
        
            
                
            
        

    
Country Club Confessional: Poolside Reckoning

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 last two weeks of August felt like the air itself was holding its breath. Oakridge Country Club shimmered under a heat wave that refused to break—fairways browning at the edges, pool water glassy and still, every surface radiating warmth long after sunset. I’d stopped pretending the job was about mowing and trimming. The real work happened after hours, in shadowed corners and empty estates, and the wives had turned me into their private addiction.

Vanessa still texted late at night when her husband snored beside her. Elena sent photos from her car—thighs parted just enough to show the faint gleam of what I’d left inside her the weekend before. But the atmosphere had shifted. The whispers weren’t subtle anymore. Eyes followed me openly now—curious, hungry, calculating. I’d become the club’s worst-kept secret, and someone was about to call it in.

Her name was Sophia Langford.

Everyone knew Sophia. Forty-five, flame-red hair that fell in thick waves to her mid-back, skin pale as cream except for the faint freckles across her shoulders and chest. She was the undisputed queen bee—chair of every committee, hostess of every gala, the woman who decided which new members got blackballed and which got fast-tracked. Voluptuous didn’t begin to cover it. Her body was lush excess: heavy, pendulous breasts that strained every blouse and bikini top, a soft waist that flared into wide, generous hips, thick thighs that rubbed together when she walked, an ass so round and full it seemed designed to be gripped, spanked, worshipped.

I’d caught her staring more than once—green eyes sharp and unapologetic, lips curved in a knowing half-smile. She never approached. Never spoke. Just watched. Assessed. Like a predator deciding exactly when to strike.

That Thursday she finally struck.

I was finishing the last poolside maintenance of the day—skimming leaves, checking chemical levels—when one of the cabana attendants jogged over, red-faced.

“Mrs. Langford wants to see you. Private cabana six. Now.”

I wiped sweat from my brow, nodded, and headed that way.

The infinity pool glowed soft turquoise under the late-afternoon sun. Cabana six was the largest—curtained on three sides, open to the water, private enough that you couldn’t see inside from the main deck. A faint clink of ice against crystal drifted out as I approached.

I pushed the sheer curtain aside.

Sophia reclined on the wide daybed like a Renaissance painting come to life. Black silk robe open at the front, revealing crimson lace lingerie that barely contained her. The bra cups overflowed—breasts spilling slightly over the tops, dark nipples visible through the sheer fabric. Matching thong disappeared between her thick thighs, the garter straps biting into soft flesh. Champagne chilled in a silver bucket beside her. Two flutes already poured.

She didn’t sit up. Just watched me enter, one leg crossed over the other, red-painted toes flexing lazily.

“Close the curtain,” she said. Voice low, smoky, the kind that wrapped around your spine and squeezed.

I did. The fabric fell, sealing us in golden half-light.

She patted the cushion beside her hip.

“Sit.”

I sat. Close enough to smell her—jasmine, champagne, warm woman.

She handed me a flute. Our fingers brushed. Hers were cool; mine still hot from the sun.

“You’ve been busy this summer,” she said, taking a slow sip. Her eyes never left mine. “Vanessa looks… rested. Elena can’t stop smiling. They both walk a little differently now.”

I took a drink. Bubbly burned cold down my throat.

“I do my job,” I said.

She laughed—soft, throaty. “You do a great deal more than that.” She set her glass down, leaned closer. Her robe slipped farther, exposing more creamy cleavage. “I’ve watched you. Every day. Watched them watch you. Watched them take what they wanted.” Her gaze dropped to my lap, then back up. “Now it’s my turn.”

Heat crawled up my neck. My cock thickened against my shorts at the blunt hunger in her voice.

She reached out, traced one long nail down the center of my damp black tee, over the ridge of my abs, stopping just above my waistband.

“I don’t share well,” she murmured. “But I’m willing to make an exception… if you make it worth my while.”

She shifted, swung one thick thigh over my lap, straddling me without warning. Her weight settled—soft, heavy, perfect. The heat of her pussy pressed against my growing erection through thin lace and my shorts. She rocked once—slow, deliberate—grinding down until I groaned low in my throat.

“Feel that?” she whispered against my ear. “That’s what happens when I watch you bend over the pool equipment, muscles flexing, sweat running down your back. I get wet. Aching. Empty.”

Her hands slid under my shirt, palms flat against my stomach, nails scraping lightly.

“I want you to fill me,” she continued, voice dropping to a husky rasp. “Deep. Hard. No mercy. I want to feel every thick inch stretching me open. I want to ride you until my thighs burn. And when I’m close—when I’m shaking—I want you to flip me over, grip these hips, and fuck me until you can’t hold back. Then I want you to come inside me. Deep. So deep I’ll feel it leaking out for days.”

My hands found her waist—soft flesh spilling over my fingers. I squeezed. She moaned softly, rocking harder.

“You think you can handle that?” she asked, lips brushing my jaw.

I answered by gripping her ass—two generous handfuls—and pulling her down harder against my cock. She gasped, then laughed—dark, pleased.

“Good boy.”

She reached between us, worked my zipper down with practiced ease. My cock sprang free—thick, veined, already leaking. She wrapped her hand around the base, stroked once, twice, thumb circling the head until I hissed.

“Look at you,” she purred. “So ready. So eager to claim what’s been teasing you all summer.”

She rose slightly, tugged the crotch of her thong aside. Her pussy was bare—plump lips already glistening, clit swollen and peeking out. She lined me up, rubbed the head through her slick folds once, twice, coating me in her wetness.

Then she sank down.

Slow. Torturously slow.

Inch by thick inch she took me, stretching around my girth, walls fluttering as she adjusted to the invasion. Her head fell back, red hair cascading, mouth open in a silent moan. When her ass finally rested on my thighs, she shuddered—full-body, trembling.

“God… yes…” she breathed. “So fucking full…”

She started riding—slow rolls at first, grinding her clit against my pelvis, then lifting and dropping, taking me deeper each time. Her heavy breasts bounced inside the lace bra. I yanked the cups down, freeing them completely—pale, freckled, nipples dark pink and hard. I palmed them, thumbs brushing the peaks. She moaned louder, pace quickening.

“Harder,” she demanded. “Suck them. Bite them. Make me feel it.”

I leaned in, took one nipple between my lips—sucked hard, then grazed with my teeth. She cried out, pussy clenching around me. I switched to the other, pinching the first between my fingers, rolling it until she was whimpering.

Her rhythm turned frantic—riding me like she owned me, ass slapping against my thighs, tits bouncing freely. Sweat beaded between her breasts, trickled down her soft belly. I gripped her hips—fingers digging into lush flesh—and thrust up to meet her, driving deeper.

“Yes… fuck… just like that…”

She was loud—shameless—moans carrying over the water. I clamped a hand over her mouth. She bit down on my palm, eyes glassy with lust.

I felt her start to tighten—walls rippling, thighs trembling.

“I’m close,” she gasped against my hand. “Don’t stop… don’t you dare stop…”

I didn’t.

I pounded up into her—hard, relentless—until she shattered. Back arching, breasts thrusting forward, a muffled scream vibrating against my palm. Her pussy clamped down like a fist, spasming, gushing around my cock. I fucked her through it—drawing out every tremor until she was shaking, oversensitive, pleading.

When the aftershocks faded she slumped against me, panting, forehead pressed to mine.

“That was just the beginning,” she whispered. “Dusk is coming. The club will empty. And I’m not finished with you yet.”

She kissed me—slow, deep, filthy—then rose off my cock with a wet sound. A thick trickle of her arousal slid down my shaft.

She adjusted her robe, but left the lingerie exposed—breasts still out, thong askew.

“Stay here,” she ordered. “Champagne’s still cold. I’ll be back after the last members leave.”

She slipped through the curtain, hips swaying, leaving me hard, aching, and already counting the minutes until she returned.

The sun was sinking fast.

And Sophia Langford was just getting started.


Chapter Two

The sun dropped below the treeline like it was fleeing the scene, leaving the pool deck bathed in twilight purple and the soft blue glow of underwater lights. The last stragglers—couples laughing too loud at the bar, a lone golfer nursing a drink—finally drifted toward the parking lot. The clubhouse lights dimmed one by one. The club was ours.

I stayed in cabana six, champagne flute empty, cock still half-hard and aching from Sophia’s slow, torturous ride earlier. Her taste lingered on my lips—champagne and warm skin—and the memory of her heavy breasts bouncing free of that crimson lace kept my pulse thick.

The curtain parted at 8:47.

Sophia slipped inside wearing nothing but the open silk robe and those same garter straps biting into her lush thighs. No lingerie now. Just pale, freckled skin, flame-red hair loose and wild, full curves swaying with every step. Her nipples were already tight peaks, belly soft and inviting, the dark red curls between her legs trimmed neat and glistening in the low light.

She carried a fresh bottle of champagne and two fresh flutes. Set them on the side table without a word, then straddled my lap again—this time facing me, knees sinking into the cushions on either side of my hips.

“You waited,” she murmured, voice husky from the earlier moans. “Good boy.”

Her hands slid under my shirt, nails raking up my abs, pushing the fabric over my head. She tossed it aside, then leaned in and kissed me—slow at first, lips brushing, then deeper, tongue claiming mine with lazy possession. She tasted of champagne and sin.

“I’ve been dripping since I left you here,” she confessed against my mouth. “Walking back through the clubhouse with your cum still leaking down my thighs. Every step reminded me how full you made me.”

She rocked forward, bare pussy sliding along the ridge of my cock through my shorts. Wet heat soaked the fabric instantly. I groaned, hands finding her wide hips, fingers digging into soft flesh.

She reached down, worked my zipper open, freed me. My cock sprang up—thick, veined, already slick at the tip from earlier. She wrapped her hand around the base, stroked slow, thumb circling the head until I hissed.

“Look how ready you are,” she purred. “Still so hard for me. Still so eager to fill this greedy cunt again.”

She rose just enough to line me up, rubbed the swollen head through her slick folds—coating me in her arousal—then sank down in one long, deliberate glide.

We both moaned—low, broken sounds that echoed softly in the cabana.

She was scorching, tight, walls fluttering around every inch as she took me to the hilt. When her ass settled on my thighs she shuddered, head falling back, red hair cascading like fire.

“God… yes… so deep…” she breathed. “I can feel you throbbing inside me.”

She started riding—slow, rolling grinds at first, circling her hips so her clit dragged against my pelvis with every pass. Her heavy breasts swayed inches from my face. I leaned in, captured one dark pink nipple between my lips—sucked hard, tongue flicking, then grazed with my teeth. She gasped, pussy clenching hard around my cock.

“Yes… bite them… mark them…”

I switched to the other, pinching the first between my fingers, rolling it until she whimpered. Her rhythm quickened—lifting higher now, dropping harder, ass slapping against my thighs with wet, filthy sounds. Sweat beaded between her breasts, trickled down the soft curve of her belly.

I gripped her ass—two generous handfuls—and thrust up to meet her, driving deeper. She cried out—loud, shameless—head thrown back, throat exposed.

“Harder… fuck me harder… make me feel it tomorrow…”

I did.

Snapped my hips up—brutal, possessive—pounding into her while she rode me like she was trying to break us both. Her tits bounced wildly. I buried my face between them, sucking, licking, biting the soft undersides until faint red marks bloomed on her pale skin.

She was close—I could feel it in the way her walls started rippling, the way her thighs trembled around my hips.

“Come for me,” I growled against her breast. “Come all over this cock. Then I’m going to flip you and fill you again.”

She shattered—back arching so hard her breasts thrust forward, a long, keening moan ripping from her throat. Her pussy clamped down like a fist, spasming, gushing around me. Nails dug into my shoulders, leaving half-moons. I fucked her through it—relentless—drawing out every tremor until she was shaking, whimpering, oversensitive.

When the aftershocks faded she slumped against me, panting, forehead pressed to mine.

“Not done,” she whispered. “Not even close.”

She rose off me—slow—my cock slipping free with a wet sound. A thick trickle of her arousal followed, sliding down my shaft. She turned, bent over the daybed railing, ass presented—plump, round, cheeks spread just enough to show her swollen, glistening pussy.

“Take me like this,” she ordered. “Grip these hips. Pound me. Don’t stop until you’re spilling inside me again.”

I stood, stepped behind her, gripped her wide hips—fingers sinking into soft flesh—and thrust in hard. One deep slide that bottomed out and made her cry out. She pushed back to meet me, greedy for more.

I fucked her—fast, brutal—skin slapping skin, cabana curtains swaying with every impact. Her heavy breasts swung beneath her, nipples brushing the cushion. I reached around, found her clit, rubbed fast circles while I pounded into her.

“Yes… fuck… right there… don’t stop…”

She came again—sudden, violent—back bowing, thighs quaking, pussy milking me so hard I almost lost it. I held on, kept slamming deep, drawing it out until she was sobbing with pleasure.

“My turn,” I rasped.

I pulled out, flipped her onto her back on the daybed, hooked her thick legs over my shoulders. The angle was obscene—deep, exposing every lush inch of her. I drove back in—hard, relentless—watching her face contort with every thrust.

Her breasts bounced wildly. I leaned down, sucked one nipple deep, bit down just enough to make her arch. She clawed at my back, legs tightening around my neck.

“Fill me… please… I need it… deep… so deep…”

Tension snapped low in my gut. Balls tightened. I slammed home one last time and erupted—thick, hot ropes flooding her greedy cunt. Pulse after heavy pulse. She milked me with every ripple, greedy for every drop, until I was empty, cock twitching inside her overflowing heat.

We stayed locked together—panting, sweating—until my softening cock slipped free. A thick river of cum followed, sliding down her ass and pooling on the cushion beneath her.

She reached down, scooped some with two fingers, brought them to her lips and sucked them clean—eyes locked on mine, wicked and satisfied.

“Dawn’s a long way off,” she whispered, voice wrecked. “And I want you in the pool next. Then the cabana floor. Then bent over the railing so the moonlight hits my tits while you take me from behind.”

She pulled me down beside her, kissed me slow and filthy—tongue tasting of champagne, cum, and pure satisfaction.

“Stay,” she murmured against my mouth. “All night. Until the sun comes up and the staff starts arriving. I want to walk out of here tomorrow morning with your cum still dripping down my thighs… and everyone wondering why the queen bee is smiling like she owns the world.”

I grinned, already hardening again at the thought.

“Wouldn’t dream of leaving.”

She laughed—soft, breathless—and clenched around nothing, like her body was already aching for the next round.

The night was young.

The pool lights still glowed.

And Sophia Langford was far from finished claiming her prize.


Chapter Three

The night stretched into something liquid and endless. Moonlight silvered the infinity pool, turning the water into a mirror that reflected every filthy thing we did. Sophia never let me soften for long. Every time my cock slipped free—slick with her, leaking the last of my loads—she’d reach down, stroke me back to full hardness with slow, greedy pulls, then guide me right back inside her overflowing heat.

We moved from the daybed to the pool’s edge.

She bent over the tiled lip, thick thighs spread wide, ass high, breasts hanging heavy and swaying as the water lapped at her knees. I gripped her wide hips—fingers sinking deep into soft flesh—and thrust in from behind. The angle was brutal, deep enough that she gasped every time I bottomed out. Her pussy was swollen now, puffy lips clinging to my shaft, still dripping the thick white evidence of our earlier rounds.

“Deeper,” she demanded, voice wrecked and raw. “Make me feel it in my stomach.”

I slammed forward—hard, possessive—skin slapping wetly against skin. Her heavy tits swung forward with every thrust, nipples brushing the cool tile. I reached around, cupped one breast, squeezed hard, pinched the nipple until she moaned brokenly and pushed back to meet me.

“Yes… fuck… just like that… don’t stop…”

She came again—sudden and violent—back bowing, thighs quaking, pussy spasming so hard it nearly dragged me over the edge with her. I held on, kept pounding through her climax, drawing it out until she was whimpering, oversensitive, begging for my load.

“Inside… please… fill me again… I want to be dripping when the sun comes up…”

I buried myself balls-deep and let go—thick, hot spurts flooding her greedy cunt. Pulse after heavy pulse. She milked me with every ripple, greedy for every drop, until I was spent, cock twitching inside her overflowing heat. When I finally pulled out, a thick river of cum followed—sliding down her inner thighs, dripping into the pool in slow white ribbons that swirled and disappeared in the turquoise glow.

She turned, kissed me—slow, filthy, tasting of champagne, sweat, and pure satisfaction.

“Pool floor,” she whispered against my lips. “On your back. I want to ride you until the sky turns pink.”

We slid into the shallow end together. Water lapped at our waists as I lay back on the submerged steps. She straddled me immediately—knees braced on either side, thick thighs framing my hips. She gripped my still-hard cock, lined me up, and sank down in one long, deliberate glide.

We both groaned—low, animal sounds swallowed by the night.

She rode slow at first—rolling her hips in lazy circles, grinding her swollen clit against my pelvis while the water sloshed around us. Her heavy breasts floated slightly in the buoyancy, swaying with every movement. Moonlight painted silver streaks across her pale, freckled skin.

“Look at me,” she ordered, voice husky. “Watch how full you make me.”

I watched—mesmerized—as my thick shaft disappeared into her over and over, her plump lips stretched tight around me, glistening with a mix of her arousal and my cum. She leaned forward, breasts brushing my chest, red hair falling like a curtain around our faces.

“Touch me everywhere,” she breathed. “I want your hands on every inch of me when I come again.”

My palms roamed—cupping her heavy tits, squeezing the soft undersides, pinching her nipples until she whimpered. Down her soft belly, gripping the generous flare of her hips, then sliding back to knead her lush ass. I spread her cheeks, feeling her clench around me at the exposure.

She picked up speed—riding harder now, water splashing with every downward drop. Her moans grew louder, less controlled—echoing off the empty deck.

“I’m close… fuck… I’m so close…”

I thrust up to meet her—hard, relentless—driving deep while she ground down. One hand found her clit, rubbing fast circles. She shattered—back arching, breasts thrusting forward, a long, keening cry ripping from her throat. Her pussy clamped down like a vise, rippling, gushing around me. I fucked her through it—drawing out every tremor until she collapsed forward, trembling, forehead pressed to mine.

“Not yet,” she panted. “One more. Bent over the railing. Moonlight on my tits. You behind me. Fill me until it runs down my legs.”

We climbed out—water streaming off our bodies. She bent over the metal railing that separated the pool deck from the dark lawn beyond. Ass high, thighs spread, breasts hanging heavy and swaying. Moonlight bathed her curves in silver—freckles glowing, skin flushed and slick.

I stepped up behind her, gripped her hips, and thrust in—hard, deep, no warning. She cried out—loud enough the sound carried across the empty club. I fucked her like I owned her—fast, brutal strokes that made her ass jiggle, her tits swing wildly beneath her.

“Harder… fuck… make it hurt a little… make me feel you for days…”

I slapped her ass—sharp, stinging—leaving a red handprint on pale flesh. She moaned louder, pushing back greedily. I reached around, pinched her clit, rolled it between my fingers while I pounded into her.

“Yes… yes… don’t stop… I’m gonna come again…”

She did—screaming into the night, body shaking, pussy spasming so violently I couldn’t hold back. I slammed home one final time and erupted—thick ropes flooding her already overflowing cunt. Pulse after heavy pulse. She milked me dry, every ripple pulling more until I was completely spent, cock twitching inside her ruined heat.

We stayed locked together—panting, trembling—until the first gray light of dawn crept over the horizon.

I pulled out slowly. A thick stream of cum followed—running down her inner thighs in slow, obscene trails. She shivered, reached back, scooped some with trembling fingers, brought them to her lips and sucked them clean—eyes locked on mine, wicked and utterly satisfied.

She straightened, turned, kissed me—slow, deep, possessive.

“You’ve ruined me,” she whispered against my mouth. “In the best way. I’ll be leaking you all day. Walking through this club with your cum dripping down my legs, smiling like I own the world… because right now, I do.”

She slipped the silk robe back on—leaving it open at the front, breasts still exposed, thighs slick and shining. She looked like a woman who’d been thoroughly, repeatedly claimed.

“Stay until the staff starts arriving,” she said. “Let them see me leave with you. Let them wonder.”

I grinned, already feeling the familiar stir of heat low in my gut.

“Only if you promise we’re not done.”

She laughed—soft, breathless—and clenched her thighs together, like she could hold every drop inside her forever.

“Oh, handsome… we’re just getting started.”

The first maintenance cart rumbled in the distance.

Sophia adjusted her robe just enough to be decent—barely—then slipped through the curtain, hips swaying, cum still glistening on her inner thighs under the rising sun.

I watched her go—red hair catching the dawn light, body marked and claimed and already plotting the next time.

The summer was ending.

But the reckoning had only just begun.

And every wife at Oakridge knew exactly who they’d be dreaming about all winter long.
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