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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

The sun hammered down on Oakridge Country Club like it had a personal grudge. By ten a.m., the air shimmered over the fairways, thick with the scent of fresh-cut grass and expensive sunscreen. I was twenty-four, broke after a semester of student loans that laughed at my part-time bar shifts, so when the groundskeeper posting popped up—manual labor, decent cash, outdoor work—I jumped on it. No experience required. Just a strong back and the willingness to sweat for twelve bucks an hour.

Day one, they handed me a mower the size of a small car, a weed whacker that vibrated like it wanted to escape my hands, and a schedule that started at dawn and ended whenever the head groundsman decided I’d earned my keep. I didn’t mind. The work was honest, the pay hit my account weekly, and the view… fuck, the view was something else.

The members were mostly ghosts during my shifts—ghosts in pastel polos and visors, gliding across the greens in golf carts like they owned gravity. But the wives? They showed up. They lingered. They watched.

I first noticed her during week two. Mrs. Vanessa Hargrove. Everyone called her Vanessa, like the “Mrs.” was optional around here. Mid-forties, platinum hair pulled into a high ponytail that swung when she walked, and a body that made the club’s dress code feel like a cruel joke. White tennis skirt hugging hips that flared wide and generous, thick thighs that rubbed together just enough to hint at softness beneath the muscle. Her polo shirt—club-issued, bright white—was stretched tight across a chest that had to be at least double-D, the fabric clinging whenever a breeze hit. She moved like she knew every eye followed her, and she didn’t mind one bit.

I was edging the bunker near the ninth hole when she appeared on the path, racket slung over her shoulder, skin already glowing with a light sheen of sweat. She paused, pretending to adjust her shoe, but her eyes flicked up and locked on me. I felt it like a hand on the back of my neck.

“You’re new,” she said. Not a question. Her voice was low, smoky, the kind that made you lean in even when she was ten feet away.

“Yeah. Started last week.” I killed the weed whacker, wiped my forearm across my brow. My shirt was soaked through, clinging to my chest and abs. I’d ditched sleeves days ago; the heat didn’t give a fuck about professionalism.

She stepped closer, hips swaying. Up close, she smelled like expensive lotion and something warmer—arousal, maybe, or just the sun baking vanilla off her skin. Her eyes raked down my body, slow and shameless.

“Strong hands,” she observed, nodding at the tool still humming in my grip. “Must come in handy around here.”

I smirked. “They get the job done.”

Her lips curved—full, glossy, painted a soft coral that matched the flush on her cheeks. “I bet they do.”

She didn’t move away. Instead she bent slightly to inspect the bunker edge I’d just trimmed, skirt riding up the backs of her thighs. Pale skin, smooth, the kind you wanted to grip and spread. I caught a glimpse of white lace panties hugging the generous curve of her ass before she straightened, turning to face me again.

“You must get hot out here all day,” she said, fanning herself with one manicured hand. Her nails were long, French-tipped. “All that… exertion.”

“Part of the gig.” I shrugged, but my pulse kicked up. She was close enough now that I could see the faint freckles across her collarbone, the way her breasts rose and fell a little faster than normal breathing required.

She tilted her head. “Ever think about cooling off somewhere private? The club has… facilities.”

I held her gaze. “I’m on the clock.”

Her laugh was soft, throaty. “Time’s flexible for the right people.” She reached out, brushed a nonexistent piece of grass from my shoulder. Her fingers lingered, tracing the ridge of muscle there. “You’ve got quite the build. Do you lift, or is this all from honest work?”

“Little of both.” My voice came out rougher than I intended.

She bit her lower lip, just for a second. “I like honest work. Shows character.” Her hand dropped, but not before her palm grazed my chest—deliberate, teasing. “I play tennis most afternoons. Courts four and five. If you’re ever… passing by.”

She turned then, hips rolling as she walked away. The skirt flipped just enough to flash more thigh. I watched until she disappeared behind the clubhouse, my cock already half-hard against my work shorts.

That night I jerked off in the shower thinking about her—those thick thighs wrapped around me, that plush ass bouncing as I fucked her from behind. I came hard, groaning her name into the steam.

The next day she was back. Same court, same outfit, but this time she waved me over when I drove the utility cart past. I parked, killed the engine.

“Thirsty?” she asked, holding out a chilled bottle of water from her bag.

I took it, our fingers brushing. Hers were cool; mine were hot from the sun. “Thanks.”

She leaned against the fence, cleavage pressing forward as she crossed her arms under her breasts. “You didn’t come by yesterday.”

“Busy.”

“Liar.” She smiled, wicked. “I looked for you.”

Heat crawled up my neck. “Didn’t want to get in trouble on week two.”

“Trouble’s half the fun.” She glanced around—no one close—then stepped nearer, voice dropping. “Tell me… do you ever get hard thinking about the women here? All of us, walking around like we don’t notice you staring?”

I swallowed. “Sometimes.”

Her eyes darkened. “Good. Because I notice you staring. Every damn day.” She reached out again, this time bolder—fingertips trailing down my arm, over the swell of my bicep. “You’re young. Strong. Hungry. I can see it in your eyes.”

My dick twitched. I shifted, trying to hide it. She noticed anyway.

“Don’t bother hiding,” she murmured. “I like knowing I do that to you.”

A cart rolled by in the distance. She stepped back, casual as anything, but her nipples were hard points under the polo now.

“Equipment shed’s empty after four,” she said quietly. “Behind the ninth green. No cameras. No one checks it till closing.”

I stared at her. “You serious?”

“Dead serious.” She licked her lips. “I’ve been wet since I saw you this morning. Thinking about those hands on me. That cock I keep imagining stretching me open.”

Jesus Christ.

“I’ll be there,” I said, voice thick.

She smiled—slow, victorious. “Good boy.”

The rest of the afternoon dragged like molasses. Every swing of the rake, every push of the mower, my mind was on her. On what those full lips would feel like wrapped around me. On how soft that heavy body would feel pinned under mine. On the way her pussy would clench when I finally sank in raw, bare, no barriers.

Four o’clock came. I stashed the cart, wiped my hands on my shorts, and headed to the shed.

The door was cracked open.

I pushed inside. Dim light filtered through a high window. Smell of motor oil, cut grass, old canvas. She was already there—leaning against a stack of folded tarps, skirt hiked just enough to show the tops of her thighs.

She crooked a finger. “Lock it.”

I did. The click echoed.

She pushed off the stack, closing the distance. Up close she was even more intoxicating—curves straining fabric, skin flushed, eyes glassy with want.

“No names,” she whispered. “No talking about husbands. Just this.”

Her hands found my shirt, yanking it over my head. Cool air hit sweat-slick skin. She moaned softly at the sight of me—hard chest, defined abs, the obvious ridge in my shorts.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “Better than I imagined.”

She dropped to her knees right there on the concrete floor. No hesitation. Her fingers worked my belt, zipper, shoving everything down until my cock sprang free—thick, veined, already leaking at the tip.

“Look at you,” she purred, wrapping her hand around the base. “So big. So ready.”

Her tongue flicked out, tasting the bead of pre-cum. I groaned, head falling back. Then her mouth closed over me—hot, wet, greedy. She sucked hard, cheeks hollowing, taking me deeper until I hit the back of her throat. One hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently while the other stroked what her lips couldn’t reach.

I threaded my fingers through her ponytail, guiding her rhythm. She hummed approval, the vibration shooting straight to my spine. She bobbed faster, sloppy now—spit slicking her chin, eyes watering as she took me all the way.

“Fuck… Vanessa…”

She pulled off with a wet pop, gasping. “Not yet. I want you inside me first.”

She stood, turned, bent over the tarps. Skirt flipped up. White lace panties dragged down thick thighs, exposing her—plump ass, glistening pussy lips already swollen and pink. She reached back, spread herself.

“Look how wet I am,” she said, voice trembling. “All for you.”

I stepped up, gripped her hips—soft flesh spilling over my fingers. I rubbed the head of my cock through her folds, coating myself in her slickness. She whimpered, pushing back.

“Please,” she begged. “Fuck me. Hard.”

I didn’t tease. I thrust in—one long, deep slide until I bottomed out. She cried out, loud enough I clamped a hand over her mouth. Her pussy was tight, scorching, fluttering around me like it never wanted to let go.

I started moving—slow at first, savoring every inch, then harder. Deeper. The slap of skin on skin filled the shed. Her tits bounced under the polo, nipples scraping fabric. I reached around, yanked the shirt up, palmed one heavy breast—soft, overflowing my hand. I pinched the nipple hard. She moaned into my palm.

“God, yes… just like that…”

I pounded into her, relentless. Her ass jiggled with every thrust. She braced on the tarps, pushing back to meet me, greedy for more.

“Fill me,” she gasped. “I want to feel it… all of it…”

Tension coiled tight in my balls. She clenched hard—once, twice—coming with a muffled scream around my fingers. Her pussy milked me, rippling, pulling me deeper.

I couldn’t hold back. I buried myself to the hilt and erupted—thick, hot spurts flooding her, painting her walls until it leaked out around my shaft, dripping down her thighs.

We stayed locked together, panting. My cock twitched inside her, still leaking the last drops.

She laughed softly, breathless. “Welcome to Oakridge, handsome.”

I pulled out slowly, watching my cum slide from her well-fucked pussy. She straightened, turned, kissed me—deep, filthy, tasting herself on my tongue.

“Same time tomorrow?” she whispered against my lips.

I grinned. “Wouldn’t miss it.”

She adjusted her skirt, wiped her thighs with a shop rag like it was nothing, and slipped out the door.

I stood there, cock softening, heart hammering, already counting the hours until round two.

The summer had just gotten a whole lot hotter.


Chapter Two

The next morning I woke up hard, cock throbbing against my stomach like it remembered every slick inch of Vanessa’s cunt better than I did. I could still smell her on my skin—expensive perfume mixed with sex and sweat—even after the shower. I dressed in the same work shorts and faded black tee, the fabric already feeling too tight across my shoulders from the constant flex of hauling gear and now, apparently, fucking rich housewives senseless.

I drove the utility cart to the maintenance barn at six-thirty, mind replaying the way her thick thighs had trembled when I bottomed out inside her. The way she’d clenched and milked me dry. The obscene drip of my cum down the inside of her leg as she walked away like nothing happened.

Nothing happened?

Everything had happened.

And I wanted more.

The day crawled. I trimmed hedges along the cart path near the tennis courts, eyes flicking toward court five every few minutes. She wasn’t there at ten. Not at eleven. By noon the sun was brutal, baking the back of my neck, and doubt started creeping in. Maybe she’d gotten cold feet. Maybe her husband had come home early. Maybe she’d just wanted a quick, dirty fuck in the shed and that was it.

Then my phone buzzed in my pocket. Unknown number.

Equipment shed. 2:00. Wear the black shirt again. I like how it clings when you’re sweaty.

No name. No pleasantries. Just an order that made my dick twitch.

I finished the row of hedges, wiped my face on my sleeve, and checked the time. One-fifteen. Forty-five minutes to kill. I spent them pretending to inspect irrigation heads near the ninth green, close enough to watch the shed door. It stayed shut. No one came or went.

At 1:55 I parked the cart behind a row of pines, out of sight from the main path, and walked the last fifty yards. The door was unlocked. I slipped inside.

She was already waiting.

Vanessa stood in the center of the cramped space wearing a different tennis outfit—pale lavender this time, the skirt shorter, the top cropped just enough to show a sliver of soft belly when she raised her arms. Her ponytail was higher, exposing the elegant line of her neck. She’d reapplied her coral lipstick. Her cheeks were already flushed.

“You’re early,” she said, voice low and pleased.

“Couldn’t wait.”

She smiled—slow, predatory—and stepped closer. The air between us crackled. Up close I could see the faint sheen of sweat in her cleavage, the way her heavy breasts rose and fell a little too fast.

“I’ve been thinking about you since yesterday,” she confessed, fingers trailing down the front of my shirt, nails scraping lightly over my nipples through the fabric. “Couldn’t concentrate on my serve. Kept imagining this cock splitting me open again.”

I caught her wrist, pulled her flush against me. She gasped softly when she felt how hard I already was.

“You’re soaked,” I murmured against her ear, sliding my free hand under her skirt. Sure enough—her panties were drenched, the lace clinging to swollen lips. I pressed two fingers against the wet fabric, rubbing slow circles over her clit. She bucked, thighs parting instinctively.

“God, yes… touch me…”

I didn’t tease long. I shoved the panties aside and plunged two fingers into her heat. She was scalding, slick, gripping me like velvet. She moaned into my shoulder, biting down on the muscle there as I curled my fingers, stroking that spot that made her knees buckle.

“You’re dripping for it,” I growled. “Been wet all day thinking about getting fucked in here again?”

“Every… single… minute…” Each word came out on a shaky breath. “I almost touched myself in the ladies’ locker room. Had to stop before someone walked in.”

The image of her—fingers buried in that greedy pussy, biting her lip to stay quiet—sent a fresh surge of blood to my cock.

I pulled my fingers free, brought them to her mouth. She sucked them clean without hesitation, eyes locked on mine, tongue swirling like she was starving.

“On your knees,” I said.

She dropped instantly, concrete be damned. Her hands yanked my shorts down, freeing my cock. It slapped against my stomach, thick and veined, the head already glossy. She wrapped both hands around the base—couldn’t quite close her fingers—and licked a long, slow stripe from balls to tip.

“Fuck, you taste good,” she purred. “All man. All mine for the next hour.”

Then she swallowed me.

No warm-up. No teasing licks. She took me deep—throat relaxing, lips stretching wide—until her nose pressed against my pelvis. I groaned, hands fisting her ponytail. She hummed, the vibration ripping through me, and started bobbing—slow, wet, filthy. Spit dripped down her chin, onto her cleavage. Her mascara started to run from the effort.

I fucked her mouth—shallow at first, then deeper. She gagged once, twice, but never pulled back. Tears streaked her cheeks. She looked up at me with those glassy, desperate eyes, begging for more.

“Such a good little slut,” I rasped. “Taking it like you were made for it.”

She moaned around my cock, one hand slipping between her own legs to rub her clit furiously.

I pulled out with a wet pop before I came down her throat. “Not yet. I want that pussy.”

She stood on shaky legs, turned, braced her hands on the same stack of tarps from yesterday. Skirt flipped up. Panties dragged to her ankles. She kicked them off, spread her feet wide.

“Look at me,” she whispered. “See how much I need it.”

Her pussy was obscene—lips puffy and dark pink, glistening, a thin string of arousal hanging between her folds. I stepped up, notched the head at her entrance, and thrust—hard, deep, no warning.

She cried out, loud enough I slapped a hand over her mouth again. Her cunt clamped down, fluttering, already close.

I didn’t go slow this time.

I fucked her like I owned her—long, punishing strokes that slapped my hips against her plush ass. Every thrust made her tits bounce under the cropped top. I yanked the fabric up, freeing them completely. Heavy, pale, nipples hard as pebbles. I pinched one, rolled it between thumb and finger. She whimpered into my palm.

“Harder,” she begged when I eased up. “Make it hurt a little.”

I obliged—pinching tighter, slapping the underside of her breast lightly. She moaned louder, pushing back to meet every brutal thrust.

“You like it rough?” I growled against her ear.

“Fuck yes… use me… fill me up…”

I reached around, found her clit, rubbed fast circles while I pounded into her. Her legs started shaking. Her moans turned into broken little sobs.

“I’m gonna come… oh god, I’m gonna—”

She shattered—hard. Her pussy spasmed, gushing around my cock, soaking my balls. I didn’t stop. Kept fucking her through it, drawing it out until she was whimpering, oversensitive.

“Please… please… give it to me…”

I gripped her hips—fingers digging into soft flesh—and slammed home one last time. My balls tightened, pressure building like a fist in my gut.

“Where do you want it?” I rasped.

“Inside… deep… don’t pull out…”

That was all I needed.

I buried myself balls-deep and came—thick, hot ropes flooding her cunt. Pulse after pulse. She milked me with every ripple of her aftershocks, greedy for every drop. When I finally stopped twitching, I stayed inside her, feeling the slow leak of cum as her walls fluttered around me.

We stayed like that—panting, sweating, locked together—until my cock softened enough to slip free. A thick trickle of white followed, sliding down her inner thigh.

She turned, kissed me—slow, filthy, tasting of salt and sex.

“You’re dangerous,” she murmured against my lips.

“You started it.”

She laughed softly. “And I’m not finished.”

She cleaned herself up with a rag from the shelf, fixed her skirt, tucked her breasts back into the top. Before she left she pressed a folded piece of paper into my hand.

“My tennis schedule for the week. And my private number. Use it.”

She slipped out. I waited five minutes, then followed.

The rest of the day passed in a haze. Every time I bent to pick up a tool, I felt the ghost of her ass against my hips. Every time I wiped sweat from my brow, I remembered her tongue on my cock.

That night my phone buzzed again at 10:47 p.m.

Husband’s on a red-eye to Chicago. House empty till Friday. 1427 Willow Bend. Back gate code 0819. Midnight tomorrow. Bring that cock. I want to ride it till I can’t walk.

I stared at the screen, pulse hammering.

Tomorrow was Wednesday.

I had twenty-five hours to decide if I was really going to cross that line—from quick shed fucks to showing up at her house, in her bed, while her husband was gone.

I jerked off twice thinking about it—once in the shower picturing her riding me reverse, ass bouncing, tits swinging; once in bed imagining her on all fours on silk sheets, begging for another load.

By morning the decision was made.

I wasn’t just going to show up.

I was going to ruin her for anyone else.

Wednesday dragged worse than Tuesday. I mowed, edged, hauled clippings—every task mechanical while my mind ran filthy replays. At four I clocked out early, claiming heat exhaustion. The head groundsman waved me off without question.

I showered at my shitty apartment, shaved, threw on dark jeans and a fitted black Henley that showed every ridge of muscle I’d earned. No underwear. Easier access.

At 11:45 I parked two streets over from Willow Bend, walked the rest of the way. The neighborhood was silent—big houses, big lawns, big privacy hedges. Number 1427 sat at the end of a cul-de-sac, lights off except for a soft glow in an upstairs window.

I circled to the back gate. Punched 0819. It clicked open.

The backyard was massive—pool, cabana, manicured gardens. Sliding glass doors at the rear of the house. One was cracked.

I stepped inside.

The kitchen smelled like citrus cleaner and vanilla candles. Soft jazz drifted from somewhere upstairs.

“Up here,” her voice called, husky.

I followed the sound—through a living room with leather sofas and abstract art that probably cost more than my car, up a wide staircase with wrought-iron railings, down a hallway lined with family photos I deliberately ignored.

The master bedroom door was open.

She was waiting on the bed.

Naked except for black lace thigh-highs and a silk robe open at the front. Her platinum hair spilled loose over her shoulders. Her heavy breasts rested against her ribcage, nipples already tight. Her thighs were parted just enough to show how wet she was—glistening in the low lamplight.

She crooked a finger.

“Come ruin me.”

I crossed the room in three strides, shedding clothes as I went. By the time I reached the bed I was naked, cock rock-hard and leaking.

She pushed me onto my back, straddled my hips. No preamble. She gripped my shaft, lined me up, and sank down—slow, deliberate, taking every thick inch until her ass rested on my thighs.

“Fuck…” she hissed, head falling back. “So full…”

She started riding—slow rolls at first, grinding her clit against my pelvis, then faster. Bouncing. Her tits slapped together with every downward thrust. I gripped her hips—soft flesh spilling between my fingers—and thrust up to meet her.

She moaned—loud, shameless, no one around to hear.

“Harder… fuck me harder…”

I flipped her onto her back, hooked her legs over my shoulders, and drove in deep. The new angle hit something inside her that made her scream. I pounded relentlessly—skin slapping, bed creaking, her nails raking down my back.

“Gonna come… gonna come on your cock…”

“Do it,” I growled. “Come all over me. Then I’m filling this greedy cunt again.”

She shattered—back arching, thighs clamping my ribs, pussy spasming so hard I almost lost it. I fucked her through the aftershocks, drawing it out until she was whimpering, begging.

“My turn.”

I pulled out, flipped her onto her stomach, yanked her hips up. Ass high, face in the pillow. I spread her cheeks, watched my cock disappear into her dripping hole again.

“Take it,” I snarled, slamming home.

She screamed into the pillow—muffled, desperate. I fucked her like an animal—hard, fast, possessive. Her ass jiggled with every thrust. I slapped it once, twice—leaving red handprints on pale skin. She pushed back, greedy for more.

“Fill me… please… I need it…”

Tension snapped. I buried deep and came—hot, thick spurts flooding her again. She clenched, milking every pulse until I was empty.

We collapsed—sweaty, shaking, tangled.

She turned her head, kissed me slow and lazy.

“Stay till morning,” she whispered. “He doesn’t land till noon.”

I grinned against her mouth.

“Only if you promise round three before breakfast.”

Her laugh was soft, wicked.

“Deal.”


Chapter Three

Thursday morning I woke up in Vanessa’s king-sized bed, sheets tangled around my legs, her heavy breasts pressed against my back, one thick thigh slung possessively over my hip. Sunlight sliced through half-closed plantation shutters, painting gold stripes across her pale skin. She was still asleep, lips parted, platinum hair fanned across the pillow like spilled silk. My cock was already half-hard from the warmth of her body and the memory of last night—how many times I’d filled her, how she’d begged for more even after the third round, voice hoarse, pussy swollen and leaking.

I slipped out of bed carefully. She murmured something incoherent and rolled onto her stomach, ass curving up invitingly under the sheet. Tempting as hell, but her husband’s flight landed at noon. I had maybe three hours before the house staff started arriving or the garage door rumbled open.

I padded downstairs naked, found the coffee maker, brewed a pot strong enough to wake the dead. While it dripped, I scrolled my phone—missed texts from the groundskeeper asking why I hadn’t shown for the morning shift. I typed back something about food poisoning, hit send, and silenced the thing.

When I carried two mugs back upstairs, she was awake, propped on her elbows, sheet pooled around her waist. Her tits hung full and soft, nipples still pink from last night’s rough handling. She smiled—lazy, satisfied, a little wicked.

“Thought you’d sneak out,” she said, voice rough from screaming.

“Thought about it.” I handed her the coffee. “Decided I wasn’t done yet.”

She took a sip, eyes never leaving mine over the rim. “Good. Because I’m not either.”

She set the mug on the nightstand, pushed the sheet off completely, and spread her legs. No shame. No coyness. Just raw invitation. Her pussy was still puffy from the night before—lips dark and glossy, a faint sheen of dried cum on her inner thighs.

“Come here,” she ordered softly. “I want to feel you wake me up properly.”

I crawled onto the bed, settled between her thighs. She was already wet—slick just from looking at me. I dragged the head of my cock through her folds, coating myself, teasing her clit until she whimpered and arched.

“No teasing,” she breathed. “Just fuck me. Deep. Slow. Make me feel every inch.”

I pushed in—inch by torturous inch—watching her face the whole time. Her eyes fluttered shut, mouth falling open in a silent moan as I filled her completely. She was scorching, tight despite how many times I’d already been inside her. Her walls fluttered around me like they were trying to pull me deeper.

I started moving—long, deliberate strokes that dragged against every sensitive spot. She wrapped her legs around my waist, heels digging into my ass, urging me harder. But I kept it slow, grinding deep on every thrust, circling my hips so the base of my cock rubbed her clit.

“God… yes… just like that…” Her nails scored down my back, leaving red trails. “You feel so fucking good… so thick…”

I leaned down, sucked one nipple into my mouth—hard. She gasped, back bowing off the mattress. I switched to the other, biting lightly, then soothing with my tongue. Her pussy clenched hard around me.

“You’re gonna make me come already,” she panted. “Don’t stop… please don’t stop…”

I didn’t. I kept the same punishing rhythm—deep, slow, relentless—until her breath hitched, thighs started trembling, and she shattered with a low, broken cry. Her cunt rippled around my cock, milking me, trying to drag me over the edge with her.

I pulled out before I lost it, flipped her onto her stomach, and yanked her hips up. She buried her face in the pillow, ass presented like an offering—plump, soft, marked with faint red handprints from earlier.

“Again,” she begged into the fabric. “Fill me again. I want to feel it dripping out of me all day.”

I spread her cheeks, watched my cock disappear into her dripping hole. She moaned loud enough the neighbors probably heard. I fucked her hard this time—fast, possessive, hips snapping against her ass. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room. Her tits swung beneath her with every thrust. I reached around, pinched her clit, rolled it between my fingers.

“Come for me again,” I growled. “Come on this cock while I pump you full.”

She did—screaming into the pillow, body shaking, pussy spasming so violently I almost came right then. I held on by a thread, kept pounding through her orgasm until she was whimpering, oversensitive, begging for my load.

“Where do you want it?” I rasped, voice wrecked.

“Inside… deep… don’t you dare pull out…”

I slammed home one last time and erupted—thick, hot spurts flooding her greedy cunt. Pulse after heavy pulse. She clenched around me, milking every drop, greedy little ripples that made my vision blur. When I finally stopped twitching, I stayed buried inside her, feeling the slow overflow as cum leaked around my shaft and dripped onto the sheets.

We stayed locked together, panting, until my cock softened and slipped free with a wet sound. A thick river of white followed, sliding down her thigh. She collapsed forward, ass still up, pussy gaping slightly, leaking me.

“Jesus,” she whispered, voice trembling. “I’ve never… no one’s ever…”

I lay down beside her, pulled her against my chest. Her skin was slick with sweat. She nuzzled into my neck, kissed the pulse there.

“You’re staying till he lands,” she murmured. “I’m not done with you.”

I laughed low. “You sure you can walk?”

She bit my shoulder. “Try me.”

We showered together—slow, filthy. She soaped my cock until it hardened again, then dropped to her knees under the spray and sucked me deep while hot water pounded our backs. I came down her throat this time, groaning her name as she swallowed every drop.

After, we dried off. She slipped into a silk robe that barely contained her curves. I pulled my jeans back on, no shirt. We ended up in the kitchen—she made eggs, I watched her move around in that robe, tits swaying, ass peeking every time she reached for something.

She caught me staring. Smiled. Bent over the counter deliberately, robe riding up.

“Still hungry?” she asked, voice innocent.

“Starving.”

I crossed the room, lifted her onto the granite island. Spread her thighs. The robe fell open. No panties. She was already wet again—swollen, pink, glistening with fresh arousal and traces of my earlier loads.

I ate her like a man possessed—tongue plunging deep, lips sucking her clit, fingers curling inside to stroke that spot that made her thighs clamp around my head. She came fast—screaming, fingers tangled in my hair, hips bucking against my face.

When she stopped shaking, I stood, shoved my jeans down, and thrust back into her. The island was the perfect height. I fucked her hard—deep, punishing strokes that made her tits bounce free of the robe. She wrapped her legs around me, heels digging into my ass.

“Harder… fuck… ruin me…”

I did. Gripped her hips, slammed in over and over until the counter rattled. Her moans turned to sobs—pleasure so intense it hurt. She came again, nails raking my shoulders, pussy fluttering wildly.

I followed right after—burying deep and flooding her one last time. Thick ropes painting her walls until it overflowed, dripping onto the granite below us.

We stayed there—her legs still wrapped around me, my cock softening inside her—until the grandfather clock in the foyer chimed eleven.

Reality crashed back.

“He lands at noon,” she whispered.

I pulled out slowly, watched the thick stream of cum slide from her well-fucked pussy. She shivered.

“I should go,” I said.

She nodded, but her fingers lingered on my chest. “This isn’t over.”

I kissed her—slow, deep, tasting myself on her tongue.

“Next week,” I promised. “Same shed. Same time.”

She smiled—satisfied, wicked, already plotting. “Bring that cock. I’ll be waiting.”

I dressed, slipped out the back gate, walked the two streets to my car with her taste still on my lips and the ache of too many orgasms in my balls.

Back at my apartment, I showered again—cold this time—trying to wash away the scent of her. It didn’t work. She was under my skin now.

Friday I showed up for my shift like nothing happened. Mowed fairways, edged bunkers, hauled clippings. Every time I passed court five, my cock twitched at the memory.

She didn’t appear.

Not that day. Not Saturday.

Sunday I got a text—unknown number again.

Husband extended his trip. Two more weeks in Chicago. Pool cabana. Tonight. 9 p.m. Bring nothing but that thick cock. I want to ride it under the stars until the sun comes up.

I stared at the screen, pulse hammering.

The summer was young.

And Vanessa Hargrove was far from satisfied.

I typed back one word.

Yes.
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