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Chapter 1

My cock disappears inside of Angelina, her ass pressed against the window as I pound into her from behind. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length with every thrust. She matches my rhythm, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Angelina's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her nails dig into the glass, leaving steamy prints as evidence of our forbidden affair. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the bedroom, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony that echoes off the high ceilings of her mansion.

The championship victory still pulses through my veins, making me harder, more aggressive than usual. My hands grip her hips with bruising force, fingerprints already forming on her perfect skin as I slam into her repeatedly. From this height, anyone looking up at the sprawling mansion could see Angelina's tits pressed against the glass, her mouth open in silent screams of pleasure as an 18-year-old football star destroys her pussy from behind.

"This pussy belongs to me," I grunt, my voice a low growl against her ear. "Say it."

"Yes," she moans, her voice breathy and desperate. "It's yours, Richard. All yours."

I've been fucking this rich, blonde MILF for months behind her pathetic husband's back. Jack thinks I'm just her personal trainer, hired to keep his trophy wife in shape while he's busy with his corporate empire. He has no idea that while he's closing deals downtown, I'm upstairs closing my hands around his wife's throat while she begs for my teenage cock.

"Harder," Angelina pants, her nails digging into the window frame for support. "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. Angelina's own breathy moans fill the bedroom, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. Her blonde hair cascades down her back, sticking to her sweat-slicked skin as I yank it roughly, pulling her head back at an angle that forces a gasp from her lips.

"Look at you," I taunt, watching her reflection in the glass. "Forty years old and taking an eighteen-year-old's cock like your life depends on it. What would your country club friends say if they could see you now?"

Her pussy clenches tighter at my words, a fresh wave of arousal coating my shaft. This is what gets her off—the taboo, the danger, the power imbalance between us. The same woman who hosts charity galas and sits on museum boards is now pressing her tits against her bedroom window while her husband's star quarterback recruit pounds her from behind.

Angelina's hands grip both sides of the window frame, 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, Angelina," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hips 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.

Her massive tits bounce and press against the cold glass with each forward thrust, her nipples hardening from both arousal and the temperature difference. I reach around to grab one, squeezing roughly, feeling its weight and softness in my palm. For a woman her age, Angelina's body defies gravity—firm in all the right places, soft where it counts, maintained through expensive treatments and rigorous workouts that I supposedly supervise.

"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 the glass, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body as she whimpers.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers find their way to the glass, clawing at the smooth surface 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.

Three months ago, she was just another bored housewife watching me from the sidelines as I dominated the field. Now she's dominated by me in her own bedroom, her expensive lingerie scattered across the floor, her wedding ring glistening on the finger that's pressed against the window as she braces for another powerful thrust.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The window grinds against her tits, 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.

"I'm going to cum," she warns, her voice hitching as her body begins to tense. "Oh god, Richard, you're going to make me cum so hard."

"Do it," I growl, increasing the pressure of my fingers on her clit, circling faster, pushing her toward the edge. "Cum on my cock like the slut you are. Show me what I do to you."

Her entire body goes rigid, a strangled cry escaping her throat as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her pussy contracts violently around my shaft, trying to milk my own release, but I hold back, not yet ready to finish. I continue pounding into her through her orgasm, prolonging it, watching her face contort with pleasure in the reflection of the glass.

This is what I live for—the power, the control, the absolute submission of women who should be far beyond my reach. At eighteen, I've conquered more pussy than most men will in a lifetime, and Angelina Pitt—rich, sophisticated, married Angelina—is just another trophy on my shelf.

"That's it," I murmur as her orgasm subsides, her body going slack against the window. "But we're just getting started."

The rhythmic slapping of my hips against Angelina's ass is interrupted by the sharp buzz of my phone on the nightstand. I don't miss a beat, continuing to pound into her as I reach over to grab it. The screen lights up with "UNKNOWN CALLER," and I smirk, knowing most people would let it go to voicemail in my position. But I'm not most people. I slide my finger across the screen and bring the phone to my ear, never slowing the relentless pace of my cock driving into Angelina's tight pussy.

"Hello?" I answer, my voice impossibly calm and controlled despite the exertion. Angelina's eyes widen, her head turning to look back at me in shock. I place my free hand on the back of her head and roughly push her face back against the window, asserting my control.

"Mr. Long? This is Marcus Henley from the White House Office of Public Engagement," comes the crisp, professional voice. "Do I have a moment of your time?"

"Of course, sir," I reply, maintaining my composed tone while delivering a particularly deep thrust that makes Angelina bite her lip to stifle a moan. "What can I do for you?"

As Henley launches into formal pleasantries, I grip Angelina's hair tightly, pulling her head back at an uncomfortable angle.

"Be quiet," I whisper, covering the phone briefly. Then back to my call: "Yes, I'm still here, just had to adjust something."

My eyes roll back into my head when Angelina exhales a hot breath against the glass, causing shivers down my spine. I grip her hip tightly, my fingers wrapping around the curve with surprising strength as I stroke in and out, making my breath catch slightly in my throat. Her skillful pussy works its magic on me, clenching and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars, yet I maintain perfect composure on the phone.

"Does that feel good?" Angelina whispers, her voice barely audible.

"Hell, yes," I groan, then smoothly transition: "I mean, yes sir, winning the championship was an incredible honor. The team worked very hard."

"Trust me," I whisper to Angelina, my eyes locked onto her reflection in the window, "I'm just getting started."

As Henley drones on about American exceptionalism and the importance of celebrating young talent, I slow my pace slightly but increase the force of each thrust, driving deeper into Angelina with every forward motion. The desk beneath the window begins to knock against the wall, and I pull Angelina back from the glass slightly to avoid creating too much noise on the call.

"President Davis was particularly impressed with your performance in the final quarter," Henley explains, oblivious to my concurrent performance. "He would like to invite you to the White House for a special recognition ceremony next week. Your triumph embodies the American spirit of perseverance and excellence."

My cock twitches inside Angelina at the news. The fucking President of the United States wants to meet me. I maintain my steady rhythm, processing this development while Angelina's pussy continues to grip me tightly. My hands find their way to her perfect ass, spreading her cheeks to watch my shaft disappear inside her repeatedly.

"I'd be honored, Mr. Henley," I respond, my voice betraying none of the exertion or the pride swelling in my chest. "Please convey my gratitude to President Davis."

As Henley begins explaining the logistics of the visit, I increase my pace again, fucking Angelina with renewed vigor. The contrast between the formal conversation in my ear and the primal act I'm performing creates a heady power trip that makes my cock even harder inside her.

"Harder, baby!" Angelina pants, forgetting herself for a moment, her nails digging into the windowsill. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

I clamp my hand over her mouth, pressing her face against the cool glass as I thrust more forcefully. "Yes, that date works perfectly," I say into the phone, my voice steady despite the growing tension in my balls. "I'm writing it down right now."

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low breath that I disguise as contemplative consideration of the White House schedule. Angelina's muffled moans vibrate against my palm, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with Henley's detailed explanation of security protocols.

"Is there anything special I should prepare for the visit?" I ask Henley, maintaining the charade of normality while driving Angelina toward another orgasm.

Angelina's hands grip both sides of the window frame, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My free hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out against my palm, her walls gripping me tighter.

"You're so fucking hot," I whisper to her between Henley's sentences, my grip on her hip growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with Henley's measured speech patterns, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and power.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me!" Angelina mouths silently against my palm, and I'm powerless to resist.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency building in my core. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. I can feel my orgasm approaching rapidly, a tightening pressure at the base of my spine that threatens to explode at any moment.

"Yes, Mr. Henley, I accept the invitation," I confirm as my rhythm becomes more erratic, my control slipping as pleasure builds. "I look forward to meeting the President."

"Excellent, Mr. Long," Henley responds. "We'll send a formal—"

I don't hear the rest of his sentence as my orgasm crashes through me with unexpected force. My cock pulses inside Angelina, pumping thick ropes of cum deep into her married pussy. I bite my lip to maintain silence, my entire body rigid with pleasure as I empty myself completely inside her.

"—transportation details by email," Henley concludes, unaware that I've just marked Angelina as mine in the most primal way possible.

"Perfect," I manage to respond, my voice only slightly strained as the final pulses of my orgasm subside. "Thank you for the invitation. I'll see you next week."

I end the call and toss the phone onto the bed, still buried deep inside Angelina, my cum leaking around my shaft and dripping down her thighs.

"Did you just—" she begins, her voice trembling.

"Accept an invitation to the White House while filling your pussy with my cum?" I finish for her, giving her ass a hard slap that echoes through the bedroom. "Yes, I did."

I pull out slowly, watching with satisfaction as a thick stream of white follows, evidence of my complete ownership of her body. "And you're going to keep every drop inside you while you make me breakfast," I command, turning her around to face me. "Consider it your patriotic duty."


Chapter 2

I sit at the marble kitchen counter, watching Angelina's ass sway as she prepares my eggs. Her blonde hair is pulled into a messy bun, still disheveled from my rough handling upstairs. There's a slight wobble to her walk, a subtle limp that comes from being thoroughly fucked by someone half her age. My cum is still inside her—I made sure of that, ordering her not to clean up before coming downstairs. The thought of my seed leaking into her designer panties while she cooks makes my cock twitch with renewed interest, despite having emptied myself completely just twenty minutes ago.

"How do you want your toast?" she asks, her voice still slightly hoarse from screaming my name.

"Dark, like how I just left your pussy," I reply with a smirk, enjoying the flush that immediately colors her cheeks.

She's dressed in yoga pants and a loose tank top—the perfect "just finished working out" outfit to maintain our cover. I'm in athletic shorts and a fitted t-shirt that shows off my championship physique. To anyone walking in, we look exactly like what Jack believes us to be: dedicated trainer and committed client, fresh from an intense morning session. Only the faint scent of sex lingering in the air tells the real story.

The sound of the front door opening sends Angelina into immediate domestic mode, her posture straightening as she flips the eggs with newfound focus. I lean back on the stool, assuming the casual posture of a professional doing his job, nothing more.

"Honey? You home?" Jack's voice calls from the foyer, followed by the thump of his briefcase hitting the console table.

"In the kitchen!" Angelina responds, her voice perfectly modulated now—no trace of the woman who was begging for my cock against the bedroom window just thirty minutes ago.

Jack appears in the doorway, his meek physique a laughable contrast to my athletic frame. At fifty, he's already developing the soft paunch of middle age, his thinning hair and wire-rimmed glasses completing the image of corporate mediocrity. He smiles at the sight of us, completely oblivious to the fact that I've marked his wife as mine in every room of his multi-million dollar home.

"Richard! Good to see you, son. How was the workout?" he asks, clapping me on the shoulder like we're old friends.

"Intense," I answer truthfully. "Really made her sweat."

Angelina nearly chokes on air, turning the sound into an unconvincing cough as she slides a plate of perfectly cooked eggs in front of me. Jack nods approvingly, looking at his wife's body with the satisfied expression of a man admiring the results of someone else's work.

"Well, it's paying off. You look fantastic, honey," he tells her, kissing her cheek chastely. I fight back a laugh, knowing that just upstairs I had my tongue halfway down her throat while my cock was buried inside her.

"Richard's program is very... thorough," Angelina responds, meeting my eyes briefly over her husband's shoulder.

As Jack pours himself coffee, completely unaware of the undercurrent between us, I allow myself to savor the moment. There's something intoxicating about sitting here in this man's kitchen, eating food his wife prepared after I fucked her senseless, while he smiles and treats me like the helpful young man keeping his trophy wife in shape. The power of it—the complete dominance over both of them—is better than any post-victory high.

"Oh, I almost forgot to mention," I say casually, cutting into my eggs. "I got an interesting phone call this morning."

"Oh?" Jack turns, mug in hand, his expression politely curious.

"The White House called. President Davis wants to honor me for the championship win next week. Official ceremony, the works."

Jack's coffee mug freezes halfway to his lips, his eyes widening behind his glasses. The news has the exact effect I anticipated—immediate awe, followed by calculation of how this might benefit him personally. Angelina, to her credit, feigns surprise perfectly, gasping as if this is the first she's heard of it.

"The White House? The President?" Jack sets his mug down with a thunk. "Richard, that's incredible! Absolutely incredible!"

His enthusiasm is almost comical, his thin frame practically vibrating with excitement as he paces the kitchen. I can see the wheels turning behind his eyes, the connections and opportunities he's mentally mapping out.

"You'll need representation, of course," he says, stopping abruptly. "Someone to handle the media inquiries, the endorsement opportunities that will come from this. As your personal manager—"

"Manager?" I interrupt, raising an eyebrow.

"Well, yes!" Jack's voice rises with excitement. "I've been managing Angelina's career for years, and with my business connections, I could open doors for you that would otherwise remain closed." He leans forward, lowering his voice conspiratorially. "These opportunities need to be leveraged correctly, Richard. Struck while the iron is hot."

I pretend to consider his offer, taking a deliberate bite of toast while he waits expectantly. Inside, I'm laughing at the absurdity—this man wants to "manage" me, completely unaware that I'm managing to fuck his wife every chance I get.

"I suppose having someone with experience wouldn't hurt," I finally concede, watching his face light up with undisguised glee.

"Excellent! I'll clear my schedule immediately. And Angelina should come too, of course," Jack adds, turning to his wife. "It would be good publicity for your wellness initiative, darling. The three of us at the White House—think of the photo opportunities!"

Angelina nods, a small smile playing at the corners of her lips. "I wouldn't miss it," she says, her eyes meeting mine with a look that promises more hotel room encounters.

"That settles it then," I say, finishing my eggs and standing up. "The three of us will go to the White House." I extend my hand to Jack, who shakes it enthusiastically, completely oblivious to the fact that these same fingers were buried inside his wife less than an hour ago.

"This is the beginning of something big, Richard," Jack declares, his face flushed with anticipation. "Very big indeed."

"Oh, I'm counting on it," I reply, throwing a wink at Angelina when Jack turns away. She blushes deeply, knowing exactly what kind of "big" things await her in Washington.


Chapter 3

The White House East Room gleams with old money and power, all polished wood and historical artifacts that are meant to impress visitors with the weight of American legacy. I stand with perfect posture, shaking hands and smiling for photos, playing the role of humble athletic champion while inwardly dismissing the pageantry. Jack hovers at my shoulder like an anxious terrier, interjecting himself into conversations and handing out business cards to anyone who looks remotely influential. Angelina maintains her socialite poise, though I catch her stealing glances at me when Jack isn't looking, the memory of our morning fuck still evident in the slight flush that colors her cheeks whenever our eyes meet.

A hush falls over the room as President Davis makes his entrance, flanked by Secret Service agents. At seventy, he's older than he appears on television, his dyed hair and makeup not quite concealing the age spots and jowls that the cameras forgive. He carries himself with the practiced swagger of a man who was born into wealth and has never questioned his right to power. His eyes, small and calculating, sweep the room before landing on me.

"Ah, the young champion arrives!" he announces, voice booming for the benefit of the press. He approaches with his hand extended, his smile not quite reaching his eyes. "Richard Long. The sensation of amateur athletics."

"Mr. President," I respond, matching his grip with precision—firm enough to command respect but not so aggressive as to seem challenging. "Thank you for the invitation. It's an honor."

"You've got quite the arm on you, son," he says, maintaining the handshake longer than necessary, as if testing me. "Quite the... physical gifts. Almost primitive, the way you dominated that final quarter. Like watching a thoroughbred among ponies."

I recognize the backhanded compliment for what it is—the casual racism and classism of old money dismissing natural talent as something animalistic rather than the result of discipline and intelligence. I've heard variations of this my entire life from men like Davis, who view athletics as the appropriate channel for young men from my background.

"Thank you, sir. Though I'd attribute it more to preparation and strategy than raw physicality," I counter smoothly, watching his eyes narrow slightly at my articulate response.

Behind Davis, two women enter the room, and the air shifts perceptibly. The First Lady, Elizabeth, glides in like a vision from another era—elegant, composed, with a regal bearing that makes her husband look coarse by comparison. At forty-two, she's a stunning contradiction to the man she married—her red hair perfectly styled, her figure showcased in a tasteful but form-fitting navy dress that hints at curves maintained through disciplined exercise rather than surgery.

My eyes immediately register what others might miss—the slight tightness around her smile, the practiced way she holds herself at a careful distance from her husband. This is a woman trapped in a loveless marriage, going through the motions with perfect precision while something hungry and unfulfilled lurks behind her eyes. When those eyes land on me, I see a flash of something primal and immediate—interest, assessment, desire—before her social mask reasserts itself.

"Mrs. Davis," I say, taking her offered hand. Instead of shaking it, I bring it to my lips in a gesture that walks the line between appropriate and suggestive. "A pleasure."

"The pleasure is mine, Mr. Long," she responds, her voice low and controlled, but I catch the slight quickening of her pulse at her wrist under my fingers. "Your performance in the championship was remarkable."

"I have many remarkable performances in me," I reply, holding her gaze a beat longer than socially acceptable.

The moment is interrupted by the arrival of a younger woman who practically bounces into our circle. Tiffany Davis, the President's daughter and notorious party girl, makes no attempt to hide her immediate interest in me. At twenty-one, she's all blonde exuberance and barely contained sexuality, her dress shorter and tighter than White House protocol would typically allow, her makeup designed to draw attention to full lips and eyes that assess me like I'm the main course at a buffet she can't wait to sample.

"So you're the football star everyone's talking about," she says, extending her hand but standing close enough that her perfume—expensive but slightly too strong—envelops me. "I watched your game. That last-minute throw? Insanely hot."

"Tiffany," President Davis says sharply, his displeasure at her forwardness evident. "Mr. Long is here to be honored for his athletic achievements, not his... aesthetic appeal."

"Can't it be both?" Tiffany challenges with a laugh, still holding my hand, her thumb making a subtle caress across my palm that her father can't see.

I maintain my composed expression, though internally I'm mapping the dynamics of this dysfunctional family with precision. Davis, the controlling patriarch who views me as a useful primitive. Elizabeth, the elegant prisoner who sees in me perhaps an escape, even if temporary. And Tiffany, the rebellious daughter using her sexuality as a weapon against her father's authority.

"Richard comes from quite humble beginnings," President Davis continues, steering the conversation back to safer ground. "It's remarkable what natural aptitude can accomplish, even without the advantages of proper breeding and education."

"I believe determination often counts more than circumstances of birth," I respond, my voice remaining respectful while my eyes convey that I see through his thinly veiled condescension. "America is built on that principle, isn't it, Mr. President?"

A flash of irritation crosses his features before his political mask reasserts itself. "Indeed, indeed. A true American success story. We'll be recognizing your... unique contributions tomorrow at the formal ceremony."

Elizabeth's eyes meet mine again, a glimmer of appreciation for my subtle pushback evident in their depths. Tiffany, less subtle, leans in slightly and whispers, "There's a party in the residence later. Private. You should come."

"Tiffany," Elizabeth interjects with practiced smoothness, "perhaps you could show Mr. Long the portrait gallery while your father speaks with his manager?" Her tone is perfectly proper, but there's an undercurrent of awareness in the glance she throws her stepdaughter—she knows exactly what Tiffany is doing.

"I'd be delighted to see more of the White House," I say, nodding respectfully to the President before turning my attention to his wife. "Though I hope I'll have the pleasure of more conversation with you later, Mrs. Davis."

"Elizabeth," she corrects me softly. "And I'm certain our paths will cross again, Mr. Long. The White House can feel quite... intimate once the formal events conclude."

As Jack eagerly steps forward to discuss "business opportunities" with a clearly disinterested President Davis, I follow Tiffany toward the hallway, feeling Elizabeth's eyes tracking my departure. Both women want me—that much is obvious. And as I've proven time and again, what I want, I take.

This White House visit just got considerably more interesting.


Chapter 4

I stalk through the darkened corridors of the White House long after the official functions have ended, my footsteps silent on the plush carpeting. The guest quarters they've assigned me are comfortable but boring, and I have no intention of spending the entire night alone when there are so many opportunities within these historic walls. A sliver of light catches my attention—the massive library door left slightly ajar, a warm glow spilling into the hallway. I push it open wider to find Angelina standing alone, running her fingers over leather-bound first editions, her silk nightgown barely visible beneath a matching robe. She turns at the sound of the door closing behind me, her eyes widening briefly before darkening with immediate understanding of why I've sought her out.

"Richard," she whispers, glancing nervously toward the door. "We can't. Not here."

I don't bother responding to her token protest. Instead, I close the distance between us in three long strides, my hands immediately finding her waist and spinning her around to face one of the enormous antique desks that dominates the center of the room. This piece of furniture has probably witnessed hundreds of years of American history, presidential decisions that shaped nations, documents that changed the world. Now it's going to witness me claiming this married MILF while her husband sleeps two floors above us.

"We shouldn't," she murmurs, even as her body betrays her, leaning forward over the polished mahogany surface without resistance.

"But we are," I state simply, pushing her nightgown up around her waist to reveal she's wearing nothing underneath. "You knew I'd come looking for you. That's why you're not wearing panties."

Her silence is confirmation enough. I run my hand over the curve of her exposed ass, feeling goosebumps rise on her skin at my touch. The library is magnificent—two stories of bookshelves reaching toward an ornate ceiling, priceless artifacts in glass cases, portraits of stern-faced historical figures staring down at us from gilded frames. The perfect setting for desecration.

With one hand planted firmly between her shoulder blades to keep her pressed against the desk, I use the other to free my already hard cock from my pajama bottoms. The head brushes against her entrance, finding her already slick with anticipation despite her verbal hesitation.

"Defiling the President's house with your married cunt," I whisper, yanking her hair back sharply so I can speak directly into her ear. "What would all those important men in the portraits think of you now, bent over like a whore in this sacred space of American history?"

A whimper escapes her lips, her pussy clenching around nothing at my words. The taboo of our location clearly excites her as much as it does me. Without further warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt inside her in one powerful motion that slides the heavy desk forward an inch on the carpet.

"Oh god," she gasps, the sound echoing in the cavernous room. "Richard—"

I clap my hand over her mouth, muffling her cries as I establish a brutal rhythm, my hips slamming against her ass with enough force to rattle the desk with each thrust. My cock disappears inside of her repeatedly, her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm despite her precarious position, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Angelina's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her muffled moans vibrate against my palm, urging me on. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the library, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony among the silent books.

"Harder, baby!" she pants when I finally remove my hand from her mouth, her nails digging into the priceless wood. "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. Angelina's own breathy moans fill the grand library, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. The portrait of some stern former president stares down at us from above the fireplace, his painted eyes seeming to follow our obscene display with frozen disapproval.

Angelina's hands grip both sides of the desk, 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, Angelina," 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.

"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 pull her head back further by her hair, arching her spine at an almost painful angle, asserting complete dominance over her body.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command. I grab her lush, round ass with my free hand, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her breasts drag across the polished surface of the desk, her nipples hardening from the friction.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her voice is desperate, pleading, the refined socialite completely gone, replaced by a woman consumed by raw need. 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. The desk grinds against the historic carpet, 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.

Suddenly, her entire body goes rigid beneath me, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with incredible pressure as she's overtaken by a powerful orgasm. She bites down on her own forearm to muffle her scream, her body convulsing with waves of pleasure that seem to go on and on as I maintain my relentless pace, fucking her through every spasm.

"That's it," I growl, watching her come apart beneath me. "Cum all over this historic desk while I fuck you."

Her orgasm seems to trigger a second one immediately, her body unable to process the overload of sensation as she trembles violently, tears of pleasure leaking from the corners of her eyes. I maintain my grip on her hair, keeping her pinned in place as I continue to pound into her oversensitive pussy, extending her pleasure to the point of near-pain.

There's something supremely satisfying about watching this wealthy, sophisticated woman completely lose control in this symbol of American power. It's not just Angelina I'm conquering, but everything she represents—the elite social circle that would normally be closed to someone like me, the rules and boundaries that are supposed to keep people in their assigned places. With every thrust into her married pussy, I'm defying the social order, asserting my dominance in the very heart of the establishment.

As her orgasm finally subsides, leaving her limp and gasping against the desk, I slow my pace but don't stop. I'm not nearly finished with her yet, and the night is still young. There are many more rooms in this historic house that I intend to defile before dawn.

The door to the library creaks slightly, the sound almost imperceptible beneath Angelina's labored breathing as she recovers from her intense orgasm. But my senses, heightened by adrenaline and arousal, catch it immediately. I don't turn my head, don't give any outward indication that I've noticed, but through my peripheral vision, I see a flash of copper-red hair and the pale oval of a face in the shadows of the doorway. Elizabeth stands frozen, her breath catching in her throat as she takes in the scene before her—the young athlete still fully embedded in the quivering socialite bent over a priceless historical artifact. Her eyes widen, but she makes no move to leave or announce herself. Instead, she retreats slightly deeper into shadow, becoming a silent, captive audience to our debauchery.

A surge of fresh excitement courses through me, my cock somehow growing even harder inside Angelina's spent pussy. The First Lady of the United States is watching me fuck another man's wife in her own house—could there be any greater conquest? Any more definitive proof of my absolute dominance? I make a split-second decision to give her a show she'll never forget, a performance that will haunt her dreams and leave her aching with need for me.

"I want to see that pretty mouth at work," I announce to Angelina, loud enough for our hidden observer to hear. With deliberate roughness, I withdraw my cock from her pussy and spin her around to face me. "On your knees."

Angelina complies immediately, dropping to the carpet between me and the door where Elizabeth lurks—the perfect position to give the First Lady an unobstructed view of what's about to happen. My cock stands proud before Angelina's face, glistening with her juices, the veins standing out prominently along the thick shaft. Angelina licks her lips in anticipation, her gaze fixed on my erection with hungry reverence.

"Open wide," I command, gripping the base of my shaft with one hand while the other tangles in her blonde hair, positioning her head exactly where I want it.

Without hesitation, she parts her lips, her tongue extending slightly in eager welcome. But instead of allowing her to set the pace, I thrust forward forcefully, pushing my cock past her lips and immediately to the back of her throat in one brutal movement. Her eyes widen in surprise, watering slightly as she gags around my intrusion, but I give her no time to adjust or retreat.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. I grip her head tightly, my fingers wrapping around her skull with surprising strength as I stroke in and out of her mouth, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's skillful throat works its magic on me, constricting and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" I ask loudly, directing the question seemingly to Angelina but my eyes deliberately shifting to the shadowed doorway where I can now clearly see Elizabeth's outline. She's moved slightly forward, unable to resist the magnetic pull of the scene before her.

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

I maintain eye contact with the darkness where Elizabeth stands, making sure she knows that I'm aware of her presence, that this display is partly for her benefit. I see her shift slightly, the subtle movement of her hand perhaps dropping to her side, or perhaps slipping beneath the silk of her nightgown. The thought of the First Lady touching herself while watching me face-fuck Angelina is almost enough to make me cum right then.

"Trust me," I mouth silently in Elizabeth's direction, "I'm just getting started."

As Angelina's skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images of having both these sophisticated women at once. My hands can't help but explore Angelina's body, as they find their way to her hair, gripping it tightly at the roots. I give it a vicious tug, feeling her moan around my shaft in response. The vibration sends pleasure shooting up my spine, drawing a grunt from deep in my chest that echoes through the library.

"Fuck," I growl, loud enough for Elizabeth to hear clearly. "Take it deeper."

I thrust harder, faster, watching Angelina's mascara begin to run as tears form in her eyes from the rough treatment. Her hands grab at my thighs, not to push me away but to steady herself as I use her mouth with increasing vigor. The wet, obscene sounds of her gagging and slurping fill the room, creating an erotic soundtrack that seems to draw Elizabeth a half-step further into the light.

Now I can see her fully—the First Lady in a pale blue silk nightgown that clings to curves more impressive than I had guessed at under her formal wear earlier. Her red hair falls loose around her shoulders, her chest rising and falling rapidly with her quickened breathing. Her lips are parted slightly, her eyes wide and dark with undeniable arousal as she watches me dominate Angelina's throat. Her right hand is indeed beneath her nightgown, moving in small, rhythmic circles that leave no doubt about what she's doing to herself.

The sight of Elizabeth pleasuring herself while watching our forbidden act sends a fresh surge of arousal through me. I grab Angelina's head with both hands now, holding her still as I pump my hips with increasing speed, fucking her face with abandon. Spit runs down her chin, pooling on her nightgown and the expensive carpet beneath her knees. Her makeup is completely ruined, her carefully cultivated socialite image destroyed as I reduce her to nothing more than a receptacle for my pleasure.

"Harder! Faster!" I command myself, matching actions to words as I drive my cock relentlessly into Angelina's willing throat. Each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her chin.

I'm getting close now, the tightening in my balls signaling my approaching orgasm. I could finish down Angelina's throat, but that would deprive Elizabeth of the visual climax I want to give her—the final, irrefutable proof of my conquest.

"I'm going to cum on your face," I announce, my voice thick with lust. "And you're going to thank me for it."

I pull out suddenly, leaving Angelina gasping for air, her lips swollen and slick with saliva. My hand replaces her mouth, stroking rapidly up and down my shaft as I aim directly at her upturned face. With a final grunt of pleasure, I explode, the first thick rope of cum landing across her right cheek and into her hair. The second paints a white stripe across her parted lips and chin, some landing on her extended tongue. I continue stroking, directing each subsequent burst to ensure maximum coverage—across her nose, her forehead, her left cheek—until her once-beautiful face is thoroughly decorated with my seed.

Through it all, I maintain unbroken eye contact with Elizabeth, letting her see my pleasure, my power, my complete dominance over another woman of her social standing. The message is clear: this could be you next. The flush that spreads across her chest and neck tells me the message is received and welcomed.

"Thank you," Angelina whispers obediently, cum dripping from her chin onto her expensive nightgown.

A small, barely audible gasp escapes Elizabeth's lips as she witnesses this final act of submission. Her hand moves faster beneath her nightgown, her breathing becoming more erratic. For a moment, I think she might orgasm right there in the doorway. But some last vestige of self-preservation kicks in, and she slips away into the darkness of the hallway, her footsteps hurried but silent on the thick carpet.

I look down at Angelina, cum-covered and kneeling at my feet, completely unaware that we've had an audience to our defilement of the presidential library. I tuck myself back into my pajama bottoms, already planning my next conquest in this historic house.

"Clean yourself up and get back to your room," I instruct Angelina, running a possessive hand through her messed hair. "Your husband might wake up and wonder where his wife has gone."

As she scrambles to comply, I turn my thoughts to Elizabeth, picturing her hurrying back to her bedroom, her pussy throbbing with a need that her ancient husband hasn't satisfied in years. She'll be lying awake, reliving what she witnessed, her fingers working desperately between her legs as she imagines herself in Angelina's place.

And before this White House visit is over, I'll make sure that imagination becomes reality.


Chapter 5

I stroll through the historic halls of the White House the morning after my library conquest, my fingers trailing along the ornate wallpaper as I savor the memory of Angelina bent over that priceless desk. The taste of victory lingers sweeter than the coffee from breakfast, knowing I've already claimed one powerful woman within these hallowed walls. My cock stirs at the thought of our hidden audience—the First Lady herself, watching from the shadows as I defiled a socialite in her husband's domain. I wonder if she'll avoid me today, pretend nothing happened, or if the hunger I glimpsed in her eyes will drive her to seek me out.

The answer comes sooner than expected. I'm exploring a lesser-used corridor lined with portraits of stern-faced cabinet members from some forgotten administration when I feel rather than hear someone behind me. A subtle shift in the air, the faint scent of expensive perfume—clean, floral, but with an undercurrent of something darker. I turn slowly, already knowing who I'll find.

Elizabeth stands at the junction of two hallways, her copper-red hair swept into an elegant chignon that emphasizes the graceful length of her neck. Her navy blue dress hugs curves that remained hidden under yesterday's more formal attire, the neckline dipping just low enough to hint at the swell of her breasts. Her eyes meet mine without embarrassment or shame—instead, there's a directness there that surprises me, a hunger that makes no attempt to hide itself.

"Mr. Long," she says, her voice low and controlled but with an unmistakable tremor beneath the surface. "I believe we have something to discuss."

I raise an eyebrow, playing innocent. "Mrs. Davis. What might that be?"

She glances in both directions, confirming we're alone, then takes a step closer. "I saw you," she purrs, the two words carrying the weight of confession and invitation all at once. "Last night. In the library with Mrs. Pitt."

I don't bother denying it. Instead, I close the distance between us, invading her personal space with deliberate intent. She doesn't back away.

"And did you enjoy the show, First Lady?" I ask, my voice dropping to match her hushed tone.

A flush spreads across her chest, crawling up her neck to stain her cheeks. "There's a private study through here," she whispers, ignoring my question but answering it all the same. Her hand finds my wrist, her grip surprisingly firm as she tugs me toward an unmarked door I would have walked past without noticing.

The study is small but elegant—leather-bound books lining mahogany shelves, a Tiffany lamp casting warm light across an antique writing desk. Elizabeth closes the door behind us, the decisive click of the lock engaging sending a clear message about her intentions.

"We don't have much time," she says, but there's no rush in her movements as she approaches me. Unlike Angelina's frantic need or Tiffany's youthful impatience, Elizabeth moves with the measured grace of a woman who knows exactly what she wants and sees no reason to hurry the experience.

She sinks to her knees before me with regal poise, maintaining eye contact as she settles onto the Persian carpet. Her hands rest lightly on my thighs, thumbs tracing small circles that gradually move higher.

"I've been thinking about this since last night," she admits, her voice barely above a whisper. "Watching you with her... I haven't been able to think of anything else."

My cock is already hardening against my pants, the outline visible as Elizabeth's gaze drops to admire it. Unlike Angelina's desperate pawing or Tiffany's grabby enthusiasm, Elizabeth's approach is almost reverential. She undoes my belt with deliberate slowness, each clink of metal and whisper of leather a prelude to the main event. The button on my pants follows, then the zipper, the sound seeming impossibly loud in the quiet study.

When she finally frees my cock, a small gasp escapes her lips—genuine appreciation rather than theatrical performance. "My God," she breathes, one hand wrapping around the base with surprising strength, the other cupping my balls with gentle curiosity.

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. Elizabeth'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 mouth descends on me with exquisite patience, first just the head disappearing between her lips as she gauges my size, then gradually taking more with each downward movement. Unlike Angelina's performance-oriented technique, Elizabeth approaches my cock like a connoisseur sampling a rare vintage—savoring, appreciating, deriving as much pleasure from giving as receiving.

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 Elizabeth's body, as they find their way to her perfect copper 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.

Her pace is maddeningly slow—deliberate swirls of her tongue around the head, the perfect pressure as she hollows her cheeks on the upstroke, the tantalizing hint of teeth that never quite bites down. It's the blowjob of a woman who's spent decades perfecting her technique, who knows men's bodies better than they know themselves.

But I didn't get where I am by ceding control, even to the First Lady of the United States. I grab a fistful of her perfectly styled hair, tightening my grip until I see the flash of surprise in her eyes.

"Enough teasing," I growl, using my hold on her hair to guide her movements. "I want to fuck that pretty presidential mouth."

Her eyes widen, but I feel her pussy clench through the fabric of her dress where it presses against my leg—the idea excites her as much as it does me. I begin thrusting into her mouth, setting a pace far more aggressive than her languorous exploration. Her hands grip my thighs for stability as I take control, forcing her to accommodate my length and girth on my terms rather than hers.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her lips stretch around my shaft, her expertly applied lipstick beginning to smudge. "Take it deeper."

She gags slightly as I hit the back of her throat, but rather than backing off, she forces herself to relax, to open wider for me. Tears spring to her eyes from the effort, mascara threatening to run, the perfectly composed First Lady coming undone one thrust at a time.

I fuck her mouth with increasing intensity, my free hand gripping her jaw to feel my cock sliding in and out. Her throat constricts around me when I push particularly deep, the involuntary spasm sending waves of pleasure up my spine. Saliva builds at the corners of her mouth, eventually spilling down her chin in thin rivulets that threaten the neckline of her expensive dress.

"You like being used like this, don't you?" I demand, my voice harsh with arousal. "The First Lady on her knees, choking on cock while her husband hosts diplomats downstairs."

A muffled moan is her only response, her eyes rolling back slightly as I thrust particularly deep. I hold her there for a moment, feeling her throat convulse around my head, watching the panic and pleasure war in her expression before I allow her to pull back for air.

"Answer me," I command as she gasps for breath, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my cock.

"Yes," she admits, her composure completely shattered, voice raspy from the rough treatment. "I love it. Please, don't stop."

I reward her honesty by plunging back into her waiting mouth, establishing a brutal rhythm that has her gagging repeatedly, each choked sound fueling my arousal. I can feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, pressure mounting with each thrust into her willing throat.

"Going to cum," I warn her, gripping her hair tighter to ensure she can't pull away. "And you're going to swallow every fucking drop."

Her eyes meet mine, watering but defiant, accepting the challenge. I thrust deep one final time, holding her head firmly against my pelvis as the first pulse of cum shoots directly down her throat. She swallows reflexively around me, the rippling sensation prolonging my release as rope after rope fills her mouth. When I finally loosen my grip, allowing her to pull back slightly, some of my seed spills from the corners of her lips, stark white against her flushed skin.

Elizabeth swallows one last time, then daintily wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, somehow managing to look elegant even in complete debauchery. She looks up at me with newfound respect and lingering desire, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she catches her breath.

"The President has meetings until noon," she informs me, her voice husky from the throat-fucking I've just given her. "My private quarters are on the third floor, east wing. The agents change shifts at eleven forty-five, leaving a three-minute window when the hallway is unmonitored."

I tuck myself away, already planning how I'll claim the rest of her. "I'll be there," I promise, reaching down to help her to her feet. "And Elizabeth? Wear something easy to remove. I won't waste time with complicated buttons."

A shiver runs through her at my command, her pupils dilating with renewed desire. "Yes, Richard," she whispers, the First Lady of the United States submitting completely to a teenage quarterback's demands.

***

I slip through the east wing corridor at exactly eleven forty-five, counting down the seconds in my head as I navigate the labyrinth of the White House's residential section. True to Elizabeth's intelligence, the Secret Service agents are nowhere to be seen during this brief window—a scheduling gap that the First Lady has clearly noted and exploited before. Her door is unlocked as promised, and I enter without knocking, already hard at the thought of claiming the most powerful woman in America on a replica of the very desk where her husband signs legislation and meets world leaders.

Elizabeth stands by the window, backlit by morning sunlight that sets her copper hair aflame. She's changed from her formal dress into a simple silk wrap that clings to her curves, secured by a single tie at her waist—easy access, just as I commanded. The private sitting room adjoining her bedroom is decorated in subdued elegance, historical paintings and antiques creating an atmosphere of refined power. But what catches my attention immediately is the desk dominating the center of the room—a perfect smaller-scale replica of the Resolute Desk, the symbol of presidential authority now positioned for my personal conquest.

"You came," she says, a slight tremor in her voice betraying her excitement.

"Not yet," I reply with a smirk, closing the distance between us in three purposeful strides. "But I will. Multiple times."

Without preamble, I grab her by the shoulders and spin her around, bending her over the desk with enough force to make her gasp. My hand tangles in her hair, pushing her face against the polished wood surface while my other hand yanks at the silk tie of her wrap. The garment falls open, revealing she's completely naked underneath—no lingerie, no barriers between my hands and her flesh.

"Such an obedient First Lady," I mock, running my palm over the curve of her ass, feeling her shiver at my touch. "I bet your husband has no idea what a whore you really are."

Her body tenses at the degradation, but I feel the unmistakable rush of wetness between her thighs when my fingers probe her pussy. She's already soaked, her arousal coating my fingers as I slide them through her folds, teasing but not penetrating.

"Please," she whispers, the word barely audible against the desktop.

"Please what?" I demand, delivering a sharp smack to her ass that leaves a perfect red handprint on her pale skin. "Be specific, Elizabeth. What do you want the big, strong quarterback to do to you?"

"Fuck me," she moans, pushing her ass back against my hand. "I need your cock inside me. Now."

I free my cock from my pants, already rock hard from the power trip of having the First Lady begging for me. The head brushes against her entrance, finding her slick and ready. But instead of slamming into her as I did with Angelina, I penetrate Elizabeth with deliberate slowness—one excruciating inch at a time, forcing her to feel every centimeter of my invasion.

"Oh God," she gasps as I finally bottom out inside her, my hips pressed flush against her ass. "You're so deep...so much bigger than—"

I cut her off by grabbing her hair and yanking her head back at a painful angle. "Than your husband?" I finish for her, my voice a low growl against her ear. "Is that what you were going to say? That I'm bigger than the President of the United States?"

She whimpers in response, neither confirming nor denying, but her pussy clenches around me, giving me all the answer I need. I establish a rhythm of slow, deep, punishing strokes—withdrawing almost completely before driving back in with enough force to push her against the desk, rattling the replica presidential seal.

"Answer me," I demand, punctuating my command with another hard slap to her ass. "Am I bigger than your husband?"

"Yes!" she cries out, abandoning the last shreds of her dignity. "Yes, you're so much bigger. He hasn't fucked me properly in years."

That admission spurs me on, igniting a fire of possession and domination. My hands grip her hips with bruising force as I increase the power of each thrust, still maintaining that torturous slow pace that ensures she feels every inch of me claiming her.

"Look at you," I taunt, watching her face in profile, her cheek pressed against the desk where her husband's policies are drafted. "The First Lady of the United States, bent over like a common whore, taking cock from a teenager while the President meets with his cabinet."

My words have the desired effect—her pussy floods with fresh arousal, her inner walls gripping me tighter as degradation heightens her pleasure. I reach around to find her clit, circling it with my thumb as my cock continues its relentless invasion.

"Harder," Elizabeth pants, her nails digging into the edge of the 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. Elizabeth's own breathy moans fill her private sitting room, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

Elizabeth's hands grip both sides of the desk, 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, Elizabeth," 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 grab a handful of her copper hair, wrapping it around my fist like reins to control a prized mare. With each powerful thrust, I pull her head back further, arching her spine at an almost painful angle. My other hand delivers a series of sharp smacks to her ass, watching the pale flesh turn pink then red under my assault.

"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.

"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 the polished desktop, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body as she whimpers.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers claw at the polished wood 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.

"You're my presidential whore now," I growl, emphasizing each word with a particularly deep thrust. "This pussy belongs to me, not to your husband, not to the country. To me."

"Yes!" she agrees immediately, her voice breaking with need. "I'm yours! Your whore! Oh God, I'm going to cum!"

Her entire body goes rigid beneath me, a strangled cry escaping her throat as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her pussy contracts violently around my shaft, squeezing me with an intensity that tells me it's been far too long since she's experienced an orgasm of this magnitude. I maintain my relentless pace through her climax, prolonging it, feeling her tremble and shake beneath me as pleasure overwhelms her.

"That's it," I encourage, not slowing as she comes down from her peak. "But I'm not done with you yet."

I feel my own release building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine with each thrust into her still-pulsing channel. The power of fucking the First Lady—of making her cum harder than she has in a decade—pushes me toward the edge faster than I'd like.

"Going to fill this presidential pussy," I announce, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I approach orgasm. "Going to pump you full of teenage cum right on this fucking desk."

"Yes," Elizabeth moans, pushing back against me, taking me deeper. "Cum inside me. I need it."

With a final thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and explode, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her welcoming heat. The sensation is electric—claiming the wife of the most powerful man in the world by marking her insides with my seed. Each pulse of my cock draws a whimper from Elizabeth, her body milking every drop from me as if desperate for this final proof of her submission.

We're still joined, my softening cock inside her cum-filled pussy, when heavy footsteps in the hallway jolt us back to reality. Elizabeth tenses beneath me, panic flashing across her face.

"Davis," she whispers urgently. "He sometimes stops by between meetings."

I withdraw quickly, cum immediately leaking down her thighs as she scrambles to close her wrap. The footsteps are closer now, accompanied by the unmistakable sound of the President's voice talking to someone—probably a Secret Service agent.

"Behind the curtains," Elizabeth hisses, pointing to the heavy drapes flanking the large windows.

I tuck myself away and dive behind the thick fabric just as the door handle turns. Through a small gap, I watch Elizabeth hastily smooth her hair and perch on the edge of a chair, crossing her legs to hide the evidence of our coupling still trickling down her thighs.

President Davis blusters into the room, his attention focused on some papers in his hand. "Elizabeth, did you move my speech for the education summit? I can't find the—" He looks up, finally noticing his wife's flushed face and slightly disheveled appearance. "Are you feeling well? You look feverish."

"Just a bit warm," she replies, her voice remarkably steady considering my cum is currently soaking into the fabric of her chair. "I thought I might lie down for a bit before lunch."

Davis nods distractedly, already turning back toward the door. "Have Marjorie bring you some tea. I need you in top form for the Governor's dinner tonight."

He leaves as abruptly as he entered, never noticing the scent of sex hanging in the air or the wet spot on his wife's chair. The moment the door closes, Elizabeth's eyes find mine through the gap in the curtains, a mixture of relief and renewed arousal dancing in their depths.

"I need to clean up," she says, uncrossing her legs to reveal the mess I've made of her. "But tonight, after the Governor's dinner... my husband takes sleeping pills. He'll be out by eleven."

I step out from behind the curtain, already planning what I'll do to her next time. "Eleven it is," I agree, adjusting myself in my pants. "And Elizabeth? Bring the First Daughter. I think it's time Tiffany joined our little party."

The shock on her face quickly melts into intrigued consideration. "She's been eyeing you since you arrived," Elizabeth admits. "Like mother, like daughter, I suppose."

I leave her sitting there, marked inside and out as mine, already contemplating my next conquest in the presidential family.


Chapter 6

I lounge by the White House pool in the late afternoon sun, my body stretched out on a chaise like I own the place. The water glistens blue and inviting, but I'm more interested in reflecting on my morning conquest of the First Lady—the taste of her submission still sweet on my tongue, the memory of her pussy clenching around me as she came harder than she has in years. Two women down in this presidential palace, with more to follow. I close my eyes behind designer sunglasses, planning my next moves like a chess master contemplating which piece to capture next. The sound of high-heeled sandals clicking on concrete tells me a new opportunity has just arrived.

I don't immediately open my eyes, letting anticipation build as the footsteps pause directly beside my chaise. The scent of coconut suntan oil and expensive perfume—youthful and sweet, not mature like Elizabeth's more subtle fragrance—wafts over me, confirming my suspicion about who's standing there, casting a shadow across my chest.

"Enjoying our facilities, Mr. Quarterback?" Tiffany's voice drips with flirtation, each syllable calculated to attract attention.

I push my sunglasses up onto my head, opening my eyes to find exactly what I expected: the First Daughter standing over me in what can barely be classified as a swimsuit. The microscopic bikini is electric blue, the triangles of fabric covering her nipples so small they reveal more than they conceal. The bottoms are little more than a string between her legs, the side ties sitting high on her hips, emphasizing the toned length of her thighs and the perfect roundness of her ass. At twenty-one, Tiffany Davis possesses the kind of body that makes men stupid—all golden tan, perky tits, and the confidence of a young woman who knows exactly how to use what she has.

"I'd enjoy them more with company," I respond, letting my gaze travel slowly up her body with deliberate appreciation.

She preens under my scrutiny, shifting her weight to push one hip out, a practiced pose that draws attention to her curves. "I could give you a... personal tour," she suggests, her tongue darting out to moisten her glossy lips.

I sit up, swinging my legs over the side of the chaise, forcing her to take a small step back. My movement brings me eye-level with her flat stomach, the tiny diamond stud in her navel catching the sunlight. Unlike her mother's more subtle seduction, Tiffany's approach is direct, almost aggressive in its simplicity.

"I want to fuck the famous quarterback," she announces, her voice dropping to a husky whisper but maintaining that entitled tone of someone who's never heard the word "no." "I've been thinking about it since you arrived. Daddy would have an absolute fit."

The mention of her father adds a thrill to her proposition—the forbidden aspect clearly turning her on as much as my physicality. I stand up, using my height advantage to assert immediate dominance, forcing her to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact.

"Follow me," I command rather than ask, already turning toward a cabana at the far end of the pool area. I don't look back to see if she's obeying—I know she will.

The cabana is larger than it appeared from a distance, furnished with comfortable lounge seating and offering privacy through bamboo screens and strategically placed plants. I enter first, hearing Tiffany's heels click behind me. The moment she steps inside, I close the distance between us, my hand going to her throat in a gesture that's both possessive and threatening.

"Let's get something straight," I tell her, applying just enough pressure to make her pulse jump beneath my fingers. "You don't fuck me. I fuck you. Understood?"

Her pupils dilate, a flush spreading across her chest that has nothing to do with the heat. Instead of being intimidated, she's further aroused by my aggression.

"Yes," she whispers, her body swaying toward mine despite the hand at her throat.

"Good girl," I murmur, releasing her neck only to push down firmly on her shoulders. "On your knees."

She drops immediately, the concrete floor of the cabana surely uncomfortable against her bare knees, but she shows no sign of discomfort. Her eyes are locked on the bulge already forming in my swim shorts, her hands reaching up to stroke me through the fabric.

"I've wanted to taste this cock since I first saw you," she admits, tugging at the waistband of my shorts. "Let me show you what I can do."

I allow her to pull my shorts down, freeing my semi-hard cock. Unlike her mother's measured appreciation or Angelina's experienced assessment, Tiffany's reaction is pure, uninhibited lust—a soft gasp followed by an eager lick of her lips.

"Fuck, you're huge," she breathes, wrapping her hand around my shaft, her fingers unable to meet around the girth. "Even bigger than I imagined."

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."

Without further preamble, she leans forward and takes me into her mouth, her lips stretching wide to accommodate my size. There's no teasing, no slow buildup like Elizabeth—Tiffany attacks my cock with the enthusiasm of youth, immediately trying to take as much as she can. She gags slightly as I hit the back of her throat, but instead of backing off, she pushes forward, determined to prove herself.

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.

Saliva builds at the corners of her mouth, eventually spilling down her chin and onto her breasts as she works me with sloppy, eager strokes. The wet, obscene sounds of her enthusiastic blowjob fill the cabana, punctuated by her occasional gag when she takes me particularly deep. Unlike Elizabeth's controlled technique, Tiffany's approach is messy, enthusiastic, and utterly debauched—the difference between refined wine and cheap tequila shots, both intoxicating in their own way.

"That's it," I encourage, tightening my grip on her hair. "Choke on it."

She moans around my length, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine. Her hands aren't idle—one continues to stroke the base of my shaft in rhythm with her mouth, the other alternates between cupping my balls and slipping down to rub herself through her tiny bikini bottoms. The sight of the President's daughter getting herself off while sucking my cock is almost too perfect.

"Such a good little cocksucker," I taunt, pushing her head down further, forcing her to take more of me. "Is this how you got through college? On your knees for anyone with a big cock?"

Her pussy visibly clenches at my degrading words, a wet spot forming on the thin fabric of her bikini. She pulls back slightly, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening cock.

"Only the biggest ones," she pants, looking up at me through mascara-smudged eyes, her hand continuing to pump my shaft. "And yours is definitely the biggest."

"Better than those college boys?" I ask, guiding her mouth back to my cock with firm pressure on the back of her head. "Better than those trust fund pricks you usually fuck?"

She nods as best she can with her mouth full of my cock, her eyes rolling back slightly as I hit the back of her throat again. The contrast between Tiffany and her mother is fascinating—Elizabeth trying to maintain her dignity even as she submits, while Tiffany throws herself into debauchery with reckless abandon, getting off on being treated like a whore.

I fuck her face with increasing intensity, my hands holding her head steady as I thrust into her willing mouth. Tears form at the corners of her eyes, mascara beginning to streak down her cheeks, her perfectly applied makeup ruined by her enthusiastic service. The wet, gagging sounds she makes only spur me on, each choke and sputter a badge of honor as I push her limits.

"Look at you," I growl, watching her struggle to take my length. "The President's precious daughter on her knees in a pool cabana, gagging on cock like a common slut. What would Daddy say if he could see you now?"

Her response is a desperate moan and increased fervor, her hand moving from her own pussy to grab my ass, pulling me deeper into her throat as if trying to prove just how far she'll go to defy her father's control. The political rebellion played out in sexual submission—classic daddy issues that I'm all too happy to exploit.

I feel my orgasm building but hold it back. As good as Tiffany's eager mouth feels, I have other plans for the First Daughter—plans that involve bending her over and claiming every hole before I'm done with her. I pull out of her mouth suddenly, leaving her gasping and disoriented, lips swollen and glistening with saliva.

"Stand up," I command, already planning the next stage of her debasement. "I'm not finished with you yet."

Tiffany rises from her knees on shaky legs, her bikini top askew from her enthusiastic blowjob, revealing more of her perky tits than it conceals. Her lips are swollen, mascara smudged beneath her eyes, the picture of debauchery already—and I've barely started with her. I grab her shoulders and spin her around roughly, my hand between her shoulder blades pushing her down until she's bent over the lounge chair, her perfect ass presented to me like an offering. She looks back over her shoulder, blonde hair falling across her face, eyes wild with lust and anticipation of what comes next.

"Arch your back," I command, delivering a sharp smack to her ass that echoes in the confined space of the cabana. "Show me how badly you want this cock."

She complies immediately, hollowing her spine and pushing her ass higher, the position emphasizing the perfect globes of her cheeks. The tiny strip of fabric covering her pussy is soaked through, evidence of her arousal from sucking me off. I run my finger along the damp material, feeling her shiver at even this light touch.

"Please," she whimpers, wiggling her hips impatiently. "Don't tease me."

Another hard smack lands on her other cheek, leaving a perfect red handprint on her tanned skin. "I decide when and how you get fucked," I remind her, hooking my finger under the string of her bikini bottoms. "Not you."

With deliberate slowness, I pull the wet fabric aside rather than removing it completely, exposing her pussy while keeping her technically clothed—somehow more degrading than full nudity. Her cunt is perfectly waxed, glistening with arousal, the pink lips swollen and ready. I run the head of my cock through her folds, coating myself in her juices but not yet pushing inside.

"Fuck," she hisses as I brush against her clit, her hands gripping the edges of the lounge chair so tightly her knuckles turn white. "Richard, please!"

"Please what?" I taunt, positioning my cockhead at her entrance but still not penetrating. "Tell me exactly what you want the quarterback to do to the President's daughter."

"Fuck me," she moans, pushing back against me, trying to force me inside. "Stick that big cock in my pussy. Hard. I need it so bad."

I grab her hips with both hands, holding her steady as I finally thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful stroke that drives her forward against the lounge chair. The sensation is incredible—her pussy tight and hot around me, gripping my cock like a velvet vise.

"Oh my GOD!" she cries out, her voice echoing dangerously in the cabana. "You're so fucking big!"

Her walls clench rhythmically around me as I bottom out inside her, her body adjusting to my size with a mixture of pain and pleasure that has her trembling beneath my hands. Unlike her mother's controlled responses or Angelina's experienced accommodation, Tiffany's reaction is raw and unfiltered—her body almost overwhelmed by the invasion but craving more nonetheless.

I establish an immediate, punishing rhythm—hard, fast strokes that have the lounge chair creaking beneath our combined weight. Each thrust drives a desperate sound from Tiffany's throat, her moans growing louder with each impact of my hips against her ass.

"You need to be quieter," I warn, though I make no effort to slow my pace. "Unless you want the entire Secret Service to know you're getting fucked by the quarterback your daddy invited to the White House."

The reminder of our location and the forbidden nature of our coupling only seems to excite her more, her pussy flooding with fresh arousal that makes obscene squelching sounds with each thrust. I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The lounge chair grinds against the cabana 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," Tiffany pants, her nails digging into the fabric of the lounge chair. "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 cabana, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. Her tiny bikini top has been pushed up by her movement against the chair, her tits now completely exposed, nipples dragging against the textured fabric with each thrust.

Tiffany's hands grip both sides of the lounge chair, 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 hip 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.

The sudden sound of footsteps on the pool deck outside the cabana freezes us both mid-thrust. Tiffany's head whips around, panic flashing in her eyes as the footsteps draw closer. Without hesitation, I clamp my hand over her mouth, pressing her face down into the lounge chair to muffle any sounds as I resume fucking her, now with added urgency from the threat of discovery.

"Shh," I whisper, not slowing my pace at all. "Someone's coming."

I can hear a man whistling now—probably a groundskeeper or maintenance worker—his shadow visible through the bamboo screens as he passes directly in front of our cabana. The danger of being caught fucking the President's daughter only heightens the intensity, my cock somehow growing even harder inside her as adrenaline mixes with arousal.

Tiffany's eyes are wide with a mixture of fear and excitement, her pussy clenching rhythmically around me as the possibility of exposure pushes her closer to orgasm. I maintain my hand firmly over her mouth, feeling her hot breath against my palm as she struggles to remain quiet. The wet sounds of my cock plunging into her soaked pussy seem impossibly loud in the tense silence we're trying to maintain.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Ugh!" she tries to beg against my hand, the words muffled but the intent clear.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency created by our precarious situation. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin—a sound that seems dangerously audible with the groundskeeper so close.

The shadow pauses just outside our cabana, the whistling stopping as if the man is listening for something. Tiffany freezes beneath me, her entire body rigid with tension, her pussy squeezing my cock so tightly it's almost painful. I don't stop fucking her—instead, I slow to deep, grinding thrusts that maintain the pleasure without creating as much noise.

"Tell me how much you want it," I whisper directly into her ear, keeping my voice low enough that only she can hear. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against the lounge chair fabric, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body as she whimpers against my hand.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" she tries to say, the words unintelligible against my palm but the desperate plea in her eyes unmistakable. The raw desire in her muffled voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other despite—or perhaps because of—the danger.

After what feels like an eternity, the groundskeeper resumes whistling and continues past our cabana, his footsteps gradually fading as he moves to another area of the pool. Only then do I remove my hand from Tiffany's mouth, allowing her to gulp in air as I immediately resume my punishing pace.

"Oh my god," she gasps, her voice still hushed but vibrating with heightened arousal. "That was so fucking hot. I almost came when he stopped."

"You like that?" I growl, pounding into her with renewed vigor now that the immediate danger has passed. "You like knowing someone could walk in and see the President's precious daughter getting her pussy destroyed?"

"Yes!" she admits shamelessly, pushing back to meet each thrust. "I'm so close, Richard. Please don't stop!"

I have no intention of stopping. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back at a painful angle that forces her back to arch even more dramatically. My other hand continues its assault on her clit, circling the sensitive bud with increasing pressure as I feel her body tensing beneath me, on the verge of release.

"Cum for me," I command, my voice low but intense. "Cum on my cock like the little slut you are."

Her entire body goes rigid at my words, her pussy clamping down on my cock with incredible force as waves of pleasure crash through her. I clamp my hand over her mouth again just in time to catch the scream that tears from her throat, the sound muffled against my palm as her orgasm rips through her with surprising violence. Her inner walls ripple and clench around my shaft, her thighs trembling as she struggles to remain standing through the intensity of her release.

I continue fucking her through her climax, maintaining my relentless pace as she shudders and convulses around me. The sight of the President's daughter completely coming apart on my cock, her body wracked with pleasure I've given her, is almost enough to push me over the edge—but I hold back. I have other plans for Tiffany Davis, and this poolside fuck is just the beginning.

As the wave of her orgasm subsides, I pull out of her tight sheath, leaving behind a string of my essence clinging to her inner walls. She gasps for air, her eyes fluttering open as if trying to regain focus. Her wet hair clings to her face and neck, dampening her skin with sweat and pool water. The scent of sex lingers heavily in the humid air around us.

"That was... incredible," Tiffany murmurs, her voice hoarse from pleasure.

I grin wolfishly down at her, taking in the way her chest rises and falls rapidly with each breath. "You're not done yet," I say, my voice a low rumble that vibrates against her quivering body.

Without warning, I spin her around so that she's bent over the edge of the pool. Her heart-shaped ass is presented to me like an offering, begging for more. And I intend to give it to her.

My fingers probe between her cheeks, finding her entrance still slick with arousal. With one swift push, I fill her up once again, this time using my index finger as a tease before adding a second digit. She arches her back, moaning softly as I begin to work her from behind. My other hand grips her slender waist, holding her in place as I thrust into her slowly at first, then faster, harder.

The rhythmic slapping of our bodies against the cool water echoes through the otherwise silent night. The scent of chlorine mixes with our sweat and desire, creating an intoxicating aphrodisiac. Tiffany's soft whimpers turn into loud moans with each thrust, her body trembling underneath mine.

Her climax hits her hard, her muscles clenching around my fingers in a vice-like grip. This time, there's no holding back—I let go, my own release exploding deep inside her. We stay locked together, panting heavily as we ride out the last waves of pleasure.

Finally, I pull out of her, watching as she collapses onto the concrete pool deck, spent but satisfied. I catch my breath, feeling victorious. Not only have I had her—a woman who was once untouchable—but I've also taken control of something much bigger than just her body. The power I hold over her is intoxicating, addictive.

"Clean yourself up," I command. "I want round two with you later."


Chapter 7

The soft click of my guest room door opening pulls me from a light doze. I don't bother reaching for the lamp—I know exactly who would dare enter uninvited at this hour. The White House has settled into its nighttime rhythm, the hallways patrolled by Secret Service agents at predictable intervals, the staff retired to their quarters, the President and First Lady supposedly asleep in their separate bedrooms. I remain still, watching through half-lidded eyes as Tiffany's silhouette slips inside, her body briefly illuminated by the hallway light before she closes the door behind her, plunging the room back into darkness broken only by moonlight filtering through the curtains.

"I know you're awake," she whispers, the rustling of fabric suggesting she's already removing whatever minimal clothing she wore for her clandestine visit. "I couldn't stop thinking about this afternoon."

"Lock the door," I command, my voice carrying easily through the quiet room without needing to rise above a whisper.

The metallic click of the lock engaging is immediately followed by the soft padding of her bare feet across the plush carpet. As she approaches the bed, moonlight catches her naked body, revealing she's come to me wearing absolutely nothing—not even the tiny bikini from our pool encounter. Her blonde hair falls loose around her shoulders, her body a study in silver and shadow in the dim light.

"Eager, aren't you?" I observe, sitting up against the headboard, the sheets falling to my waist to reveal my bare chest. "Sneaking naked through the White House to get more cock."

"I had to wait until Daddy took his sleeping pill," she explains, reaching the edge of the bed. "Nothing could keep me away after what you did to me today."

I move with sudden, violent speed, grabbing her wrist and yanking her onto the bed with enough force to draw a surprised gasp from her lips. Before she can recover, I flip her onto her back, positioning her so her head hangs off the edge of the mattress, her throat forming a perfect straight line from her mouth to her chest.

"If you wanted more, you should have just said so," I growl, already hardening at the thought of what I'm about to do to her. "Open wide."

Tiffany's eyes widen with understanding and anticipation, her lips parting obediently as I stand at the edge of the bed, my cock level with her inverted face. I grip the base of my shaft, guiding the head to her waiting mouth, rubbing it against her lips in teasing circles before pushing forward with deliberate slowness.

The upside-down angle creates an entirely new sensation, her throat opening before me in a straight path that allows for deeper penetration than would be possible in a conventional position. I watch with satisfaction as my cock disappears into her mouth, stretching her lips wide, the outline of my shaft visible as it bulges against the delicate skin of her throat.

"That's it," I encourage as I feel the tight restriction of her throat around my cockhead. "Relax and take it all."

A gagging sound escapes her as I push deeper, her throat convulsing around me in involuntary resistance. Unlike our earlier encounter by the pool, where I allowed her some control of the blowjob, this time I'm taking what I want—using her throat like it's nothing more than a warm, wet hole for my pleasure. I grip her head with both hands, holding her steady as I begin to thrust, establishing a rhythm that has her choking and gasping with each forward motion.

"This is what you came for, isn't it?" I taunt, watching tears form at the corners of her eyes as she struggles to breathe around my invasion. "To be used like the whore you are?"

She can't respond verbally with my cock buried in her throat, but her hands reach up to grab my thighs, not pushing away but pulling me closer, urging me deeper. The President's daughter, literally choking on cock in a White House guest bedroom, wanting more despite her obvious discomfort.

As my cock disappears inside of her throat, I gasp around her 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 bedroom, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. I grip her head tightly, my fingers wrapping around her skull with surprising strength as I stroke in and out of her throat, making my breath catch in my throat. Tiffany's throat works its magic on me, constricting and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" I ask mockingly, knowing she can't possibly answer with her throat stuffed full of cock.

A gurgling sound is her only response, her face beginning to turn red from the combination of being upside-down and having her airway repeatedly blocked by my thrusts. Saliva builds rapidly, running from the corners of her mouth up into her hair and onto the floor in thick rivulets. The wet, obscene sounds of her choking fill the room—sloppy, desperate noises that would horrify her father if he could hear his precious daughter being used so thoroughly.

"Harder! Faster!" I command myself, increasing the speed and force of my thrusts. My cock drives all the way into her throat, and each thrust ends with my balls slapping against her face.

I pull out completely for a moment, allowing her to gasp desperately for air, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening cock. Her makeup is completely ruined—mascara running down her forehead due to her inverted position, lipstick smeared across her cheeks and chin. She looks utterly debauched, and I've barely started with her.

"Please," she rasps, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment, "more."

"Trust me," I purr, positioning my cock at her lips again, "I'm just getting started."

I thrust back into her waiting mouth with renewed vigor, fucking her face with brutal intensity that has the entire bed shaking beneath us. I grab her breasts roughly, pinching and twisting her nipples as I continue to ravage her throat, adding pain to the overwhelming sensations already assaulting her body. Her muffled moans vibrate around my shaft, the dual stimulation of pain and being used clearly pushing her toward some kind of subspace where discomfort and pleasure blend into pure submission.

"Take it all," I growl, pushing deeper than before, feeling her throat expand to accommodate me in a way that seems impossible. "Every fucking inch."

Tiffany's eyes are rolling back, tears flowing freely now, her face a mask of mascara, saliva, and pure surrender as I use her throat with increasing brutality. Her body has gone almost limp beneath me, accepting whatever I choose to give her, her hands now weakly grasping at the bedsheets rather than my thighs. She's given herself over completely to being nothing more than a receptacle for my pleasure.

I maintain the punishing pace, watching her struggle for each breath whenever I withdraw slightly, only to rob her of oxygen again with the next thrust. The power is intoxicating—having the daughter of the most powerful man in the world reduced to a gagging, drooling mess beneath me, willingly surrendering her body for my use.

"This is what you were made for," I tell her, gripping her throat from the outside, feeling my cock moving within it as I continue to thrust. "Being a throat for me to fuck whenever I want."

The pressure of my hand around her neck combined with my cock filling her throat has her making desperate, animal sounds—primal noises of struggle and surrender that only fuel my dominance. I can feel my orgasm building with each thrust into her constricting throat, the tight, wet heat combined with the visual of her complete degradation pushing me closer to the edge.

But I pull back, denying myself release. As satisfying as it would be to flood her throat with cum, I have other plans for Tiffany tonight—plans that involve claiming the one hole I haven't yet conquered. I withdraw completely, leaving her gasping and disoriented, her chest heaving as she gulps in much-needed oxygen.

"Get on your hands and knees," I command, already planning the next stage of her debasement. "Face down, ass up. Now."

Tiffany scrambles to obey my command, flipping over with clumsy urgency, her body still recovering from the intense throat fucking. She assumes the position I ordered—face down into the mattress, ass raised high, knees spread wide to present herself for whatever I have planned next. The moonlight streaming through the window illuminates her perfect body, highlighting the curve of her spine, the toned globes of her ass, the glistening evidence of her arousal already coating her inner thighs. She has no idea what I'm about to take from her, but the anticipation has her trembling, her breath coming in quick, shallow pants as she waits for my next move.

I stand behind her, admiring the view—the President's daughter presented like an offering, her body marked with red handprints from our earlier encounters, her holes already used and claimed except for one. I run my hands over the curve of her ass, squeezing the firm flesh appreciatively before delivering a sharp smack that echoes in the quiet room.

"You've been wanting this all day, haven't you?" I ask, reaching for the small bottle of lube I keep in my bag. Always prepared—a philosophy that's served me well throughout my conquests.

"Yes," she admits, her voice still raspy from having her throat fucked. "I want everything you can give me."

"Everything?" I echo, squeezing a generous amount of lube onto my fingers. "Are you sure about that? Because I'm about to take the one hole you've been saving."

Her body tenses as understanding dawns, her head turning slightly so she can look back at me over her shoulder. "My ass?" she whispers, a note of apprehension finally breaking through her bravado. "I've never—"

"I know," I cut her off, my slick finger already circling her puckered entrance. "That's what makes it so perfect. Taking something no one else has had."

I press my finger against her tight ring of muscle, feeling the resistance as her body instinctively tries to deny entry. "Relax," I command, applying steady pressure. "The more you fight it, the more it'll hurt."

A small whimper escapes her as my finger finally breaches her, sliding into her virgin ass up to the first knuckle. Her muscles clench around the intrusion, her entire body going rigid with the unfamiliar sensation.

"Oh god," she gasps, her hands fisting in the sheets. "It feels so strange."

"This is nothing," I tell her, working my finger deeper, feeling her gradually relax around me. "Wait until you feel my cock stretching this tight little hole."

I add more lube, then introduce a second finger alongside the first, the increased girth drawing a hiss of discomfort from Tiffany. Her body tries to reject the invasion, but I persist, scissoring my fingers to stretch her, preparing her for what's to come. Despite her discomfort, I notice her hips moving slightly, pushing back against my hand—her body confused by the mix of pain and unexpected pleasure as I brush against sensitive nerve endings.

When I add a third finger, a strangled cry escapes her, quickly muffled as she buries her face in the pillow. I work my fingers in and out of her gradually widening hole, watching with satisfaction as her resistance gives way to acceptance, her body learning to accommodate the invasion.

"I think you're ready," I announce, withdrawing my fingers and leaving her ass gaping slightly, clenching around emptiness. I pour more lube directly onto my cock, stroking myself to spread it evenly, my shaft glistening in the moonlight. "Grab that pillow. You're going to need it."

Tiffany clutches a pillow beneath her chest, her knuckles white with anticipation. I position my cockhead against her slick, partially stretched entrance, applying gentle but insistent pressure. The resistance is immediate and significant—her virgin hole fighting against an intrusion far larger than my fingers.

"Breathe," I instruct, maintaining steady pressure. "Push out like you're trying to force me away. It sounds counterintuitive, but it helps."

She follows my direction, and I feel the tight ring of muscle relax marginally. I seize the opportunity, pushing forward with more force. The head of my cock breaches her suddenly, popping past the tight ring of muscle with an audible gasp from Tiffany that quickly transforms into a muffled scream against the pillow.

"Fuck!" she cries, her voice distorted by the pillow, her entire body going rigid with pain. "Stop, stop, it's too much!"

I pause but don't withdraw, allowing her body time to adjust to the invasion. My hand strokes soothingly down her spine, a momentary kindness in the midst of her claiming. "The worst part is over," I tell her, though we both know that's not entirely true. "Your ass is already taking my cockhead. Just relax and let it happen."

Tears stream down her face, visible in profile as she turns her head slightly to gasp for air. The sight of the President's daughter crying as I take her ass for the first time only heightens my arousal, my cock throbbing inside her tight passage.

"Please," she whimpers, but there's confusion in her voice—she doesn't specify whether she's begging me to stop or continue, perhaps unsure herself as her body begins to adjust to the unfamiliar fullness.

I make the decision for her, pushing forward with deliberate slowness, watching in fascination as inch after inch of my cock disappears into her previously virgin hole. The pressure is incredible—her ass gripping me like a vise, so tight it's almost painful for me as well. But the power of claiming this final territory, of taking what no one else has ever had, makes any discomfort worthwhile.

"Breathe through it," I encourage as I continue my relentless advance. "Your ass was made for this. Made to be fucked by me."

Her body shudders beneath me, a complex mixture of pain and unwilling pleasure as I finally bottom out inside her, my hips pressed firmly against her ass cheeks. I remain still for a moment, savoring the conquest—Tiffany Davis, the President's wild child daughter, skewered on my cock in the most taboo way possible, in a bedroom of the White House itself.

"Please," she moans into the pillow, her voice muffled but the desperation clear. "I need—I don't know what I need."

"I know exactly what you need," I assure her, withdrawing slightly before pushing back in with more force than before. Her body jerks forward with the thrust, another cry disappearing into the pillow. "You need to be fucked until you don't know where you end and I begin."

I establish a rhythm, each thrust starting slow but ending with increasing force. The lube makes obscene squelching sounds as I pump in and out of her gradually loosening hole. Her discomfort is still evident in the tension of her body, the occasional whimper or gasp, but something else is emerging—a reluctant pleasure as her body acclimates to the invasion, as nerve endings she didn't know existed come alive under my assault.

"Harder!" I command myself, grabbing her hips with both hands to hold her steady as I increase my pace. "Faster!"

My thrusts grow more brutal, each one driving her forward into the mattress before I yank her back onto my cock. The bed frame creaks beneath us, the headboard occasionally thumping against the wall despite my efforts to keep our activities relatively quiet. The risk of discovery adds another layer to the experience—the President's daughter being anally violated in a guest bedroom, Secret Service agents patrolling just outside the door, completely unaware.

"Fuck me! Ugh!" Tiffany begs into the pillow, her body now actively pushing back to meet each thrust, pain giving way to a pleasure she never expected to find. Her ass clenches rhythmically around my invading shaft, her body learning to enjoy what was initially just endured.

My cock drives all the way into her ass, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her pussy. The dual stimulation has her reaching between her legs, her fingers finding her clit, rubbing desperately as I continue to pound her previously virgin hole.

"Tell me how much you want it," I demand, delivering a sharp slap to her ass that leaves yet another red handprint on her flesh. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against the bedsheets, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body as she whimpers.

"Please, Richard... fuck my ass harder! I need you!" Her voice is barely comprehensible through the pillow, but the raw desire is unmistakable. The same girl who was crying in pain minutes ago is now begging for more, her body conquered completely, her submission total.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The bed 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 ass 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.

Her body suddenly goes rigid beneath me, a scream muffled by the pillow as an unexpected orgasm crashes through her—triggered by the combination of her fingers on her clit and my cock stretching her ass beyond its limits. The contractions of her orgasm squeeze my cock even tighter, pulling me closer to my own release.

"I'm going to cum," I warn her, my rhythm faltering as pressure builds at the base of my spine. "Going to pull out and cover you with it."

With a final thrust, I withdraw completely from her gaping ass, flipping her over onto her back in one smooth motion. She lies before me, chest heaving, face tear-streaked, body trembling from the intensity of her orgasm and the sudden emptiness where my cock had been stretching her wide.

I straddle her chest, my cock positioned between her breasts as I stroke myself rapidly, chasing my release. "Open your mouth," I command, my voice thick with approaching orgasm. "And don't you dare close your eyes. I want you to watch every second of this."

Tiffany complies immediately, her mouth falling open, her eyes fixed on my cock as I pump my fist up and down my shaft. The pressure builds rapidly, and with a final grunt of pleasure, I explode—the first thick rope of cum landing across her right cheek and into her golden hair. The second paints a white stripe across her parted lips and chin, some landing on her tongue which she immediately swallows. I continue stroking, directing each subsequent burst to ensure maximum coverage—across her nose, her forehead, her left cheek—before the final pulses decorate her breasts with streaks of white that begin to run down the slopes of her perfect mounds.

By the time I'm spent, Tiffany's face and chest are thoroughly coated with my seed, her once-perfect features now a mess of white streaks and smears. She looks up at me with a mixture of exhaustion and satisfaction, her tongue darting out to lick away the cum that's within reach.

"Your phone," I demand, gesturing toward her discarded purse on the floor beside the bed. "Where is it?"

Confusion crosses her cum-covered face, but she points to her purse without question. I retrieve her phone, quickly finding the camera app and returning to the bed. "Smile for Daddy," I mock, capturing several photos of her debauched state—face and tits covered in cum, ass still gaping slightly from its recent violation, the President's daughter thoroughly marked as mine.

"A souvenir for my collection," I explain, showing her the photos before sending them to my own phone. "And insurance, should I ever need it."

Rather than objecting, Tiffany actually seems aroused by the idea of being immortalized in such a state. "Send me copies," she requests, her voice hoarse from screaming into the pillow. "I want to look at them when I'm alone."

I'm about to respond when a sharp knock at the door freezes us both in place. Tiffany's eyes widen in panic, her body tensing beneath me.

"Richard? Are you awake?" Jack's voice calls through the door, followed by another impatient knock. "I need to talk to you about tomorrow's schedule."

"Shit," Tiffany whispers, scrambling off the bed, cum still dripping down her face and chest. "If he sees me here—"

"Closet," I direct, already pulling on a pair of pants. "Now."

She grabs her discarded clothes and darts into the walk-in closet, pulling the door nearly closed behind her. I run a hand through my hair, taking a moment to compose myself before approaching the door, cracking it open just enough to reveal my face and bare chest.

"Jack," I greet him, making my voice sound groggy with interrupted sleep. "It's after midnight. What's so important it can't wait till morning?"

Jack stands in the hallway in a bathrobe, his thinning hair disheveled, glasses perched haphazardly on his nose. He looks exactly like what he is—a middle-aged man desperately trying to insert himself into the affairs of the powerful, completely oblivious that I'm fucking both his wife and now the President's daughter.

"Sorry to disturb you," he says, trying to peer past me into the room. "But there's been a change to tomorrow's itinerary. The President wants to meet with you privately before the public ceremony. A photo opportunity just the two of you."

"Great," I respond flatly, deliberately blocking his view. "Is that all?"

"Well, I was thinking we could discuss approach. This is a significant opportunity to position you as more than just an athlete. The President doesn't offer private audiences to just anyone—"

"Jack," I interrupt, "it's late, and I need my rest before tomorrow. We can talk strategy at breakfast."

He seems about to protest, but something in my expression makes him reconsider. "Of course, of course. Rest is important. We'll talk in the morning."

As he turns to leave, he pauses, sniffing the air with a puzzled expression. "Do you smell something... odd? Almost like—"

"Goodnight, Jack," I say firmly, closing the door in his face before he can identify the unmistakable scent of sex that permeates the room.

I wait until his footsteps fade down the hallway before moving to the closet, opening the door to find Tiffany crouched naked among my hanging clothes, cum still drying on her face, her expression a mixture of fear and suppressed laughter.

"That was close," she whispers, stepping out of the closet. "I should clean up and go."

I grab her arm, pulling her against me, my free hand finding her throat in a possessive grip. "Not yet," I tell her, already feeling myself hardening again at the sight of her marked with my cum. "I'm not done with you. And tomorrow, after your father shakes my hand in the Oval Office, all I'll be thinking about is how I stretched his daughter's ass open in a White House bedroom while he slept down the hall."

Tiffany's pupils dilate, her body melting against mine at the reminder of her complete debasement. "Use me again," she begs, all pretense of the sophisticated First Daughter gone. "Any way you want."

And as I push her back onto the bed, I'm already planning how I'll conquer the entire First Family before my White House visit is through. Elizabeth and Tiffany are mine already—perhaps I'll find a way to take them both together, mother and daughter sharing my cock while the President remains oblivious to how thoroughly I've claimed his women. The thought alone is enough to make me rock hard as I prepare to use Tiffany's body once more, cementing my dominance over everyone in this historic house.


Chapter 8

I check the angle of my phone one last time, making sure the camera lens peeks out perfectly from between the leather-bound books on the antique table. The Lincoln Bedroom glows with soft lamplight, casting long shadows across the historic space where presidents have slept for generations. Soon, I'll be defiling not just the First Lady, but the very sanctity of this room—and capturing every moment of her degradation for the world to see. My cock hardens at the thought as I hit record, then slip my phone back into its hiding place, the camera aimed directly at the bed where Elizabeth Davis will soon be writhing beneath me.

The text message is simple: "Lincoln Bedroom. Midnight. Come alone." I add, "Wear that blue silk nightgown," knowing it'll look perfect on camera—the First Lady's expensive taste becoming evidence of her identity when the video leaks. I hit send and imagine her in some White House meeting, feeling her phone vibrate against her hip, a flush creeping across her pale skin as she reads my demand.

She replies almost instantly: "The President is taking his medication now. I'll be there in twenty minutes."

Everything is falling into place. I pace the historic room, running my fingers over artifacts that have witnessed centuries of American history. The four-poster bed with its ornate headboard stands imposing in the center, antique furniture creating the perfect stage for what I'm about to do. I position myself with practiced precision, ensuring that no matter how wild things get, my face will never be visible to the camera.

The door opens without a knock. Elizabeth slips inside, closing it silently behind her. Just as ordered, she's wearing the blue silk nightgown that clings to every curve of her body, the material thin enough to reveal the outline of her nipples already hardening in anticipation. Her copper hair falls loose around her shoulders, and in the dim light, she looks younger, vulnerable—the perfect victim for my calculated trap.

"Richard," she whispers, moving toward me with that elegant grace that's made her America's beloved First Lady. "I couldn't stop thinking about you all day."

I don't reply. Instead, I close the distance between us in two long strides, grabbing her throat with enough force to make her gasp, but not enough to leave marks that can't be explained away. I want her recognizable in the video, not visibly assaulted.

"Tonight," I growl into her ear, "you're nothing but a hole for me to use. Understand?"

Her pupils dilate at my words, her pulse quickening beneath my fingertips. "Yes," she breathes, her body melting against mine despite—or perhaps because of—my brutality.

I spin her around roughly, bending her over the antique writing desk where Lincoln supposedly drafted portions of the Emancipation Proclamation. Now it'll witness the complete submission of the First Lady to an eighteen-year-old quarterback. I yank her nightgown up over her hips, revealing she's wearing nothing underneath—already trained to expect my desires.

"Fucking whore," I spit, loud enough for the camera to pick up. "The First Lady of the United States, bare-assed and ready to be fucked in a historical landmark."

My hand comes down hard on her ass, the sharp crack echoing in the high-ceilinged room. Elizabeth gasps, her body jerking forward against the desk. I deliver another slap, then another, watching the pale flesh turn pink, then red under my assault. Each blow is perfectly angled for the camera to capture her face in profile, her expressions of pain and pleasure documented in high definition.

My cock strains against my pants as I continue spanking her, the sound of skin hitting skin creating an obscene soundtrack in this sacred space. When her ass is properly marked with my handprints, I turn her to face me, shoving her roughly against the desk. Her nightgown has slipped off one shoulder, exposing a perfect breast that rises and falls with her rapid breathing.

"On your knees," I command, already unbuckling my belt. "Show America what their First Lady does behind closed doors."

Elizabeth sinks to the carpet, her eyes locked on mine as she assumes her position. I grab a fistful of her copper hair, positioning her head precisely where the camera will have the clearest view. She reaches for my cock with trembling hands, but I slap them away.

"No hands. Just your mouth. I want to see how far down your throat the First Lady can take a teenager's cock."

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She takes me into her mouth with practiced skill, her lips stretching wide around my girth. I grip her hair tightly, my fingers wrapping around the base of her skull with surprising strength as I stroke in and out of her throat, making my breath catch as the sensation overwhelms me. Elizabeth's skillful mouth works its magic on me, her tongue swirling and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does the President know what a fucking champion cocksucker his wife is?" I taunt, loud enough for the microphone to pick up every word. "Does he know you're on your knees for a high school student?"

Her eyes water as I thrust deeper, forcing her to take more of me than she's prepared for. Mascara begins to run down her cheeks, dark streaks that mark her degradation. Perfect for the camera—the elegant First Lady reduced to a gagging, drooling mess, her carefully crafted image destroyed with each thrust into her willing mouth.

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with thoughts of what this video will do when it's released. My hands find their way to her hair, gripping it tightly at the roots as I control her movements. I give it a vicious tug, feeling her moan around my shaft in response. The vibration sends pleasure shooting up my spine, drawing a grunt from deep in my chest.

"Get up," I command, pulling her roughly to her feet. "On the bed. Now."

She scrambles to obey, moving to the historic four-poster bed where countless distinguished guests have slept. I grab her nightgown and tear it down the middle, the sound of ripping silk echoing in the quiet room. Elizabeth gasps, but makes no move to cover herself as she lies back on the presidential sheets, her legs already parting in invitation.

I position myself between her thighs, deliberately turning her body at the perfect angle for the camera to capture every detail of what's about to happen. The First Lady spread open on Lincoln's bed, about to be fucked by a teenager while her husband sleeps elsewhere in the White House—a visual that will destroy not just her reputation, but the entire presidency.

"Beg for it," I demand, rubbing the head of my cock through her folds, finding her already wet and ready. "Let's hear the First Lady beg for cock."

"Please," she whispers, her voice carrying in the quiet room. "Please fuck me, Richard. I need you inside me."

"Louder," I growl. "I want to hear exactly what you want."

"Fuck me!" she cries out, all pretense of dignity abandoned. "Please, I need your cock inside me now!"

With a single, powerful thrust, I enter her, watching her back arch off the mattress as she takes my full length. The conquest is complete, and every second is being recorded for posterity—and for the destruction I have planned.

I grab Elizabeth's hips with bruising force, slamming into her repeatedly as her legs wrap around my waist. Her copper hair splays across the presidential pillows, her face contorted in pleasure and pain as I use her body with calculated ferocity. The historic bed creaks beneath us, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing off the walls of the Lincoln Bedroom. I glance briefly toward the hidden phone, confirming its red recording light still blinks, capturing every thrust, every moan, every moment of the First Lady's complete degradation at my hands.

"You're nothing but my personal White House whore, aren't you?" I growl, making sure my voice is clear enough for the microphone to pick up while keeping my face angled away from the lens. "Say it. I want to hear the First Lady admit what she really is."

"Yes," she gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders as I pound into her. "I'm your whore, Richard. Your personal slut."

I grab her face roughly, my fingers pressing into her cheeks, forcing her to look directly at me—and unwittingly, straight toward the camera. "First Lady slut," I correct her, punctuating each word with a particularly brutal thrust. "Say it right."

"I'm your First Lady slut," she moans, her eyes glazing over with a mixture of humiliation and arousal. The degradation only seems to heighten her pleasure, her pussy clenching tighter around my cock with each filthy admission.

I withdraw suddenly, leaving her empty and gasping, before flipping her onto her stomach with enough force to make her bounce against the mattress. I yank her hips up, positioning her on all fours, her ass raised high, face pressed against the sheets—the perfect doggy-style angle for the hidden camera to capture her face and body simultaneously.

"Spread your legs wider," I command, slapping her ass hard enough to leave another red handprint. "Show my camera what a filthy presidential whore you are."

She doesn't question the slip about the camera, too far gone in her lust to register my words as anything beyond dirty talk. Her thighs spread wider, presenting her swollen pussy to me like an offering. I thrust back into her with a single savage movement that sends her lurching forward on the bed, a cry tearing from her throat that's loud enough to echo down the historic hallway outside.

"Quiet," I hiss, grabbing her hair and yanking her head back at a painful angle. "Unless you want the Secret Service to find the First Lady being fucked like a cheap hooker."

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Elizabeth's own breathy moans fill the bedroom, 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 rises above the creaking of the antique bed frame.

Elizabeth's hands grip the sheets, 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, Elizabeth," 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 feel her body tensing, her pussy clenching around me in telltale spasms that signal her approaching orgasm. My fingers increase their pressure on her clit, working her toward the edge with deliberate skill.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her face contort in the throes of pleasure, making sure the camera captures every detail of her expression. "Cum for me. Let me see the First Lady lose control."

Her entire body goes rigid beneath me, a strangled cry escaping her lips as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her pussy contracts violently around my shaft, trying to milk my own release, but I hold back, not yet ready to finish. I continue pounding into her through her orgasm, prolonging it, watching her face distort with ecstasy in a way that will be unmistakable to anyone viewing the video.

"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 pull her head back further by her hair, arching her spine at an almost painful angle.

As her first orgasm subsides, I flip her over again without withdrawing, twisting her body beneath me so she's on her back once more, legs spread wide, face fully visible to the camera. I hook her knees over my shoulders, folding her nearly in half as I continue to drive into her with unrelenting force.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command. I grab her lush breasts, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I squeeze them roughly. Her nipples harden under my touch, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body as she whimpers.

"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.

"You belong to me now," I growl, emphasizing each word with a particularly deep thrust. "This presidential pussy is mine. Say it."

"Yours," she agrees immediately, her voice breaking with need. "I'm yours! Your First Lady slut! Oh God, I'm going to cum again!"

Her second orgasm hits even harder than the first, her back arching off the mattress, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure too intense for sound. The sight of America's beloved First Lady completely undone by my cock, her carefully cultivated public image shattered by raw sexual abandon, sends a surge of power through me that's almost as intoxicating as the physical pleasure.

I give her no time to recover, immediately shifting position again. I sit back on my heels, pulling her onto my lap, her legs straddling me, her back to the camera. In this position, her face is hidden against my neck, but the camera will capture the perfect view of my cock disappearing inside her as she rides me, the First Lady actively participating in her own defilement.

"Ride me," I command, gripping her hips to guide her movements. "Show me how badly the First Lady needs teenage cock."

Elizabeth braces her hands on my shoulders, rising and falling on my shaft with increasing urgency. Her rhythm grows erratic as a third orgasm builds rapidly, her overstimulated body unable to process the continued assault of pleasure.

"I can't," she gasps, her thighs trembling with the effort of movement. "Too much—going to cum again—"

"You'll cum when and how I tell you to," I growl, taking control again, thrusting upward to meet her downward movements. "My First Lady slut doesn't get to decide when she's had enough."

The combination of physical stimulation and verbal degradation pushes her over the edge again, her third orgasm ripping through her with enough force to leave her collapsed against me, trembling and incoherent, completely conquered by pleasure. The camera continues to record every second of her surrender, documenting the complete sexual ownership of one of the most powerful women in America.

I push her sweat-soaked body off me, laying her back on the rumpled sheets, her legs spread wide, her chest heaving as she gasps for breath. The perfect image for my finale—the First Lady of the United States used, exhausted, and waiting for more.

I feel the familiar tightening at the base of my spine, the pressure building with each thrust into Elizabeth's overstimulated body. Her eyes are half-closed in exhaustion, her third orgasm having drained whatever energy she had left. But I'm not finished with her yet. The grand finale is still to come—the money shot that will make this video impossible to dismiss as a fake, that will leave no doubt about the identity of the woman being thoroughly degraded on screen. I grab her hair again, yanking her head up so she's looking directly at me.

"I'm going to cum," I announce, my voice thick with approaching release. "And you're going to wear it all over your pretty First Lady face."

Her eyes widen slightly at my words, but she doesn't protest. She's too far gone in submission, too thoroughly conquered to do anything but accept whatever I choose to give her. I pull out abruptly, leaving her empty and gaping on the historic bed. With one hand still gripping her hair, I use the other to position her exactly where I want her—sitting up against the ornate headboard, her face and chest perfectly aligned with the hidden camera.

"On your knees," I command, guiding her to the center of the bed. "Hands behind your back. Push those tits out."

She complies immediately, assuming the position with a grace that seems absurd given the depravity of the situation. The First Lady of the United States, kneeling naked on the Lincoln Bed, breasts thrust forward, waiting to be covered in the cum of an eighteen-year-old quarterback. The perfect final image for my video.

"Look at me," I instruct, positioning myself in front of her, my cock level with her face as I stroke it rapidly. "And don't you dare close your eyes. I want you to watch every second of this."

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. I grip my cock tightly, my fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as I stroke up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. The sight of Elizabeth—disheveled, used, waiting for my cum—works its magic on me, bringing me closer to the edge with every stroke.

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

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily as I stroke faster. "Don't move."

"Trust me," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm not going anywhere."

I direct her gaze with my free hand, tilting her chin at just the right angle. "Look there," I command, knowing she thinks I'm pointing at some spot on the wall but actually directing her to stare straight into the camera lens hidden among the books.

Her copper hair is a tangled mess around her face, her makeup smeared by sweat and tears, her lips swollen from my rough use of her mouth earlier. She looks nothing like the poised, elegant First Lady seen in official photographs, and that contrast is exactly what will make the video so devastating.

As I stroke myself toward completion, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images of the destruction this video will cause. My hand works faster, the pleasure building to an almost unbearable peak. I grab a fistful of Elizabeth's hair, holding her head steady as I aim the head of my cock directly at her face.

"Here it comes, First Lady slut," I growl, feeling the first pulse of my orgasm rising from deep within. "Take your presidential pearl necklace."

With a final grunt of pleasure, I explode, the first thick rope of cum landing across her right cheek and into her copper hair. The second paints a white stripe across her parted lips and chin, some of it landing on her tongue which she instinctively swallows. I continue stroking, directing each subsequent burst to ensure maximum coverage—across her nose, her forehead, her left cheek—before the final pulses decorate her breasts with streaks of white that begin to run down the slopes of her perfect mounds.

"Don't move," I command again as I continue milking every last drop onto her face, making sure the camera captures every detail of her defiled state. "Just stay exactly like that and look straight ahead."

Elizabeth remains frozen in position, cum dripping down her face onto her breasts, her eyes fixed on the point where the camera lens hides among the books. The expression on her face is exactly what I need—a mixture of satisfaction, humiliation, and complete surrender that will be unmistakable to anyone who sees the video. This isn't just a woman having sex; this is the First Lady thoroughly debased and reveling in her debasement.

I step back to admire my handiwork, my spent cock still in hand. "Perfect," I murmur, drinking in the sight of her covered in my seed, the evidence of her complete conquest by a teenager dripping down her refined features. The camera is still recording, capturing every second of her degradation for posterity.

I turn away from her, tucking myself back into my pants and straightening my clothes as if nothing unusual has happened. I move casually toward the table where my phone is hidden, pretending to check the time while actually confirming the recording is still active and has captured everything I need. The red light blinks steadily—all according to plan.

"Don't clean yourself up yet," I instruct, turning back to where Elizabeth still kneels on the bed, cum starting to dry on her face and chest. "I want to remember you exactly like this—America's beloved First Lady marked as my personal whore."

She says nothing, her breath still coming in short gasps, her body bearing the evidence of our encounter in the form of red handprints, finger-shaped bruises beginning to form on her hips and thighs, and of course, my seed drying on her skin. The physical reminder of her submission that she'll carry with her into tomorrow's official duties.

I move toward the door, pausing with my hand on the knob to look back at her one final time. The contrast is striking—the elegant, historic room with its presidential artifacts surrounding the thoroughly defiled woman on the bed, the juxtaposition of American dignity and absolute degradation in one perfect tableau.

"Goodbye, Mrs. Davis," I say formally, as if we've just concluded a business meeting rather than a marathon sex session. "I trust you can find your own way back to your quarters."

I don't wait for her response. I slip out into the hallway, closing the door softly behind me, leaving Elizabeth alone with the still-recording camera, a used mess on the presidential sheets. The evidence of her downfall—and by extension, her husband's—already safely captured and ready for distribution to the world.

As I walk through the silent White House corridors back to my guest room, I can't help but smile at how perfectly my plan has unfolded. By this time tomorrow, the political landscape of America will be forever changed—and I'll be the one who changed it, even if no one ever knows it was me.


Chapter 9

I wake before dawn, a sense of purpose driving me from the comfortable guest bed while the White House still sleeps. The thumb drive feels small in my palm—an insignificant piece of technology holding enough explosive content to bring down a presidency. I retrieve the burner laptop from beneath the false bottom of my suitcase, a precaution I'd planned weeks before even receiving the White House invitation. Some might call it paranoia; I call it strategy. As the machine boots up, I replay select moments from last night's video in my mind, the image of the First Lady covered in my cum bringing a smile to my face that would terrify Elizabeth if she could see it.

The laptop is pristine—purchased with cash at a big box store three states away, never connected to any network associated with me, wiped clean of any identifying information. I plug in the thumb drive containing the video I transferred from my phone after returning from the Lincoln Bedroom last night. The file loads immediately, the first frame displaying Elizabeth on her knees, her copper hair unmistakable even in the dimly lit room.

I hit play, watching a few seconds to confirm the quality. The camera angle is perfect—capturing every detail of Elizabeth's face and body while showing nothing of mine except occasionally my torso or the back of my head. The audio is crystal clear, every degrading command and her enthusiastic responses recorded with perfect fidelity. There will be no question about the authenticity of this video, no possibility of dismissing it as a deepfake or body double.

"Beautiful," I murmur to the empty room, hitting pause on a particularly damning frame where Elizabeth stares directly into the camera, my cum dripping down her face, her expression one of complete submission. This single still image would be enough to destroy her, but I have twenty-seven minutes of high-definition video that will obliterate not just her reputation but the entire Davis administration.

I connect the burner laptop to a mobile hotspot—also purchased anonymously, activated with a prepaid card—and navigate to a temporary email service. Creating new accounts takes minutes, each with randomized usernames that can't be traced back to me. I work methodically, creating five different accounts to distribute the video, ensuring that even if some news outlets hesitate, others will run with the story.

The subject line comes to me with perfect clarity as I begin drafting the first email: "A Private Tour of the White House." Simple but effective, with just enough innuendo to ensure curious recipients will open the attachment. The body of the email is equally straightforward:

"The attached video shows First Lady Elizabeth Davis engaged in sexual activities in the Lincoln Bedroom last night. The individual with her is not President Davis. This is being sent to multiple news outlets simultaneously."

No additional context, no demands, no manifesto—nothing that might betray personality or motive. Just the cold, hard facts and the devastating video evidence.

I attach the file, watching the progress bar as it uploads. While I wait, I compile my list of recipients—not just the obvious major networks, but also tabloids, political blogs from both sides of the aisle, international news services, and several prominent political journalists known for breaking scandals. I want this to hit from all directions simultaneously, making it impossible to contain.

The first email sends with a quiet whoosh sound that seems absurdly mundane given the chaos it's about to unleash. I move methodically through the remaining accounts, sending identical messages to different combinations of recipients, ensuring maximum coverage. By the time I send the final email, the sun is just beginning to rise over Washington, light filtering through the curtains of my guest room. In newsrooms across the country and around the world, producers and editors are already starting their days, unaware that within minutes, they'll be making decisions that will alter American political history.

I shut down the laptop, disconnect the hotspot, and remove the thumb drive. Later today, both the laptop and hotspot will be smashed and disposed of in separate dumpsters as I make my way home. The thumb drive will meet a more thorough end—physically destroyed, the pieces scattered across different locations. Nothing can ever connect me to this leak.

My phone—my regular phone, not the one used for recording—buzzes with a text from Jack: "Breakfast in 30 minutes. President wants to see us before the ceremony."

The irony nearly makes me laugh out loud. By the time that ceremony is scheduled to take place, there's a good chance it will have been canceled amidst the unfolding scandal.

I head to the shower, turning the water as hot as I can stand it, letting it wash over me as I imagine the video already landing in inboxes, being opened by bleary-eyed producers who suddenly find themselves fully awake as they realize what they're seeing. The First Lady of the United States, on her knees, covered in another man's cum, looking directly into the camera with an expression that cannot be explained away as anything but willing participation.

How long before the first outlet breaks the story? An hour? Two? Some might hesitate, seeking comment from the White House or verification of the video's authenticity. Others will rush to be first, knowing that in today's digital media landscape, being first often matters more than being thorough. By the time I finish breakfast with Jack and Angelina, the first reports might already be circulating on social media. By lunch, it will be inescapable. By dinner, the Davis presidency will be effectively over.

I step out of the shower and dry off, dressing in the suit I've chosen for today's now-doomed ceremony. The game has always been too easy. Taking Angelina from her pathetic husband. Conquering the First Lady and her daughter in the White House itself. And now, delivering the final play—a political assassination of an arrogant president via video that will echo through history.

I straighten my tie, flash a practiced smile at my reflection, and prepare to go downstairs for what will likely be the last peaceful meal the White House serves before all hell breaks loose.

***

I return to my room after sending the videos, the countdown to chaos ticking in my head like a time bomb. When I open the door, I find Angelina perched on the edge of my bed, her blonde hair falling in perfect waves around her shoulders, her expression a storm of emotions I can read like a book. She's wearing a tight red dress that hugs every curve, making it clear she's not wearing anything underneath. Her legs are crossed, one high heel dangling from her manicured toes, and she's radiating a mixture of fury and desire that promises this won't be a calm conversation.

"Well, well," she says, her voice dripping with venom. "Look who finally decided to come back to his room." She uncrosses her legs slowly, deliberately, giving me a flash of what lies beneath the dress. "Finished fucking the First Family?"

I close the door behind me, locking it with a decisive click. "Been keeping tabs on me, Angelina?"

She stands, her movements fluid and predatory as she stalks toward me. "The walls have ears in this place, Richard. And the maids talk." Her hand connects with my cheek in a sharp slap that echoes in the quiet room. "You think I don't know you've been balls deep in that aging redhead and her slut daughter?"

I grab her wrist before she can slap me again, squeezing just tight enough to make her gasp. "Jealous?"

"Of those White House whores?" she scoffs, but I can see the truth in her eyes—she is jealous, furiously so. "Please. They're just political trophy wives and privileged brats playing at being bad. Forget those old whores." Her free hand reaches for my crotch, squeezing my already hardening cock through my pants. "You need a real woman. Someone who knows exactly what to do with this magnificent cock."

In one swift movement, I spin her around and shove her face-down onto the bed, her ass raised perfectly as her dress rides up around her waist. Just as I suspected, she's wearing nothing underneath. Her pussy is already glistening, her arousal betraying how much her own jealous anger turns her on.

"Is that what you are? A real woman?" I taunt, unbuckling my belt and dropping my pants to the floor. "Because right now you look like a desperate housewife begging for attention."

"Fuck you," she spits over her shoulder, but she's pushing her ass higher, spreading her legs wider in blatant invitation.

"No, Angelina," I correct her, positioning myself behind her, the head of my cock brushing against her entrance. "I'm going to fuck you. Hard enough to make you forget you're even married to that pathetic excuse for a man."

I thrust into her with a single powerful stroke that drives the breath from her lungs and sends her lurching forward on the bed. She's tight but ready, her body accepting my invasion with a wet heat that tells me she's been fantasizing about this since I left her the night before.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against the sheets, causing shivers down my spine. I grip her hips tightly, my fingers wrapping around the curves with surprising strength as I stroke in and out, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's skillful pussy works its magic on me, clenching and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, her voice sultry and enticing despite being pressed into the mattress.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily as I drive deeper. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," she purrs, looking back at me with fire in her eyes, "I'm just getting started."

As I pound into her from behind, my mind races with thoughts of what's happening elsewhere in the White House. Is Elizabeth still in bed, unaware of the video that's already making its way to newsrooms? Is the President going about his morning routine, oblivious to the fact that his presidency is about to implode? The power of it—knowing what's coming while everyone else remains in the dark—sends a surge of adrenaline through me that translates into even more aggressive thrusts.

My hands find their way to Angelina's lush, round ass, as they squeeze and knead the firm flesh. I give it a hard slap, watching the skin redden instantly beneath my hand. Our tongues had tangled together earlier, but now it's all primal grunts and the slap of skin against skin as I drive into her repeatedly.

"Ah, Richard," Angelina gasps between thrusts, her voice sultry and seductive despite being muffled by the bedding.

"Angelina, you're so fucking hot," I groan, my desire for her only growing stronger as I pound into her. Squeezing and kneading her ass, I feel like I'm channeling all my triumph and anticipation into each powerful thrust.

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

I pull out suddenly, flipping her onto her back with enough force to make her bounce against the mattress. I want to see her face, want to watch her come apart beneath me as I reclaim her after my conquests of the First Family. I tear her dress down the middle, exposing her perfect breasts with their already hardened nipples.

"Mine," I growl, positioning myself between her spread legs, driving back into her with a force that makes the bed frame creak in protest.

"Yours," she agrees, her nails digging into my shoulders, drawing blood as I establish a punishing rhythm. "All yours."

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Angelina's own breathy moans fill the guest room, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. Her legs wrap around my waist, her high heels still on, the points digging into my lower back with each thrust, adding pain to the overwhelming pleasure.

Angelina's hands grip both sides of my back, 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, Angelina," 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.

"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 wrap one hand around her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly, watching her eyes widen with the added thrill of controlled danger.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, tightening my grip on her throat. I grab her lush, round ass with my free hand, 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 sharply 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. The bed 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.

"Only me," she demands between gasps, her eyes locked on mine. "Promise me. Only me from now on."

I don't answer—we both know it would be a lie. Instead, I kiss her roughly, biting her lower lip hard enough to draw blood, my hips never slowing their relentless pace. In this moment, with my plan in motion and chaos about to engulf the White House, I'm content to lose myself in Angelina's body, to let her believe she's the one I choose over all others.

At least until the storm breaks and we see what new opportunities arise from the wreckage.

I'm pounding into Angelina with relentless force, her body writhing beneath mine in approaching ecstasy, when my peripheral vision catches the digital clock on the nightstand—it's been nearly two hours since I sent the emails. Enough time for verification, for executive decisions to be made, for the story to break. Without breaking my rhythm, I reach for the remote control on the bedside table, my cock still buried deep inside her as I hit the power button. The wall-mounted TV flickers to life, automatically tuned to a 24-hour news network. Angelina starts to protest, confused by my sudden interest in television during sex, but her words die in her throat as the somber-faced anchor appears on screen, the red "BREAKING NEWS" banner flashing below him.

"Breaking news: a scandal of unprecedented proportions is rocking the White House this morning," the anchor announces, his voice deliberately grave. "We must warn viewers that the information we're about to share is of an extremely sensitive and explicit nature."

I wrap my hand around Angelina's throat, my grip tightening just enough to keep her attention split between the brutal fucking I'm giving her and the unfolding destruction on screen. The anchor continues, explaining that multiple news outlets have received what appears to be authentic video footage of First Lady Elizabeth Davis engaged in explicit sexual activities with an unidentified man in what experts have confirmed is the Lincoln Bedroom of the White House.

The screen shows a heavily censored still image from my video—pixelated in strategic areas but unmistakably Elizabeth on her knees, her face and copper hair clearly visible despite the digital blurring of her exposed body and the cum on her face. Even with the censorship, there's no doubt about who it is or what she's doing.

"Richard," Angelina gasps, her eyes wide with shock as she looks from the screen to my face, comprehension dawning in her expression. "Did you—"

I cut her off with a particularly hard thrust that drives the breath from her lungs, my hips slamming against hers with enough force to make the headboard bang against the wall. "Watch," I command, nodding toward the TV where a panel of stunned experts has joined the anchor, their faces masks of disbelief as they struggle to maintain professional composure while discussing what the anchor keeps referring to as "the graphic and humiliating video."

"The White House has not yet responded to our requests for comment," the anchor continues, "but sources close to the administration describe the mood as 'apocalyptic' as staff attempt to manage what may be the most devastating presidential scandal in American history."

Angelina's body tenses beneath me as the full implications sink in, her eyes darting between my face and the unfolding news coverage. I see the moment when terror and arousal collide within her—the realization that she's currently being fucked by the same man who just destroyed the First Lady, possibly the same man in that video, the man who holds her reputation and marriage in his hands just as easily as he holds her throat.

"You did this," she whispers, not a question but an awed statement. "You fucked her and recorded it."

Instead of answering, I increase my pace, pounding into her with new intensity as I watch my handiwork unfold on national television. My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency I feel as I witness the culmination of my plan. 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 demand, tearing my eyes away from the screen to focus on Angelina's face. 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 as I claim her completely while the world burns around us.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her voice trembles with conflicting emotions—fear of what I'm capable of, awe at my audacity, and overwhelming lust at being fucked by a man powerful enough to bring down a presidency. 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 against the backdrop of political destruction.

On screen, the news coverage intensifies as more details emerge. A legal analyst explains the potential criminal implications—privacy violations, potential security breaches, questions about how someone gained access to the Lincoln Bedroom for such purposes. A political correspondent speculates on resignation scenarios, impeachment possibilities, the end of Davis's political career. A body language expert analyzes the uncensored portions of the still image, concluding that the First Lady appears to be a "willing and enthusiastic participant" in the recorded activities.

"Look at what I've done," I growl into Angelina's ear, my voice low and dangerous. "The most powerful family in America, brought to their knees by my cock. Just like you."

The combination of my words, my relentless thrusting, and the surreal scenario unfolding around us pushes Angelina toward the edge. I can feel her body tensing beneath me, her pussy beginning to contract around my shaft as her orgasm builds. Her eyes remain fixed on the television, watching American history being rewritten in real time while the architect of that destruction pounds into her mercilessly.

"I'm going to cum," she moans, her voice tight with approaching release. "Oh god, Richard—what have you done—"

On screen, the anchor delivers the killing blow: "Sources within the White House are now confirming that emergency meetings are underway with senior staff and legal counsel. One senior official, speaking on condition of anonymity, stated bluntly that the presidency as we know it is 'over.'"

The word "over" triggers something in Angelina—a dam breaking, a final surrender. Her entire body convulses beneath me, a scream tearing from her throat as she experiences what might be the most powerful orgasm of her life. Her pussy contracts violently around my cock, milking me with spasms so intense they border on painful. The sight of her coming completely undone—not just from physical pleasure but from the perverse thrill of fucking the man who just toppled an administration—drives me over the edge as well.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The bed 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.

"I'm cumming," I growl, driving deep one final time as my release erupts inside her. Rope after rope of hot cum floods her pussy as I maintain eye contact, making her feel every pulse, every throb of my orgasm while the TV continues to narrate the unraveling of the Davis presidency in the background.

We're still joined, both gasping for breath, sweat-slicked and trembling from the intensity of our climax, when the first pounding on the door starts—frantic, urgent knocks that can only belong to one person.

"Richard! Angelina! Are you in there? Have you seen the news?" Jack's voice is pitched high with panic, a stark contrast to our post-orgasmic haze. "We need to leave immediately! The White House is in complete chaos!"

I withdraw from Angelina slowly, watching my cum leak out of her onto the expensive sheets. She looks dazed, caught between satiation and shock, her body bearing the marks of my possession while her mind tries to process what she's just participated in.

"Get dressed," I tell her calmly, already pulling on my pants with unhurried movements. "Your husband is having a meltdown."

"Richard!" Jack calls again, the knocking growing more insistent. "For God's sake, answer me!"

I walk to the door, still shirtless, and open it just enough to reveal my bare chest and tousled hair. Jack stands in the hallway, his face ashen, tie askew, looking like he's aged ten years since breakfast.

"We were just finishing a training session," I tell him with perfect composure, gesturing vaguely toward where Angelina is frantically pulling her torn dress back on. "What's happening?"

"The First Lady—there's a video—we need to get out of here before the press—" He can't even form complete sentences, his eyes darting nervously down the hallway where I can hear raised voices and hurried footsteps as the White House staff scrambles to contain the uncontainable.

"Give us two minutes," I say, closing the door in his face before he can protest.

I turn back to Angelina, who's staring at me with a mixture of fear and awe, her blonde hair a tangled mess, her makeup smeared, her dress barely holding together where I tore it.

"We should hurry home before things go crazy," I say, as if I'm not the direct cause of that coming craziness. I pull on my shirt, watching her struggle to compose herself while the TV continues to broadcast the death throes of the Davis administration—all because of a video that will never be traced back to the quarterback who was supposed to be honored today.

We exit the room, stepping out into a White House now forever changed by my calculated revenge. Behind us, the TV continues its breathless coverage of what will soon be known as the greatest scandal in presidential history, all orchestrated by the young athlete walking calmly through the chaos he created, already planning his next conquest.
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