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Chapter 1

I slam into Angelina from behind, gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises, watching her blonde hair spill across the expensive mahogany desk as she takes every inch of my cock. The championship game is tomorrow, but right now, all I care about is the tight pussy of this 40-year-old MILF squeezing around me, milking my shaft as I pound into her with relentless force. Her husband Jack thinks I'm just her personal trainer—the clueless fuck has no idea I've been stretching his wife in ways that have nothing to do with fitness for months now.

"Harder," she begs, her voice muffled against the polished wood. "Fuck me harder, Richard."

I respond by grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back sharply as I drive deeper into her wet heat. My hips slam against her perfect ass, the sound of skin slapping skin echoing through the luxury hotel suite. We're on the twenty-third floor, the city skyline visible through floor-to-ceiling windows, but neither of us gives a shit about the view. The only view that matters is Angelina's face pressed against the desk, her lipstick smearing on the wood, her wedding ring glinting in the afternoon light as her hands desperately clutch at the smooth surface for stability.

"You like that, you fucking slut?" I growl, delivering a sharp smack to her ass that leaves a perfect red handprint on her tan skin. At eighteen, I'm already the star quarterback with a full scholarship to any college I want, and I've got the wife of Royal Oaks Country Club's owner bent over, taking my cock like the whore she truly is.

"Yes! God, yes!" she cries out, pushing back against me to take me deeper.

My eyes roll back into my head when she clenches around my cock, causing shivers down my spine. She squeezes me tightly, her internal muscles working their magic as I slam into her with brutal force. Angelina's skilled pussy milks my length in a way that has me seeing stars, drawing me deeper into her with each thrust.

The desk creaks beneath us, inching forward with each powerful thrust. Angelina's perfect tits bounce against the hardwood, her diamond necklace scraping across the surface. She's dressed like the trophy wife she is—or was, before coming up to my room. Her designer dress is bunched around her waist, her lace panties torn and discarded on the floor, her fuck-me heels still on her feet. The contrast of her sophisticated exterior and the raw, desperate way she takes my teenage cock makes my balls tighten with excitement.

Jack is downstairs in the hotel café, grabbing coffee for all three of us, completely oblivious that while he's deciding between lattes and cappuccinos, I'm rearranging his wife's insides with my cock. The thought makes me thrust harder, a savage satisfaction burning through me as I claim what's his in the most primal way possible.

"You think Jack has any idea?" I taunt, slowing my pace to grind deep inside her, hitting that spot that makes her thighs tremble. "You think he ever wonders why his wife comes home from our 'training sessions' with her makeup smeared and her pussy dripping with cum?"

"No," she gasps, her voice breaking on the word. "He's too... too stupid. Thinks I'm... just getting fit."

I laugh, the sound dark and satisfied. "Getting fit on this cock is more like it."

The expensive watch on my wrist—a gift from Angelina—tells me Jack will be back soon. We've got ten minutes, maybe less, before he returns with our coffee, expecting to find us discussing strategy for tomorrow's game. The time constraint only makes my cock harder, the risk of discovery adding an edge to every sensation.

I reach around to find her clit, rubbing fast circles that have her bucking against me, her moans growing higher, more desperate. Sweat drips down my back, my muscles flexing with each thrust. I might be young, but I've already fucked more married pussy at Royal Oaks than most men will in a lifetime. Angelina was just the first—my gateway drug into a world of bored, neglected wives desperate for a hard, young cock to remind them what real fucking feels like.

"You're going to make me cum," she whimpers, her body tensing beneath me. "Oh god, Richard, your cock is so fucking big. So much bigger than Jack's..."

"That's it," I growl, increasing my pace, the desk now skidding slightly across the plush carpet with each impact. "Cum on this teenage cock. Show me how much better I fuck you than your pathetic husband."

Her body convulses beneath me, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my shaft as her orgasm tears through her. I keep pounding through it, prolonging her pleasure, watching her hands claw at the desk, her wedding ring catching the light with each desperate movement. The sight of that ring—Jack's claim on her—only fuels my aggression, makes me want to mark her more thoroughly as mine.

"Please," she begs, her voice raw with pleasure as aftershocks ripple through her. "Cum inside me. Fill me up before Jack gets back."

My cock throbs at her words, the thought of sending her down to meet her husband with my cum dripping down her thighs nearly pushing me over the edge. But I have other plans for this load—plans that will make the risk even sweeter, the degradation more complete.

"Not yet," I tell her, maintaining my brutal pace. "I've got something special for you first."

Angelina moans, her oversensitive pussy still gripping me tightly as I continue to fuck her against the desk. The championship game might be tomorrow, but I've already won the only trophy that matters—the complete submission of this sophisticated MILF to my every desire, right under her husband's oblivious nose.

I tighten my grip on Angelina's blonde hair, yanking back so hard her scalp burns and her neck arches like a bow. My other hand wraps around her throat, squeezing just enough to restrict her blood flow, making her head swim with that perfect mixture of panic and pleasure. Her pulse races beneath my fingers, her breathing shallow as I lean close to her ear, never slowing the relentless pounding of my cock into her married pussy.

"You're my good luck charm, you fucking whore," I grunt, my voice low and harsh. Pulling out slightly, I gather saliva in my mouth and spit directly onto her arched back, watching the moisture glisten on her tan skin. "Every time I fuck you before a game, I win. Tomorrow's championship is already mine."

Her response is a strangled moan, the choking pressure of my hand limiting her ability to form words. Her pussy clenches tighter around my shaft in response, telling me everything I need to know about how much she loves this treatment. The expensive desk—probably worth more than most people's monthly rent—scrapes against the floor with each brutal thrust, the legs leaving marks on the pristine carpet that housekeeping will definitely notice.

"Gonna fucking own that field tomorrow," I hiss, tightening my grip on her throat slightly. "Just like I own this pussy."

Sweat drips down my chest, my muscles burning with the exertion of maintaining this pace, this force. But I'm an athlete at the peak of my powers—I could fuck this MILF for hours if I wanted to. The only constraint is time—Jack will be back soon, and while the thought of him walking in to find me balls-deep in his wife has its appeal, I've got other plans for humiliating him.

I feel my balls tightening, that familiar pressure building at the base of my spine. My cock swells further, stretching her already well-fucked pussy as my orgasm approaches. But I don't want to finish like this—not when there's a chance to degrade her even more thoroughly.

With a growl, I pull out completely, leaving her gasping at the sudden emptiness. Before she can process what's happening, I grab her shoulders and flip her onto her back, the movement rough enough to knock a hotel pen and notepad from the desk. She blinks up at me, dazed from the choking, her lipstick smeared across her cheek, her perfect tits heaving with each desperate breath.

"Open your fucking mouth," I command, already moving to straddle her chest, my cock level with her face. "I'm going to cum down your throat."

Angelina's lips part instantly, her tongue extending in eager anticipation. The sight of this sophisticated country club wife—who hosts charity galas and sits on community boards—offering her mouth for my use sends another surge of arousal through my already painfully hard cock. I grab her hair again, using it to position her head exactly as I want it, then drive my length into her waiting mouth in one brutal thrust.

Her eyes widen in shock as I hit the back of her throat, gagging her immediately. But I give her no time to adjust, no mercy—just start fucking her face with the same intensity I was using on her pussy moments before. My cock disappears into her mouth over and over, her throat visibly bulging with each deep intrusion. Tears spring to her eyes, mascara beginning to run down her cheeks as she struggles to breathe around my girth.

"That's it," I growl, watching her face contort with the effort of taking my entire length. "Take every fucking inch. Show me what a good cocksucking slut you are."

Her hands come up to grip my thighs, not pushing me away but pulling me closer, encouraging me to use her throat however I want. The wet, choking sounds of her gagging fill the room, punctuated by her desperate gasps for air whenever I withdraw enough to allow it. Saliva pools at the corners of her mouth, running down her chin and neck, soaking the desk beneath her head.

"Gonna cum," I warn her, my rhythm becoming more erratic as my release builds. "Gonna fill your fucking stomach with my load. And you're going to swallow every drop before your husband gets back."

Angelina moans around my cock, the vibration pushing me over the edge. My orgasm hits me like a freight train, pleasure exploding outward from my core as I drive as deep as possible into her throat. I hold her head firmly in place, ensuring she has no choice but to take my entire length as I start pumping thick ropes of cum directly into her stomach.

"Fuck!" I grunt, my hips jerking with each powerful spurt. "Take it all. Every fucking drop."

Angelina's throat works frantically around my shaft, swallowing and swallowing as I empty myself into her. Her nails dig into my thighs, her body squirming beneath me as she struggles for air, but I don't relent until I've delivered the last pulse of my release. Only then do I withdraw, watching with satisfaction as she gasps desperately for breath, a thin string of cum and saliva connecting my cock to her swollen lips.

"Good girl," I tell her, already reaching for my discarded boxers and jeans. "Now clean yourself up before your husband sees what a cum-hungry slut his wife really is."

She's still catching her breath, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, when we hear the electronic beep of the keycard at the door. Her eyes widen in panic, and she scrambles off the desk, diving for the nearest bed and pulling the covers up to her chin just as the door swings open.

Jack strides in, balancing a tray with three coffee cups, completely oblivious to the scene he's just missed by seconds. I'm already zipping up my jeans, looking for all the world like I've just been hanging out, maybe reviewing game footage on my phone. The scent of sex hangs heavy in the air, but Jack's nose has never been particularly sensitive.

"Sorry that took so long," he says cheerfully, setting the coffee down. "Line was crazy. Everyone's in town for the championship." His eyes land on Angelina in the bed, and his brow furrows slightly. "You feeling okay, honey? Taking a nap before the pre-game dinner?"

I can see her from where I'm standing—can see the stray drop of cum at the corner of her mouth that she missed in her hasty cleanup, can see the flush of exertion still coloring her cheeks and chest. She pulls the blanket higher, hiding the fact that her dress is still bunched around her waist, her pussy bare and well-fucked beneath the hotel sheets.

"Just a little headache," she manages, her voice slightly hoarse from the throat-fucking I just gave her. "I'll be fine in a minute."

Jack turns to me, his expression brightening into that of a proud father figure—the same expression he's worn since taking me under his wing at Royal Oaks, never suspecting I've been fucking his wife the entire time.

"Ready for the big day, champ?" he asks, extending one of the coffee cups toward me. "Got your special game-day brew. Extra shot, just how you like it."

I accept the cup with a smirk, my eyes flicking briefly to Angelina, who's subtly wiping the last evidence of our encounter from her lips. The power I feel in this moment—standing here making small talk with the man whose wife's throat is still coated with my cum—is more intoxicating than any pre-game adrenaline rush.

"Never been readier," I reply, taking a sip of the coffee. And it's true—nothing prepares me for victory like reminding myself I've already won the game that matters most.


Chapter 2

I stroll into the medical suite the day before the championship game, already bored with the routine of it all. The final physical is just another box to check, another hoop to jump through before I can claim the trophy that's already mine. But my attitude shifts the moment I see Dr. Evelyn Shaw waiting for me—clipboard in hand, white coat perfectly pressed, dark hair pulled back in a severe bun that only emphasizes her sharp cheekbones and full lips. The team's newest doctor is a far cry from the balding old men who usually prod at my muscles and joints—she's all sleek professionalism and barely contained sensuality.

"Mr. Long," she says, extending her hand. Her voice is crisp, clinical, but there's a slight catch in it when our fingers touch. "I'm Dr. Shaw. I'll be conducting your final physical today."

"Richard," I correct her, holding the handshake just a second longer than necessary. "Mr. Long makes me sound like my father."

A slight flush colors her cheeks as she withdraws her hand, tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear—a nervous gesture that tells me everything I need to know about how this examination is going to go.

"Richard, then," she concedes, gesturing to the examination table. "Please have a seat. We need to check your vitals first, then move on to the physical assessment."

I hop onto the table with easy athleticism, watching her eyes track the movement of my muscles beneath my tight t-shirt. Dr. Shaw is trying hard to maintain her professional demeanor, but I've become an expert at recognizing when a woman wants me. The slight dilation of her pupils, the almost imperceptible quickening of her breathing—she might be a medical professional, but she's still a woman, and from the looks of her left hand, an unmarried one.

"Heart rate and blood pressure first," she says, rolling her stool closer to the table. As she wraps the cuff around my bicep, her fingers linger slightly against my skin. "Flex for me, please."

I comply, tensing my arm and watching her reaction as the muscle bulges beneath her fingers. Her eyes widen slightly, and she clears her throat before focusing on the pressure gauge. Even through her professional mask, I can see the appreciation in her gaze—she's mentally cataloging every inch of my physique, and not just for medical reasons.

"Your blood pressure is slightly elevated," she notes, removing the cuff. "Are you nervous about tomorrow's game?"

I laugh, the sound low and confident. "I don't get nervous, Doc. Must be something else getting my blood pumping."

Our eyes meet, and for a moment, the pretense of professionalism between us wavers. She's the first to look away, busying herself with notes on her clipboard. "Let's continue with the assessment. I'll need you to remove your shirt so I can check your muscle tone and flexibility."

I pull my shirt over my head in one fluid motion, dropping it beside me on the table. Dr. Shaw's breath catches audibly as she takes in my torso—the defined pecs, the six-pack abs, the V-cut disappearing into my shorts. I've put in the work, and I know what I look like. What's more, I know the effect it has on women—even sophisticated ones like Dr. Shaw.

"I need to measure your biceps," she says, reaching for a tape measure. Her clinical tone can't quite mask the slight tremor in her voice. As she wraps the tape around my flexed arm, her fingertips brush against my skin, leaving trails of heat in their wake. "Impressive," she murmurs, then quickly adds, "for your age group."

She works her way through the standard measurements—chest, waist, thighs—each touch lingering a moment longer than strictly necessary. When her hands run over my abs to check for any abdominal abnormalities, her fingers trace the defined ridges with what can only be described as appreciation.

"Everything feels... firm," she comments, quickly correcting herself. "Healthy, I mean. Very good muscle tone."

"Years of training," I reply, enjoying the flush that deepens on her cheeks. "I take my physical condition very seriously."

Dr. Shaw nods, taking a step back as if to regain her composure. "Now I need to check for hernias. Could you please stand and lower your shorts?"

This is the moment of truth—the part of the exam that separates the professionals from those who let their personal feelings interfere. I stand, hooking my thumbs into the waistband of my shorts, then push them down in one swift movement, leaving me standing in just my boxer briefs. Even soft, the outline of my cock is substantial, pressing against the fabric in a way that's impossible to ignore.

Dr. Shaw's professional façade cracks completely. She lets out an involuntary gasp, her eyes fixating on the bulge before she catches herself and forces her gaze upward. But it's too late—I've seen the hunger in her expression, the momentary drop of her clinical mask to reveal the woman beneath.

"I'll need to check for inguinal hernias," she says, her voice now definitely unsteady. "It's a standard procedure. Please turn your head and cough when I apply pressure."

She steps closer, her scent—something clean and subtly floral—filling my nostrils as her hands approach the junction of my thigh and groin. Her touch is ostensibly professional, fingers probing for any abnormalities, but there's a deliberate quality to the way she brushes against the base of my cock through the thin fabric.

"Cough, please," she instructs, her voice barely above a whisper.

I comply, watching her face from the corner of my eye. Her pupils are fully dilated now, her breathing shallow and quick. As I cough, her fingers press deeper, lingering far longer than necessary for a medical examination.

"And the other side," she says, moving her hand to repeat the procedure.

This time, her fingers "accidentally" brush against my balls, drawing a slight tensing of my muscles that doesn't go unnoticed. My cock begins to stir, the fabric of my boxers tightening as blood flows south. Dr. Shaw pretends not to notice, but the heightened color in her cheeks tells a different story.

"Everything appears to be in peak... peak condition," she stammers, taking a step back. Instead of asking me to redress immediately, she runs her gaze over my body once more, taking mental photographs of what she clearly wants to explore in a non-professional capacity.

As I pull my shorts back up, her eyes follow the movement with barely disguised disappointment. I take my time about it, enjoying the power I hold in this moment. She might be the doctor, but I'm the one in control here.

"Anything else you need to examine, Doc?" I ask, my voice deliberately suggestive.

She swallows hard, clutching her clipboard like a shield. "No, that's... that's all. You're cleared for tomorrow's game." She pauses, then adds in a voice that's trying too hard to be casual, "Good luck, though I'm sure someone with your... physical gifts won't need it."

As I retrieve my shirt, she makes a point of brushing past me to reach for her stamp pad, her breast briefly pressing against my arm. The contact is too deliberate to be accidental, too lingering to be professional.

"Thank you, Dr. Shaw," I say, pulling my shirt back on. "It's been... thorough."

She smiles, a predatory gleam replacing the professional distance in her eyes. "I always take special care with our star players, Richard. If you experience any... tension before the game, don't hesitate to come see me. I have various techniques that can help with pre-game stress."

The invitation couldn't be clearer if she'd written it on her prescription pad. As I leave the examination room, I can feel her eyes on my back, undressing me all over again. Another conquest lined up, another woman ready to fall into my bed. The championship trophy isn't the only prize waiting for me in this town.

***

The pre-game press conference is a circus of desperate reporters clutching digital recorders and photographers with lenses long enough to compensate for whatever they're lacking elsewhere. I sit at the edge of the stage in my team-branded polo, legs spread wide in the casual stance of someone who knows they own the room. The lights are hot, the questions predictable, and the tension between me and Joseph—the rival quarterback sitting at the opposite end of the table—thick enough to cut with a knife. His team might have the better season record, but everyone in this room knows who the real star is.

The moderator, some suit from the athletic department with sweat stains already forming under his arms, taps the microphone and calls for attention. "We'll start with opening statements from our team captains, then take questions from the press." He gestures toward Joseph. "We'll begin with the visiting team."

Joseph rises from his chair with exaggerated confidence, straightening the collar of his designer polo before approaching the podium. Everything about him screams privilege—from his carefully styled hair to his expensive watch that probably cost more than most people's monthly rent. He's good, I'll give him that. His stats this season are impressive. But he's got one critical weakness I don't have—he cares too much what people think of him.

"First, I want to thank everyone for coming out today," he begins, flashing his practiced smile at the cameras. "It's an honor to be playing in the championship game. Our team has worked incredibly hard to get here." He pauses, his eyes finding mine across the stage. "Some teams rely on individual talent or luck to make it this far. We've built our success on discipline, teamwork, and strategy."

The implication is clear—he's painting himself as the strategic team player while casting me as the showboat who relies on natural ability rather than hard work. It's a narrative that's followed me since my first game, fueled by jealousy from guys like Joseph who had to bust their asses for skills that came naturally to me.

"Tomorrow's game will come down to execution and mental toughness," Joseph continues, his voice taking on a harder edge. "When the pressure's on, that's when you see who's really prepared and who's just been skating by on raw talent." Another pointed look in my direction. "Some players fold when the stakes get high. Others rise to the occasion. I think our record speaks for itself about which category we fall into."

I maintain my relaxed posture, letting his words wash over me without reaction. Inside, I'm cataloging every slight, every implied insult to fuel me tomorrow on the field. But my face remains a mask of indifference—almost boredom—which I know irritates him far more than any comeback I could offer.

The reporters start peppering Joseph with questions, most of which he answers with the same rehearsed humility and thinly veiled digs at me and my team. When someone finally asks him directly about facing me, he doesn't disappoint.

"Richard's a talented player, no doubt about it," he says, the compliment immediately undercut by his condescending tone. "But talent only takes you so far in this game. I've watched his film extensively, and there are... vulnerabilities in his game that our defense is well-positioned to exploit. He tends to get rattled under pressure, makes high-risk throws when he should play it safe." He smirks. "But hey, that makes for exciting football, right? Just not always winning football."

The reporter follows up: "Are you saying you've found the key to shutting down the player many are calling the most naturally gifted quarterback to come along in a decade?"

Joseph's jaw tightens slightly at the description of me. "Natural gifts are great, but this is a thinking man's game. And when it comes to the mental aspect, experience and discipline beat raw talent every time."

I let a small smile play at the corners of my mouth—not enough to look bothered, just enough to suggest I find his posturing amusing. Like a child trying to act tough in front of adults. My phone buzzes in my pocket—probably Angelina texting to tell me she's watching the livestream. She's been insatiable since our hotel room encounter earlier, already planning our post-victory celebration.

Finally, it's my turn at the podium. I rise unhurriedly, taking my time crossing the stage, feeling every eye in the room follow me. Unlike Joseph's stiff, practiced movements, I move with the easy confidence of someone who's comfortable in their own skin. I don't need to try to command attention—it comes naturally.

"Thanks for coming out," I begin, my voice casual, almost conversational compared to Joseph's formal delivery. "Not much to say that hasn't been said already. We're here to win. They're here to win. Tomorrow we'll see who wants it more."

The reporters lean forward, clearly expecting more, but I just stand there, relaxed and ready for questions. The stark contrast between my brief statement and Joseph's lengthy speech isn't lost on anyone. The first question comes immediately.

"Richard, how do you respond to Joseph's assessment of vulnerabilities in your playing style?"

I shrug, a small smile playing at my lips. "Everyone's entitled to their opinion. Film study is important. Action speaks louder than words, though. Tomorrow's scoreboard will say everything that needs saying."

My brevity clearly frustrates the reporter, who was hoping for some back-and-forth drama to spice up his article. Another tries a different angle.

"There's been talk that Joseph's defense has developed specific strategies to counter your throwing patterns. Does that concern you?"

"No." I let the single word hang in the air for a moment before elaborating slightly. "Planning is good. Adapting is better. We'll see who adapts faster tomorrow."

From the corner of my eye, I can see Joseph shifting uncomfortably in his chair. My refusal to engage with his provocations is clearly getting to him—he wants me emotional, wants me defensive. Instead, he's getting calm confidence that makes his earlier posturing seem desperate by comparison.

The questions continue, and I maintain my composed, minimalist approach. When asked about specific plays or strategies, I deflect with practiced ease. When pressed about my confidence level, I simply say, "High," which draws a laugh from the assembled press. Throughout it all, I can feel Joseph's growing frustration radiating across the stage like heat from an open flame.

As the conference winds down, a final reporter asks what might be the only interesting question of the session: "Richard, many scouts are saying tomorrow's game could determine your draft position next year. How does that added pressure affect your mindset going into the championship?"

I lean slightly into the microphone, making eye contact with Joseph before answering. "I don't play for scouts. I play to win. Everything else is just noise."

With that, the moderator calls an end to the press conference. As we leave the stage, Joseph brushes past me, bumping my shoulder hard enough to make it clearly intentional. "Enjoy your last game as a star," he mutters, just loud enough for me to hear. "Tomorrow everyone sees what you really are."

I don't bother responding—don't even turn to look at him. But internally, I'm smiling. He's already lost, and he doesn't even know it. The truly confident don't need to announce themselves. And tomorrow, I'm going to show Joseph exactly what I really am—the better player, the better man, and the only one walking away with the championship trophy.


Chapter 3

As the press conference breaks up, I'm navigating the backstage hallway, already mentally preparing for tomorrow's game, when a manicured hand shoots out from a doorway, grabbing my wrist with surprising strength. Before I can react, I'm yanked sideways into the darkness of what turns out to be a janitor's closet, the door closing behind me with a soft click. The scent of expensive perfume tells me who it is before my eyes adjust to the dim light filtering through the small window. Angelina stands before me, her blonde hair perfectly styled despite our earlier activities, her designer dress clinging to curves that would make men half Jack's age weep with desire. But it's the fury in her eyes that catches my attention—a cold, hard anger that has nothing to do with me.

"That motherfucker," she hisses, her voice trembling with rage. "The nerve of him, talking to you like that. Like he's better than you."

I realize immediately she's been watching the press conference, seen Joseph's attempts to get under my skin. Before I can respond, she's pressing against me, her hands already working at my belt buckle with practiced efficiency.

"Nobody talks to my quarterback like that," she continues, dropping to her knees on the hard concrete floor without any concern for her expensive dress. "I'm going to make you forget every word that asshole said."

My cock is already hardening as she yanks down my zipper, her eagerness making my blood run hot. There's something incredibly arousing about this sophisticated, wealthy woman on her knees in a janitor's closet, so desperate to service me that she can't even wait until we're somewhere comfortable.

"Fuck, Angelina," I mutter as she frees my cock, watching it spring out already at full attention. "Right here? What if someone—"

"I don't care," she interrupts, looking up at me with eyes dark with lust. "I need this. You need this."

Without further preamble, she takes me into her mouth, swallowing half my length in one eager motion that makes my head fall back against the door. Her mouth is hot and wet, her tongue swirling around my shaft with the skill that comes from months of practice pleasuring me. I thread my fingers through her perfectly styled blonde hair, already planning to mess it up completely before we leave this closet.

As her skilled mouth works its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but guide Angelina's movements, as I find myself tightening my grip on her hair. I give a gentle tug, feeling her moan around my shaft in response. She looks up at me with those hungry eyes, fueling our insatiable lust.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her red lipstick smear across my length as she bobs her head with increasing enthusiasm. "Show me how much better you are than any cheerleader."

The comparison spurs her on—despite being twice their age, Angelina has always been competitive with the younger women who look at me. She hollows her cheeks, creating intense suction that draws a hiss of pleasure from between my teeth. Her hand wraps around the base of my shaft, stroking what she can't fit into her mouth, working in perfect tandem with her oral ministrations.

"God, you're good at this," I groan, tightening my grip on her hair. "Jack has no idea what a cocksucker he married, does he?"

She moans around my length at the mention of her husband, the vibrations sending shivers up my spine. The degradation, the forbidden nature of what we're doing—the wealthy, respectable country club wife on her knees in a janitor's closet with a teenager's cock down her throat—only intensifies her enthusiasm. She pulls back slightly, her lips releasing my cock with an obscene pop.

"He's never made me this wet," she admits, her voice husky with desire. "Never made me this desperate."

Before I can respond, she takes me deep again, this time relaxing her throat to accommodate more of my length than before. The head of my cock hits the back of her throat, triggering her gag reflex, but instead of backing off, she pushes forward, swallowing around me until her nose presses against my pubic bone. Her eyes water with the effort, mascara beginning to run in black streaks down her cheeks.

"Fuck," I grunt, the sight of her taking me so completely nearly pushing me to the edge already. "You're such a good slut."

The praise seems to fuel her further, her hands now gripping my ass, encouraging me to take a more active role. I don't need to be asked twice. My hips begin to thrust forward, setting a rhythm that has her gagging around my length with each forward movement. The wet, choking sounds she makes are obscenely loud in the small confines of the closet, surely audible to anyone passing by in the hallway outside.

The sensation of our bodies moving together sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Angelina's own muffled moans fill the small closet, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. The slick sounds of her mouth working my cock, the occasional gag as I hit the back of her throat, the desperate little whimpers she makes when I give her hair a particularly hard tug—it all combines into a symphony of lust that has my balls tightening with approaching release.

"Harder," she pants when I allow her a brief moment to catch her breath, her hands still gripping my ass firmly. "Fuck my face harder. I can take it."

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her mouth with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. Her head bumps against the door behind her, and I hear the wet sounds of her throat working to accommodate my girth and the soft moans filling the closet. I slam into her mouth over and over, feeling her throat muscles contract around my cockhead, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she makes muffled sounds around my shaft, making me even hungrier for more.

Tears stream freely down her face now, her makeup completely ruined, her hair a disheveled mess from my rough handling. But her eyes—her eyes are alive with pleasure, with the thrill of being used so thoroughly, so completely. This is what she craves, what Jack has never given her in all their years of marriage—the feeling of being overwhelmed, dominated, treated like nothing more than a vessel for a man's pleasure.

"You're going to swallow every drop," I tell her, feeling my release building rapidly now. "Going to fill that pretty throat with my cum right before you have to go back out there and sit next to your husband."

She moans her assent around my cock, her fingers digging into my ass cheeks as if to pull me even deeper. The mental image of her sitting primly beside Jack at the pre-game dinner, making polite conversation while her stomach is full of my cum, pushes me dangerously close to the edge.

I tighten my grip on her hair, holding her head still as I take complete control, using her mouth purely for my own pleasure now. She surrenders to it completely, her body relaxing to allow me deeper access, her throat opening to accommodate my increasingly frantic thrusts.

"Fuck, Angelina," I groan, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine. "Going to cum down your fucking throat."

Her eyes lock with mine, silently urging me on, begging for my release. The sight of this sophisticated MILF, this country club queen, so eagerly awaiting my cum makes my cock throb with anticipation. Power surges through me—the power of youth, of virility, of knowing I've claimed what belongs to another man simply because I can.

With a final brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt in her waiting throat, my cock pulsing as the first wave of my orgasm crashes through me. Angelina's eyes widen slightly at the force of it, but she doesn't pull away—doesn't even try. Instead, her throat works frantically to swallow every drop, her nails digging crescents into my skin as she takes everything I have to give.

My cock throbs inside Angelina's eager throat, her gagging sounds growing more desperate as I increase the pace of my thrusts. Her mascara runs in black rivers down her flushed cheeks, her expensive hairdo completely ruined by my rough handling. I'm close—so fucking close—to erupting down her throat when a shaft of bright light suddenly cuts through our private darkness. The closet door swings open without warning, and time seems to freeze for a split second as my eyes adjust to the intrusion.

Framed in the doorway stands a stunning blonde woman in her late forties, dressed in an elegant cream-colored suit that hugs curves that defy her age. Her perfectly manicured hand flies to her mouth, blue eyes widening in shock as she takes in the scene before her—Angelina Pitt, wife of Royal Oaks Country Club owner, on her knees with my cock buried in her throat.

In that suspended moment, I make a decision that speaks volumes about who I am—I don't stop. Don't pull out, don't apologize, don't even acknowledge that we've been caught in this compromising position. Instead, I maintain my grip on Angelina's hair and continue thrusting, perhaps even more forcefully than before. The woman's presence, her shocked expression, only adds another layer of excitement to the forbidden encounter.

What's most interesting is that Angelina doesn't stop either. The initial tensing of her body at the intrusion quickly gives way to renewed enthusiasm, her throat relaxing around my length, taking me deeper as if determined to put on a show for our unexpected audience. Her hands grip my thighs harder, pulling me closer rather than pushing me away.

"Oh my god," the blonde woman gasps, but she doesn't scream, doesn't immediately back away in disgust. Instead, her eyes remain fixed on the obscene spectacle before her—the rhythmic movement of my cock disappearing into Angelina's willing mouth, the tears streaming down her face, the obvious pleasure both of us are taking in this depraved act.

I lock eyes with her over Angelina's head, a smirk playing at the corners of my mouth as I continue to fuck Angelina's face. The woman's shock is giving way to something else—a flush creeping up her neck, her breathing becoming slightly more rapid, her pupils dilating in the dim light of the closet. She's not just surprised; she's aroused.

"Enjoying the view?" I ask, my voice low and confident despite being caught in such a compromising position. The question seems to snap her out of her trance, reminding her that she should be appalled by what she's witnessing.

But instead of storming off or creating a scene, she quickly steps back, pulling the door closed behind her—but not before giving me a last lingering look that speaks volumes. It's not disgust or judgment I see in those blue eyes; it's intrigue, maybe even envy. She closes the door quietly, leaving us once again in the dim privacy of the janitor's closet.

The encounter, brief as it was, has pushed me dangerously close to the edge. I increase my pace, my hips thrusting with renewed vigor as Angelina moans around my shaft, clearly as turned on by being caught as I am.

"Someone saw what a cocksucker you are," I growl, tightening my grip on her hair. "Some classy blonde watched you taking my cock like the whore you are."

Angelina responds by taking me even deeper, swallowing around the head of my cock in a way that sends electric shocks of pleasure up my spine. The wet, choking sounds she makes grow louder, more desperate, as if she's trying to prove something—to me, to herself, to the woman who just caught us.

"Fuck, I'm going to cum," I warn her, feeling my balls tighten with imminent release. But instead of letting her swallow my load as planned, I'm seized by a new, more depraved impulse. I pull out suddenly, leaving her gasping for air, her lips swollen and wet with saliva. "Not down your throat. I want to mark that pretty face."

Without giving her time to protest—not that she would—I grab my cock with one hand, stroking rapidly while maintaining my grip on her hair with the other. Angelina tilts her face up eagerly, her tongue extending in anticipation of my release, her eyes locked on mine with an expression of complete submission.

"Give it to me," she urges, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "Cum all over my face. Mark me."

The sensation of our bodies working toward my climax sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Angelina's own breathy encouragements fill the small closet, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the slick sounds of my hand working my shaft. The knowledge that someone saw us, that someone knows exactly what kind of woman Angelina truly is behind her respectable façade, pushes me over the edge.

My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first thick rope of cum shooting across her forehead and into her perfectly styled hair. I aim the second at her eyes and cheeks, watching it splash across her features in white streaks. The third lands directly on her open mouth and extended tongue, some sliding down her chin as she moans in apparent delight.

I continue stroking, directing each subsequent burst across different parts of her face—her nose, her other cheek, her lips again—until she's thoroughly covered in my seed. The sight is obscenely perfect—this sophisticated MILF kneeling before me, her face decorated with cum, looking up at me with eyes glazed by lust and surrender.

"Fuck," I breathe, milking the final drops onto her waiting tongue. "Take it all."

Angelina moans softly, her tongue darting out to catch a drop sliding down her cheek. Her hand reaches up to collect more, rubbing it into her skin like some perverted beauty treatment. The degradation seems to thrill her, her chest heaving with excitement as she kneels before me, cum dripping from her eyelashes and pooling at the corners of her mouth.

"You look perfect like this," I tell her, tucking myself back into my pants. "Jack's sophisticated wife, covered in a teenager's cum."

She smiles up at me, a mixture of satisfaction and mischief in her expression. "Who do you think that woman was?" she asks, making no move to clean herself up just yet. "She seemed... interested."

I shrug, already thinking about the blonde's piercing blue eyes and the flush that colored her cheeks as she watched us. "No idea. But something tells me we'll find out soon enough."

As Angelina finally begins to clean herself up with tissues from her purse, I can't help but feel that the unexpected interruption wasn't just a random accident. That look in the blonde woman's eyes spoke of something more than just shock or arousal—it held recognition, calculation, maybe even a promise.

Tomorrow's championship game suddenly has an interesting new subplot, one that has nothing to do with football and everything to do with the game I play best—the one where I always win.


Chapter 4

I'm lounging in a leather armchair in the hotel lobby, scrolling through game footage on my tablet, when I feel the weight of someone's gaze on me. Looking up, I immediately recognize the blonde from the janitor's closet making her way toward me with purposeful strides. Her cream suit has been replaced by a sleek black cocktail dress that hugs every curve, the neckline low enough to reveal the swell of impressive breasts that defy her age. There's something both predatory and elegant in the way she moves, like a lioness stalking prey at a watering hole but doing it in Christian Louboutins.

She doesn't hesitate or pretend our earlier encounter didn't happen. Instead, she slides gracefully into the chair opposite mine, crossing legs that would make women half her age jealous, the slit in her dress revealing a tantalizing glimpse of toned thigh.

"You're Richard," she states rather than asks, her voice husky and confident. Up close, I can see she's expertly made-up—just enough to enhance her natural beauty without trying to hide her age. She wears it well, the fine lines around her eyes speaking of experience rather than wear. "I must say, I was... impressed... with your performance earlier. You have a certain... intensity."

Her directness catches me slightly off-guard, though I don't show it. Most women—especially ones her age—would either pretend they hadn't seen what she saw or approach the subject with embarrassed circumlocution. Not this one. She meets my gaze steadily, a slight smile playing at the corners of lips painted the perfect shade of red.

"You caught the pre-game show," I reply with a smirk, setting my tablet aside. "Sorry about the cramped venue. Next time I'll make sure to book something with better seating for the audience."

She laughs, the sound rich and genuine, her blue eyes sparkling with amusement and something darker, more primal. "I appreciate a man who doesn't waste time with denials or apologies. So rare these days, especially in men your age."

"I never apologize for getting what I want," I tell her, leaning forward slightly. "And I always get what I want."

"I'm Isabella," she introduces herself finally, extending a manicured hand. I take it, noting the firmness of her grip, the deliberate way she lets her fingers linger against mine before withdrawing. "And I make no secret of the fact that I saw you with Angelina. Quite the show you two put on."

As her perfectly manicured hand touches mine, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. I can't help but imagine exploring Isabella's irresistible body, my hands finding their way to her mature curves. I picture giving her ass a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips. The brief contact of our hands feels charged with potential energy, fueled by our mutual awareness of what she witnessed and her obvious interest.

"Did you enjoy watching?" I ask boldly, my voice dropping to ensure our conversation remains private in the busy lobby.

A flush creeps up her neck, but her composure never wavers. "I found it... educational. Angelina is a lucky woman to have such a... thorough trainer."

The way she emphasizes "trainer" tells me she knows exactly what my relationship with Angelina really is. I wonder briefly if all these country club wives gossip about me, sharing notes on which of them has had a taste of the young quarterback. The thought only feeds my ego, my cock stirring slightly at the realization that my reputation precedes me.

"My son is playing tomorrow, too," Isabella says, changing the subject with practiced social grace, though the heated undercurrent remains in her tone. "Joseph."

The revelation hits me like a cold shower and a shot of adrenaline all at once. This gorgeous MILF isn't just any spectator—she's my rival's mother. The woman who walked in on me face-fucking Angelina is the woman who raised the quarterback trying to take my championship trophy. The coincidence is too delicious to be believed.

"Is that so?" I recover quickly, stepping closer into her personal space. The scent of her perfume—something expensive and subtle—fills my nostrils as I lower my voice further. "I'll have to try and be gentle with him then."

I deliberately let my gaze travel down her body, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the curve of her waist, before returning to meet her eyes. "But I'm not always a gentle man."

Rather than being offended by my blatant assessment, Isabella seems to blossom under it, her posture straightening slightly to emphasize her impressive figure. "I noticed that earlier. You were quite... forceful with Angelina. She seemed to be enjoying it immensely."

"Some women need that," I reply, the double meaning clear in my tone. "Need someone who doesn't hold back. Who takes what they want without apology."

"And you've figured that out already at your age? Impressive." Isabella shifts slightly in her chair, recrossing her legs in a movement that draws my eye deliberately. "Most men twice your age haven't mastered that lesson."

"I'm a quick study," I tell her, allowing a cocky grin to spread across my face. "And I've had plenty of... practical experience."

Isabella laughs again, but there's a breathiness to it now that wasn't there before. She leans forward, ostensibly to pick up her clutch from the side table, but the movement gives me a perfect view down the front of her dress—a view I'm certain she intends me to have.

"I've always had a weakness for younger men," she admits, her voice dropping to a near-whisper. "There's something about their... stamina that men my age simply can't match."

"A woman like you deserves stamina," I respond, boldly reaching out to brush an imaginary piece of lint from her shoulder, my fingers grazing the bare skin exposed by her dress. "Deserves someone who can keep up."

Our eyes lock, the sexual tension between us crackling like static electricity. There's no pretense here, no social niceties masking what we both want. She saw me at my most dominant, my most primal, and instead of being scandalized, she's drawn to it—to me.

"I'm in suite 1242," she says finally, standing with fluid grace. "After I make an appearance at this tedious team dinner, I plan to have a nightcap. Around eleven." She pauses, her eyes never leaving mine. "I'd welcome some company. Someone to discuss tomorrow's... matchup with."

I rise as well, not backing away from our proximity. Standing this close, I can see the flecks of darker blue in her eyes, the careful application of her makeup, the slight quickening of her pulse at the base of her throat.

"I should warn you," I tell her, my voice deliberately provocative. "I take competitions very seriously. I play to win—no matter who gets hurt in the process."

Isabella's smile turns predatory, a glint of something dangerous and exciting flashing in her eyes. "So does my son. Perhaps it's genetic." She reaches up, straightening my collar in a gesture that's both maternal and undeniably sensual. "Eleven o'clock, Richard. Don't be late."

As she walks away, her hips swaying with practiced allure, I find myself more intrigued than I've been in months. Angelina, Victoria, Eleanor—they all fell into my lap with minimal effort. But Isabella presents a new challenge. The mother of my rival, a woman clearly used to getting what she wants, who approaches sex with the confidence that comes from decades of experience.

Tomorrow, I'll crush her son on the football field. Tonight, if I choose to accept her invitation, I'll show her exactly why these country club wives can't get enough of me. The perfect pre-game warm-up for the championship—fucking the opponent's mother until she screams my name.

***

Isabella's offer is still echoing in my mind when I notice her walking across the lobby toward the hotel restaurant. My gaze follows her retreating figure, appreciating the way the black dress hugs her ass—impressive for a woman her age—when movement near the reception desk catches my eye. Standing there checking in is quite possibly the hottest girl I've seen since arriving in this town, and that's saying something considering the collection of MILFs I've been working my way through.

She's young—my age, maybe a year older at most—with the kind of body that makes even jaded hotel staff do double-takes. Blonde hair cascades down her back in loose waves, her tight blue dress showing off curves that manage to be both athletic and soft in all the right places. Her legs seem to go on forever, ending in heels that bring her to just below six feet—tall for a girl, but still a few inches shorter than me. When she turns slightly to sign the registration card, I get a profile view of breasts that strain against the fabric of her dress, perky and full without being fake.

I don't even realize I've started walking toward her until I'm halfway across the lobby. Something about her pulls me in—maybe it's the youth after a steady diet of older women, or maybe it's just the way she carries herself with a confidence that suggests she knows exactly how good she looks. Either way, I find myself standing next to her at the counter before I've consciously decided to approach.

"Let me guess," I say, leaning casually against the marble surface. "You're here for the championship game tomorrow."

She turns to me, and up close she's even more stunning—full lips, high cheekbones, and eyes so blue they seem almost unreal. Those eyes travel over me now, conducting the same assessment I just performed on her, and from the slight raising of her eyebrows, I can tell she likes what she sees.

"Good guess," she replies, her voice carrying just a hint of a Southern drawl that instantly makes my cock stir. "Though I'm more interested in the after-party than the game itself."

"The victory party, you mean," I correct her with a confident grin. "Since my team's going to win."

She laughs, the sound light and musical, her head tilting slightly to the side as she regards me more carefully. "Wait, are you...?"

"Richard Long," I confirm, extending my hand. "Quarterback."

"Tiffany," she responds, placing her hand in mine. Her skin is soft, her grip surprisingly firm as we shake. "Cheerleader. Well, ex-cheerleader. I graduated last year."

"A year older than me," I observe, deliberately holding onto her hand a moment longer than necessary. "I like that in a woman. Experience counts."

The comment draws another laugh, this one accompanied by a slight flush that colors her cheeks. "Aren't you playing tomorrow? Shouldn't you be, I don't know, watching game film or getting rest or something?"

"Already watched all the film I need to," I tell her, subtly moving closer so that we're standing just inside each other's personal space. "As for rest... I find other activities are better for pre-game preparation."

As our conversation continues, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. I can't help but imagine exploring Tiffany's irresistible body, my hands finding their way to her perfect curves. I picture giving her ass a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips. The chemistry between us is immediate and powerful, fueled by our mutual attraction.

Tiffany's about to respond when a shadow falls across us both. The temperature in the lobby seems to drop several degrees as a voice I recognize from the press conference cuts through our flirtation.

"Seriously, Tiff? This is what you're doing while I'm at team dinner?"

Joseph stands there in his team polo and slacks, his jaw clenched tight enough that I can see a muscle twitching beneath his skin. Up close, he's taller than I expected, maybe an inch shorter than me, with the kind of good looks that come from expensive grooming rather than natural gifts. His eyes—the same piercing blue as his mother's—dart between Tiffany and me, his expression darkening with each passing second.

"Joseph," Tiffany says, her tone cooling considerably. "I was just checking in. The desk clerk said my room wasn't ready yet."

"I see that," he replies, his gaze fixed on me now. Without looking away, he steps forward to drape his arm possessively around Tiffany's waist. "What I don't see is why you're chatting up my opponent the night before the game."

The word "opponent" comes out like a curse, his grip on Tiffany tightening visibly. She shifts uncomfortably but doesn't pull away, suggesting this isn't the first time he's displayed this kind of possessiveness.

"Just making conversation," I say with deliberate casualness, maintaining eye contact with Joseph while speaking as if Tiffany is the only one present. "Tiffany was telling me about the victory party tomorrow. I assume that's your team's party she'll be attending?"

Joseph's face flushes with anger at my obvious baiting. "Get your own fucking pussy," he snarls, dropping any pretense of civility. "She's with me."

I don't even flinch at his aggression, just let a slow smile spread across my face. "Funny, she didn't mention being with anyone. Must have slipped her mind."

Tiffany opens her mouth, perhaps to defuse the situation, but Joseph cuts her off. "Bet you think you can have any girl you want, don't you? Mr. High School Hotshot with the NFL scouts drooling over you."

I shrug, my casual confidence clearly infuriating him further. "I don't think it. I know it."

"Bet?" The word hangs between us, a challenge wrapped in a single syllable. Joseph's eyes narrow as he continues, "If I win tomorrow, you stay the fuck away from her. If you win..." He pauses, as if the possibility is too remote to even consider. "She's yours for the night."

The suggestion is so blatantly disrespectful to Tiffany that I expect her to immediately object, to tell Joseph exactly where he can shove his Neanderthal posturing. Instead, I notice something unexpected—a tiny, almost imperceptible nod of her head, accompanied by a flash of something like excitement in her eyes when he mentions her being "mine for the night."

The realization hits me instantly—she's not offended by being treated like a prize. She's turned on by it. The bet, as crude as it is, appeals to something primal in her, the same thing that made her receptive to my approach in the first place. She wants to be pursued, to be won, to be claimed. And more than that, something tells me she's secretly hoping I'll be the one doing the claiming.

I let my gaze linger on her for a moment, long enough to confirm my suspicion. The slight quickening of her breath, the way she subtly presses her thighs together, the darkening of her pupils—all signs I've become expert at reading in women. Tiffany doesn't just accept the terms of this bet; she's actively aroused by them.

Turning back to Joseph, I look him dead in the eye, letting him see the absolute certainty in my expression. "You're on."

He smirks, mistaking my quick acceptance for eagerness rather than the calculated move it is. He thinks he's protecting what's his, setting terms he's confident he can win. What he doesn't realize is that he's already lost—not just the game tomorrow, but Tiffany as well. I can see it in the way she looks at me when he's not watching, in the way she subtly shifts away from his possessive grip.

"Better get some rest," Joseph says, already turning away, pulling Tiffany with him. "You're going to need it when I destroy your defense tomorrow."

"Looking forward to it," I call after them, watching as Tiffany glances back over her shoulder, our eyes meeting in a silent promise that has nothing to do with football and everything to do with what happens after the final whistle blows.

As they disappear into the elevator, I can't help but smile to myself. Tomorrow just got a whole lot more interesting—a championship trophy, the chance to humiliate Joseph on his home field, and now the opportunity to take his girlfriend while I'm at it. Not to mention his mother waiting in suite 1242 later tonight.

Like I told Isabella, I play to win—no matter who gets hurt in the process. And by this time tomorrow, Joseph is going to be hurting in ways he can't even imagine yet.


Chapter 5

I'm sprawled across the hotel bed, remote in hand, flicking through channels without really seeing anything on the screen. The game tomorrow, Isabella's invitation, Tiffany's hungry eyes when Joseph made his stupid bet—it all swirls in my mind, keeping me too wired to sleep but not motivated enough to make the trip up to suite 1242. My cock stirs at the memory of Isabella's suggestive smile, the way her eyes undressed me in the lobby. Eleven o'clock has come and gone. Maybe I should have—a soft knock at my door cuts through my thoughts.

I pause, half-expecting it to be Coach with some last-minute strategy bullshit. Tossing the remote aside, I pad barefoot across the carpeted floor, not bothering to put on more than the basketball shorts I sleep in. When I swing the door open, the air rushes from my lungs.

Isabella stands in the hallway, a vision in a belted beige trench coat that stops mid-thigh, revealing long, toned legs ending in red-bottomed stilettos that make her calves look incredible. Her blonde hair, earlier pulled into an elegant updo, now falls in loose waves around her shoulders. Her makeup is softer, more bedroom than ballroom, but her eyes—those piercing blue eyes that her son inherited—burn with the same intensity I saw earlier.

"You didn't come to my suite," she says, her voice a husky purr that shoots straight to my cock. "So I thought I'd come to you instead."

Without waiting for an invitation, she steps forward, forcing me to back up as she enters my room. The door clicks shut behind her with an ominous finality, as if sealing a pact between us. The scent of her perfume—something expensive and intoxicating—fills my nostrils as she moves closer, closing the distance until I can feel the heat radiating from her body.

"I was watching some game footage," I lie, gesturing vaguely toward the TV where a rerun of Friends plays on mute.

Isabella's lips curl into a knowing smile. "Liar," she whispers, her hands moving to the belt of her coat. "But I forgive you. I think you'll make it up to me."

With deliberate slowness, she unties the belt, letting it hang loose at her sides. Then, with her eyes locked on mine, she reaches for the lapels and peels the coat open. My breath catches in my throat at what she reveals—nothing. Absolutely nothing. Her body, completely naked beneath the trench coat, is a masterpiece of mature femininity—full breasts that defy gravity, a flat stomach with just enough softness to be feminine, shapely hips that flare from a narrow waist, and a completely bare pussy that's already glistening with arousal.

She lets the coat slip from her shoulders, pooling at her feet, leaving her in nothing but those killer heels. "My son is an arrogant little prick who's about to learn a lesson," she purrs, stepping out of the puddle of fabric, closing the distance between us with predatory grace. "Both on and off the field."

Before I can respond, her hands are on my chest, pushing me backward until my legs hit the edge of the bed. I fall onto the mattress, looking up as she stands between my spread legs, a goddess preparing to accept worship.

"I've been thinking about what I saw earlier," she murmurs, sinking to her knees between my thighs. "How you controlled Angelina. How you made her take it." Her fingers hook into the waistband of my shorts, tugging them down with eager efficiency. My cock springs free, already hardening from the visual feast before me. "Now I want to show you what a woman with real experience can do."

Isabella wraps her hand around the base of my shaft, her touch electric against my skin. My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against the sensitive head, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Isabella's skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, her voice sultry and enticing.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

Her tongue darts out, tracing a wet path from base to tip in one long, torturous lick. Unlike Angelina's desperate, sloppy enthusiasm, Isabella's approach is refined, deliberate—the difference between fast food and fine dining. She takes her time, exploring every inch of my cock with careful attention, learning what makes my breath hitch, what draws a groan from deep in my chest.

When she finally takes me into her mouth, it's with expert precision—hot, wet suction that engulfs just the head at first, her tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge. One hand continues to stroke the shaft while the other cups my balls, massaging them with gentle pressure that has my toes curling against the carpet.

"Fuck," I mutter, threading my fingers through her blonde hair. It's softer than I expected, silky strands sliding between my fingers as I resist the urge to force her down further.

As if reading my mind, Isabella takes me deeper, inch by deliberate inch, maintaining perfect suction as she descends. There's no gagging, no hesitation—just a smooth, controlled engulfing that suggests years of practice. When I hit the back of her throat, she doesn't stop, doesn't panic like younger women might. Instead, she relaxes her throat muscles, allowing me to slide deeper until her nose presses against my pubic bone.

"Jesus Christ," I hiss, watching in awe as she holds there, her throat working around my length, before slowly withdrawing. Spit connects her lips to my cock in glistening strands as she looks up at me, her eyes watering slightly but filled with undeniable pride at her performance.

"That's how a real woman sucks cock," she says before diving back down, establishing a rhythm that's neither too fast nor too slow—a perfect pace designed to build pleasure without rushing toward completion.

Time seems to stretch as she worships my cock, alternating between deep throating and focusing on the sensitive head, between fast, eager bobs and slow, torturous licks. It's the best blowjob I've ever received, a masterclass in oral pleasure that has me fighting to maintain control.

Just when I think I might lose that battle, Isabella pulls away, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "I want you inside me," she says, rising to her feet with surprising grace for a woman her age.

She pushes me fully onto the bed, crawling up my body like a predatory cat, her breasts swaying hypnotically with each movement. Straddling my hips, she reaches between us to grasp my cock, positioning it at her entrance.

"I'm going to ride you," she announces, lowering herself until just the tip is inside her. "And you're going to lie there and take it."

With agonizing slowness, Isabella sinks down onto my cock, her pussy enveloping me in tight, wet heat that draws a groan from deep in my chest. Unlike the frantic bouncing of younger women, she establishes a grinding rhythm—hips moving in slow circles that take me deep inside her but never fully withdraw. Each rotation of her hips sends jolts of pleasure up my spine, the pressure constantly shifting, keeping me on edge without pushing me over.

"Tomorrow," she whispers, leaning forward so her breasts hang tantalizingly close to my face, "you're going to destroy my son on that field. You're going to break his spirit and his pride." Her internal muscles clench around me, drawing another groan from my lips. "I want you to ruin him, Richard. Make him understand what real power looks like."

The taboo nature of her words—a mother wishing destruction on her own son while fucking his rival—sends a fresh surge of arousal through me. I grab her hips, fingers digging into soft flesh as I thrust upward to meet her grinding motions.

"Is that what gets you off?" I ask, watching her eyes cloud with pleasure. "Betraying your own son?"

"What gets me off," she pants, increasing her pace slightly, "is power. And you, Richard Long, have more raw power in your little finger than Joseph has in his entire body."

Her words ignite something primal in me, a dark urge to completely dominate this woman who's used to being in control. Without warning, I grab Isabella's shoulders and flip her onto her back, the sudden movement drawing a startled gasp from her lips. Her surprise quickly morphs into excitement as I grab her ankles, lifting them high and pushing them back toward her shoulders. She's flexible for her age, her body yielding to my manipulation as I fold her nearly in half, her knees now on either side of her head, her pussy completely exposed and vulnerable to me.

"This is what you really want, isn't it?" I growl, positioning my cock at her entrance. "Not that slow grinding bullshit. You want to be fucked like the slut you are."

Her eyes widen, pupils dilating with arousal at my crude words. "Yes," she admits, her voice barely above a whisper. "Show me what you've got, boy."

The challenge in her tone, the slight emphasis on "boy"—as if reminding me of our age difference—fuels my determination to break her completely. Without another word, I slam into her with a single brutal thrust that drives the air from her lungs in a choked gasp. The position allows me to penetrate her deeper than before, my cock bottoming out against her cervix with each forward movement.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The bed frame grinds against the wall, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

"Is this how you like it?" I demand, establishing a punishing rhythm that has the headboard slamming against the wall. "Getting destroyed by a cock young enough to be your son's teammate?"

"God, yes," she moans, her perfectly manicured nails digging into my forearms hard enough to leave half-moon indentations in my skin. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. "Tell me how much you want it," I command. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against my chest, sending electric shockwaves through my entire body.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers find their way to my hair, tugging gently as she whimpers. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

As I continue to pound into her, I shift my weight slightly, transferring my grip from her thighs to her throat. My hand wraps around her elegant neck, squeezing just enough to restrict her blood flow without cutting off her air completely. Her reaction is immediate—her pupils dilate further, her pussy clenching tighter around my cock, her hands flying up to grasp my wrist not to remove it but to encourage the pressure.

"You like being choked by a teenager?" I ask, tightening my grip incrementally, watching her face flush with a mixture of oxygen deprivation and arousal. "Your pussy gets tighter when I choke you."

She can't respond verbally, but her body answers for her—inner walls contracting rhythmically around my shaft, thighs trembling on either side of my hips. I maintain the pressure for several more thrusts before releasing her throat, allowing her to gasp in a desperate breath.

"Yes," she chokes out, her voice raspy from the constriction. "Do it again. Harder."

I comply, wrapping my fingers around her throat once more, this time squeezing with enough force that I can feel her pulse racing beneath my palm. Her face flushes darker, her eyes beginning to roll back slightly as oxygen becomes limited. Far from being concerned, I'm intoxicated by the power, by the trust this powerful woman is placing in me to take her right to the edge.

"Your pussy gets tighter when I choke you," I observe, feeling her inner walls contracting rhythmically around my shaft. "You like being helpless, don't you? The big, important club owner's wife, reduced to a piece of fuckmeat for a teenager."

I release the pressure momentarily, allowing her to draw a desperate breath. Her chest heaves, her gold necklace catching the light as it rises and falls with her rapid breathing. The sight of this wealthy, sophisticated woman completely at my mercy awakens something darker in me.

Without warning, I gather saliva in my mouth and spit directly onto her face. The glob lands on her cheek, sliding slowly toward her parted lips. Rather than being disgusted, Isabella moans, her tongue darting out to lick at it eagerly.

"Do it again," she begs, her voice thick with need. "Spit in my mouth this time."

The request sends a fresh surge of arousal through me. I gather more saliva, then lean down until our faces are inches apart. Her mouth opens expectantly, and I let the spit fall directly between her lips. She accepts it eagerly, swallowing it down with a moan that vibrates through her entire body.

"Look at you," I growl, maintaining my relentless pace. "Joseph's perfect mother. Taking my spit, my cock, begging for more like a cheap whore." I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back at a painful angle. "That's all you are, isn't it? A rich, useless whore who needs a young cock to make her feel alive."

Her reaction to the degradation is explosive—her back arches off the mattress, her pussy clenching so tightly around me that it nearly pushes me out. "Yes!" she cries, her voice breaking on the word. "I'm your whore! Use me! Ruin me!"

I redouble my efforts, driving into her with a fury that borders on violence. The room fills with the obscene soundtrack of our coupling—the wet slapping of flesh on flesh, her increasingly desperate moans, the headboard hammering against the wall with enough force that I'm sure neighboring rooms can hear us.

"This pussy belongs to me now," I tell her, punctuating each word with a brutal thrust. "Whenever I want it, however I want it. Understand, whore?"

"Yes!" she gasps, her body writhing beneath me as another orgasm approaches. "Yours! It's yours!"

I release her hair to wrap my hand around her throat again, cutting off her words and her air in one motion. With my other hand, I find her clit, rubbing hard, fast circles that have her body tensing beneath me, her approaching orgasm evident in the way her movements become less coordinated, more frantic.

"Gonna cum while I choke you?" I growl, increasing the pressure on her throat again. "Gonna squeeze this cock with that tight married pussy?"

Her response is a full-body shudder, her back arching off the mattress as her orgasm crashes through her. Her pussy convulses around my cock, milking it with powerful contractions that nearly push me over the edge. I maintain my grip on her throat through her climax, prolonging it, watching her face contort with pleasure intensified by oxygen deprivation.

Only when her spasms begin to subside do I release her throat, allowing her to gulp air as I continue to pound into her over-sensitive pussy. My own release is building rapidly now, pressure coiling at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with impending orgasm.

"Fuck," Isabella gasps when she can finally speak again, her voice hoarse and broken. "No one's ever... never like that..." She can't even form complete sentences, her mind clearly scrambled by the intensity of what we've just done.

I slow my pace slightly, savoring the sensation of her pussy still fluttering with aftershocks around my shaft. "We're not done yet," I inform her, already planning my next move. "I'm going to use every hole before I'm finished with you."

Her eyes widen at the promise, a mixture of apprehension and anticipation crossing her features. "Whatever you want," she whispers, completely surrendered now. "I'm yours."

I withdraw from Isabella's still-pulsing pussy, my cock glistening with her juices, harder than ever despite the intense fucking we've just done. With rough hands, I flip her over onto her stomach, enjoying the small grunt of surprise that escapes her lips. I position her exactly how I want her—ass raised in the air, face pressed against the mattress, back arched in a perfect curve that showcases the elegant line of her spine. Her skin is flushed with arousal, a light sheen of sweat making it gleam in the dim hotel lighting.

"Look at this perfect MILF ass," I murmur, running my palms over the smooth globes of her buttocks, squeezing hard enough to leave temporary white imprints of my fingers on her flesh. "Going to cover it with my cum."

Isabella moans into the mattress, wiggling her hips in eager anticipation. "Do it," she urges, her voice muffled by the sheets. "Mark me. Show me who owns me now."

I position myself behind her, one knee on the bed, the other foot planted firmly on the floor for leverage. My cock hovers just inches from her glistening pussy, but I don't enter her again. Instead, I wrap my hand around my shaft, beginning to stroke slowly, building toward my own release after ensuring she's had multiple orgasms already.

"Beg for it," I command, slapping her ass hard with my free hand, watching the flesh jiggle from the impact, a red handprint blooming instantly. "Tell me how badly you want a teenager's cum all over your back."

"Please," she whimpers, turning her head to the side so I can see her profile—eyes half-lidded with pleasure, lips swollen from our earlier kissing. "I need it. Need to feel you marking me. Claiming me."

The sensation of my hand working my cock sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Isabella's own breathy moans fill the hotel room, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of my hand slapping against my slick shaft. The knowledge that this sophisticated woman, the mother of my rival, is eagerly awaiting my cum like a pornstar pushes me closer to the edge.

I feel the familiar tightening in my balls, the pressure building at the base of my spine that signals my approaching orgasm. My hand speeds up, grip tightening as I prepare to paint Isabella's back with my release. She arches further, offering herself to me completely, vulnerable and eager.

"Going to cum," I grunt, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I chase my pleasure. "Going to cover this perfect ass with—"

The door to my hotel room crashes open with such force that it bounces against the wall, the sudden noise like a gunshot in the sexually charged atmosphere. For a split second, I think it might be housekeeping or perhaps Coach with a last-minute strategy session. But the strangled sound of shock that follows tells me exactly who it is before I even look up.

Joseph stands in the doorway, frozen in horror, his face draining of all color as his brain struggles to process the scene before him—his mother, naked, ass in the air, face pressed into the mattress, while his rival kneels behind her, cock in hand, clearly about to cum all over her. His mouth opens and closes several times, no sound emerging beyond that initial choked gasp.

Time seems to stretch between us, a moment of perfect, terrible realization for Joseph as every piece clicks into place—why his mother came to this hotel, who she was meeting, what they've been doing. I can almost see the sequence of emotions flash across his face in rapid succession—shock, denial, comprehension, and finally, devastating humiliation.

In that suspended moment, I make a decision that speaks volumes about who I am. Rather than stopping, rather than offering some weak excuse or apology, I maintain eye contact with Joseph and increase the speed of my strokes. My free hand grips Isabella's ass harder, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her slightly closer.

"Richard?" she questions, sensing the change in atmosphere but unable to see what's happened from her position.

"We have an audience," I inform her, my voice steady despite the adrenaline now mixing with my arousal. "Your son decided to join us."

Isabella's body tenses momentarily, but instead of pulling away in shame or horror, she turns her head to look back over her shoulder. When she sees Joseph standing there, her reaction is not what either of us might have expected—her pussy visibly clenches, a fresh wave of arousal evident in the way her thighs suddenly glisten with moisture.

"Joseph," she breathes, her voice thick with a combination of embarrassment and—unmistakably—heightened excitement. The taboo of being caught by her own son seems to push her further into the throes of depravity rather than snapping her out of it.

The expression on Joseph's face shifts from shock to utter betrayal, his eyes filling with tears he's too proud to let fall. But he remains frozen, unable to tear his gaze away from the obscene tableau.

My orgasm, briefly delayed by the interruption, now rushes back with redoubled intensity, spurred by the public humiliation we're inflicting on my rival. My hand becomes a blur on my cock, the head swelling, veins standing out prominently as I reach the point of no return.

"Fuck, here it comes," I announce, making sure Joseph can hear every word. With deliberate precision, I aim my cock directly at Isabella's ass, making sure to give Joseph the clearest possible view as the first thick rope of cum erupts from my shaft.

It lands in a white streak across Isabella's right ass cheek, quickly followed by a second that crisscrosses the first. The third and fourth pulse land in the small of her back, pooling slightly in the dip of her spine. I continue stroking, milking every last drop as I cover her ass and lower back with my seed, marking her as thoroughly as possible while her son watches in helpless horror.

The sight of my cum on Isabella's perfect ass, glistening under the hotel room lights, combined with the knowledge that Joseph is witnessing his mother's complete degradation at my hands, makes this orgasm particularly intense. Each pulse sends waves of pleasure radiating through my body, my cock jerking in my hand as it delivers load after load onto Isabella's eagerly offered flesh.

When the final drops have been squeezed out, I casually wipe the head of my cock on Isabella's thigh, then look directly at Joseph. His face is a mask of utter devastation, his entire worldview clearly shattered in the span of a few moments.

"Just warming up for tomorrow," I tell him with a smirk, as casual as if we're discussing the weather rather than the fact that I've just sexually claimed his mother before his eyes. "On and off the field."

Isabella turns her head fully now, meeting her son's gaze with none of the shame or regret he's clearly desperate to see. Instead, her eyes reflect pure, unadulterated lust, her lips curving into a small smile that tells him everything he needs to know about where her loyalties now lie.

"Joseph," she says softly, making no move to cover herself or wipe away my cum that's now slowly running down the curve of her ass. "You should have knocked."

It's the final straw. With a sound that's half-sob, half-scream of rage, Joseph stumbles backward, nearly tripping over his own feet in his desperation to escape. He turns and flees, the door slamming behind him with such force that the walls shake.

The silence that follows is broken only by our heavy breathing and the distant sound of Joseph's footsteps racing down the corridor. I run my palm over Isabella's cum-streaked ass, smearing it into her skin like a claim of ownership.

"That went well," I observe dryly, the understatement drawing a slightly hysterical laugh from Isabella.

"He's completely broken," she says, rolling onto her side, apparently unconcerned about the mess on her back and ass. "You've destroyed him before the game even started."

"That was the plan," I remind her, lying down beside her, basking in the aftermath of both sexual satisfaction and psychological victory. "But I'm not done with either of you yet."

Her eyes darken with renewed desire, her hand finding my semi-hard cock, already beginning to stroke it back to life. "I'm counting on it," she purrs, leaning in to capture my lips in a kiss that promises more depravity to come. "The night is still young, and there are so many more ways to ruin my son."


Chapter 6

Bass thumps through the luxury hotel, the pre-game celebration spilling across multiple floors and filling every available space with bodies, booze, and barely contained energy. I move through the crowd like a shark through water, nodding at teammates, brushing off overeager fans, my mind already focused on tomorrow's game—and more immediately, on the two women who've been eyeing me from across the VIP lounge for the past hour. Cassandra, a statuesque blonde with tits that defy both gravity and subtlety, raises her martini glass in my direction, her red lips curving into an invitation I have no intention of declining. Beside her, Genevieve's dark eyes follow my every movement, her olive skin and jet-black hair providing the perfect contrast to her friend's Nordic coloring.

The encounter with Isabella and Joseph earlier has left me energized rather than drained, my confidence soaring to new heights with the knowledge that I've already conquered my opponent psychologically before we even take the field. My body craves more conquest, more validation of the power I wield over these rich, bored country club wives who see me as their ticket to feeling young and desirable again.

I make my way across the lounge, ignoring the hands that reach out to touch me, the voices calling my name. When I reach their table, both women straighten, adjusting their postures to better display their assets—Cassandra thrusting her impressive chest forward, Genevieve crossing her legs to emphasize their length beneath her tight black dress.

"Ladies," I greet them, not bothering with introductions. "Enjoying the party?"

"More now," Cassandra purrs, her accent faintly European—Swiss or German, perhaps. Her hand reaches out to touch my forearm, manicured nails trailing lightly over my skin. "You are Richard, yes? The quarterback everyone is talking about."

"The one who's going to win tomorrow," I confirm, letting my gaze travel openly over both their bodies, making no attempt to hide my assessment or my approval.

"We have a private celebration upstairs," Genevieve says, her voice deeper than her friend's, with a husky quality that speaks of expensive cigarettes and aged whiskey. "The penthouse suite. Much more... comfortable than this crowd."

I don't need to be asked twice. Within minutes, we're in the elevator, the three of us alone as it climbs toward the top floor. The moment the doors close, both women move closer, Cassandra pressing against my left side, Genevieve against my right. Four hands begin exploring immediately—running over my chest, down my arms, one boldly cupping the growing bulge in my pants.

"So young," Cassandra murmurs appreciatively, her breath hot against my neck. "So firm everywhere."

"I can think of better adjectives than 'firm,'" Genevieve adds with a throaty laugh, her palm pressing more insistently against my cock. "Massive comes to mind."

The elevator dings as we reach the penthouse level, the doors sliding open to reveal a private foyer leading to a single suite. Genevieve produces a keycard from her clutch, her hand steady despite the multiple martinis I watched her consume downstairs. The suite beyond the door is exactly what I'd expect—opulent to the point of excess, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the city, a massive bed dominating one wall, and a wet bar gleaming with crystal decanters in the corner.

But I have no interest in the decor. The moment the door closes behind us, I take control, grabbing Cassandra by the waist and pulling her against me for a bruising kiss. Her lips part instantly, her tongue eager as it meets mine. I can feel Genevieve behind me, her hands sliding around to unbutton my shirt, her lips pressing hot kisses to the back of my neck as she works.

"We've been watching you all night," Cassandra admits when I finally break the kiss, her lipstick smeared, eyes already glazed with desire. "Talking about what we'd do if we got you alone."

"Show me," I challenge, stepping back to allow them space. "Both of you. On your knees. Now."

They exchange a glance that's part surprise, part excitement at my directness. There's no hesitation—both women sink gracefully to their knees on the plush carpet before me, looking up with identical expressions of eagerness. Genevieve reaches for my belt while Cassandra works on my shirt buttons, their movements synchronized as if they've done this before—shared a man between them, worked in tandem to pleasure him.

As my shirt falls open and my pants are deftly unbuttoned, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore these women's irresistible bodies, as they find their way to the curves of their heads, fingers tangling in blonde and black hair. I give each a gentle squeeze, feeling their scalps tense beneath my fingertips. Our breathing grows heavier, fueled by our insatiable lust.

"Ah, fuck," I groan when my cock springs free, the cool air of the suite a stark contrast to the heat of their eager hands. "That's it."

"My God," Cassandra breathes, her eyes widening at the sight of my fully erect shaft. "You're even bigger than we hoped."

Without further preamble, she leans forward, taking the head of my cock between her painted lips. The visual is stunning—this sophisticated blonde MILF with her mouth stretched wide around my girth, red lipstick leaving traces on my skin as she works her way down my length.

Not to be outdone, Genevieve moves lower, her tongue finding my balls, licking and sucking with expert attention that sends jolts of pleasure up my spine. The dual sensation—Cassandra's hot mouth enveloping my cock while Genevieve worships my sack—has me gripping their hair tighter, guiding their movements to maximize my pleasure.

They establish a rhythm, trading places every few minutes—Genevieve taking my cock deep into her throat while Cassandra attends to my balls, then switching again, ensuring every inch of me receives their devoted attention. The wet, slurping sounds of their eager ministrations fill the suite, punctuated by my occasional grunts of approval and their muffled moans of enjoyment.

"Enough," I finally command, pulling them both away from my cock, which stands glistening with their combined saliva. "Cassandra, on the balcony. Now."

Her eyes widen slightly at the public nature of the request—the balcony, while private, is still technically outdoors, visible from certain angles to neighboring buildings. But rather than objecting, she appears thrilled by the exhibitionist opportunity, already moving toward the glass doors that lead outside.

The night air is cool against my heated skin as I follow her onto the balcony, Genevieve close behind. Without needing to be told, Cassandra bends forward over the waist-high railing, her dress riding up to reveal she's wearing nothing underneath. Her pussy glistens in the city lights, already wet from the anticipation and the foreplay.

"Perfect," I growl, stepping behind her and running my hands over the globes of her ass. "Hold the railing tight. You're going to need it."

With one swift movement, I position my cock at her entrance and thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in her welcoming heat. Cassandra cries out, her back arching, hands gripping the railing so tightly her knuckles turn white. I set an immediate, punishing pace—hard, deep thrusts that have her tits bouncing beneath her dress, her moans carrying into the night air.

As my cock disappears inside of her, I gasp around her neck, my hips pumping. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Cassandra's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her nails dig into the railing, urging me on. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the night air, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

Genevieve, not content to merely watch, drops to her knees behind us, her face level with the point where our bodies join. I feel her hot breath first, then her tongue, darting out to lick my balls as they slap against Cassandra's pussy with each forward thrust. The additional stimulation draws a groan from deep in my chest, my pace faltering momentarily before resuming with even greater intensity.

"Don't stop," Cassandra begs, her voice strained with pleasure. "Oh god, don't stop. Fuck me harder!"

I give her what she wants, gripping her hips with bruising force as I increase the power of my thrusts. Meanwhile, Genevieve's tongue grows bolder, moving from my balls to trace the rim of Cassandra's pussy where my cock stretches it wide, then up to circle her clit with deliberate pressure.

"Fuck!" Cassandra cries out, her internal muscles clenching rhythmically around my shaft as Genevieve's skilled tongue pushes her toward orgasm. "Right there! Don't stop! I'm going to cum!"

The sensation of her pussy contracting around me, combined with Genevieve's tongue occasionally flicking against my balls and the base of my cock, creates a perfect storm of pleasure that has me gripping Cassandra's hair, yanking her head back at a painful angle as I continue to pound into her from behind.

"Take it," I growl into her ear, my voice harsh with exertion. "Take every fucking inch."

"Yes! Yes!" she chants, her body going rigid as her orgasm crashes through her. Her pussy spasms around my cock, trying to milk my release, but I'm not ready to finish—not with another woman still waiting her turn.

I maintain my punishing rhythm through Cassandra's climax, fucking her through the waves of pleasure until she's whimpering with the intensity, her legs trembling beneath her as she struggles to remain standing. Only then do I withdraw, my cock slick with her juices, still rock hard and ready for more.

Genevieve looks up at me from her kneeling position, her lips glistening with the evidence of her oral attentions, her eyes dark with desire. "My turn?" she asks, the question both eager and challenging.

Instead of answering verbally, I grab her arm and pull her to her feet, already planning how I'm going to take her next. The night is young, my stamina legendary, and I have every intention of thoroughly exhausting both these women before I'm done with them.

I guide both women back inside, my cock still glistening with Cassandra's juices, my appetite for dominance only heightened by the balcony encounter. The massive king-size bed beckons, its crisp white sheets about to be defiled in ways the hotel staff could never imagine. Genevieve moves with fluid grace despite her obvious arousal, her dark eyes never leaving my face as she backs toward the bed. Cassandra follows, her legs still unsteady from her intense orgasm, blonde hair disheveled from my rough handling, her lipstick smeared across her chin and cheeks.

"Strip," I command, enjoying the way both women immediately comply, fingers flying to zippers and clasps with eager efficiency. Genevieve's black dress slides down her body like liquid shadow, revealing olive skin unmarred by tan lines and a lithe, yoga-toned physique that belies her age. Her small, perfect breasts stand firm without the support of the discarded lace bra, dark nipples already hard with anticipation.

Cassandra's disrobing is equally enticing—her curves more dramatic, more voluptuous than her friend's. Heavy breasts spill free from their expensive confines, the pale flesh marked with faint red lines from the tight bra. Her stomach bears the slight softness of motherhood, but her legs remain long and toned, ending in a carefully maintained landing strip of blonde hair above her sex.

"On the bed, Genevieve," I direct, stroking my cock slowly as I watch them. "On your back. Legs spread."

She climbs onto the mattress with catlike grace, positioning herself in the center of the bed before spreading her legs wide, exposing herself completely to my gaze. Her pussy is already slick with arousal, but it's not what I'm interested in right now.

"I want your ass," I inform her, moving to the edge of the bed, grabbing her ankles and pushing them back toward her head, folding her nearly in half. The position exposes her puckered hole, tight and inviting. "Cassandra, get the lube from my bag."

Cassandra retrieves the small bottle I always carry, her expression betraying both surprise at my preparedness and excitement at what's to come. She hands it to me, then stands beside the bed, awaiting further instructions.

"Prepare her," I order, passing the bottle back to Cassandra. "I want to watch you get her ready for my cock."

A slow smile spreads across Cassandra's face as she accepts the bottle, clearly enjoying this new role. She climbs onto the bed, positioning herself between Genevieve's spread legs. With deliberate showmanship, she drizzles the clear liquid directly onto Genevieve's exposed hole, then begins working it in with her fingers—first one, then two, stretching and preparing the tight ring of muscle while Genevieve moans beneath her ministrations.

The sight of the blonde working her fingers into the brunette's ass has my cock throbbing with renewed urgency. I stroke myself slowly, maintaining my hardness while enjoying the sapphic display before me. Cassandra adds a third finger, twisting her wrist as she pushes deeper, drawing a sharp gasp from Genevieve.

"She's ready," Cassandra announces after several minutes of this exquisite torture, withdrawing her fingers and wiping them on the sheets. "Nice and loose for you."

I position myself between Genevieve's spread legs, the head of my cock pressing against her well-lubricated entrance. "You want this?" I ask, applying just enough pressure to create the promise of penetration without actually pushing inside.

"Yes," she hisses, her dark eyes locked on mine, pupils dilated with desire. "Fuck my ass. I need it."

Without further preamble, I push forward, the head of my cock breaching the tight ring of muscle. Genevieve's body tenses at the intrusion, a small sound of pain-laced pleasure escaping her lips. I don't stop, don't give her time to adjust—just continue my forward progress until I'm fully seated inside her, my balls resting against the curve of her ass.

"Fuck," I grunt, the tight heat enveloping me drawing a groan from deep in my chest. "So fucking tight."

I begin to move, establishing a rhythm that has Genevieve clutching at the sheets, her back arching off the mattress. The sensation is incredible—the gripping tightness of her ass combined with the visual feast of her body writhing beneath me, her small breasts bouncing with each thrust.

"Cassandra," I call, not slowing my pace. "Sit on her face. I want to watch her eat your pussy while I fuck her ass."

Cassandra's eyes light up at the command. She moves quickly, straddling Genevieve's head, facing me so we're looking at each other over the length of Genevieve's body. Slowly, deliberately, she lowers herself until her pussy hovers just above Genevieve's mouth.

"Lick me," she instructs her friend, reaching down to spread herself open, offering better access. "Make me cum while he fucks your tight little ass."

Genevieve's response is immediate—her tongue extending to run through Cassandra's folds, drawing a satisfied moan from the blonde. The visual is intoxicating—Cassandra's expression of bliss as she's serviced, her heavy breasts swaying slightly as she begins to rock against Genevieve's mouth, her hands coming up to pinch and twist her own nipples for added stimulation.

I increase my pace, driving into Genevieve's ass with growing force. Each thrust pushes her face harder against Cassandra's pussy, creating a perfect circuit of pleasure—my cock in Genevieve's ass forcing her tongue deeper into Cassandra, whose moans of approval encourage me to thrust harder still.

"Harder, baby!" Cassandra pants, her nails digging into her own thighs as she grinds down on Genevieve's face. "Give it to her harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Genevieve's muffled moans vibrate against Cassandra's pussy, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. The wet, obscene sounds of three bodies engaged in pure hedonism fill the penthouse suite—the slick noises of Genevieve's tongue working Cassandra's folds, the lubricated glide of my cock pumping in and out of her stretched ass, our combined panting and moaning creating a symphony of debauchery.

I grab Genevieve's thighs, pushing them further back, changing the angle to hit even deeper inside her. The new position draws a strangled cry from her, the sound muffled by Cassandra's pussy but unmistakably one of intense pleasure. Her hands fly up to grip Cassandra's ass, pulling the blonde down harder against her mouth, her enthusiasm for her task clearly heightened by the anal pounding I'm delivering.

"She's going to make me cum," Cassandra announces, her voice strained, her movements becoming less coordinated as her pleasure builds. "Oh fuck, her tongue... right there, don't stop!"

Watching Cassandra approach orgasm while I continue to thrust into Genevieve's ass pushes me closer to my own release. My pace becomes more frantic, my grip on Genevieve's thighs tightening enough to leave bruises, the sound of my hips slapping against her ass filling the room.

Cassandra comes first, her back arching dramatically, a cry tearing from her throat as she grinds down hard against Genevieve's mouth, riding out her orgasm on her friend's face. The sight of her climax—head thrown back, blonde hair cascading down her back, breasts heaving with each panting breath—combined with the increasingly tight clenching of Genevieve's ass around my cock, signals that it's time for my own release.

With a growl, I withdraw completely, earning a whimper of protest from Genevieve. "Both of you, on your knees," I command, already stroking my slick cock rapidly. "In front of me. Now."

Cassandra dismounts from Genevieve's face, revealing the brunette's features glistening with the evidence of the blonde's pleasure. Both women scramble to position themselves on their knees at the edge of the bed, their faces upturned, lips parted in anticipation of what's to come.

"Open your mouths," I instruct, my hand a blur on my shaft as I feel my orgasm building rapidly. "Going to cover both your pretty faces."

They comply instantly, tongues extended, eyes locked on my cock as I approach the point of no return. The sight of these two sophisticated MILFs kneeling before me, faces already marked by their previous activities—Cassandra's smeared lipstick, Genevieve's mouth and chin wet with Cassandra's juices—pushes me over the edge.

With a guttural groan, I explode, the first thick rope of cum landing across Genevieve's forehead and into her dark hair. I adjust my aim for the second, painting a white stripe across Cassandra's cheek and mouth, some landing on her extended tongue. I continue stroking, directing each subsequent burst to ensure both women receive equal coverage—across Genevieve's nose and lips, then Cassandra's forehead, back to Genevieve's waiting mouth.

By the time my orgasm subsides, both their faces are thoroughly decorated with my seed, white streaks glistening on their flushed skin. To my delight and approval, they turn toward each other without prompting, beginning to lick my cum from one another's faces. Cassandra's tongue traces a path through the mess on Genevieve's cheek, collecting my seed before kissing her deeply, sharing the load between them.

"Fuck," I breathe, watching them swap my cum between their mouths, their tongues visibly tangling in an erotic display of complete submission to my desires. "You two are perfect little cumsluts."

They break their kiss, looking up at me with identical expressions of satisfied depravity, their faces a mess of saliva, cum, and smeared makeup. Cassandra reaches up to collect a drop from Genevieve's eyebrow, bringing it to her mouth and swallowing it with deliberate showmanship.

"Anything for our champion," she purrs, her voice hoarse from her earlier cries of pleasure. "Consider this your good luck celebration for tomorrow's game."

I look down at them—these two wealthy, sophisticated women reduced to cum-covered playthings for my entertainment—and feel a surge of confidence about tomorrow's match. With Joseph already psychologically broken and my body thoroughly satisfied by multiple women, I know with absolute certainty that the championship trophy is as good as mine.

"Ladies," I say, already reaching for my phone to capture this debauched image for my private collection, "this is just the beginning of our celebration. The real party starts after I win tomorrow."


Chapter 7

I hit the turf hard, driven down by Joseph's defensive line for the third time this quarter. Pain radiates through my shoulder as I push myself up, spitting out grass and frustration in equal measure. The scoreboard taunts me with its harsh truth—we're down by fourteen points at halftime, my passes have been off target, and Joseph's smug face every time our paths cross makes me want to forget the game entirely and just pummel him into the ground. The whistle blows, signaling the end of the second quarter, and I jog toward the tunnel with my head down, ignoring the disappointed murmurs from our section of the stands. In the locker room, Coach is already pacing, his face flushed with anger, ready to tear into us the moment everyone's inside.

"What the hell was that?" he explodes, slamming his clipboard against a locker with enough force to make the metal door buckle. "You're playing like you've never seen a football before! Especially you, Long! Where's your head at today?"

I slump onto the bench, tugging off my helmet and running a hand through my sweat-soaked hair. The question isn't entirely rhetorical—my head is definitely not in the game. Despite all my conquests, despite breaking Joseph psychologically with Isabella, I can't seem to find my rhythm on the field. Every time I drop back to pass, I see Joseph's devastated face from last night, but instead of fueling me, it's distracting me, making me second-guess my timing, my reads, everything.

The rest of Coach's tirade washes over me, technical adjustments and motivational clichés blending into white noise as I stare at the floor, trying to center myself. Around me, my teammates sit in various states of dejection and determination, some already making adjustments to equipment, others getting treatment for minor injuries from the training staff.

"Long!" Coach's voice cuts through my fog. "Dr. Shaw wants to check that shoulder. Go see her now, be back in ten."

I nod, pushing myself up from the bench and heading toward the medical suite adjacent to the locker room. My shoulder isn't really bothering me—that last hit was jarring but nothing serious. But I welcome the brief escape from Coach's fury and the team's collective disappointment.

The medical suite is quiet compared to the charged atmosphere of the locker room, the lighting softer, the air cooler and scented faintly with antiseptic. Dr. Shaw stands by an examination table, her dark hair pulled back in the same severe bun from our previous encounter, her white coat immaculate over a blue blouse and pencil skirt.

"In here," she says, gesturing not to the main examination area but to a small private office off to the side. I follow her without question, stepping into the compact space dominated by a desk covered with medical journals and a computer displaying what looks like X-ray images.

The door closes behind me with a soft click, followed by the more definitive sound of a lock engaging. Dr. Shaw turns to face me, her professional demeanor shifting subtly, her eyes reflecting a different kind of intensity than during my physical examination.

"You need to get your head in the game," she says without preamble, her voice low but firm. "Whatever's going on out there, it's not the Richard Long who aced his physical yesterday."

"I know," I admit, rolling my shoulder experimentally. "I can't seem to—"

"Shh," she interrupts, stepping closer, her perfume—subtle and clinical—filling my nostrils. "I've been watching you. In the medical field, we understand that sometimes the body affects the mind, and sometimes..." her hand reaches out, trailing down my chest to rest just above the waistband of my football pants, "the mind affects the body."

Before I can process her meaning, Dr. Shaw is sinking to her knees in front of me, her fingers deftly working at the fastenings of my uniform pants. My body responds immediately, blood rushing south at the mere implication of what she's about to do.

"Doctor—" I begin, glancing nervously at the door.

"Evelyn," she corrects, freeing my rapidly hardening cock from its confines. "And don't worry. These walls are soundproof for patient confidentiality. We have seven minutes before anyone comes looking for you."

All further protests die on my lips as she takes my cock into her mouth without hesitation, her technique as skilled and precise as every other aspect of her professional demeanor. Unlike Isabella's worship or Cassandra and Genevieve's shared enthusiasm, Dr. Shaw's approach is clinical in its efficiency—she knows exactly where to lick, how much pressure to apply, when to swirl her tongue around the head and when to take me deeper.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Dr. Shaw's skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, her voice sultry and enticing despite the professional setting.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

True to her word, she doubles her efforts, one hand massaging my balls while the other maintains a firm grip on my shaft, her mouth working in perfect synchronization. The sight of the team doctor on her knees in her private office, still in her white coat as she sucks me off with professional dedication, is surreal and intensely arousing.

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind begins to clear, the frustrations of the first half fading as pleasure takes center stage. It's as if each expert stroke of her tongue washes away another missed pass, another defensive breakdown, another smirk from Joseph.

"That's it," Dr. Shaw murmurs, pulling back briefly to speak, her hand continuing to stroke me. "Let everything else go. Focus on this feeling. On winning."

Something shifts inside me—a realization that this is exactly what I needed. Not strategy adjustments or motivational speeches, but a pure, primal release to clear my head and reconnect with the confidence that makes me unstoppable both on and off the field.

With newfound clarity and purpose, I grab Dr. Shaw by the shoulders, pulling her to her feet. "Turn around," I command, my voice leaving no room for argument. "Bend over the desk."

Her eyes widen briefly in surprise—clearly she expected to finish me with her mouth and send me back to the locker room. But she complies without hesitation, turning to face her desk, bending at the waist and bracing her hands on the polished surface. I step behind her, hiking her skirt up around her waist to reveal a pair of practical black panties—not the lace or silk I've become accustomed to with my other conquests, but somehow even more arousing in this context.

I yank the underwear down to her knees with one rough motion, exposing her pussy already slick with arousal. Clearly, servicing me has affected her as much as it has me. Without preamble, I position my cockhead at her entrance and thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion that draws a stran
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I yank the underwear down to her knees with one rough motion, exposing her pussy already slick with arousal. Clearly, servicing me has affected her as much as it has me. Without preamble, I position my cockhead at her entrance and thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion that draws a strangled gasp from her lips.

"Oh god," she breathes, her professional composure cracking as I fill her completely. "Richard—"

"Quiet," I growl, grabbing a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back at a painful angle. "You wanted to get my head in the game. This is how I get there."

I establish an immediate, punishing pace—hard, deep thrusts that have her medical journals and pens scattering across the desktop with each impact. The desk itself creaks beneath our combined weight, the legs scraping slightly against the floor as I drive into her with savage intensity.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The desk grinds against the floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

"Harder," she pants, her nails digging into the polished wood of her desk. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Dr. Shaw's own breathy moans fill the small office, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. Her white coat bunches around her waist, the symbol of her professional authority now just another layer of fabric rumpled by our frenzied coupling.

With each thrust, I feel myself reconnecting with the confidence, the power, the absolute certainty of my own dominance that makes me unstoppable on the field. It's as if Dr. Shaw's body is the conduit through which I'm accessing the swagger that's been missing all game—the knowledge that I am simply better, stronger, more deserving of victory than anyone else.

"You feel amazing," Dr. Shaw gasps, her voice strained with pleasure. "So big, so strong—ah!"

I cut off her words by tightening my grip on her hair, using it as a handle to pull her back against me with each forward thrust. My other hand slides around to find her clit, rubbing it in tight, fast circles that have her inner walls clenching rhythmically around my shaft.

"Going to make you cum," I tell her, maintaining my relentless pace. "Going to make you cum on my cock right here in your professional office while my team waits for me."

The taboo nature of our location—her professional space, during halftime of the championship game—adds an edge to every sensation. We have minutes, not hours, to complete this encounter, and the time pressure only intensifies the urgency, the primal need to claim and be claimed.

Dr. Shaw's body tenses beneath me, her breathing becoming more erratic as my fingers continue their skilled assault on her clit. "I'm close," she warns, her voice barely above a whisper, as if even now she's concerned about being overheard despite her earlier assurance about soundproofing. "Don't stop, please don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. I redouble my efforts, driving into her with even greater force, the desk now skidding slightly across the floor with each powerful thrust. The room fills with the obscene soundtrack of our coupling—wet slapping sounds, her increasingly desperate moans, my own grunts of exertion and pleasure.

"Cum for me," I command, my voice low but intense. "Cum on this cock while I fuck you over your own desk."

Her body obeys instantly, convulsing around me as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her pussy clenches violently around my shaft, her back arching, a cry tearing from her throat that she muffles by biting down on her own forearm. I maintain my punishing rhythm through her orgasm, prolonging it, watching her body shake beneath me as the pleasure overwhelms her.

The clock in my head is ticking—we have maybe two minutes before I need to be back in the locker room. My own release is building rapidly now, spurred by the tight contractions of her pussy around my cock and the knowledge that this quick, dirty fuck is exactly what I needed to reset my focus for the second half.

"Where do you want it?" I grunt, feeling my orgasm approaching rapidly. "Where should I cum?"

"Inside," Dr. Shaw gasps without hesitation, her voice still trembling from the aftershocks of her climax. "I'm on birth control. I want to feel you fill me."

That's all I need to hear. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, my cock pulsing as I empty myself in hot, thick spurts. The sensation is incredible—her pussy still fluttering with aftershocks, milking every drop of cum from my shaft as I grind against her, prolonging the pleasure for both of us.

"Fuck," I groan, my body jerking with each powerful ejaculation. "Taking every fucking drop."

Dr. Shaw moans beneath me, her hands clawing at her desk as if trying to anchor herself against the overwhelming sensations. For several long moments, we remain locked together, both breathing heavily, my cock still buried inside her as the last pulses of my orgasm subside.

Finally, reality reasserts itself. The clock on her wall shows we have less than a minute before I need to be back with my team. I withdraw slowly, watching with satisfaction as a trickle of my cum immediately follows, sliding down her inner thigh. Dr. Shaw straightens, turning to face me with flushed cheeks and bright eyes, her professional demeanor reassembling itself even as she reaches for a tissue to clean the evidence of our encounter from between her legs.

"Better?" she asks, a knowing smile playing at the corners of her lips as she pulls her panties back into place and smooths down her skirt.

I tuck myself away, refastening my uniform pants with steady hands. The fog that clouded my mind during the first half has completely lifted, replaced by crystal clarity and absolute certainty of what I need to do in the second half.

"Much better," I confirm, already turning toward the door. "Thanks for the... treatment, Dr. Shaw."

"Evelyn," she corrects again, her voice returned to its professional timbre despite what we've just done. "Now go win this game, Richard. Show them what you're truly capable of."

As I reach for the door handle, I look back over my shoulder at her—still slightly disheveled despite her best efforts, my cum still inside her beneath the pristine white coat and professional demeanor. "I always win," I tell her, the confidence in my voice absolute. "On and off the field."

***

I stride back into the locker room with thirty seconds to spare before we need to head back onto the field, my entire being humming with renewed purpose and clarity. The tension that had knotted my shoulders throughout the first half is gone, replaced by the loose, confident swagger that's my natural state. My teammates notice the change immediately—heads turning, conversations pausing as I move through the space radiating the energy of a predator, of someone who knows exactly what he wants and how to take it. Coach gives me an appraising look, his earlier fury replaced by cautious hope as he sees the transformation in my demeanor.

"Where the hell have you been?" he demands, though the bite in his voice has softened considerably.

"Getting my head in the game," I reply with a smirk, rolling my shoulders as if testing my range of motion. "Dr. Shaw knows exactly what I needed."

If he notices the double meaning in my words, he doesn't show it. Instead, he nods briskly, gesturing for the team to gather around. "Listen up! Second half strategy is simple—protect Long, give him time to work, and we can still win this thing. Defense, I need three and outs. Special teams, field position is crucial. Everyone clear?"

The team responds with various affirmations, but their eyes keep drifting to me, sensing the shift in my energy, feeding off it like smaller predators recognizing the alpha has returned to the hunt. As we break the huddle and move toward the tunnel, our center, a hulking senior named Braxton, falls into step beside me.

"You good now?" he asks, his voice low. "Because first half was rough, man."

"I'm better than good," I assure him, clapping him on the shoulder pad. "Just make sure your blocks hold. I'm about to put on a fucking clinic out there."

The confidence in my voice isn't bravado—it's absolute certainty. Dr. Shaw's "treatment" has cleared away all the mental fog, all the distractions. I feel like I can see the entire field in slow motion, can anticipate every defensive shift before it happens. My body thrums with energy, my muscles loose and responsive, my mind laser-focused on the task ahead.

As we emerge from the tunnel into the roar of the crowd, I seek out Joseph on the opposite sideline. He's surrounded by teammates, but he might as well be standing alone for how isolated he looks. Even from this distance, I can see the haunted expression on his face, the way he keeps his gaze fixed straight ahead rather than risk meeting my eyes. Breaking him with Isabella was just the first stage—now I'm going to complete his destruction where everyone can witness it.

The kickoff sails through the air, and the second half begins. From the first snap, it's clear that something fundamental has changed. The offensive line that seemed porous in the first half now forms an impenetrable wall around me. Receivers who struggled to get separation are suddenly finding open spaces. But more importantly, I'm seeing everything—every defensive shift, every disguised blitz, every potential broken coverage.

My first pass is a laser-guided missile that threads between two defenders to hit our tight end twenty yards downfield. The second is a perfectly timed screen that our running back takes for fifteen more. The third is a deep bomb that drops right into our receiver's hands in the end zone. Touchdown. Just like that, we're back in the game.

Joseph's team gets the ball, but our defense, energized by the sudden offensive explosion, forces a quick three and out. When we get the ball back, I waste no time orchestrating another scoring drive, this one culminating in a rushing touchdown where I fake a handoff, keep the ball, and sprint untouched into the corner of the endzone. As I cross the goal line, I make sure to look directly at Joseph on the sideline, pointing at him in a gesture that every camera captures and the crowd immediately reacts to with a mixture of cheers and boos.

By the start of the fourth quarter, we've completely erased the deficit and taken a three-point lead. Joseph's game has fallen apart—his passes sailing wide, his decision-making hesitant, his body language screaming defeat even as his coaches try desperately to restore his confidence. Every time the camera finds him, his mother's face flashes in my mind—the way she looked with my cum dripping down her ass while her son watched in horror. The memory only fuels my performance, adding an edge of savagery to each perfect throw, each masterful read.

The defining moment comes with four minutes left in the game. Joseph drops back to pass on third and long, desperately trying to mount a comeback of his own. Our defensive end beats his blocker, forcing Joseph to scramble right. I can see it all unfolding from our sideline, can predict what's about to happen with perfect clarity. Joseph panics, throws across his body—and our linebacker steps directly into the passing lane, snatching the ball from the air.

The interception return brings us to their twenty-yard line with a chance to put the game away for good. Coach calls for a conservative run play, looking to burn clock and maybe get a field goal. But as I jog onto the field, I shake my head at him.

"I want to throw," I tell him, not asking permission but informing him of what's about to happen. "Right now. Touchdown. End this thing."

He studies my face for a moment, then nods. "Your call, Long. Make it count."

In the huddle, I change the play to a post route for our fastest receiver. "Get open," I tell him. "I'll find you."

The ball is snapped, and I drop back, feeling time slow down around me. The defensive line surges forward but can't penetrate our protection. Linebackers drop into coverage, safeties backpedal, cornerbacks press our receivers at the line. I see it all, process it instantly, and find the one seam in their defense—a tiny window that will exist for less than a second as our receiver breaks across the middle.

The ball leaves my hand before he's even made his cut, a perfect spiral that hits him in stride as he crosses the goal line. Touchdown. Game over. Championship secured.

The sideline erupts, players and coaches streaming onto the field even though there are still three minutes on the clock. In the ensuing chaos, I find myself face to face with Joseph, who's wandered onto the field in a daze, looking like a man who's lost everything.

"Good game," I tell him with a smirk, extending my hand in a gesture of mock sportsmanship. As our palms meet, I pull him slightly closer, dropping my voice so only he can hear. "Your mother sends her regards. She'll be at my celebration party later if you want to watch me fuck her again."

The color drains from his face, his hand going limp in mine. I can see him struggling not to break down right there on national television, fighting to maintain the last shreds of his dignity. It's the final twist of the knife—the complete and utter destruction of my rival, both on the field and off it.

The final minutes of the game pass in a blur of victory formation and celebration. When the clock hits zero, I'm hoisted onto my teammates' shoulders, the championship trophy passed up to me as cameras flash from every angle. In the stands, I can see Angelina jumping up and down, Victoria applauding with elegant restraint, Eleanor beaming with pride. Isabella stands apart from the other parents, her eyes locked on me rather than searching for her defeated son.

As I raise the trophy above my head, soaking in the adulation of the crowd and my teammates, I catch sight of Dr. Shaw on the sideline. She offers a small, knowing smile, a subtle adjustment of her white coat the only indication of our halftime activities. I wink at her, a silent acknowledgment of the role she played in this victory.

Later, there will be parties and celebrations, more conquests and triumphs. Tiffany, won fair and square in my bet with Joseph, awaits me. The Royal Oaks wives will continue to serve my needs whenever I demand it. College scouts will line up to offer me scholarships, and eventually, the NFL will come calling.

But for now, I savor this perfect moment—the culmination of my dominance both on and off the field. I am Richard Long, unstoppable force, conqueror of women and opponents alike. And this championship trophy is just the beginning of what I'm going to take simply because I can.

The field beneath me, the crowd around me, the women watching me with hungry eyes—all of it belongs to me now. Not through wealth or social standing, but through the most primal form of dominance imaginable. I've proven what I've always known: I always win, and I always take what I want.

As the celebration continues around me, I already know what—or rather, who—I want next. In a world full of trophies for the taking, there's always another conquest waiting, another victory to be claimed, another boundary to be crossed. And I, Richard Long, will stop at nothing to claim them all.


Chapter 8

The championship victory still pulses through my veins as I sit alone in the locker room, the last of my teammates having cleared out to join the celebration. Sweat glistens on my skin, the sweet scent of triumph clinging to me like expensive cologne. I'm savoring this moment, this perfect culmination of dominance both on and off the field, when I hear the soft click of the door opening behind me. I don't need to turn around to know who it is—the light floral scent that cuts through the masculine musk of the locker room tells me everything I need to know. Tiffany has come to pay her debt.

"You won," she whispers, and I hear the definitive sound of the lock engaging.

I turn slowly on the bench, taking in the sight of her. She's changed from the game into a tight white crop top that shows off her toned midriff and a pair of denim shorts that hug the curves of her ass perfectly. Her blonde hair cascades over her shoulders, slightly tousled as if she's been running her fingers through it nervously. Her blue eyes hold mine for a moment, a mixture of apprehension and undeniable excitement swimming in their depths.

"A bet's a bet," I reply, my voice low and confident. I make no move toward her, just sit there in nothing but a towel wrapped around my waist, letting her come to me. This is her surrender, her acknowledgment of my victory, and I want her to cross the distance between us of her own accord.

She doesn't hesitate. With each step she takes toward me, I can see the rise and fall of her chest quickening, her cheeks flushing with color. When she reaches me, she drops to her knees in one fluid motion, her hands coming to rest on my thighs, fingertips digging slightly into the muscle there.

"I keep my promises," she murmurs, her gaze now level with the bulge already forming beneath my towel. Without further preamble, she tugs the fabric aside, exposing my cock—still slightly damp from the post-game shower, already beginning to stiffen under her hungry gaze.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Tiffany's skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, her voice sultry and enticing.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

Without breaking eye contact, she lowers her head and takes me into her mouth. The sudden wet heat enveloping my cock draws a hiss of pleasure from between my teeth. Unlike the country club MILFs with their practiced techniques, Tiffany's approach is all youthful enthusiasm—eager, almost desperate, as if she's been fantasizing about this moment for longer than she'd care to admit.

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Tiffany's body, as they find their way to her golden hair. I give it a gentle tug, feeling her moan around my shaft in response. Our eyes lock as she bobs her head, fueled by our insatiable lust.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her lips stretch around my girth, her saliva making my cock glisten in the harsh fluorescent lighting of the locker room. "Show me what that pretty mouth can do."

She takes me deeper, her throat constricting around the head of my cock as she pushes herself to the limit. Her hands grip my thighs for leverage, nails digging into the skin hard enough to leave half-moon imprints. The slight pain only enhances my pleasure, adding an edge to the warm, wet suction of her mouth.

I let her work for a few more minutes, enjoying the sight of Joseph's girlfriend on her knees before me, servicing my cock with an eagerness that tells me she's been wanting this for a long time. But as good as her mouth feels, I want more. I want to claim every part of her, to leave no doubt about who truly owns her now.

With one smooth movement, I grab her under the arms and lift her up, depositing her onto the bench beside me. She gasps in surprise at the sudden shift, her eyes wide with anticipation. I waste no time in positioning myself between her spread legs, my hands already working at the button of her shorts.

"I've been thinking about this all game," I tell her, tugging the denim down her legs with enough force that she has to brace herself against the bench to avoid being pulled with them. "Every touchdown, every perfect pass—I was thinking about claiming my prize."

The shorts come off in one quick motion, revealing a pair of pink lace panties already darkened with her arousal. I hook my fingers into the delicate fabric and tear it away with a sharp rip that echoes through the empty locker room. Tiffany gasps, but the sound isn't of protest—it's pure, undiluted excitement.

"Richard," she breathes, reaching for me, pulling me toward her. "Please."

I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock teasing her slick folds but not yet pushing inside. I want her to beg for it, to verbalize her surrender.

"Tell me what you want," I demand, my voice steady despite the throbbing need pulsing through my cock. "Say it."

"Fuck me," she whimpers, her hips lifting off the bench in a desperate attempt to impale herself on my length. "Please, Richard, fuck me. I need it."

That's all I need to hear. With a single, powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her to the hilt. The sensation is electric—her pussy tight and hot around me, her inner walls gripping my cock like they're afraid I might pull away. I pause for a moment, savoring the feeling of her completely filled with me, watching her face as she adjusts to my size.

"Oh my god," she moans, her back arching off the bench. "You're so big...so fucking deep."

I begin to move, establishing a rhythm that's deliberately slow and deep. Each thrust is measured, calculated to hit every sensitive spot inside her. I want her to feel every inch, to remember this fuck long after the night is over. My hands grip her hips, controlling the pace, keeping her exactly where I want her.

"Is this what you've been waiting for?" I ask, watching her face contort with pleasure as I drive into her. "Is this why you let Joseph make that bet? Because you wanted me all along?"

Her only response is a broken moan, her eyes closing as she surrenders completely to the sensations. I take that as confirmation, a smirk playing at the corners of my mouth as I continue my steady, relentless pace. Each thrust drives her further up the bench until her head is nearly hitting the lockers behind us. I adjust our position, pulling her toward me so her ass is at the very edge of the seat, giving me the perfect angle to penetrate even deeper.

The locker room fills with the sounds of our coupling—the wet slap of skin on skin, her increasingly desperate moans, my controlled breathing punctuated by occasional grunts of pleasure. This isn't just sex; it's a conquest, a victory lap after already winning the most important game of my life so far.

And as I feel her pussy beginning to clench around me, her thighs trembling with approaching orgasm, I know that the night is just beginning. This is only the first of many prizes I'll claim before dawn breaks.

I'm just starting to find my perfect rhythm with Tiffany, my cock sliding in and out of her tight pussy with deliberate, measured strokes, when the locker room door crashes open with enough force to bounce against the wall. The sound echoes through the space like a gunshot, but I don't stop—don't even falter in my steady pace. I know exactly who it is without looking. Joseph stands in the doorway, face contorted with rage and humiliation, fists clenched at his sides as he takes in the scene before him: his girlfriend spread out beneath me, impaled on my cock, her face a mask of ecstasy.

"Get the fuck off her!" he screams, his voice cracking with emotion. He takes a step forward, but there's hesitation in his movement, the memory of our previous encounters—of his mother on her knees before me—clearly flashing through his mind.

Tiffany's body tenses beneath me, her eyes flying open at the sound of Joseph's voice. For a split second, I think she might try to push me away, to cover herself, to offer some explanation or excuse. Instead, her pussy clenches tightly around my cock, a fresh wave of wetness flooding her channel. The intrusion, the being caught, the public humiliation—it's turning her on even more.

I turn my head slowly to look at Joseph, maintaining my steady rhythm inside Tiffany without missing a beat. "She's mine for the night, remember?" I say, my voice calm and controlled, a stark contrast to his emotional outburst. "A bet's a bet."

Joseph's face drains of color, the fight visibly leaking out of him as the reality of the situation sinks in. He made the bet himself, put Tiffany up as the prize in his arrogance and certainty that he would win. Now he has to face the consequences of his failure, just like he had to face the sight of his mother being claimed by me.

"You can't—" he starts, but I cut him off.

"I can, and I am," I tell him, punctuating my words with a particularly deep thrust that draws a high, keening moan from Tiffany. "Now, you've got two choices. You can leave and preserve what little dignity you have left, or you can sit down and watch how a real man fucks her."

I nod toward a metal folding chair in the corner of the locker room. "Your choice."

For a long, tense moment, Joseph stands frozen, his eyes darting between my face and Tiffany's writhing form. I can see the war raging inside him—pride versus humiliation, anger versus defeat, love versus self-preservation. Finally, something breaks. His shoulders slump, his eyes drop to the floor, and he shuffles toward the chair like a man walking to the gallows.

"That's what I thought," I say, not bothering to hide my contempt. "Sit there and watch. Maybe you'll learn something."

With Joseph now seated just a few feet away, I turn my full attention back to Tiffany. Her eyes are wide, pupils dilated with a heady mixture of arousal and shame. The knowledge that her boyfriend is watching her being fucked by his rival has taken her excitement to a new level. I can feel it in the way her pussy pulses around me, in the flush spreading across her chest and neck, in the desperation of her breathing.

"Harder," she whispers, her voice so low that only I can hear it. "Please, Richard. Harder."

Who am I to deny such a polite request? I grab her hips with bruising force, lifting her ass slightly off the bench to change the angle. Then I begin to really fuck her—deep, powerful thrusts that have the bench creaking beneath us, her tits bouncing with each impact, her mouth falling open in silent screams of pleasure.

"That's it," I growl, loud enough for Joseph to hear every word. "Take this cock. Show him who you really belong to."

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The bench grinds against the floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Ugh!" she begs, and I'm powerless to resist.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin.

I risk a glance at Joseph. He's watching with a mixture of devastation and unwilling fascination, his face a study in conflicting emotions. I notice the slight bulge in his track pants—despite everything, despite his humiliation and heartbreak, he's getting aroused watching his girlfriend being thoroughly fucked by his rival. It's the final insult, the ultimate proof of his inferiority.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, turning my attention back to Tiffany. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against my chest through her thin top, sending electric shockwaves through my entire body.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers find their way to my hair, tugging gently as she whimpers. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

I increase my pace even further, driving into her with a fury that has sweat beading on my forehead. The bench beneath us begins to slide slightly across the floor with each powerful thrust, the metal legs scraping against the tiles in a rhythm that matches our coupling.

"Look at him," I tell Tiffany, nodding toward Joseph without breaking my stride. "Look at him while you take my cock."

She turns her head, her eyes finding Joseph's across the short distance. Their gazes lock, and I feel her pussy clench tightly around me, a fresh wave of arousal flowing from her core. The taboo nature of the situation—being fucked by one man while looking into the eyes of another, being claimed so thoroughly in front of her boyfriend—pushes her closer to the brink.

"Oh god," she moans, her body beginning to shake beneath me. "I'm going to—I can't—"

"Not yet," I command, slowing my pace deliberately, drawing out her pleasure, keeping her on the edge. "Not until I say so."

She whimpers in frustration, her nails digging into my shoulders hard enough to leave marks. I don't care. In fact, I welcome it—each scratch a badge of honor, proof of the pleasure I'm giving her that Joseph never could.

"Please," she begs, the word barely audible through her panting breath.

"Tell him," I demand, maintaining my slower, deeper rhythm. "Tell Joseph who's fucking you better. Tell him who owns this pussy now."

For a brief moment, I see a flicker of resistance in her eyes—a last gasp of loyalty or compassion for the boyfriend watching his world crumble. But it's quickly overwhelmed by the pleasure coursing through her body, by the primal need for release that trumps all social niceties and emotional attachments.

"Richard," she moans, her eyes still locked with Joseph's. "Richard fucks me so much better. His cock—oh god—it's so deep, so good."

Joseph makes a choked sound, somewhere between a sob and a groan, but he doesn't move from the chair. Doesn't try to stop us. Just sits there, a passive observer to his own humiliation, watching as I claim what was once his in the most primal way possible.

"That's right," I say, my voice thick with triumph and arousal. "And don't you fucking forget it—either of you."

With Joseph thoroughly defeated in his chair and Tiffany writhing beneath me in pleasure, I decide it's time to escalate this little show—to push the boundaries of her submission and his humiliation even further. I withdraw from her suddenly, my cock slick with her juices, standing tall and proud between us. Before she can protest the emptiness, I grab her hips and flip her over in one smooth motion. "Head off the bench," I command, positioning her so her upper body hangs upside down off the edge, her throat perfectly aligned with my standing height. Her eyes widen with understanding, a mixture of fear and excitement flashing across her face as she realizes what's coming next.

"Open wide," I tell her, my cock hovering just inches from her inverted face. She obediently parts her lips, her eyes darting briefly toward Joseph—making sure he's watching—before returning to focus on the task at hand. I brush the head of my cock against her lips, coating them with the mixture of her juices and my pre-cum, a visual marking that has Joseph shifting uncomfortably in his seat.

Without further warning, I push forward, sliding my cock into her waiting mouth. The upside-down angle creates an almost perfect straight shot down her throat, allowing me to penetrate deeper than would be possible in a traditional position. Tiffany gags slightly as the head of my cock hits the back of her throat, but she quickly adjusts, relaxing her jaw and throat to accommodate my length.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her throat bulge visibly as I push deeper. "Take it all."

I establish a steady rhythm, my hands gripping either side of her head to control the depth and pace. Each forward thrust has her gagging slightly, her throat contracting around my shaft in a way that sends waves of pleasure up my spine. Saliva begins to pool at the corners of her mouth, occasionally spilling down (or rather, up) her face to dampen her hair on the floor below.

As my cock disappears inside of her throat, I gasp around her exposed neck, my hips pumping. I can feel her throat muscles clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm as best she can from her inverted position, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Tiffany's submission is evident in the way her body trembles and her hands grasp at my thighs, not pushing away but pulling me closer. The sound of her choking and gasping fills the locker room, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

"Look at that, Joseph," I say, not breaking my stride. "Look how well she takes my cock down her throat. Ever seen her gag like this for you?"

Joseph doesn't respond verbally, but the tortured expression on his face is answer enough. He's never had Tiffany like this—never pushed her to these limits, never experienced the raw power of completely dominating a woman's body and watching her revel in the submission.

I continue fucking Tiffany's throat for several more strokes, enjoying the tight, wet heat of her mouth and the obscene sounds of her struggle to accommodate me. Tears form at the corners of her eyes, running up into her hairline due to her inverted position. Her mascara begins to smear, creating dark tracks across her temples—physical evidence of her thorough face-fucking.

When I finally withdraw from her mouth, she gasps for air, her chest heaving with the effort. Her lips are swollen and red, glistening with saliva and pre-cum. Without giving her time to fully recover, I pull her back onto the bench properly, positioning her on all fours with her ass facing me and her head pointed directly at Joseph. This way, her boyfriend has a perfect view of her face—every expression, every emotion—as I take her from behind.

"Beg for it," I demand, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint on the pale flesh. "Beg for my cock in your pussy."

"Please," she whimpers, her voice raspy from the throat fucking. "Please fuck me, Richard. I need your cock inside me."

"Where? Say exactly where you want it."

"My pussy," she moans, pushing her ass back toward me in desperation. "Fuck my pussy. Please, I need it so bad."

With a single, powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her once more. The sensation is even more intense than before—her pussy somehow tighter and wetter after the change in position and the taboo thrill of being throat-fucked in front of her boyfriend. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back at an angle that forces her to maintain eye contact with Joseph as I pound into her from behind.

"Harder!" she pants, her nails digging into the bench for purchase. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Tiffany's own breathy moans fill the locker room, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. The wet slapping sound of my hips meeting her ass creates an obscene soundtrack that echoes off the metal lockers, amplifying our debauchery.

Tiffany's hands grip the edges of the bench, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Tiffany," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hair growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

I can tell she's getting close—her moans becoming more desperate, her rhythm faltering as pleasure overtakes her ability to coordinate her movements. I increase the pressure and speed of my fingers on her clit, determined to push her over the edge while Joseph watches, to let him see exactly what her orgasm looks like when she's being properly fucked.

"Come for me," I command, my voice low but intense. "Come on my cock while he watches. Show him what a real man does to you."

That's all it takes to push her over the edge. Tiffany's entire body goes rigid, her back arching sharply as a scream tears from her throat. Her pussy contracts violently around my cock, gripping and releasing in waves of pleasure that threaten to pull my own orgasm from me. Her face, visible to Joseph in perfect detail, contorts in an expression of pure ecstasy—eyes rolled back, mouth open in a silent scream as the initial cry fades, cheeks flushed with blood and exertion.

"That's it," I encourage, maintaining my pace through her climax, prolonging it with each continued thrust. "Let him see how good it feels."

As her orgasm begins to subside, I feel my own release building rapidly. The tight clench of her pussy around my shaft combined with the psychological thrill of dominating both Tiffany and Joseph pushes me dangerously close to the edge. But I have no intention of finishing inside her—I want my victory to be visible, unmistakable, a claiming that can be seen rather than just felt.

With perfect timing, I withdraw from her still-pulsing pussy and flip her over onto her back. "Face and tits," I grunt, already stroking my slick cock with my right hand. "Going to cover you."

Tiffany looks up at me through half-lidded eyes, her body still trembling from her intense orgasm. She cups her breasts, pushing them together to create the perfect target, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in anticipation. The sight of her—sprawled on the locker room bench, pussy swollen and glistening from our fucking, face flushed with pleasure, presenting her breasts for my cum—is enough to trigger my release.

With a final few strokes, I explode, the first rope of cum landing across her right cheek and into her blonde hair. The second paints a white stripe across her parted lips, some of it landing on her tongue which she immediately swallows. The third and fourth pulses cover her breasts, decorating the tanned skin with streaks of white that begin to run down the slopes of her perfect mounds.

I continue stroking until I've emptied every drop onto her willing body, marking her as thoroughly as possible while Joseph watches in silent agony. When I'm finally spent, I look down at my handiwork—Tiffany covered in my seed, a visual testament to my complete victory both on and off the field.

I tuck myself back into my shorts and turn to Joseph, who sits frozen in his chair, a dark wet spot visible on the front of his track pants. The pathetic fuck actually came in his pants just from watching.

"Thanks for the bet," I tell him with a smirk. "Best prize I've claimed all day."

I give Tiffany a pat on the thigh before reaching for my towel. "Clean yourself up and meet me at the victory party later. I'm not done with you yet." I walk past Joseph without another glance, completely dismissing him now that I've taken what I wanted. The night is still young, and I have other conquests waiting for me in my hotel suite.


Chapter 9

The door to my presidential suite swings open under my palm, revealing the rewards of victory already laid out before me. My body still hums with the electricity of the championship win, muscles loose and warm from exertion, mind sharp with the absolute certainty of my dominance both on and off the field. The scent hits me first—expensive perfume mingling with the unmistakable musk of arousal—before my eyes adjust to the dimmed lighting and lock onto the two figures waiting on my king-sized bed.

Angelina and Isabella recline against the headboard, a matched set of mature perfection clad in identical black lace lingerie that leaves nothing to the imagination. Their blonde hair cascades over bare shoulders, their lipstick matching shades of provocative red, their eyes—one pair blue, one hazel—glittering with hungry anticipation as they track my entrance.

"There he is," Angelina purrs, rising to her knees. Her breasts strain against the delicate lace of her bra, nipples visibly hard beneath the thin fabric. "The man of the hour."

"The champion," Isabella adds, her voice carrying that husky quality that's been driving me wild since our first encounter. She moves to kneel beside Angelina, their bodies forming a tableau of mature feminine perfection. "We've been waiting to properly celebrate your victory."

I drop my duffel bag, kick the door closed behind me, and stand there for a moment, drinking in the sight of them—mother and wife, both claimed by me, both here to service me after my public triumph. The knowledge that Joseph is somewhere in this same hotel, destroyed both emotionally and professionally, only heightens my arousal.

"Quite the welcome committee," I observe, my voice low and confident as I stalk toward the bed. My cock already stirs beneath my sweatpants, the memory of how these two women feel, taste, and sound when I'm inside them fueling my desire.

They move in tandem, crawling to the edge of the bed with feline grace. Isabella reaches me first, her fingers sliding beneath my t-shirt, pushing it upward to reveal my abs. "We thought the champion deserved a special reward," she murmurs, her breath hot against my skin as she presses her lips to my stomach.

Angelina works my sweatpants down, freeing my already hardening cock. "Mmm, looks like someone's ready for his victory lap," she says, her manicured hand wrapping around my shaft with familiar skill.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my cock, causing shivers down my spine. She grips me tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" Isabella whispers, her voice sultry and enticing as her hands explore my chest.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into Angelina's hand. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," Angelina purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

Before I can take control as I usually do, they spring their trap. With surprising strength, both women push me backward onto the bed. I fall onto the mattress, momentarily caught off guard by their assertiveness. They waste no time—Isabella pins my shoulders down while Angelina straddles my thighs, their teamwork suggesting they've planned this ambush carefully.

"Tonight," Isabella informs me, leaning down to whisper in my ear, "we're in charge. At least for the first round."

Angelina slides off me and repositions herself at the edge of the bed, lying back so her head hangs upside down over the side. The position puts her throat in a straight line, her mouth at perfect height for me to stand and enter. She reaches up, peels off her bra to free those perfect tits, then stretches her arms overhead, opening her mouth in clear invitation.

"Fuck my mouth, champion," she commands, her upside-down position making her voice sound slightly different, but no less arousing. "I want to feel those balls slapping against my nose while you choke me with that big cock."

I rise from the bed, positioning myself in front of her inverted face. Her lips, painted that perfect shade of red, form an obscene O as she waits, tongue extended slightly in anticipation. Isabella kneels beside her, helping to steady Angelina's shoulders, her eyes dark with desire as she watches.

"Give it to her hard," Isabella encourages, one hand moving to caress Angelina's exposed breasts. "She's been begging for it since your game-winning touchdown."

I grasp my cock, guiding it to Angelina's waiting lips. The angle is perfect—her throat forms a straight channel that I can slide directly into. I push forward, watching as my shaft disappears between those painted lips, feeling the wet heat of her mouth envelop me. In this position, I can see her throat bulge slightly as I push deeper, her esophagus stretching to accommodate my girth.

"Fuck," I hiss, gripping the base of my shaft to control my entry. "Your throat feels amazing like this."

Angelina moans around my cock, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. I establish a rhythm, starting slow but quickly building to more forceful thrusts that have my balls slapping against her nose and forehead with each forward movement. The wet, choking sounds she makes as I fuck her throat are obscenely loud in the suite, her hands reaching up to grab my thighs, not to push me away but to pull me deeper.

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but guide Angelina's movements, as I find myself tightening my grip on her hair. I give a gentle tug, feeling her moan around my shaft in response. She looks up at me with those hungry eyes, fueling our insatiable lust.

Meanwhile, Isabella has stripped off her lingerie entirely and positioned herself over Angelina's body. She straddles her face, lowering her pussy until it makes contact with Angelina's mouth. From my position, I can see everything—Isabella's back, the curve of her ass, the way she reaches forward to brace herself against Angelina's stomach as she begins to grind against her face.

"God, your wife has a talented tongue," Isabella moans, her hips making small circles as Angelina begins to service her. "Almost as good as her throat, wouldn't you say?"

The sight before me is almost too perfect to be believed—my rival's mother riding my girlfriend's wife's face while I fuck said wife's throat. The layers of betrayal, of dominance, of complete sexual conquest represented in this tableau have my cock harder than it's ever been.

I increase my pace, thrusting more forcefully into Angelina's mouth, watching her throat bulge with each entry. Her fingers dig into my thighs, urging me on, even as she struggles to breathe around my shaft and continue licking Isabella simultaneously. The wet, gagging sounds she makes only fuel my desire, her throat muscles contracting around my cockhead each time I hit the back.

"That's it," Isabella encourages, looking back over her shoulder to watch me fucking Angelina's mouth. "Use her throat. She loves it. Don't you, Angelina?"

The only response is a gurgling moan that vibrates through my shaft, drawing a hiss of pleasure from between my teeth. I grab Angelina's head with both hands now, holding her steady as I establish a punishing rhythm that has her throat bulging visibly with each thrust. The sensation is overwhelming—tight, wet heat that grips my cock differently than a pussy, the added visual stimulation of watching Isabella grind against her face, the knowledge that I own these women completely.

"Fuck," I grunt, feeling my balls tighten with approaching release. "Your throat feels so fucking good."

I withdraw from Angelina's throat with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting the head of my cock to her gasping, red-smeared lips. Her chest heaves as she gulps down air, eyes watering, makeup smeared—the perfect picture of a well-used throat. But I'm not done with these two yet. My gaze shifts to Isabella, still grinding against Angelina's face, her back arched in pleasure, her blonde hair cascading down her spine in waves that bounce with each roll of her hips.

"My turn," I announce, moving around the bed to position myself behind Isabella. My cock glistens with Angelina's saliva, hard as steel and ready to claim my next prize. I grab Isabella's hips, halting her grinding motions for a moment as I line myself up with her entrance.

"Yes," Isabella hisses, looking back over her shoulder at me with eyes glazed by lust. "Fuck me while I ride her face. I want to feel that championship cock inside me."

I don't need to be told twice. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt in Isabella's waiting pussy. She's soaking wet—whether from her own arousal or from Angelina's tongue, I can't tell and don't care. All that matters is the tight, wet heat that engulfs my shaft, drawing a groan from deep in my chest.

"Fuck, you're tight," I grunt, establishing an immediate, hard rhythm that has my balls slapping against her clit with each forward motion. "Still so tight for a MILF who's taken this cock so many times."

Isabella moans in response, her back arching further, her hands bracing against the mattress on either side of Angelina's body. The position allows her to push back against my thrusts while continuing to grind down on Angelina's eager mouth. The dual stimulation has her trembling already, her inner walls clenching around my shaft in rhythmic pulses that tell me she's close to the edge.

As her skilled pussy continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Isabella's irresistible body, as they find their way to the round, firm curves of her ass. I give it a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips. Our bodies move together in a passionate dance, fueled by our insatiable lust.

"Ah, Richard," Isabella gasps between moans, her voice sultry and seductive even in the throes of pleasure.

"Isabella, you're so fucking hot," I groan, my desire for her only growing stronger. Squeezing and kneading her ass, I feel like I'm losing control.

"Take me, Richard. Make me yours," she whispers, her voice dripping with lust.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. "Tell me how much you want it," I command. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against Angelina's stomach, sending electric shockwaves through Isabella's entire body.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers find their way to Angelina's hair, tugging gently as she whimpers. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. Angelina moans beneath us, her sounds muffled by Isabella's pussy grinding against her mouth. I slam into Isabella over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

But I'm not ready to limit myself to just one of them. Not when I have two gorgeous MILFs at my disposal.

"On your hands and knees," I command, withdrawing from Isabella's pussy. "Both of you. Side by side."

They respond immediately, scrambling to obey. Isabella dismounts from Angelina's face, allowing the latter to catch her breath and shift position. Within moments, they're both on all fours on the king-sized bed, their asses raised in perfect presentation, their heads turned to watch me over their shoulders. The sight is a testament to my complete dominance—two mature, beautiful women, positioned like offerings for my pleasure.

"Perfect," I murmur, moving behind them to admire the view. Their asses form a matched pair of pale globes, though Isabella's has a slightly more athletic tone from her tennis sessions, while Angelina's is softer, rounder. Both display the slight redness from my earlier handling, their pussies visibly wet and ready between their spread thighs.

I position myself behind Angelina first, grabbing a handful of her blonde hair as I guide my cock to her entrance. With one smooth thrust, I bury myself inside her, drawing a cry of pleasure from her lips. "That's it," I growl, establishing a hard, fast rhythm. "Take this cock like the slut you are."

After a dozen deep thrusts that have Angelina's body jerking forward with each impact, I withdraw and shift to Isabella, entering her with equal force. "Fuck!" she gasps, pushing back to meet my thrusts. "So big... so hard..."

I alternate between them, switching every few strokes, keeping them both on edge as I sample their bodies like the feast they are. The contrast between them is exquisite—Angelina's pussy slightly tighter, Isabella's wetter, both gripping my cock with hungry need that speaks to how thoroughly I've conquered them.

"Harder!" Angelina pants, her nails digging into the bedsheets. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Their own breathy moans fill the large suite, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the room, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

I decide to escalate, to push the boundaries further. Withdrawing from Isabella's pussy, I reposition slightly, the head of my cock now pressing against her tighter hole. She tenses momentarily, then relaxes, pushing back against me in silent permission.

"Yes," she hisses as I begin to penetrate her ass, the tight ring of muscle gradually yielding to my persistent pressure. "God, yes... take my ass too."

Inch by inch, I work my way inside her, feeling her body tremble as she adjusts to the invasion. Once fully seated, I pause briefly, then begin a series of shallow thrusts that gradually increase in depth and force. The tightness is incredible, her ass gripping my cock like a vise, drawing guttural groans from my throat.

After establishing a rhythm with Isabella, I withdraw and turn my attention to Angelina's ass. She's already reaching back, spreading herself open in eager anticipation. "My turn," she demands, wiggling her hips enticingly. "Fill my ass with that big cock."

I comply, pressing forward until I breach her tight hole. The sensation draws a cry from her lips, a mixture of pain and pleasure that only increases as I push deeper. Soon I'm fucking her ass with the same intensity I used on Isabella, my hands gripping her hips with bruising force.

I continue alternating between them, moving from pussy to ass and back again, treating their bodies as my personal playground. My hands deliver sharp, stinging smacks to their upturned asses, leaving red handprints that bloom like badges of ownership on their pale skin. I pull their hair, forcing their backs to arch at painful angles that allow me to penetrate even deeper.

"Whose are you?" I demand, delivering another hard slap to Isabella's ass as I pump into her pussy. "Tell me who owns you both!"

"Yours!" they cry in near-unison, their voices breaking with the force of their shared submission. "We're yours, Richard!"

The declaration of ownership, combined with the visual feast of these two sophisticated MILFs reduced to whimpering, eager playthings for my pleasure, sends a surge of pure dominance through me. This is power—real power. Not the championship trophy, not the accolades from coaches and scouts, but this: having women who should be far beyond my reach begging for my cock, submitting to my every whim.

"That's right," I growl, continuing to alternate between them, taking whatever hole I desire from whichever woman catches my fancy at that moment. "My trophies. My prizes. My fucktoys to use however I want."

Their only response is to push back harder against my thrusts, their bodies offering themselves up for my continued use, their moans and whimpers creating a soundtrack of complete surrender that drives me toward the edge of control.

The pressure builds at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with the unmistakable approach of release. I've been edging myself by switching between these two perfect MILFs, sampling their bodies like the finest buffet, but even my legendary stamina has its limits. Especially after the championship game, the celebrations, and now this extended session with Angelina and Isabella—my body demands release, demands to mark these two women as thoroughly mine as everything else I've conquered today.

"I'm close," I grunt, withdrawing from Angelina's ass, my cock glistening with lube and her essence. "On your backs. Now. Both of you."

They move with eager efficiency, flipping over and positioning themselves side by side in the center of the massive bed. Without being told, they scoot closer together until their shoulders touch, their faces turned toward each other—they know exactly what I want, what I need to complete this victory celebration.

"Faces together," I direct, stroking my cock as I kneel between their spread legs, positioning myself for the perfect angle. "I want to cover you both at once."

Isabella and Angelina press their cheeks together, creating a canvas of mature feminine beauty for me to decorate. Their lipstick is smeared, their eye makeup running slightly from the exertion of our activities, their blonde hair tangled and damp with sweat—the picture of thoroughly fucked MILFs awaiting the final act of their debasement.

"Open your mouths," I command, my hand a blur on my shaft as I approach the edge. "Stick out your tongues."

They comply instantly, mouths open, pink tongues extended and touching at the tips, creating a bridge between them. The sight is almost unbearably erotic—these two sophisticated women, normally so composed and proper in their country club settings, now eagerly awaiting my cum on their faces like the most dedicated pornstars.

"Fuck," I hiss, feeling the first pulses of my orgasm build. "Going to cover you both. Mark you as mine."

"Do it," Isabella urges, her blue eyes dark with lust as she maintains her position. "Cover us, champion. We've earned your cum."

"Please," Angelina adds, her hand reaching up to cup one of her breasts, pinching the nipple as she waits. "Give us everything you've got."

That's all the encouragement I need. With a guttural groan, I explode, the first thick rope of cum shooting across both their faces, landing in a stripe that connects Isabella's forehead to Angelina's cheek. The second burst hits their extended tongues directly, pooling on that obscene bridge they've created. I continue stroking, directing each subsequent pulse to ensure maximum coverage—across Angelina's nose and lips, then Isabella's chin and mouth, back and forth until both their faces are thoroughly painted with my seed.

The sight of them covered in my cum, victory-fueled and more copious than usual, sends aftershocks of pleasure through my body. White streaks glisten on their flushed skin, dripping slowly down their cheeks, catching in their eyelashes, pooling at the corners of their mouths. It's a masterpiece of dominance, the perfect visual representation of my complete conquest.

"Beautiful," I breathe, milking the final drops onto Isabella's waiting tongue. "You look perfect like this. Both of you marked by me."

The women turn to each other, and without prompting, begin to kiss deeply, sharing the cum between their mouths. Their tongues visibly tangle, trading my seed back and forth in an erotic display that has my spent cock twitching with renewed interest. Isabella's hand comes up to cup Angelina's cheek, smearing my cum further into her skin as she deepens the kiss.

I sit back on my heels, admiring the tableau before me—my rival's mother and my married conquest making out passionately, their faces covered in my cum, their bodies bearing the red marks of my ownership. This moment, even more than the trophy presentation or the scout's congratulations, feels like the true culmination of my victory.

The women break their kiss, a thin strand of saliva and cum connecting their lips briefly before breaking. They turn to me with identical expressions of satisfied depravity, their eyes heavy-lidded, their smiles lazy and content.

"That was..." Angelina begins, her voice hoarse from all the moaning.

"Incredible," Isabella finishes, her finger collecting a drop of cum from her cheek and bringing it to her mouth to suck clean.

I'm about to suggest we move to the shower for round two when a sharp, insistent knocking on the suite door shatters our post-orgasmic bubble.

"Richard? Angelina? You in there?" Jack's voice calls through the door, the sound of a key card sliding into the lock following immediately. "I brought champagne to celebrate!"

"Shit!" I hiss, scrambling off the bed. "It's your husband!"

Panic flashes across Angelina's cum-covered face. "Fuck! The master key!"

For a moment, we're frozen in tableau—two cum-drenched blonde MILFs and a naked teenager caught in the worst possible scenario. Then survival instinct kicks in. I grab the comforter, yanking it up and over us as Isabella and Angelina frantically wipe their faces with the sheet beneath us. We manage to arrange ourselves under the covers, still completely naked but at least appearing decent, mere seconds before the door swings open.

Jack Pitt strides into the suite, a bottle of expensive champagne in one hand, three glasses dangling from the fingers of the other. He's a study in contradictions—fifty years old but with the stooped posture of someone decades older, dressed in expensive clothing that somehow still looks rumpled and ill-fitting on his slight frame. His thick glasses magnify eyes that blink rapidly as they adjust to the dimmer lighting of the suite.

"There you all are!" he exclaims, seemingly oblivious to the tension in the room or the smell of sex that must surely permeate the air. "I've been looking everywhere! The team said you'd probably be up here."

I clear my throat, adopting my most innocent expression—difficult to maintain considering Isabella's hand is currently under the covers, resting on my thigh dangerously close to my still-sensitive cock. "Jack! Hey! We were just, uh, having a post-game discussion."

"Yes," Angelina chimes in, her voice remarkably steady considering her face was covered in cum less than a minute ago. "Isabella was giving us some insights from a rival perspective. Very educational."

Jack laughs, setting the glasses down on the nearby desk and beginning to work on the champagne cork. "Discussing the game in bed? You athletes and your comfort priorities! Well, no matter. We need to toast our champion!"

He seems completely unaware of the absurdity of the scene—his wife in bed with his friend's wife and the teenage quarterback, all suspiciously under the covers. His obliviousness would be comical if it weren't such a relief.

"Haha, having a team slumber party in here! Well done," he continues, the champagne cork popping with a loud sound that makes us all flinch for different reasons. "Isabella, I didn't expect to see you celebrating with our side after Joseph's, well, difficult day, but it's very sporting of you."

Isabella's smile is tight but convincing. "I can appreciate exceptional talent when I see it, regardless of team loyalties."

Jack pours three glasses of champagne, then looks around the room as if only now realizing there are no additional seating options besides the bed. "Mind if I join you for a quick toast?"

"Actually," I interject before he can approach, "we're pretty tired from all the... discussion. Maybe we could rain check the champagne? Early flight tomorrow for Isabella, and Angelina and I have that breakfast with the scouts."

"Oh! Of course, of course," Jack nods, setting down the bottle. "I'll leave this here for you. Isabella, please give my best to Joseph. Such a shame about the game, but that's sports for you! One winner, one loser."

If he only knew how completely his words applied to more than just the football game—how thoroughly Joseph has lost everything that matters, including his mother's loyalty. The irony almost makes me laugh out loud.

Jack backs toward the door, still smiling vacantly. "Angelina, don't be too late coming back to our suite. You know how I need my white noise machine to sleep, and I can never find the right setting without you."

"I won't be long, Jack," she promises, her hand visibly clenching in the comforter to contain her reaction to his pathetic dependency.

The door closes behind him, and for a moment, none of us move or speak. Then, like a dam breaking, we all exhale at once, tension dissolving into relieved laughter that borders on hysteria.

"Jesus Christ," Isabella gasps, throwing back the covers to reveal our still-naked bodies. "That was close."

"Not really," I reply with a cocky grin, gesturing toward the door Jack just exited through. "He wouldn't have seen anything even if we were still going at it. Man's blind as a bat without those glasses, and oblivious even with them."

Angelina rolls her eyes, but her smile betrays her amusement. "That's my husband you're talking about."

"That's your husband who just walked in on you in bed with two other people and didn't bat an eye," I counter, already reaching for her again, my cock stirring back to life. "Now, where were we before we were so rudely interrupted? I believe I was claiming my championship prizes."

The women exchange a glance that's equal parts exasperation and desire, then move toward me in perfect synchronization. The champagne Jack brought will stay on ice for now—we have better ways to celebrate my victory, and the night is still young. After all, I'm Richard Long, and I always get what I want.
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