
        
            
                
            
        

    
Claiming The Curvy MILF While Everyone Watches

College Stud Takes Experienced MILF Raw in Front of the Swingers Club

By

Max Thruster


Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

I couldn't believe Jake had talked me into this.

Back home from college for summer break, the last thing I expected was my best friend from high school showing up at my parents' door with a wild grin and a printed invitation he'd found on some dark corner of the internet. "Upscale hotel. Private event. Swingers only. Real deal, bro. You in?"

Jake was always the bold one, the guy who'd chase anything with a pulse. Me? I was the quiet one. Twenty-two, decent build from the gym, but nerves turned my stomach into knots just thinking about talking to girls at frat parties. This? This was a whole other level.

We drove to the hotel in silence, the city lights blurring past. The place was fancy—marble lobby, chandeliers, the kind of spot where business deals happened during the day and secrets unfolded at night. A discreet sign in the elevator directed "invited guests" to the penthouse level. My palms were slick.

Jake chickened out in the hallway. "Dude, I... I don't know. This feels too real." He laughed it off, but his eyes were wide. "You go. Text me if it's legit. Or if you get laid. Whatever."

So there I was. Alone. Heart hammering so hard I thought it might crack a rib. I adjusted my button-down—black, fitted, the nicest thing I owned—and stepped through the double doors.

The suite opened into a sprawling space lit by low amber lights. Soft jazz pulsed underneath murmured conversations and the occasional laugh. Couples everywhere. Some dancing slowly, hands roaming. Others lounging on plush couches, drinks in hand, eyes scanning the room like predators. Everyone was dressed to kill—women in tight dresses that hugged every curve, men in tailored shirts open at the collar. The air smelled of expensive perfume, bourbon, and something unmistakably primal.

I hovered near the entrance, feeling like a kid who'd wandered into the wrong locker room. A couple noticed me first. Mid-forties, attractive in that polished way. The man—tall, salt-and-pepper hair—smiled warmly and waved me over.

"First time?" he asked, voice smooth.

I nodded, throat dry. "Yeah. Just... checking it out."

His wife laughed softly, a rich sound. She was blonde, curvy in all the right places, her red dress clinging to full breasts and wide hips. "Relax, sweetheart. No pressure here. We're all friends tonight."

They introduced themselves—Mark and Lisa. Mark explained the rules casually: consent was everything, condoms optional depending on comfort levels, safe words respected. I tried to keep up, but my brain short-circuited every time Lisa's fingers brushed my arm.

Mark leaned in. "You look like you'd be fun for my wife. She's got a thing for younger guys. Strong ones." His eyes flicked down my body. "What do you say? Want to play?"

I froze. Was this a test? A joke? The codes flew over my head—green for go, yellow for slow, red for stop—but the innuendos? I missed them completely. "Uh... I mean, yeah, sure? Wait, play what?"

Lisa giggled, touching my chest. "He's adorable. Too green to know what we're offering."

Mark shrugged good-naturedly. "No worries. Enjoy the night. Plenty more fish."

They drifted away, leaving me burning with embarrassment. I'd just blown my first real shot at something insane, and I didn't even realize it until it was gone.

I wandered toward the dance floor, trying to look like I belonged. Bodies moved together—slow grinds, hands sliding under dresses, lips meeting without shame. My cock twitched despite the nerves. Or because of them.

Then she appeared.

She stepped out of the crowd like she'd been waiting for me. Mid-forties, maybe early fifties, but carrying it like pure sin. Curvy—thick thighs, wide hips, a soft belly that begged to be grabbed, massive breasts straining against a black lace dress that barely contained them. Dark hair cascading over shoulders, full lips painted deep red, eyes smoky and knowing. A true BBW MILF goddess.

She didn't ask. She just took my hand and pulled me onto the floor.

Her body pressed against mine immediately—soft, warm, yielding in all the places that made my head spin. She smelled like vanilla and musk. Her hips rolled against me as we moved, slow at first, then bolder. I felt her nipples harden through the thin fabric, brushing my chest.

"You're shaking," she whispered against my ear, voice husky. "First time?"

I swallowed. "That obvious?"

She laughed low. "I like obvious. Means you're honest." Her hand slid down my back, cupping my ass, pulling me tighter. I was rock-hard against her thigh already. "I'm Vanessa. And you... you're exactly what I've been craving tonight."

Before I could respond, her lips found mine. Soft at first, then hungry. Tongue teasing, claiming. I kissed back clumsily, then desperately. The room seemed to notice all at once.

A collective "AHHHHHH!" rose from the crowd, followed by applause and cheers. Whistles. Someone yelled, "Get it, boy!"

My face flamed, but Vanessa just smiled against my mouth. "They like what they see. And so do I."

She took my hand again, leading me through the throng. People parted, eyes hungry, excited. We reached a wide doorway leading to a dimly lit room. In the center: one massive bed, easily king-sized but built for more, covered in dark sheets. Pillows scattered. A few couples already occupied corners—kissing, touching, watching.

Vanessa pushed me gently onto the edge of the bed. "Sit."

I obeyed.

She stood between my knees, fingers tracing my jaw. "You've been a good boy so far. Nervous. Sweet." Her voice dropped. "But I want the animal underneath. Can you show me?"

I didn't know how. But God, I wanted to try.

She lifted her dress slowly, revealing black lace panties soaked through. Thick thighs parted slightly. "Start here. Taste me. Make me come on your tongue while they all watch."

The room filled behind us—more people crowding the doorway, murmuring approval. Eyes on us. On me.

My hands trembled as I hooked her panties down. Her pussy was bare, swollen, glistening. The scent hit me—sweet, musky, intoxicating. I leaned in, tentative at first, tongue flicking her clit.

She moaned, loud and unashamed. Fingers tangled in my hair. "That's it... deeper."

I grew bolder. Lapped at her folds, sucked her clit, slid a finger inside her slick heat. She rocked against my face, thighs quivering. The crowd whispered encouragements—"Eat that pussy, boy," "Make her scream."

Vanessa's breath hitched. "Fuck... yes... right there..."

She came hard, flooding my mouth, body shaking. Cheers erupted again.

When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with lust. "Now," she growled, pushing me flat on the bed. "Fuck me. Raw. Dick me down while they watch every second."

My cock throbbed painfully against my zipper. The timid kid was still there... but something else was waking up.


Chapter Two

Vanessa's weight settled onto my hips like a promise, her soaked pussy gliding along the rigid length of my cock still trapped beneath the fabric of my pants. The friction was exquisite agony—hot, slick, insistent. Her heavy breasts hovered above me, straining against the thin black lace of her dress, nipples pebbled and dark, begging for attention. I could feel the heat radiating from her body, the soft give of her curves pressing into my thighs, my stomach. The air in the room was thick with the scent of arousal—musky, sweet, mingled with the faint tang of sweat and expensive cologne from the gathering crowd.

The crowd. God, the crowd. They had swelled now, dozens of them encircling the massive bed like silent sentinels in some ancient ritual. Eyes gleamed in the dim light, bodies shifting restlessly. Some couples had their hands on each other already—fingers slipping under dresses, palms cupping bulges—but most just watched. Phones were out, angled discreetly; I remembered Mark mentioning house rules allowed personal recordings, nothing shared. The thought sent a jolt through me: me, on video, forever etched in some stranger's spank bank. My stomach twisted, a mix of terror and thrill. What the hell was I doing? This wasn't me—the guy who fumbled through Tinder dates and jerked off to porn in his dorm room. But here I was, heart pounding like a war drum, cock throbbing painfully against Vanessa's grinding heat.

She leaned down, her dark hair cascading like a curtain around us, blocking out the world for a merciful second. Her lips brushed my ear, breath hot and ragged. "Strip for me," she whispered, voice low and commanding, laced with that husky timbre that made my balls tighten. "Show them what a young stud looks like. Let them see why I picked you."

My hands trembled as they moved, but not from fear anymore—or not just fear. There was something else bubbling up, a heat in my chest, a tightness in my muscles. I fumbled with the buttons of my shirt, popping them open one by one. The cool air kissed my skin as I shrugged it off, revealing the lean muscles I'd earned from endless hours on the rowing machine back at college. Broad shoulders, defined chest, abs that weren't quite a six-pack but close enough. A murmur rippled through the crowd—appreciative, almost hungry. "Nice," someone muttered. A woman in the front row bit her lip, her partner nodding approval.

Vanessa's eyes raked over me, dark and smoldering. She traced a fingernail down my sternum, leaving a faint red trail that tingled. "Beautiful," she purred, her hand wrapping around the bulge in my pants, stroking slowly through the fabric. Up and down, deliberate, teasing. I groaned, hips bucking involuntarily. "No condom," she continued, her voice dropping an octave. "I want to feel every inch of you sliding in raw. Want you to fuck me deep and fill me up. Can you do that for me, baby? Lose control inside this tight, wet pussy?"

The words hit me like a freight train. Raw. No barriers. Just skin on skin, heat on heat. My mind raced—STDs, pregnancy, all the rational shit I'd learned in health class—but the beast stirring inside me shoved it aside. She was on something, probably; these people seemed experienced. And fuck, the idea of it... sliding into her bare, feeling every flutter, every clench. My cock leaked pre-cum, soaking through my boxers. "You sure?" I managed, voice hoarse, barely recognizing it as my own.

She smirked, that full red mouth curving wickedly. "Oh, I'm sure. I love the feel of a man unloading deep inside me. The risk makes it hotter." Her hand squeezed, and I hissed. "Now, get those pants off before I rip them off myself."

I obeyed, hands steadier now. Zipper down, pants shoved to my ankles, boxers following. My cock sprang free, thick and veined, the head glistening with pre-cum. It bobbed in the air, heavy and insistent. Gasps echoed around us—low whistles, a few "Damn"s. Vanessa licked her lips, eyes fixed on it like it was a feast. "Perfect," she murmured, stroking it base to tip, her grip firm, slick from my own arousal.

The nervousness clawed at me still, a voice in my head screaming that I was out of my depth. These people were pros—swingers with years of experience—and I was just some college kid who'd lost his virginity in a fumbling high school hookup. What if I came too fast? What if I couldn't satisfy her? But beneath that, the thrill built. Their eyes on me weren't judging; they were envious. Wanting. And Vanessa... she chose me. That knowledge ignited something—a spark of confidence, fanning into flame.

I surged up, flipping her onto her back with a strength I didn't know I had. She gasped, a delighted sound, her legs parting instinctively. The dress hiked up around her waist, exposing those thick, creamy thighs, the black lace panties long gone from Act 1. Her pussy was right there—swollen, pink, still glistening from my earlier tongue work. Cum from her first orgasm? No, that was just her wetness, inviting, begging. I spread her thighs wider, hooking them over my hips, exposing her completely to the room. The crowd leaned in, breaths held. I could hear the rustle of clothing, the soft moans starting in the corners.

I rubbed my cockhead against her slit, coating myself in her slick heat. Up and down, teasing her clit, dipping just the tip inside. She whimpered, hips lifting, trying to take more. "You want this?" I growled, surprising myself with the roughness in my voice. Where did that come from?

"Yes," she moaned, nails raking my arms. "Fuck me raw. Claim this pussy. Make me feel every fucking inch."

The tension coiled in my gut, a spring wound tight. I held back, savoring it—the way her body trembled beneath me, the way the crowd's eyes burned into us. My thoughts raced: This is insane. This is real. She's so fucking hot, all curves and softness, and she's mine right now. I thrust in one hard stroke, burying myself balls-deep.

Holy shit.

She cried out, back arching off the bed, walls clenching around me like a vice. Tight. Wet. Bare. No latex dulling the sensation—just pure, velvet heat enveloping me. I groaned, low and guttural, the sound echoing in my chest. It felt like nothing I'd ever experienced—every ridge, every pulse of her inner muscles gripping me. The base of my cock ground against her clit, her pubic bone pressing into mine. Sweat beaded on her skin, her full breasts heaving with each breath.

The crowd groaned in unison, a collective release of breath. "Fuck yeah," someone said. "Give it to her."

I started slow, pulling out almost to the tip, then sliding back in with deliberate control. Long, deep strokes that let me feel every inch. Her juices coated me, making each thrust smoother, wetter. The sounds—obscene, filthy: the slick slap of skin on skin, her moans rising in pitch, my own grunts punctuating the rhythm. The scent of sex filled the air, overpowering everything else. Vanessa's hands roamed my back, nails digging in, leaving scratches that burned deliciously.

But the slowness was torture for both of us. Her whimpers turned desperate—"Harder, baby. Please."—and that plea cracked something inside me. The nervousness faded, replaced by a surging need. I wanted to own this. Own her. Make her scream my name while they all watched.

I picked up speed. Harder. Deeper. Hips snapping forward, the bed creaking under the force. Her tits bounced wildly with each impact, lace barely containing them. I grabbed them, squeezing the soft flesh, thumbs circling her nipples until they hardened further. She keened, a high, needy sound that shot straight to my dick. "Yes! Like that! Fuck me harder!"

I did. Pounding into her now, relentless. The tension built in my core, a knot of fire spreading through my limbs. Thoughts fragmented: So tight... so wet... look at her face, eyes half-lidded, mouth open in ecstasy. The crowd's watching... they're jealous... this is power. My balls slapped against her ass, the rhythm hypnotic, driving.

Vanessa wrapped her legs around my waist, heels digging into my lower back, pulling me deeper. Her pussy fluttered around me, clenching in waves. "I'm close," she gasped. "Don't stop... fuck me raw... fill me..."

I reached between us, fingers finding her clit, rubbing in furious circles. Slick, swollen, sensitive. She bucked against my hand, body tensing. "Come for me," I commanded, voice rough. "Come on my cock while they watch."

She shattered. Body convulsing, walls pulsing around me in rhythmic squeezes. A gush of wetness soaked us both, her cry echoing off the walls. The crowd erupted—cheers, moans—but I barely heard them. The sensation was overwhelming: her milking me, trying to pull my release.

But I held back. Gritted my teeth, slowed just enough to ride it out. Sweat dripped from my brow onto her chest. "Not yet," I muttered, more to myself. The beast was fully awake now—hungry, dominant. I pulled out suddenly, cock glistening with her cum, throbbing in the cool air.

Vanessa whimpered at the loss, but I flipped her onto all fours before she could protest. Her ass presented to me—plush, jiggling slightly as she settled. Wide hips, soft curves that begged to be grabbed. I slapped her cheek lightly, watching the flesh ripple. She moaned, pushing back. "Yes... take me like this."

I gripped her hips, fingers sinking into the yielding flesh, and slammed back in from behind. Deeper now, the angle hitting new spots. She screamed—raw, uninhibited. I thrust hard, pulling her back onto me with every stroke. The view was intoxicating: her back arched, hair tumbling forward, ass cheeks spreading around my cock. Wet sounds filled the room, louder now, mingled with her pleas.

The crowd was alive—couples fucking in the shadows, hands moving under clothes. But their eyes stayed glued to us. To me. Pounding this curvy MILF like a man possessed. My thoughts roared: This is me. Not the scared kid. The one who takes what he wants. Feels so good... raw... her heat... gonna fill her soon.

I leaned over her, one hand sliding under to pinch a nipple, the other rubbing her clit again. "You love this, don't you? Being fucked raw in front of everyone."

"Yes... God, yes... harder!"

I gave it to her. Faster, brutal. The bed shook, sheets tangling. Tension coiled tighter in my balls, the pressure building to unbearable. "I'm close," I growled, teeth grazing her shoulder.

"Do it," she begged, voice breaking. "Fill me up. Pump me full raw."

That did it. The beast roared free.

I slammed deep one last time, burying myself to the root. Cock swelling, pulsing. Hot jets erupted inside her, flooding her depths. Rope after rope, endless, marking her from the inside. No barriers—just my cum painting her walls. She moaned, feeling it, her own orgasm crashing again, milking every drop.

Stars burst behind my eyes. Pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. I collapsed over her, panting, still twitching inside.

When I finally pulled out, a thick trail of cum leaked from her swollen pussy, dripping down her thighs onto the sheets. The sight—filthy, primal—made my spent cock twitch. The crowd exploded in applause, cheers ringing out.

Vanessa turned, eyes glazed with satisfaction, lips curving into a sated smile. "More?" she whispered, hand reaching for me.

I grinned, the nervousness a distant memory. Confidence surged like adrenaline. "Hell yes." My cock stirred, hardening again impossibly fast. The night was young, and the beast was just getting started.


Chapter Three

The roar of applause still vibrated through my chest like distant thunder. Vanessa lay sprawled beneath me on the ruined sheets, skin gleaming with sweat, every generous curve flushed and trembling from the aftershocks. Thick white trails of my cum slowly leaked from between her swollen, reddened lips, sliding down the insides of her thick thighs in lazy, obscene rivulets before soaking into the dark fabric. The sight alone sent another pulse straight to my cock—still half-buried inside her, still twitching with the last weak spurts. No latex. No pulling out. Just raw, pulsing heat and the slick evidence of how deep I’d claimed her while every eye in the room drank it in.

My lungs burned. My heart hammered against my ribs so hard I could feel it in my throat. Yet the fire that had been smoldering since she first pulled me onto the dance floor hadn’t cooled—it had only spread, turning every nerve ending molten. The scared twenty-two-year-old who’d hovered near the entrance like he might bolt at any second… that version of me was ash. Burned away somewhere between her first orgasm on my tongue and the moment I flooded her the second time.

Vanessa’s dark eyes—still glassy, pupils blown wide—found mine. Her full lips curved in a slow, filthy smile. She reached up, fingertips tracing the sharp line of my jaw, then sliding down to rest over my pounding heart.

“You started shaking like a virgin,” she whispered, voice wrecked and velvet-rough. “Now look at you.” Her inner walls gave a lazy squeeze around my softening length. “A goddamn sexual tyrannosaurus.”

I caught her wrist. Pressed my mouth to the racing pulse there—hard enough to make her breath hitch—then dragged my teeth along the delicate skin until she shivered.

“We’re not finished,” I said. The words came out low, gravel-rough. Not a question. A statement. A promise.

Her laugh was breathy, delighted, a little delirious. “Good. Because this pussy is still hungry.”

I pulled out slowly—deliberately—watching every inch emerge glistening with our combined mess. A thick rope of cum followed, stretching then breaking, dripping onto her plump mound before running down toward the cleft of her ass. The room seemed to inhale as one. Phones were still angled discreetly; low moans and wet sounds drifted from the shadows where other couples had given up pretending they were only spectators.

I didn’t give her time to recover.

“On your back,” I ordered. No hesitation. No please this time.

Vanessa’s eyes flared with dark heat. She obeyed instantly, rolling onto the pillows, thighs falling open in shameless invitation. The motion made her heavy breasts sway, nipples still dark and tight against the crumpled black lace. Her pussy gaped slightly—puffy, slick, flushed dark rose—my earlier loads still leaking in slow, creamy pulses. The sight hit me like a fist: soft belly, wide hips, thick thighs framing that dripping, well-used cunt. Perfection. Absolute fucking perfection.

I knelt between her legs, drinking her in. The amber light painted gold along every curve, caught the sheen of sweat between her breasts, highlighted the gentle roll of her stomach when she breathed. I wrapped one hand around the base of my cock—already hardening again, veins standing thick and angry—and rubbed the head through her folds. Up and down. Slow circles around her clit. Coating myself in the slick mixture of us until she whimpered and her hips jerked upward, chasing more.

“You want it again?” I asked, voice low, almost cruel with tease.

“Yes—” Her fingers twisted in the sheets. “Fuck me again. Raw. Deep. Don’t stop until I’m overflowing.”

That was all I needed.

I notched myself at her entrance and sank in inch by torturous inch. Letting her feel the stretch. Letting her feel every ridge, every pulse. Her walls fluttered around me—still hypersensitive, still greedy—gripping like wet silk. We both groaned at the same moment: long, low, animal sounds that seemed to roll out from somewhere deep in our chests. No barriers. Just scorching, slippery heat swallowing me to the root.

I bottomed out, hips flush against hers, pubic bone grinding her clit. Held there. Let her feel the fullness. Let the room see how completely I filled her.

Then I started to move.

Slow at first—long, deliberate withdrawals until just the head remained, then deep, rolling thrusts that dragged along her front wall and made her toes curl against the sheets. Each stroke pulled fresh wetness from her, made obscene, sucking sounds that echoed in the sudden hush. Sweat trickled down my spine. The scent of us—musk, salt, sex—saturated the air until it was all I could breathe.

Her hands flew to my shoulders, nails biting crescent moons into my skin. “Harder… please…”

My name on her lips earlier had been desperate. Now it was a plea.

I gave her what she begged for.

Hips snapped forward—brutal, punishing. The bedframe rattled against the wall. Her whole body jolted with each impact; heavy breasts bounced wildly beneath the lace. I grabbed them—squeezed hard—thumbs and forefingers pinching her nipples until they darkened to near-black. She keened, high and shattered, spine arching off the mattress like she was trying to fuse herself to me.

“Yes—fuck—right there—don’t stop—”

I changed the rhythm on purpose. Deep, circling grinds that made her sob. Short, stabbing thrusts that slapped my balls wetly against her ass. Long, punishing strokes that bottomed out with a filthy smack and left her gasping. Every shift dragged new sounds from her throat—gasps turning to moans turning to broken curses.

I leaned down, weight pinning her softer frame beneath my harder one. Mouth at her ear. Breath hot against sweat-damp skin.

“This pussy is mine tonight,” I growled. “Say it.”

“Yours—” Her voice cracked. “All fucking yours—own it—fuck me—”

The words detonated something inside my skull.

I hooked one thick thigh over my shoulder—opening her impossibly wide—then drove even deeper. The new angle let me grind mercilessly against that swollen front wall. Her cries turned frantic; body trembling, inner muscles beginning the telltale rhythmic flutter.

“Come again,” I commanded, sliding my hand between us. Fingers found her clit—slick, engorged, throbbing—and rubbed tight, furious circles. “Come all over this bare cock while they watch you break.”

She exploded.

Whole body seized. Walls clamped down so hard my vision flickered. A hot gush soaked my groin, my thighs, the sheets beneath us. Her scream was raw—animal—ricocheting off the high ceiling. Nails raked bloody trails down my back. The crowd answered with a collective groan; wet sounds and choked moans rose from every shadowed corner.

I didn’t stop. Rode her through the spasms. Drew out every aftershock until she was whimpering, oversensitive, hips jerking away and toward me at the same time.

When the worst of the tremors eased, I pulled out—slow—watching my cock emerge coated in thick cream. She whined at the emptiness, thighs trembling.

“Turn over,” I said. “Ass up. Now.”

Vanessa moved like she’d been waiting for the command. Rolled onto her stomach, then pushed back onto hands and knees. Her thick thighs quivered. Plush ass presented high—cheeks naturally parting just enough to show the dripping, reddened cunt and the tight pucker above. Cum leaked steadily now: glossy white threads stretching from her entrance to the sheets, pooling beneath her.

I slapped one cheek—hard. Watched the flesh ripple, bloom bright pink. She moaned, arching deeper, silently begging for more. I gave her another slap—sharper—then gripped both hips, thumbs spreading her wider. Lined up.

Slammed home in one brutal stroke.

She screamed—pleasure so sharp it bordered pain.

This angle destroyed us both. Deeper. Tighter. I could feel every flutter, every desperate squeeze. I fucked her like something feral—relentless—hips pistoning, balls slapping wetly against her clit with every thrust. Her ass jiggled in hypnotic waves. I reached forward, fisted a handful of dark hair, pulled her head back until her spine bowed beautifully.

“Take it,” I snarled through gritted teeth. “Every fucking inch.”

“Yes—God—harder—fill me again—”

I slapped her ass once more—hard enough to leave a handprint—then slid my other hand beneath her, fingers finding her clit again. Rubbed without mercy. She bucked wildly; pussy spasming, fluttering, trying to pull me deeper.

The pressure in my balls coiled to breaking. Sweat dripped from my brow onto the small of her back. Every muscle locked. Thoughts fragmented into pure need:

So tight. So wet. Gonna flood her. Gonna mark her so deep she’ll feel it for days.

“I’m close,” I warned, voice shredded.

“Do it—” Her words came out in sobs. “Pump me full—raw—deep—give it to me—”

The command shattered me.

I buried myself to the hilt—hips grinding hard against her ass—and erupted. Hot, thick jets flooded her again—stronger, longer, seemingly endless. I roared—head thrown back, spine arched—every muscle seizing as I emptied pulse after pulse into her depths. Her own climax crashed seconds later: walls clamping, milking, drawing out every last drop until I was shaking, blind, deaf to everything except the wet heat pulsing around me.

We collapsed together—my weight pinning her to the mattress, cock still twitching inside her, still leaking the final weak spurts. Cum seeped around the base, warm and sticky, soaking us both. The room detonated—wild applause, whistles, low moans from other couples finishing in the shadows.

I stayed buried a long minute. Feeling her heartbeat flutter around me. Feeling the slow leak of my seed as it escaped her overstuffed pussy. When I finally eased out, a thick gush followed—creamy white spilling in a slow river down her thighs, pooling beneath her on the ruined sheets.

Vanessa turned in my arms. Face flushed. Lips swollen. Eyes soft now, glowing with something like awe. She pulled me down for a slow, filthy kiss—tasting of salt and sex and satisfaction.

“You went from scared college boy,” she whispered against my mouth, “to absolute fucking king in one night.”

I smirked. Gave a lazy thrust—still hard enough inside her to make her gasp softly.

“Night’s not over,” I said.

Her laugh was breathless. Delighted. “Thank God. Because I’m nowhere near done being ruined by you.”

The beast inside purred—sated for the moment, but already stirring.

The crowd watched. Hungry. Waiting.

And for the first time in my life, I felt completely, terrifyingly, gloriously in command.
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