
        
            
                
            
        

    
Country Club Confessional: Locker Room Indiscretions

Forbidden Raw Seduction by a Curvy Rich MILF
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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 whispers started the week after Vanessa’s husband flew back from Chicago.

I noticed it first in the way the other wives looked at me now—not just curious glances across the fairways, but lingering stares that followed me from the cart path to the pool deck. A slow smile here, a raised eyebrow there, the kind of silent appraisal that said they knew exactly what I’d been doing behind the ninth green and in a certain Willow Bend bedroom. Vanessa hadn’t said a word, I was sure of that. But women like her don’t keep secrets—they trade them. Quietly. Carefully. Like currency.

I kept my head down, mowing, edging, hauling clippings under the brutal July sun. My body ached in the best way—muscles sore from work and from nights spent buried between thick thighs—but my cock stayed half-hard most days, remembering every slick inch it had claimed.

Friday afternoon I was finishing up near the clubhouse when the head groundsman waved me over. “Pool equipment’s acting up again. Filter’s clogged or some shit. Women’s side locker room has access panel. Fix it before close so the evening crowd doesn’t complain.”

I grabbed my toolkit, nodded, and headed that way. The main pool deck was quiet—most members had cleared out for happy hour at the bar. The women’s locker room door was propped open with a wet-floor sign, steam drifting out like smoke from a hidden fire.

I stepped inside.

The air hit me first—thick, humid, scented with eucalyptus and expensive body wash. Rows of mahogany lockers, marble benches, soft recessed lighting. The steam room door was cracked, white vapor curling into the main area. I could hear the low hiss of the jets inside.

I found the access panel behind a row of towels, knelt, and started working. Screwdriver in hand, I popped the cover and peered at the filter housing. Clogged with hair and God-knows-what. Routine fix. Five minutes, tops.

That’s when I heard the soft slap of bare feet on tile.

I looked up.

She stood in the doorway to the steam room, wrapped in nothing but a white club towel that barely reached mid-thigh. Dark hair wet and slicked back, clinging to her shoulders. Olive skin flushed from the heat. Late thirties, maybe, but built like sin—wide hips, soft belly that curved just right, heavy breasts straining the knot of the towel. The towel had slipped an inch, revealing the upper swell of one dark nipple.

Mrs. Elena Rossi. I’d seen her around—always in the spa lounge, always laughing too loud with the other wives, always watching me when she thought I wasn’t looking.

“You’re the new boy,” she said. Her voice carried over the hiss of steam like velvet—low, smooth, with just the faintest hint of an accent that made every word feel intimate. “The one who fixes things.”

I stood slowly, wiping my hands on my shorts. “That’s me.”

She stepped closer. The towel slipped another fraction—now both nipples were barely covered, dark and tight from the heat. Her eyes raked down my body—sweat-soaked black tee clinging to my chest, work shorts tented slightly from the sight of her.

“You look like you could fix a lot of things,” she murmured. “A woman gets… tense… after a long day in the steam.”

I held her gaze. “I’m good with my hands.”

Her lips curved—full, painted deep red even after the sauna. She reached up, tugged the knot of the towel. It fell away in slow motion, pooling at her feet.

Jesus fucking Christ.

Full, heavy breasts swayed free—dark areolas wide, nipples thick and erect. Soft curve of belly leading to wide hips, thick thighs that rubbed together when she moved. Between them, a neat triangle of dark curls trimmed short, already glistening—not from steam, but from her.

She closed the distance, barefoot on the cool tile, until her body heat mingled with mine.

“I heard you’re very… thorough,” she whispered. Her hand found my wrist, guided my palm between her legs. My fingers slid through slick folds—hot, swollen, dripping. She was soaked, lips puffy and parted, clit already peeking out.

“Feel that?” she breathed against my ear. “That’s what happens when I watch you work all day. Thinking about this cock I keep imagining inside me.”

My pulse hammered. I pressed two fingers into her—tight, scorching, gripping me instantly. She moaned low, hips rocking forward.

“You fix things,” she purred. “Fix me.”

I didn’t hesitate.

I spun her, pinned her against the tiled wall—cool ceramic on her back, my body caging her in front. Steam curled around us like smoke. I yanked my shirt over my head, shoved my shorts down. My cock sprang free—thick, veined, already leaking at the tip.

She wrapped one leg around my waist, opening herself. I gripped her thigh—soft flesh spilling over my fingers—and notched myself at her entrance.

“Slow,” she whispered. “Let me feel every inch.”

I pushed in—inch by torturous inch. She gasped, head falling back against the tile. Her pussy was molten, tight, fluttering around me as I filled her completely. When I bottomed out, balls pressed to her ass, she let out a long, trembling moan.

“Mama mia… so big… so fucking big…”

I started moving—slow, deep rolls of my hips, grinding against her clit with every thrust. Her breasts bounced against my chest, nipples scraping my skin. She dug her nails into my shoulders, whispering filthy encouragements against my neck.

“More… harder… yes, just like that…”

I gave it to her.

Faster now. Deeper. The wet slap of our bodies echoed in the steam-filled room. Her leg tightened around me, heel digging into my ass, urging me on. I gripped her other thigh, lifted her completely—her back sliding up the tile with every brutal thrust.

Her tits bounced wildly. I sucked one nipple into my mouth—hard—biting just enough to make her cry out. She clenched around my cock, spasming.

“Yes… yes… fuck, yes…”

I pounded into her—relentless, possessive. Steam beaded on our skin, dripping down her curves. Her moans turned to broken sobs—pleasure so sharp it bordered on pain.

“I’m gonna come… oh God, I’m gonna—”

She shattered—hard. Her pussy clamped down like a vise, rippling, gushing around me. Nails raked down my back. She shook, thighs trembling around my waist.

I didn’t stop. Kept fucking her through it—drawing it out until she was whimpering, oversensitive, begging.

“Inside… please… fill me… I want to feel it all…”

I ground deep—hips circling, cock pulsing—and let go.

Thick, hot spurts flooded her. Pulse after heavy pulse. She milked me with every flutter, greedy for every drop. I stayed buried, feeling the slow overflow as cum leaked out around my shaft, dripping down her ass and onto the mosaic floor in thick white trails.

We stayed locked together—panting, sweating—until the steam began to thin and her leg slid weakly down mine.

She kissed me—slow, filthy, tongue tasting of salt and satisfaction.

“You fixed me good,” she whispered against my lips.

I pulled out slowly. A thick stream followed, sliding down her thigh. She shivered, reached down, scooped a little with two fingers, brought them to her mouth and sucked them clean—eyes locked on mine.

“Next time,” she said, voice husky, “we do this in my car. Back seat. After dark.”

She picked up her towel, wrapped it loosely around her curves, and walked toward the lockers—hips swaying, cum still glistening on her inner thighs.

I watched her go, cock twitching again already.

She paused at the door, looked back over her shoulder.

“My number’s in your phone now. Saved as ‘Pool Boy.’ Text me when you’re free.”

The door clicked shut behind her.

I stood there—naked, spent, heart hammering—surrounded by cooling steam and the scent of sex.

The club wasn’t just a playground anymore.

It was a fucking empire.

And I was starting to think every wife in the place wanted a piece of the throne.


Chapter Two

The rest of that Friday blurred past in a haze of chlorine fumes and half-remembered tasks. I finished the filter repair, wiped down the tools, and slipped out of the women’s locker room before the evening crowd arrived. Elena’s taste lingered on my tongue—salty, sweet, addictive—and the memory of her thick thighs clamped around my waist kept my shorts uncomfortably tight for the drive home.

That night my phone buzzed at 11:18 p.m.

Pool deck service entrance. 1 a.m. Bring the black shirt. I like seeing sweat on it.

No name. Just coordinates and a demand that made my pulse kick.

I showed up ten minutes early.

The service entrance was tucked behind the cabana bar—unlocked, as promised. I stepped inside, the air cooler now that the pool lights were dimmed to nighttime blue. Moonlight spilled across the water, turning it into liquid silver. The deck chairs were stacked, the bar shuttered. Silent except for the soft lap of water against tile.

She was waiting near the deep end, leaning against the lifeguard stand in a black one-piece swimsuit that looked painted on. The suit hugged every lush curve—wide hips, soft belly, heavy breasts straining the fabric so hard the outline of her nipples showed clear even in the low light. Her dark hair was loose, still damp from an earlier swim, clinging to her shoulders and the tops of her breasts.

“You came,” she said, voice low and pleased.

“Couldn’t stay away.”

She pushed off the stand, hips rolling as she closed the distance. Up close the suit was even more obscene—high-cut legs exposing the generous swell of her ass, the front plunging low enough to show deep cleavage. Water droplets still clung to her skin, catching moonlight.

“I’ve been thinking about you since the steam room,” she confessed, stopping just inches away. “Couldn’t sleep. Kept touching myself remembering how full you made me.”

My cock thickened instantly against my shorts.

She reached out, traced a fingertip down the center of my chest, over the damp black tee. “You’re already sweaty. Good. I like you like this—worked hard, smelling like summer and man.”

Her hand dropped lower, palming me through the fabric. I groaned low. She smiled, wicked.

“Take it out,” she ordered softly.

I shoved my shorts down. My cock sprang free—thick, veined, already leaking. She wrapped her fingers around the base—couldn’t quite close them—and stroked slow, deliberate.

“Look at this,” she murmured. “So hard for me already. You must have been thinking about me too.”

“All fucking day.”

She sank to her knees right there on the cool deck tile. No hesitation. Her tongue flicked out, tasting the bead at the tip. Then she took me in—slow at first, lips stretching wide around my girth, cheeks hollowing as she sucked. She worked me deeper, throat relaxing until her nose brushed my pelvis. I fisted her wet hair, guiding her rhythm. She hummed approval, the vibration shooting straight through me.

She pulled off with a wet gasp, strings of spit connecting her lips to my cock.

“Stand me up,” she said. “I want you to fuck my mouth standing.”

I pulled her to her feet, spun her so her back was to the lifeguard stand. She braced her hands on the metal railing, bent at the waist, ass presented. I stepped behind her, gripped her hips, and thrust into her mouth from this new angle. She took it eagerly—gagging softly, eyes watering, but never pulling away. Spit dripped down her chin, onto her cleavage, soaking the black suit darker.

I fucked her face—slow, deep strokes—watching her heavy breasts sway beneath the fabric. After a minute she pulled off, gasping.

“Enough,” she panted. “I need you inside me. Now.”

She turned, peeled the straps of the swimsuit down her arms. The top fell to her waist, freeing her breasts—heavy, full, dark nipples tight from the night air. She shoved the suit the rest of the way down, kicked it aside, and bent over the nearest deck chair—hands braced on the back, ass high, thighs spread.

“Look at me,” she whispered. “See how ready I am.”

Her pussy was glistening in the moonlight—lips swollen, dark pink, slick with arousal. A thin string of wetness hung between her folds. I stepped up, rubbed the head of my cock through her slit, coating myself.

“Slow,” she breathed. “Let me feel you stretch me.”

I pushed in—inch by thick inch—watching her back arch, hearing her low moan as I filled her completely. She was scorching, tight, gripping me like she never wanted to let go. When I bottomed out she shuddered, pushing back to take the last fraction.

“God… so deep… so fucking thick…”

I started moving—long, deliberate thrusts that dragged against every sensitive spot. Her ass jiggled softly with each stroke. I gripped her hips—soft flesh spilling over my fingers—and picked up speed. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed across the empty deck.

She moaned louder now—shameless, voice carrying over the water.

“Harder… fuck me harder…”

I obliged—snapping my hips forward, driving deep. Her breasts swung beneath her, nipples brushing the chair fabric. I reached around, cupped one heavy tit, pinched the nipple hard. She cried out, pussy clenching around me.

“Yes… just like that… don’t stop…”

I pounded into her—relentless, possessive. Sweat beaded on my back, dripping onto her skin. She pushed back to meet every thrust, greedy for more.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “Gonna come all over your cock…”

“Do it,” I growled. “Come for me. Then I’m filling this tight pussy.”

She shattered—back bowing, thighs trembling, a long broken moan spilling from her lips. Her cunt spasmed hard, rippling, milking me. I fucked her through it—drawing out every aftershock until she was whimpering, oversensitive.

“My turn,” I rasped.

I pulled out, flipped her onto her back on the wide lounge chair. She spread her legs wide—knees hooked over the armrests—opening herself completely. Moonlight painted her curves silver—breasts heaving, pussy flushed and leaking.

I thrust back in—deep, hard. She wrapped her legs around my waist, heels digging into my ass. I fucked her like I owned her—fast, brutal strokes that made the chair creak. Her tits bounced wildly. I leaned down, sucked one nipple into my mouth, bit down just enough to make her gasp.

“Fill me,” she begged. “I want to feel it… all of it… dripping out of me when I walk back inside…”

Tension coiled tight in my balls. Her pussy fluttered again—another orgasm building fast.

“Come with me,” I ordered.

She did—screaming my name into the night as her cunt clamped down hard. I slammed home one last time and erupted—thick, hot ropes flooding her. Pulse after heavy pulse. She milked me greedily, every ripple pulling more from me until I was empty, cock twitching inside her.

We stayed locked together—panting, sweating—until the night air began to cool our skin.

I pulled out slowly. A thick stream of cum followed, sliding down her ass and pooling on the lounge cushion. She reached down, scooped some with two fingers, brought them to her lips and sucked them clean—eyes locked on mine the whole time.

“Next time,” she whispered, voice hoarse, “my husband’s golf trip is next weekend. Whole house to ourselves. I want you in every room.”

She sat up, breasts swaying, and kissed me—slow, filthy, tasting of salt and satisfaction.

“Text me tomorrow,” she said. “I’ll send the gate code.”

She slipped back into the swimsuit, adjusted the straps over her still-flushed skin, and walked toward the locker room entrance—hips rolling, cum still glistening on her inner thighs under the moonlight.

I watched her disappear inside.

The pool lights flickered once, then dimmed completely.

I stood there—cock softening, heart hammering—surrounded by the scent of chlorine, sex, and the promise of more.

One wife down.

Another waiting.

And the summer was only half over.


Chapter Three

Saturday morning I woke up aching in the best places—muscles tight from the week’s labor, cock already stirring at the memory of Elena bent over that lounge chair, moonlight painting her curves while I flooded her deep. Her text had come in at 2:47 a.m., right after she’d disappeared into the locker room:

Husband leaves for Pebble Beach at 7 tomorrow morning. House empty till Sunday night. 88 Harbor View Drive. Gate code 7734. Be here by 9 a.m. sharp. I want breakfast in bed… and you for dessert.

I spent the rest of the night restless, jerking off twice to the thought of having her all weekend—no quick stolen fucks, no rushing to beat closing time. Just hours of her thick body under mine, on top of me, wrapped around me.

Sunday morning I drove past the country club gates at 8:45, turned left instead of right, and followed the winding road toward the harbor estates. Big houses, bigger driveways, privacy hedges tall enough to block satellite views. Number 88 sat at the end of a cul-de-sac—white stucco, red-tile roof, four-car garage. The gate slid open silently when I punched 7734.

I parked in the shade of a palm, walked to the front door. It opened before I could knock.

Elena stood there in a silk kimono the color of deep burgundy—open at the front, nothing underneath. Her dark hair was loose and wild, falling over heavy breasts that shifted with every breath. The kimono framed her soft belly, wide hips, thick thighs already pressed together like she was trying to hold in the ache.

“You’re early,” she said, voice husky from sleep or anticipation. “I like that.”

She grabbed my shirt, yanked me inside, and kicked the door shut. The foyer smelled like coffee and her—warm vanilla lotion mixed with the faint musk of arousal.

“No talking yet,” she ordered. “Upstairs. Now.”

She led me by the hand—hips swaying, ass cheeks peeking from under the short hem—up a wide staircase lined with framed black-and-white photos I didn’t bother looking at. Master bedroom at the end of the hall: king bed already turned down, curtains half-drawn, morning light spilling gold across white sheets.

She pushed me onto my back, climbed on top, straddled my hips. The kimono fell open completely. Her breasts hung full and heavy, dark nipples tight. She ground against the ridge in my shorts, soaking the fabric through her bare pussy.

“I’ve been wet since I sent that text,” she confessed, rocking slow circles. “Kept touching myself waiting for you. Came once in the shower thinking about this cock stretching me again.”

She leaned down, kissed me—deep, filthy, tongue claiming mine. Then she slid lower, yanked my shorts and boxers off in one rough pull. My cock slapped against my stomach—thick, veined, leaking at the tip.

She wrapped both hands around it, stroked slow while she looked up at me.

“Look how hard you are for me,” she purred. “All weekend, handsome. No pulling out. No rushing. Just filling me over and over until I’m dripping everywhere.”

She sank down—slow, deliberate—taking every inch until her ass rested on my thighs. We both groaned. She was scorching, slick, gripping me so tight I could feel every flutter of her walls.

“Fuck… so full…” she breathed, head falling back. Her breasts swayed as she started riding—slow rolls at first, grinding her clit against my pelvis, then lifting and dropping, taking me deeper each time.

I gripped her hips—soft flesh spilling between my fingers—and thrust up to meet her. Her tits bounced freely. I sat up, sucked one nipple into my mouth—hard—biting just enough to make her gasp and clench.

“Yes… just like that… use me…”

She rode harder—faster—ass slapping against my thighs. Sweat beaded between her breasts, trickled down her soft belly. I slapped her ass once—sharp, stinging—then gripped both cheeks and spread her wider so I could watch my cock disappear into her over and over.

She came first—sudden, violent—back arching, thighs trembling, a long broken moan spilling from her lips. Her pussy spasmed hard, milking me, trying to drag me over with her.

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 eyes roll back.

“God… yes… right there… don’t stop…”

I pounded—relentless, possessive—bed creaking under us. Her heavy breasts bounced with every thrust. I leaned down, sucked the other nipple, pinched it between my teeth. She clawed at my back, nails leaving red trails.

“Fill me… please… I need it so bad…”

Tension snapped. I buried myself balls-deep and came—thick, hot ropes flooding her cunt. Pulse after heavy pulse. She milked me greedily, every ripple pulling more until I was empty, cock twitching inside her overflowing heat.

We collapsed—panting, tangled—my softening cock still buried in her. Cum leaked out around me, sliding down her ass and soaking the sheets.

She kissed my neck, lazy and satisfied.

“That was breakfast,” she whispered. “Now we shower. Then the kitchen counter. Then the living-room couch. Then the pool. Then back here for round… whatever we’re on.”

I grinned against her skin. “We’ve got all day.”

We did.

The shower was slow and filthy—she soaped my cock until it hardened again, then braced her hands on the tile while I took her from behind. Water pounded our backs as I fucked her deep, one hand between her legs rubbing her clit until she came again, screaming my name into the steam.

Kitchen next. She bent over the island while I ate her out from behind—tongue plunging deep, lips sucking her swollen clit—until she shattered, thighs shaking, juices dripping down my chin. Then I stood, thrust in raw, and fucked her hard against the granite. Her breasts flattened against the cool surface, nipples scraping with every brutal stroke. I came inside her again—thick spurts painting her walls—watching it leak down her thighs when I pulled out.

Living room after that. She rode me reverse on the leather sectional—ass bouncing, tits swinging—while I gripped her hips and thrust up. She came twice more before I flooded her a third time, cum overflowing and running down my balls.

Pool at dusk. She stripped naked under the string lights, bent over the edge of the infinity pool, ass presented. I fucked her slow this time—deep, grinding rolls—until the sunset painted her curves orange and gold. She came quietly, trembling, whispering filthy promises against my ear. I followed right after—burying deep and unloading one last thick load that dripped into the water when I finally slipped free.

We ended back in the bedroom—sheets already ruined—her on top again, riding slow and lazy while moonlight spilled across us. Her heavy breasts swayed above my face. I sucked her nipples, hands roaming her soft curves, until she shuddered through one final, trembling orgasm.

I came with her—quiet this time—spilling the last of what I had left deep inside her well-fucked pussy. She collapsed onto my chest, both of us slick with sweat and cum, breathing hard.

“Stay till morning,” she murmured, voice wrecked. “He doesn’t land till noon. I want to wake up with you still inside me.”

I kissed her forehead, her lips, the salty curve of her neck.

“Wouldn’t leave if you paid me.”

She laughed softly—breathless, satisfied—and clenched around my softening cock one last time, like she was sealing the promise.

The weekend had been hers.

But the summer still belonged to me.

And there were still wives at Oakridge who hadn’t had their turn.
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