled warmly down at him as if she had known me my whole life.

"Now, pull down my panties," she ordered.

Still trembling, Sam raised his hand, hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties, and pulled them down over her hips. His eyes fixated on the plump, pink lips between her legs. She was shaved bare, the swollen furrow dripping with juices. It was the first time Sam had seen a woman's pussy in real life, but he knew enough to realize that she must be turned on.

"Okay," Sadie said, petting Sam's sandy blond hair like he was a pet. "You're going to want to just dive In—"

Sam didn't need to be told twice; he dove forward into Sadie's pussy, eagerly sucking at her juicy lips. He had no technique and hoped to make up for it with enthusiasm. 

After a few, messy moments, Sadie dug her hand into Sam's hair and there was a biting pain in his scalp as she pulled him away from her pussy.

"Let me finish!" She hissed with just a hint of ice in her tone. "I know you're excited, but that's not the right way. Women need more than just a little stroking or sucking to get them off. We're more complicated creatures than that. Understand?"

Sam nodded, tears of pain pricking his eyes.

"Good, now first grab my thighs. Gently! Good. Now pull my thighs apart slowly, that's it. Put your mouth on my thigh next to my pussy."

Sam did as he was told. His lips touched the soft skin of her thigh. His nose was filled with the musky scent of her pussy. He desperately wanted to bury his face between her swollen lips, but he held himself back, continuing to kiss her thigh working his way around her pussy until his nose brushed across her wet furrow.

"Oh! That's good! Breathe deep, baby. Get used to it. You're going to be down there a lot!"

Sam let out a surprised whimper. This would not be a onetime thing? Sadie chuckled using her hand on his hair to guide him slowly into her pussy. "Now, lick gently between my lips. That's right, oh! Yeah yes! Just like that! A little harder! More!"

Sam's tongue slid up and down the swollen pink lips, the tip slipped between her lips and tasted the salty inner flesh. It took all of his strength to hold back his attack because he wanted more of her cries. He knew, somewhere deep inside, that what Sadie was giving him something most guys like him never got. He would not screw that up.

"Yes!" Sadie murmured. "Now, at the top of my pussy you're going to find my clit. Do you know what a clit is?"

Sam did. He'd seen enough porn to know the general features of female anatomy. The clitoris was a button, like a wet bud at the top of a woman's pussy. In the movies, when the men attacked that button, women went wild.

"It's not like the movies!" Sadie moaned as if she could read my thoughts. "Take it gently into your mouth and suck on it!"

Sam did as she instructed. His lips closed around that swollen bud and he sucked on it gently. His tongue couldn't control itself and lashed out across her clit.

"Yes! Keep doing that with your tongue! Now, put a fucking finger in my cunt!"

Sam continued to lick and lash at her cunt, his jaw stiffening. He didn't care. Her lusty moans were all the reward he needed!.

He raised his hand and shoved a finger deep into her wet cunt. She was molten liquid inside, but underneath the walls of her wet pussy, powerful muscles gripped his finger and sucked him inside. Without being told he plunged his finger in and out like a cock, all the while working on her pussy with his tongue.

Sadie had stopped talking. Her commands devolved into a primal language of grunts, moans, and yelps of pleasure. He worked his mouth and his finger in her cunt, unable to hold back his hunger any longer. He furiously attacked her pussy like a hungry animal. Sadie cried out, dug her hands into his hair and pushed his face into her pussy until Sam was buried in her wet flesh.

"Fuck!" she screamed and if Sam thought she was wet before, it was nothing compared to the deluge of sweet juices that poured down over his face. Sadie's body humped against his face, her pussy sliding up and down his nose as she rode out the waves of her orgasm.

Finally, she stopped squirming, and fell back against the sink. Sam fell back on his haunches, gasping for breath, her juices dripping off his chin. He wondered if he could drown in her lust and decided that would be an excellent death.

Sadie sank to the ground in front of him. They were kneeling in a puddle of their own juices and they didn't care. She grinned at Sam and gripped his face between her hands.

"Good boy!" she laughed. "We are going to have so much fun together!"
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And they had. Sam reflected on that time as Sadie slipped the thin triangle of black fabric that covered her pussy aside. He knew her well enough by now to know that she was turned on, her bare pink lips swollen and dewy with lust.

She lowered herself on his long, thick cock. The teasing smile disappeared for a moment as his fat head punched deep inside the coed's supple body.

His cock was the same, but his body had changed in the last six months. As Sadie fell forward and her hands no longer felt the skin and bones underneath. Instead, his entire form had become sheathed in thick, hard muscle. The rash of acne that had plagued him ever since puberty was gone. Now all that was left was a hard jaw, lush blond hair, and firm, well-trained body. All things Sadie had helped him with.

Her attention was not entirely unselfish. Six months ago he had been young and naïve, and she had molded that innocent kid into her private sex toy. Now, he knew exactly how to please her and he had the strong, masculine body to do it.

"Oh, fuck!" she moaned as she impaled herself on his cock. Once he was fully sheathed in her hot, wet pussy, she lifted her hips and lowered herself again and again, using his body for her pleasure.

But, the days when Sam would have laid there and let her use him we're gone. Even though he couldn't move his hands, he could still thrust upward with his cock. The first time surprised her, her eyes growing wide as he forced his fleshy shaft into her belly. Then the shock faded into a look of intense hunger. She fell forward and planted her hands on the firm slabs of muscled on his chest.

Sam didn't let her control the pace, however. He continued to thrust upward, stabbing ruthlessly into her body. He grinned when he saw the black horns nestled in her silver blonde hair slip to one side as the girl lost control.

"Slow," she moaned. "Slow down!"

Sam knew what Sadie wanted. She wanted to stay in control of him, forcing him to do her bidding. But he knew deep down there was a side of Sadie that longed to be handled. To be dominated. That fear of being taken, that was probably the reason she picked naïve undergrads to control.

Sam strained against the bonds around his wrists. They were soft cuffs attached to chains, the kind you find at the adult book shops. They were meant for play, not to keep the monster Sam had become restrained.

Even as he pulled against the chains, he continued to work his body up into Sadie. Despite her pleas for him to slow down, she was losing control. He could tell by the sound of her voice, and the feel of her cunt muscles gripping him tightly. It was her own fault, really. She had taught him all she knew about sex, how to read the female body like an open book. And everything she was giving off now was surrender.

He growled like an animal and looked over to the side and saw the link stretch, then snap. He reached over with his other hand pulling with both arms on the second chain. Instead of the chain breaking this time, the wooden rung of the headboard of her bed cracked instead.

Sadie looked at him, her green eyes wide.

"Oh my God! Did you just break my—"

Her words turned into a yelp as Sam reached up, gripped her arms, and rolled her over on the bed, his enormous cock still embedded deep inside of her. Shocked by this turn of events, Sadie could only moan as her young protégé slammed deep inside of her body.

Sam didn't let up. Not once in their entire relationship had he had the upper hand, and he would not rest until he made her submit. He lifted her leg, hooked one knee into the crook of his elbow, and stretched it backward until it was smashing down upon Sadie's tit. The maneuver allowed him deeper access to her pussy and cushioned every savage blow with the rounded curve of her ass.

"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Sadie screamed as the once shy kid fucked her within an inch of her life. Her body shook with each vicious thrust, one foot dangling in the air kicking helplessly. Sam continued his relentless pounding until he felt a tremor run through the young girl's body.

When she came she didn't scream. She couldn't. All the breath had been savagely driven from her lungs by his pounding cock. Instead, Sadie's eyes rolled up into the back of her head and her mouth opened in a silent cry of pleasure as her entire body gave in to ecstasy.

She jerked and twitched on the bed, her hands clawing at the sheets, her mouth open and tongue rolling to the side. Finally, she could catch her breath and only then did she scream.

Sam waited till that final cry hit his ears, and his cock filled with an undeniable pressure. He wasn't wearing a condom. Sadie had never allowed him to come inside of her. Even now, though he wanted to claim her body inside and out, he pulled out of her. There was something else that he had never been allowed to do.

He scooted up on the bed, kneeling over Sadie's face. She opened her eyes and her brow furrowed as she looked at his cock hovering just inches from her lips. He saw a look of recognition pass through her face and, for a moment, he thought she might order him to release his load onto her stomach or her breasts.

Instead, another tremor of pleasure ricocheted through her nerves. Finally, she nodded and closed her eyes as Sam released a blast of hot, sticky cum all over the pretty girl's face. He had never felt more powerful in his life than he did at that moment, kneeling over the woman who had dominated him for months. Now she lay submissively underneath him allowing him to spray rope after sticky rope of white froth over her cheeks and into her mouth. Sticky cum pooled in her eye, gumming her lid shut.

She had never looked more beautiful.

"Fuck!" Sam cried. The realization of what he had just done flooded back to him and he fell back on the mattress, his body covered in a shiny sheen of sweat. "Fuck!"

Sadie lay still beside him and Sam couldn't suppress a tremor of fear. He didn't know what had come over him, and he wasn't sure how Sadie would react.

Finally she sat up in bed. The cheap succubus horns hung from her silver hair. Her black bikini top had fallen down to expose her heavy round breasts and her face was covered with sticky cum.

Sam waited for her to scream at him, or punish him for having overstepped. Instead, the pretty girl scooped a large dollop of cum from her eye and slid it into her mouth. Then, she looked at him and laughed.

"Finally!" she chuckled and slid more of his cum from her cheek in between her perfect pink lips. "You're ready!"

Sam sat up, confused.

"Ready? For what?"

She smiled.

"For anything."

Sadie leaned over and picked up a picture by the side of the bed. In it was a picture of his roommate Kyle flanked by his lovely mother Marion, his sister Alex, and his pretty girlfriend Katie.

"This is what you really want, isn't it?" Sadie asked.

Sam shook his head. They had talked about his roommate's family before, but never the dark, erotic impulses he had for the women in Kyle's life. That hadn't stopped Sadie from realizing the truth.

"I don't understand," Sam said and reached out to touch Sadie. "I want you."

Sadie slid out of his grasp and stood up.

"No, you don't," she said. "You want them, don't you?"

Sam looked again at the picture, at the beautiful, smiling women and his best friend in the middle. Jealousy rose from inside his heart, the same jealousy he had felt for years. Kyle had always been good looking and popular. Plus, he had a loving family, a family Sam didn't have. And, although Kyle's family took him in after his parents abandoned him, Sam always felt like an outsider.

"But, what about us?"

"Oh, sweetie!" Sadie smiled with sticky lips. "There is no us!"

She leaned over the bed and pulled her bra and panties from the tangle of sheets.

"You don't need me anymore," Sadie said and Sam thought he saw just a hint of sadness in her eyes quickly covered up by her teasing smile. "You don't love me, Sam. Just because we fuck doesn't mean its love, baby."

Sam suppressed a whimper of pain. A loss he had buried deep inside of him since his mother had abandoned him. The pain threatened to swell inside and overwhelm him. 

"Hey," Sadie said. "Don't be sad. I taught you everything I know. Now..."

She reached out, gripped his hands around the picture, and held them up to his face.

"Go and put it to good use."
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Marion Reynolds glanced at the happy photo on the bedside table as she made her bed. It was a happy picture of her family just before Kyle and Sam left for college. Sam, skinny and gangly, alongside her shorter, but more muscular son. Arranged around the two boys were her husband, Norman, her older daughter Alex and Kyle's pretty brunette girlfriend, Brandy. 

Sam stood out from the rest of the group. He was easily taller than anyone else, with rusty-blond hair and a thin gawky frame. She smiled sadly.

Last year had been hard for her, with the kids away. She was still beautiful for someone who was almost forty. Luckily, she'd had her children early; Alexandra at the age of nineteen and Kyle just a year later. When Kyle was fifteen, they took in Sam after his mother left him. Marion had given up on school and devoted her time to taking care of her family.

Now that they were empty nesters, it was hard for her and Norman to have anything to talk about. For almost twenty years their discussions had centered on his work, and the kids' school. Half of their conversation had left with the kids.

She'd hoped that Norman would take some time off work so they could travel, or spend time together. But, since the kids had left, he had thrown himself into work. Sometimes, she wondered if it was just a reason to stay away from their empty house.

Marion sighed and set the picture down on the bedside table. All she could do now was make sure that Thanksgiving was perfect, because those memories would have to last her all year long.

She had just finished the last bed when she heard Kyle's car pull into the drive. She heard a little squeal and looked out the window. It must be Brandy, Kyle's girlfriend. Her son must have called her and told her he was close. Brandy was an excitable young girl, the perfect cheerleader. Still, she was nice enough and made Kyle happy, which was enough for Marion to ignore the girl's over-the-top enthusiasm.

Marion turned back to the bed and hurried to flatten out the sheets and pull the blue comforter over the top. She heard the front door open and, taking one last look at the room, she left and headed down the steps.

Kyle and Brandy entered first, followed by a tall young man. For a moment, Marion was confused. She had expected to see Sam, but this young man coming into her house did not look like the same Sam she remembered.

He was still tall, Sam had always been tall, but the young boy who had left for college with her son had been thin and gangly. The man who stood behind her son looking up the steps at her with a broad grin on his face was not just tall, but broad as well. He had on jeans and a tight black T-shirt that stretched taut around his biceps. Marion had always hoped the shy kid would fill out, but she just never imagined he would grow up this much!

Has it only been a year? Marion asked herself.

The last time she had seen him in person was when he and Kyle had packed the car and left for school last year. When Sam had stayed over summer break, Marion had been delighted. She still missed him, but at least he was getting out on his own.

For as long as she could remember, Kyle had always been the bigger one, the faster one, the stronger one. Sam's mother had abandoned him when he was fifteen and his father was nowhere to be found. The Reynolds had taken in Sam, a silent, sad boy who never seemed to fit into his own skin.

It only got worse as the boys had gotten older. Kyle had filled out and was good at sports. Sam had continued to be nice, but shy. Throughout high school, Sam's arms and legs grew too long for his body and his unfortunate acne problem had made it impossible for him to get a date. The poor kid had withdrawn into himself and spent most of his Friday nights at home with Norman and Marion, or playing games in his room.

Marion hated to admit it, but she pitied the poor boy and did her best to comfort him. She mothered him even more than she mothered her own son.

It didn't seem to help. 

Marion had hoped that when Sam went off to college, he would mature. As she looked at the large boy looming in her entryway, she never could have imagined he would grow up so much.

"Hi, Mom!" Kyle said and Marion actually had to peel her eyes away from Sam's body to look at her son. An automatic smile spread across her face and she hurried down the steps to hug her son.

"Oh, honey! It's so good to see you!"

––––––––
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SHE BROKE HER HUG WITH Kyle and turned to Sam. My God! He was even bigger up close!

Sam stepped forward, and she felt the thrill of something she hadn't felt in a long time. Her skin shivered with electricity and she felt the wave travel to her belly and settle between her thighs. Heat rushed to her cheeks as the young man pressed her up against his hard chest. She inhaled his musky, manly scent. Marion sank into his smell and the warm, powerful arms wrapped around her body. Only after a long moment did she realize she had hell the hug for too long.

She forced her body back away from Sam holding him at arm's length, her eyes taking in his entire, glorious form.

"Oh my God! Sam? You look so... "

Good! So good! Her thoughts screamed.

"... Different. You look so different!"

"Thanks," Sam said and even his smile had changed. The shy boy who had left her house a year ago was exuding a confidence she had never seen before. "And you're just as beautiful as ever, Marion."

"Oh!" Brandy gushed, hugging Kyle's arm. "That's so sweet, Sam!"

Sam blushed at Brandy's enthusiasm, and his glance flashed over the pretty brunette. Marion frowned, her hand still on Sam's hard biceps.

Is he checking Brandy out? Marion thought. How do I feel about that?

Because intense feelings had sprung up as she stood, still unable to break contact with the young man she had raised. She could still feel the flickers of warmth in her belly and thighs, but a strange emotion was emerging. It took her a moment to figure out what it was.

Am I jealous? she thought. That's crazy!

Sam moved his arms gently underneath her hands, and Marion suppressed a gasp. She was still holding him! She let her arms fall to her sides and looked over at Kyle and Brandy to see if they had noticed.

They didn't. In fact, Brandy and Kyle were smiling at the scene, overcome by happiness at the reunion.

"Come in!" Marion said, finally. "Please! Come in!"

She led the kids through a small hallway to the dining room where they sat down. Brandy sat next to Kyle, still snuggling up against her son's arm. Marion scoffed at herself for thinking Brandy was admiring Sam. The young girl obviously worshiped her son.

"Would you like something to drink?"

"That'd be great mom," Kyle said. "I'll take a soda."

"Oh me too!" Brandy piped in.

"I'll help you, Marion," Sam said and followed her into the kitchen.

Even his voice sounded lower, more confident and as the two of them entered the kitchen she realized just how much bigger he'd gotten. Before he left for college, he'd been skinny enough to scoot around the kitchen behind her without touching, but now she had a hard time opening the refrigerator and bending over to get the drinks.

She felt his warm presence behind her and when she stood up, realized he was only inches away from her.

"Kitchen seems smaller, doesn't it?: He grinned and plucked the sodas from her hand.

"Um, Yeah," Marion chuckled nervously. "You, um... you got..."

She searched for the right word as Sam continued to grin knowingly down at her. Why was she getting so flustered? She had known Sam since he was a young boy. Even before he'd moved in, she was taking care of him. Giving him snacks after school and bandaging scraped knees. She knew Sam almost as well as she knew her own son.

So why was she acting like a giddy schoolgirl?

"I've been working out," Sam said and brushed against her as he reached into the fridge and grabbed a third soda. "I guess you could say college has been good for me."

"Yeah," Marion said absently, the heat of Sam's body making her skin flush. "I guess you could say that."

Sam stood in front of her for a moment, and this time she caught him looking her up and down. Marion suddenly felt like covering herself under that intense gaze, but she stayed still. She was the woman of the house and she should act like it.

"You haven't changed a bit," Sam said. "Just like I remember."

He said the words softly, each one filled with a double meaning she wasn't sure was real. Was he flirting? Or was he just being nice? Did the fact that he was now built like a model have an effect?

Then, Sam turned on his heel and walked out to the dining room.

After that, the four of them moved to the living room and caught up on all the news. Sam talked about how he had been working during the breaks, as well as working out, and that although he liked it, he had missed being home. The word home filled Marion with a warmth that was not just familial. Still, she drank the cold soda and pushed down any inappropriate thoughts she might have about Sam.

"Well, your father won't be home until later. Maybe you guys should get your laundry together and rest?"

Kyle looked at Brandy, and she giggled, her face turning red. Marion knew what that meant. The two of them hadn't seen each other since spring break and she could tell that Kyle was practically itching to touch his girlfriend in a more intimate way. Marion had long since resolved herself to the fact that her boy would have sex. However, seeing the way Kyle had Brandy squirming in her seat, made the warmth between Marion's thighs swell.

"Actually, Mom, I think Brandy and I are going to go out for dinner." He turned to Sam. "You want to come?"

Sam smiled. He knew by the look on his friend's face that he didn't want a third wheel. He shook his head.

"No," he said. "I'll just stay here and help Marion with the laundry."

He smiled at Marion, and the heat that had been building rushed through her entire body. She kept herself under control and smiled at her son.

"You two go have fun," she said.

Kyle needed no other encouragement. He grabbed Brandy's hand and pulled her towards the front door. The young girl turned and waved at Marion and Sam.

"It was nice to see you, Mrs Reynolds," she said. "And you too, Sam."

She smiled at Sam and blinked her eyes bashfully. Once again, Marion thought there was more to that gaze than mere friendliness. But, considering her own feelings, she couldn't be sure. Brandy was a natural flirt, so it probably meant nothing.

After they left, she turned to see Sam staring at her. She looked away, uncomfortable underneath his steady gaze.

"Well," Sam said. "I guess it's just you and me, huh?"
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Despite his bravado, Sam's heart was beating like a drum inside his chest. Even though he had gotten used to women looking at him as he changed over the past year, he was still surprised by the reaction of the women in Kyle's life to his new, improved body.

It had started when he got out of the car. Brandy was already in Kyle's arms and Sam felt the same, painful stab of jealousy he always felt when he saw them together. 

The three of them had been friends their whole lives, but as they entered high school, Sam had developed an unrequited crush on Brandy. He had been trying to summon up the courage to ask her out when she started dating Kyle.

It had been unfair. Kyle had his pick of anyone in high school. He was captain of the football team, homecoming king, and by far the most popular guy on campus. Sam, as his friend, circulated in the same circles but never stood a chance with the pretty girls who hung out with them.

Brandy had been different. Sure, she was girly and giddy, but underneath she had a good heart. She had tried to help Sam find someone in high school, but Sam only had eyes for her. So, it hurt all the more when she started dating his best friend.

Just as the jealousy was rising in his chest, Brandy let go of Kyle and looked over his shoulder at Sam. Her eyes widened as she took in Sam's new improved body. Her pretty pink lips opened in an O of shock.

"Oh my God!" she cried. "Is that you Sam?"

"It's me," Sam managed a sheepish smile, but he could see the interest in Brandy's eyes. It was as if she was seeing him for the first time and she liked what she saw.

"Wow!" she said. "You have changed!"

She slid out of Kyle's arms and hugged Sam. Sam relished her soft, beautiful body as she pressed it against his form. He held her for just a moment, smelling the hint of peaches before he dropped his arms and let her go.

There was a noticeable flush in her cheeks and her eyes were slightly dilated, sure signs of attraction.

Then, as if shaking off a lingering dream, she grinned and wrapped Kyle's arm in hers. To Sam, it looked like she was reassuring herself of her love for Kyle, like a little girl hugging a teddy bear. He wondered if he was imagining things.

And now, here he was, standing before the woman of the house, the same woman who had practically raised him from the age of fifteen. Marion seemed nervous, something Sam had never seen before on the lovely, older woman's face. There was the same flush in her cheeks that he had noticed on Brandy's face, and the way she turned, opening herself up to his gaze. Was even aware of the signals she was giving off?

But, it was important not to move too quickly. As he looked at his friend's mother, he knew he wanted more than a one-night stand with a married woman. He wanted to own her, body and soul. And to do that, he needed to take his time.

"So," he smiled. "Now that we're alone, what are we going to do?"

Her reaction to his words were priceless. Her eyes widened and the dilation he had noticed earlier got more pronounced. Marion’d nostrils flared, and he knew she was taking in his scent. Sadie had made a point when they first met that he needed to accentuate his natural smell, not cover up with heavy cologne. So he only wore a light scent while underneath was his musky male odor.

He stepped forward, testing, always testing. Six months ago he wouldn't have had the courage, but after Sadie's tutelage he had learned that the only way to fail was not to try.

"Oh," Marion said. "Why don't you... why don't you get your laundry, okay? I'm sure you have some dirty clothes that need to be washed."

Sam stopped, gauging her interest. Her face was flushed but her mouth which a moment earlier had been slightly open, was now closed in a tight, worried smile. Like a skittish deer, Marion was reacting in survival mode, all logic had shut down and she was grasping at straws to prevent what in Sam's mind, was inevitable. She wanted him, she just didn't know it yet.

"Sure," he shrugged. "I'll go grab them."

Sam left her in the laundry room, no doubt gasping for air. It still shocked him, the difference in the way women reacted to his body. Still, it hadn't been enough to break through Marion's reserved, married exterior. That was all right. He didn't want it to be too easy.

As he gathered his laundry, he wondered about his new attitude. He loved Marion. Hell, he loved Kyle. He could never thank them enough for what they'd done for him when his mother left. So why did he want to interfere in Marion's marriage? Why was he so determined to possess her?

The simple answer was, Sam had always been attracted to Marion. So many nights he lay awake, imagining Marion's beautiful, curvy body squirming underneath him. Those fantasies had only intensified over the years.

However, there was a more complicated and more powerful reason he wanted Marion. Ever since he had moved into the Reynolds' home he had felt like an outsider. They tried to make him feel like one of the family, and mostly Sam could delude himself. But, on those rare moments like Thanksgiving, Christmas, and birthdays, no matter how much they tried, Sam could tell that Marion and Kyle's sister, Alex, had never loved him the way he needed to be loved. Then, when Brandy began dating his best friend, the truth had been hammered home.

This isn't your family.

He desperately wanted that family to be his and to be the most important thing in their lives. Those feelings had developed along with his hormones, creating a lust and jealousy that Sam couldn't control.

And now that he had the body and experience Sadie had helped him achieve, he didn't have to. Now, he could have everything he wanted.

All he had to do was take it.

In a burst of inspiration, Sam pulled off his shirt and pants, leaving himself standing in a loose pair of boxers. He looked in the mirror at his sculpted body and the bulge underneath the cotton of the shorts. He gave himself a confident smile, one he didn't feel, picked up his laundry, and went downstairs.

Marion was in the laundry room, pulling out a wet load and putting it into the dryer. Sam said nothing. He walked up to the washer, loaded in the clothes, and shut the door.

Marion stood up from the dryer, turned to Sam, and gasped.

"Sam? What are you doing?"

"What do you mean?" Sam said innocently and dumped some detergent into the machine. "I'm doing laundry!"

"But... but. You're not dressed!"

Sam looked down at his body which caused a similar reaction in Marion. Her face flushed even redder than before. Sam couldn't think of any sight more exciting than an older, married woman with two children blushing at the sight of his body. He felt a sudden lurch in his cock and he forced himself to look away from Marion's shocked face.

"Sorry," he said. "I didn't think it would matter. You've seen me in my boxers before."

"Yes, but I... I..."

If her blushing cheeks were a turn-on, her sudden, stuttering nervousness incited his lust. The way she was flustered was so damn cute!

"You're a man now!" she said finally. "It's not appropriate for you to run around the house and just a pair of... of boxers!"

She nodded her head at his boxers and her eyes widened as she took in the growing tent in his shorts. The thin fabric did very little to hide this huge cock. She must have known, with Sam growing up in their house, that is cock was disproportionate to the rest of his body. Maybe she hadn't noticed? After all, she had been acting as a mother to a thin, wiry kid. She certainly didn't see Sam as attractive.

That wasn't the case now. He watched in amusement as the woman who raised him tore her eyes away from his crotch.

"I'm sorry," he said and grabbed a pair of shorts from the top of the dryer washer. "I'll just wear these till my laundry is done."

The shorts didn't help that much, but it was enough for Marion. She waited till he had pulled on the shorts and then she smiled.

"Sorry," she said. "I'm just not used to you being all grown up. It's not your fault."

It is my fault, Sam thought, but he responded with a frown and nodded.

"It won't happen again, Marion," he said, his voice lingering on her name.

Marion nodded, smiled, and patted his shoulder. She paused with her fingers on the taut skin for a moment, a fresh blush rushing to her cheeks.

"That's fine," she said. 

They stood awkwardly in the laundry room for a few moments. Sam thought about leaving, but he decided that this was a test. Did she trust him? Did she want him? This was one of those moments that would decide how the rest of his Christmas vacation would go.

Just then, there was a sound from the front door. Marion jumped slightly when she heard Norman's voice.

"Hello? Anyone home?"

"Yuh... yes!" she called, pulling her hand away from Sam's shoulder. "Yes, just doing some laundry!"

She looked once more at Sam's face, and his muscular body. Then, she tore her gaze away from him and hurried out the door to greet her husband.
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Marion couldn't get the thoughts of Sam out of her head. The three of them sat down to dinner and Sam and Norman talked amiably to each other as Marion tried to focus on her food.

However, she cast surreptitious glances at Sam. He had changed so much! Where there had once been a quiet, skinny boy was now a full grown man.

Norman noticed the change as well and, for the first time, he spoke to Sam as an equal. Not that her husband hadn't liked Sam, but when the boy had moved in, Norman often found himself frustrated by Sam's lack of confidence.

There was no lacking confidence in the young man now. As Marion picked at her food, she looked over at her son's friend and he caught her looking. He gave her a knowing smile, locking her gaze for a moment longer than was comfortable, especially with her husband sitting at the table.

"So, Sam," Norman's voice shook Marion out of her reverie. "How's school going? Got any girlfriends?"

"Norman! You don't need to pry!"

"Why not?" Norman shrugged. "Look at him! I'm sure he's got women crawling all over him!"

Marion gasped and, for just a moment, felt a twinge of jealousy in her belly. What was wrong with her? Of course Sam would have a girlfriend, maybe a lot of girlfriends. Why did the thought of that drive her crazy?

"Well, there was someone," Sam said and ducked his head bashfully. "But, we took a break for the holidays."

"Really?" Marion asked. "But, why? It's only a couple weeks."

"Well, it really wasn't that serious," Sam shrugged.

"Come on!" Norman slapped Sam on the shoulder. "A guy as good looking as Sam should play the field!"

In the past, Marion would have thought that Norman was making fun of the younger boy. But, there was no hint of humor in his voice. If anything, there was respect for this young man in the prime of his sexual power.

"Maybe we shouldn't talk about this at the dinner table," Marion said. Sam smiled at her again as if he could read her mind and she lowered her eyes to her food.

"Would you look at that!" Norman laughed. "We've embarrassed Marion with our loose talk!"

After that, the conversation turned to more benign subjects. Marion began clearing the table as quickly as she could, anything to get away from Sam's knowing glances.

Thankfully, Sam excused himself to go to bed and Norman gave her a kiss on the cheek and went up to bed to rest while she finished up in the kitchen.

Her heart was still pounding, and she felt a damp heat between her thighs. It was insane, but she was definitely having a reaction to the proximity of the grown-up Sam in the house. Even now, she imagined him upstairs in those flimsy boxers, the heavy bulge she had seen earlier straining at the fabric. His glowing skin covering hard muscles...

She shook her head, ran the cool cloth over her face and neck trying desperately to control whatever fire was threatening to blaze through her body.

Marion thought about going upstairs and feeling out Norman for sex. But, as so often happened these days, he was probably napping after dinner and wouldn't be up for any hanky panky.

The burgeoning heat between her thighs was a constant pressure now, and she realized she needed release. She walked out of the kitchen and looked up the stairs to see if anyone was outside of their bedroom. When she confirmed the coast was clear, she walked into the laundry room and slid shut the door.

Inside the room, the study thump-thump-thump of the dryer filled the space, Marion leaned back against the machine and slid her hand underneath the waistband of her jeans.

Fuck! She was wet! She had known it of course, could feel the steady trickle of juices down on her thigh. As soon as her fingertips grazed her swollen mound, she felt a sharp jolt of electricity spike up her spine.

Marion let out a loud moan, but the sound of the dryer covered the noise. Unable to get a proper angle, she slid her jeans down over her round hips followed by her panties. She pushed her fingertips into her pussy, shocked by the wetness she found spilling out around her hand.

She continued to frig her pussy with her fingers, concentrating on the throbbing bud of her clit. She closed her eyes, the dryer thumping in time to the movement of her fingers. An image of Sam's smile broke through the haze of lust making the heat hotter and hotter.

She was moaning continuously, working her pussy harder and faster. She was on the  knife edge of ecstasy when she heard the door slide open and a voice speak.

"Well, hello, Mrs. Reynolds! Would you like any help?"
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"Oh my God! Sam!" 

Sam fought a laugh as he watched the gorgeous older woman jerk up straight, the fingers that had been stroking her pussy doing their best to cover up the glistening apex between her thighs. "What are you doing?"

"I came down to check on the clothes," Sam said, indicating his body was once again dressed in boxers. “I heard sounds of... distress. I thought you might be hurt."

"Oh, God! Sam, stop!"

Sam chuckled as the housewife and mother tried desperately to pull her pants up over her full, round bottom. He stepped inside the laundry room and silently shut the door behind him.

"You don't have to cover up on my account," Sam chuckled.

"Sam, stop! That is completely inappropriate!"

Sam stepped forward before she could get her tangled panties up over her wet thighs. He placed a firm hand on her wrist; the movement stopping her in her tracks.

"Sam, please! I'm like a mother to you!"

"But you're not my mother," Sam said. "And I'm not your son. And judging by the way you are looking at me at dinner I think you know that."

"I don't...I don't know what you're talking about!" Marion lied.

"Really?" Sam gently pulled her hand away from her wet pussy. Marion whimpered helplessly as the handsome young man gazed down at her traitorous body. "Who were you thinking about while you were fingering yourself? Norman?"

"Yes!" Mary lied. "Of course I was!"

"Then, why aren't you up there upstairs beside him instead of hiding down here in the laundry room?"

"Because... because... well that's none of your business!" she snapped.

"I'll tell you what." Sam stepped forward, pressing Marion's body up against the dryer. "Tell me the truth and I'll stop."

Marion's heart was fluttering like a butterfly trapped in the cage of her chest. Sam hadn't bothered to dress, and here he was again in his boxers, his hard body pressing up against her. His sweaty, masculine scent hit her nostrils, further muddying Marion's thoughts. 

She decided the easiest way to extricate herself from this situation was to tell the truth.

"I was thinking of you," she whimpered shamefully. "It was wrong."

Sam slid one hand down her shoulder and rested his fingers on one hip. He wrapped his other hand around one side of her neck, using her his thumb to tilt her head upwards.

"Did it feel wrong?"

"I... I don't know what you mean!"

"I think you know exactly what I mean."

Sam lay on his bed upstairs, his cock growing harder as he thought of the way Marion looked at him first in the laundry room, then at dinner. If he hadn't had Sadie's tutelage he would never have been able to recognize the telltale signs of excitement in the older woman's body.

But now, after catching her in the laundry room desperately frigging her pussy and thinking about him, confidence flooded through him. He was no longer the same weak boy who had gone off to college. He was a full grown man, a full grown man who wanted this beautiful woman in front of him.

And, she wanted him, no matter how much she wanted to deny it.

He pressed his crotch up against Marion's belly, letting her feel the length and heat of him. She moaned in distress, but didn't fight when Sam dipped his head and planted his lips on her mouth.

For a moment, she resisted. Her hands pressed against his chest, pushing desperately. Then, Sam reached his hand from her hip up to her breast and squeezed gently. Her mouth opened in a gasp and that's when Sam thrust his tongue between her lips.

She stopped pushing, her fingers opening along his hard chest exploring the muscle and taut, tender skin. Sam felt a tingling in his nipples as her palms ran across the sensitive nub. He pressed harder into her mouth and was delighted when he felt her tongue respond to him, first flicking nervously around his invading presence, then slipping into his between his lips.

They kissed like that for a long moment, then Sam's eagerness got the better of him. He wrapped his hands around Marion's waist. The poor housewife yelped as he lifted her easily to the top of the dryer. The feel of the machine's thumping on Marion's naked ass must have been exciting because the tortured housewife moaned in helpless abandoned as Sam removed her jeans, then ripped her t-shirt up over her heavy breasts.

"I've wanted you for so long," Sam murmured as he pulled down her bra, releasing the fleshy globes into his hands. He squeezed and prodded the fat tits, glorying in the feel and weight of them against his palms. Then, tightening his grip, he squashed the flesh until a round, bubble of skin tipped by perfect, pink nipples swelled between the curve of his thumb and forefinger.

He attacked the swollen nipples with his mouth, sucking them hungrily between his lips. Marion cried out in pain when he scraped his teeth along the sensitive skin. When he finally lifted his mouth from his feasting the tip of each breast was red and raw from his hunger.

"We can'... we can't do this!" Marion moaned, but Sam could tell that her resistance was weak. She was only protesting out of guilt. She wanted him, he could feel it.

He growled deep in his throat and nipped at her bottom lip. Marion moaned, but when his mouth met hers, she kissed him greedily. Sam took advantage of her weakness and pushed down his boxers, his long thick cock springing free.

"Sam? What?" Marion whined as the young man rubbed the fat tip of his cock against her pussy. "What are you doing?"

"Giving you what you need, Marion."

"Oh, God, I can't!"

Sam continued to rub the spongy head of his cock up and down the wet slit of her pussy. With each stroke he bumped her hard clit, making Marion's body twitch and spasm on top of the dryer. He slid a thumb over the swollen bud and he worked her clit as he rubbed his cock against her pussy.

"Tell me to stop," Sam growled in Marion's ear. "Tell me to stop, if that's what you want! Go ahead, Mrs Reynolds, tell me to stop."

"Oh god!" Marion cried, but she didn't tell him to stop. Sam gave her a few more seconds to change her mind, then he shoved the fat head of his cock inside her warm, wet pussy.

"Fuck!" He heard her cry. Never in the six years he had lived in the Reynolds' household had he ever heard Marion curse. Still, as he sank his thick cock into her tight married pussy he relished peeling back the layers of the good, little housewife to reveal sexual creature underneath. "Fuck!"

"I'm going to," Sam hissed. He gritted his teeth as the married woman's pussy clamped down hard on his cock. He knew better than to force it. Instead, he held himself halfway inside of her tortured cunt, still working her clit with his thumb, urging her body to open up for him.

Marion suddenly threw her body forward and wrapped her arms around Sam's body. He felt her come on his cock, her pussy clenched tight, then released. This was his chance. While the desperate housewife and mother trembled in the aftershocks of her orgasm, Sam gripped her hips and shoved his cock deep inside of her.

"Oh, God!" Marion cried. "It's so big!"

"You'll get used to it," Sam grunted, pulling the thick length of a shaft out of her pussy then slamming it back in. Marion cried out in pain and pleasure as Sam thrust into her hard and fast. The change in her was amazing. Her fingers clawed at the naked muscles of the shoulders and her legs wrapped around his hard body, pulling him deeper into her pussy. There was no longer any resistance in the housewife. For this shining moment, she was his.

Sam wasn't going to waste this opportunity. He continued to hammer inside of her, his arms pulling her forward on the dryer as his cock slammed inside of her. Marion whimpered in his ear as he pushed her to the point of release.

"Tell me when you're coming," Sam growled in the poor wife's ear. "Tell me when you're going to come on my cock!"

Marion groaned in shame, but she couldn't fight the feeling inside of her body any longer. Sam felt her pussy muscles tense on his cock and he knew she was close. He slowed his pace, keeping her from spilling over the edge until he got what he wanted.

"Sam, please!" Marion whined. "I'm coming! Please! I'm going to come!"

Sam let out an animalistic growl and plowed inside of her. Marion fell back onto the dryer, her body twisting and shaking. Her huge breasts bounced with each savage thrust, the fleshy globes dancing on the woman's chest. Sam had never felt more powerful or alive as when he took his best friend's mother..

"Come for me, Mrs. Reynolds!" Sam hissed. "Come on your son's friend's cock!"

Her married name and lewd words were enough to drive the poor housewife over the edge. Marion screamed, convulsing on top of the dryer as an entire body gave in to the pleasure of Sam's powerful thrusts. She continued to twitch and jerk on the dryer, and Sam contemplated filling her married pussy up with his seed. But it was too soon, he had so much more planned for the older housewife.

Instead, he pulled out of her dripping cunt. He looked down at his handiwork, her pink lips stretched lewdly from the savage bounty he had given her. Then, Sam grabbed her arm and pulled her off the edge of the dryer. Marion followed weakly. When her feet hit the floor, she was too exhausted to stand. Sam grinned as he helped her to her knees in front of him.

"You are so good, Marion," Sam murmured. "You're so fucking good, Marion! I knew you'd be good."

Marion smiled as the praise entered her fevered mind. Sam stroked his cock above her pretty face, holding himself at the edge.

"I'm going to come on your face, Marion," Sam hissed. "Your son's friend is going to come all over your pretty face while your husband sleeps upstairs."

Marion moaned, but she no longer had the strength to move. She opened her eyes and looked up at Sam and he could see the submission and hunger there. That was all he needed. His cock throbbed in his hand suddenly and he felt the exquisite pain as that pressure built in his balls, then suddenly released in the most powerful orgasm the young man had ever experienced.

"Fuck!" He cried as a long rope of cum splashed onto the pretty mother's face. She gasped as the cum landed in her eye and sprayed across the bridge of her nose. Her mouth opened and more milky jizz poured onto her pink tongue. Marion swallowed involuntarily, drinking the young man's cum. "Fuck! That is so hot!"

Sam held her head in place and rubbed his cock through the cum dripping down her cheeks. When his cock was coated, he bumped the fat head against her lips and Marion opened them submissively, allowing him to use her mouth to clean his still throbbing cock.

Finally, when Sam was satisfied, he pulled his cock from the housewife's lips. He held her head in his hands, scooping the thick dollop of cream from her eye so she could open it. Then he slid his sticky thumb into her mouth so she could suck it clean.

"I knew you wanted it," Sam murmured. "I knew you needed it. Didn't you?"

Marion didn't answer. Instead, she nodded weakly then dropped her head in shame. Sam wished he could explain to her there was nothing to be ashamed about. They had both enjoyed it, the raw, intense pleasure of it. It was something she needed, just as Sam had needed it. Who cares if she was married and that he was her son's best friend?

All that mattered in this life was enjoying yourself.

But, he couldn't say those things. Instead, all he could do was grab a towel from on top of the dryer and lovingly clean the older woman's face. Marion seemed to enjoy that and, for a moment, Sam felt her lust give way to the love she'd always felt for him. That was good. Because he had so much more planned for Kyle's family.

"I love you," Sam murmured as he finished cleaning off Marion's face. "And I know, you love me, too. You just haven't realized it yet."
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And that was how it all started. Marion moaned as she heard Christmas music filter in from the dining room. They were waiting around the tree, waiting for Marion and Sam to arrive before they opened presents. In the meantime, Sam was giving the beautiful housewife a gift of his own.

"Fuck!" Sam grunted, digging his hands into Marion's dark hair. "Fuck that is good, Marion! So fucking good!"

Marion felt the familiar stirrings of warmth in her belly as she realized she was pleasing the young man. The pride however was mixed with shame as she imagined her husband and son in the living room, waiting for her to open presents, while she sucked another man's cock.

That didn't stop her, however. It never stopped her. Because the pleasure of pleasing Sam far outweighed the shame of betraying her family. She moaned hungrily around the shaft, a sign of her acceptance, and Sam gripped her head in his hands and fucked her mouth. She gagged on his cock, her nose filled with the masculine musk of his balls as they smashed against her chin. Her mind went mercifully blank/ The Christmas tree, the music, her family. They all melted away and her sole focus was making her young lover happy.

Sam grunted, keeping his voice down so no one could hear them over the Christmas music. He needn't have worried. Her daughter, sensing Sam's need, had turned the music up loud. So, when Sam finally growled above her, his growls mixed with the tones of Bing Crosby belting out White Christmas. Just as the song reached its climax, Sam's cock burst in her mouth, filling her up with her lover's thick, salty cum. She didn't swallow, but let the frothy load wash over her tongue. After two weeks, she knew what the young man wanted.

"Show me," Sam said when he had pulled out of her mouth."

Marion obediently opened her lips so he could see that her mouth  was full to the brim with his thick cum. She ran her tongue through the salty froth until Sam was satisfied.

"Swallow it, Marion!" He growled and Marion didn't hesitate.

She closed her mouth and with a large huge gulp swallowed Sam's gift.

"Merry Christmas, Mrs Reynolds," Sam laughed. "Merry fucking Christmas."

Marion couldn't help but laugh with him. Sam helped her to her feet and together they walked into the living room. Her family was there, Norman and Kyle sitting next to the fireplace, handing out presents. Brandy and Alex were on the couch and when Sam entered the room their eyes looked up at him worshipfully. Marion couldn't help but shake her head. How could her husband and son not notice the change in dynamic that had occurred over the last two weeks?

But if Kyle noticed his beautiful girlfriend and sister staring at his best friend, he didn't show it. Instead, he smiled happily at Sam and handed him a present.

"This one's for you!" Kyle grinned.

"Thanks," Sam said and peered around the room at the other woman. "But it feels like you all have given me so much."

Brandy giggled, and Alex patted the spot between them. Sam tiptoed his way across the room to avoid the presents and sat down between the two girls.

Meanwhile, Norman stood up and handed a present to Marion.

"Merry Christmas, sweetheart," he said. In his other hand, he raised a sprig of mistletoe which he raised above Marion's head.

"Oh!" Brandy cooed as Marion laughed, took one last look at Sam, then kissed her husband with the taste of Sam's cum still in her mouth.

Norman beamed when he broke the kiss, proud of himself for having such a beautiful family. Marion's eyes swept over the room, locked on Sam who smiled his knowing smile and nodded.

"Merry Christmas," she said, and then silently to herself...

Merry fucking Christmas!

***
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I hope you enjoyed this little Christmas story! Looking for more holiday fun? Check out https://manusdare.com/holidays for more great cheating and cuckolding holiday stories!
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