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Chapter 1

I slam my cock into Angelina's tight pussy from behind, gripping her hips with bruising force as I watch her face press into the expensive silk sheets of her marriage bed. My body is still buzzing with the power I've brought back from Washington—the fall of a presidency, the conquest of a First Lady and her daughter, all by my hand and cock. And now I'm back where it all started, with my married MILF bent over and taking my teenage cock while her pathetic husband thinks I'm just her personal trainer.

"Fuck, I missed this pussy," I growl, watching my shaft disappear between her perfectly rounded ass cheeks, the contrast between my youth and her mature body making my cock throb with renewed hardness.

The master bedroom of her and Jack's mansion is as pretentious as the man himself—all designer furniture and custom silk sheets worth more than what most families spend on a month's rent. The irony isn't lost on me as I pound into his wife, turning their marital sanctuary into my personal playground. The sheets will reek of our fucking long after I'm gone, though Jack's too oblivious to ever notice.

I give her ass a vicious slap, watching the flesh jiggle and redden beneath my palm. "You're my filthy fucking slut, aren't you?" I snarl, tangling my free hand in her blonde hair and yanking back hard enough to make her neck arch at a painful angle.

"Yes! God, yes!" she gasps, her voice throaty with desire. "I'm your slut, Richard!"

For months now, I've been coming to this house under the pretense of being Angelina's personal trainer. Jack, in his infinite wisdom, thought hiring an 18-year-old quarterback to keep his wife in shape was a brilliant idea. If only he knew the kind of "workouts" we've been doing while he's away on business trips or stuck in meetings. The 40-year-old MILF with the body of a college cheerleader has been getting the kind of training her husband could never provide.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath and moans my name, causing shivers down my spine. I grip her hips tighter, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I drive into her with punishing force. Angelina's pussy works its magic on me, clenching and spasming around my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Look at you, taking my teenage cock like you were made for it," I taunt, delivering another stinging slap to her other cheek. The impact leaves a perfect red handprint on her tanned skin. "Jack ever fuck you this good?"

"Never," she moans, her words muffled by the pillow she's clutching. "He could never—oh fuck—never fuck me like this!"

I've heard the same words from Elizabeth Davis, from her daughter Tiffany, from countless women who've discovered what it means to be properly fucked by someone who knows exactly how to use what he's got. The fall of the Davis presidency is still making headlines—I saw the news playing at the airport when I landed this morning—but all I could think about was getting back inside Angelina, reclaiming what was mine before Washington.

I lean forward, my chest pressing against her back as I bite the sensitive junction between her neck and shoulder. The sharp pain makes her pussy clench around me, drawing a gasp from both of us. "You missed this cock while I was gone, didn't you? Bet you watched the news, saw what was happening, and frigged your desperate cunt thinking about me."

"Every day," she admits, turning her face so I can see her profile, her lips parted, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "I came so hard watching the scandal unfold, knowing you were there, knowing what you're capable of."

That's why we work so well together, Angelina and I. She's smart enough to recognize my power, to submit to it willingly while still maintaining her outward appearance of the perfect housewife. And I'm more than happy to give her what her meek husband can't—the thrill of being used, of being nothing more than a hole for my pleasure.

I straighten up, grabbing both her wrists and pinning them to the small of her back with one hand. The position forces her chest deeper into the mattress, her ass raised even higher. "Spread your legs wider," I command, using my knees to nudge her thighs further apart.

When she complies, I reward her with a series of deep, grinding thrusts that have her moaning into the pillow again. I can feel her body tensing, the telltale fluttering of her inner walls signaling an approaching orgasm. I reach around with my free hand, finding her clit and applying firm, circular pressure.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling her whole body begin to shake. "Cum on my cock like the desperate MILF slut you are."

Her orgasm hits with explosive force, her pussy clamping down on my shaft with almost painful intensity. She screams into the pillow, her whole body convulsing as waves of pleasure crash through her. I maintain my relentless pace, fucking her through each spasm, prolonging her climax until she's a trembling, incoherent mess beneath me.

"Good girl," I praise, slowing my thrusts to let her catch her breath. "But we're not done yet. I've got weeks of fucking to catch up on, and your husband won't be home for hours."

Washington might have given me a taste of ultimate power—bringing down a presidency with nothing more than my cock and a hidden camera—but there's something uniquely satisfying about being back here, reclaiming my first conquest. Angelina was the beginning, the wife who showed me just how easily I could take what I wanted from powerful men.

"Turn over," I command, withdrawing from her and flipping her onto her back in one smooth motion. "I want to see your face when I fill you up with my cum."

She looks up at me with a mixture of exhaustion and renewed desire, her blonde hair a tangled mess around her flushed face, her mascara smeared from tears of pleasure. The perfect picture of a well-fucked woman—and we're just getting started.

Washington might be in chaos because of me, but my conquest is far from complete. There's an entire town of wives and daughters waiting to discover what it means to be truly satisfied. And I plan to use Angelina's house—her husband's house—as the center of my new empire.

I hover over Angelina's trembling body, her legs spread wide as I position myself between her thighs again. My cock, slick with her juices, nudges against her entrance as I grab her throat with one hand, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp. "Ready for round two already?" I taunt, watching her eyes widen with a mixture of fear and anticipation. I don't wait for an answer before slamming back into her with enough force to make the headboard bang against the wall.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her back arching off the mattress as I establish a punishing rhythm. I keep my hand on her throat, feeling her pulse racing beneath my palm as I control her breath, her pleasure, her very existence in this moment.

"This is what you thought about while I was gone, isn't it?" I growl, leaning down to bite her earlobe hard enough to draw a whimper. "Getting fucked like the whore you are while your husband works to pay for this house I'm defiling you in."

Her only response is a strangled moan as my grip on her throat tightens slightly. I release her neck only to grab her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand while the other reaches down to slap her tits. The sharp sound of skin on skin fills the room, followed by her gasping inhale as pain and pleasure merge into one overwhelming sensation.

"Harder!" she begs, her hips rising to meet each thrust. "Fuck me harder, Richard!"

I'm powerless to resist her pleas. 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. The wet, obscene noises of our coupling only drive me to greater ferocity, treating her body like it's mine to use however I please—because it is.

I can feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, pressure mounting with each thrust into her willing heat. The way her pussy grips me, the sight of her writhing beneath me, her wedding ring catching the light as her hands strain against my hold—it all pushes me closer to the edge.

"I'm going to fill this married pussy," I announce, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I approach release. "Going to pump you full of teenage cum right in the bed you share with your pathetic husband."

Just as the words leave my mouth, we hear it—the distinctive sound of tires on gravel, a car pulling into the driveway. Angelina's eyes fly open, panic replacing the lust that had glazed them over.

"Shit!" she gasps, trying to scramble away from me. "That's Jack! He's not supposed to be home for hours!"

Instead of releasing her, I tighten my grip on her wrists and slam into her with renewed force. The danger, the possibility of discovery, only heightens my arousal. I laugh at her panic, the sound low and cruel in the suddenly tense atmosphere.

"Don't move," I command, pistoning into her even harder than before. "You're going to take every fucking drop."

"Richard, please!" she whispers urgently, her eyes darting toward the bedroom door. "He can't find us like this—he'll—"

I silence her with another brutal thrust that drives the breath from her lungs. "He'll what? Finally realize his wife prefers teenage cock? That she's nothing but a cum dump for the local quarterback?"

We hear the front door open downstairs, followed by the cheerful whistling that signals Jack's arrival. The familiar tune echoes up the staircase, growing louder as he presumably heads for the stairs. Angelina's entire body tenses beneath me, her pussy clenching around my cock in fear rather than pleasure.

"He's coming upstairs," she hisses, real terror in her eyes now. "Richard, I'm serious—"

"So am I," I growl, maintaining my relentless pace. The approaching footsteps and whistling only push me closer to the edge, the forbidden thrill of potentially being caught balls-deep in another man's wife sending electricity through my veins.

The whistling grows louder, Jack's footsteps now clearly audible on the stairs. I feel my orgasm approaching with unstoppable force, driven by the danger and Angelina's fear. Her struggles beneath me only enhance the sensation as I hold her down, using her body for my pleasure regardless of the consequences.

"I'm cumming," I announce, just loud enough for her to hear. "Taking what's mine."

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself deep inside her and explode, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her unprotected pussy. Each pulse sends waves of pleasure crashing through me, my grip on her wrists tightening to the point of pain as I empty myself inside her.

The whistling is right outside the door now. With superhuman speed born of panic, Angelina shoves me off her the moment my grip relaxes. I roll to the side as she yanks the covers up over both of us. I lie flat on the far side of the king-sized bed while she feigns sleep in the middle, pulling the comforter up to her chin just as the bedroom door swings open.

"Honey, I'm home! Forgot my wallet!" Jack's cheerful voice fills the room, completely oblivious to what just transpired in his marital bed. He walks in without hesitation, not even questioning why his wife would be napping in the middle of the day.

I lie perfectly still, hidden by the bulk of Angelina's body and the rumpled bedding, my heart pounding not from fear but from the sheer thrill of it all. My cock is still semi-hard, wet with our combined fluids, as I listen to Jack's footsteps crossing the room.

"Didn't mean to wake you," he says softly, his voice tender with a love and respect that I violate every time I fuck his wife. I hear the sound of him retrieving something from the dresser—his wallet, presumably—before his footsteps retreat toward the door.

The moment the door clicks shut behind him, I emerge from my hiding place, rising up on one elbow to look down at Angelina. Her eyes are wide, her chest rising and falling rapidly with adrenaline and lingering fear. My cum is already leaking from her pussy, staining the expensive sheets her husband will sleep on tonight.

"That was close," she giggles, the danger now past enough that she can find humor in our near-discovery.

"Too close," I reply, but there's no real concern in my voice. Instead, I'm already planning, calculating my next move. "Good thing I'm throwing a party tonight. A masquerade Halloween party."

Her eyebrow raises in question, but I can see the interest sparking in her eyes, replacing the fear that had gripped her moments ago.

"Jack's out of town on business tonight, so the house is ours." I run my hand possessively down her naked body, feeling her shiver beneath my touch. "I'm inviting everyone. And I mean everyone."

The possibilities stretch before us like a buffet of debauchery, and I plan to feast until I'm satisfied—which might just be never.


Chapter 2

I'm still riding the high of nearly getting caught balls-deep in Angelina when my phone buzzes in the cup holder of my car. I've just left her place after making plans for tonight's party, my body still humming with satisfaction from fucking her while her husband was in the house. I grab my phone at a red light, expecting maybe a text from one of the countless women I've conquered, but what I see makes me grin with predatory interest—a message from Coach Miller's number, but the content makes it clear who's really doing the inviting.

The text contains a picture that makes my cock stir to life again despite having just emptied myself inside Angelina. It's a stunning, leggy blonde with tits that look too perfect to be real, pouting at the camera in a pose that screams desperation for attention. She's wearing a tiny white tank top that barely contains her massive breasts, her hard nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric.

The message beneath reads: "My wife Vanessa is so proud of you for winning the championship. We'd be honored if you'd come over and let her... properly thank you for your hard work. We're very discreet."

I laugh out loud in my empty car. Coach Miller—the man who screams himself hoarse on the sidelines, who demands perfection and discipline from his players—is pimping out his trophy wife to his star quarterback. The power I hold over people never ceases to amaze me.

The light turns green, and I accelerate, already deciding to accept this unexpected invitation. I recognize the address he's sent; it's in Silver Oaks, the gated community where all the town's wealthiest residents live in their McMansions, pretending their lives aren't as empty as their marriages. I've been there before, of course—there's no shortage of bored housewives looking for a young stud to fill them up while their husbands work late.

I text back a simple "On my way" and turn my car toward Silver Oaks. The championship game was just two weeks ago—my final glorious performance as the high school quarterback before graduation. The town is still buzzing about it, my name on everyone's lips after I broke the state record for passing yards in a single game. Apparently, Coach Miller's wife has been buzzing about it too, in more ways than one.

The drive to Silver Oaks takes me through town, past all the storefronts still displaying congratulatory signs for the championship team. My face smiles back at me from posters in shop windows, the golden boy who brought glory to our small town. If only they knew what their hero was really like—how many of their wives and daughters I've had on their knees before me, begging for my cock.

I pull up to the security gate at Silver Oaks, where the guard recognizes me immediately. "Mr. Long! Congratulations on the championship!" he exclaims, already lifting the barrier without asking who I'm visiting. That's the kind of respect that comes with being me—doors literally open without question.

Coach Miller's house is one of the larger ones in the community, a sprawling Mediterranean-style mansion with a circular driveway and perfectly manicured landscaping. I park my car right in front, not bothering with any pretense of discretion. Let the neighbors see whose car is visiting the Millers on a weekday afternoon—I have nothing to hide.

I ring the doorbell and hear hurried footsteps approaching from inside. When the door swings open, I'm greeted by the sight of Coach Miller himself, looking nothing like the commanding presence he projects on the football field. Here, in his own home, he appears smaller somehow, his shoulders slightly hunched, his eyes unable to meet mine directly. He's wearing pressed khakis and a polo shirt, the uniform of middle-aged men trying to look younger than they are.

"Richard! Sir! Please, come in," he says, actually stepping back and bowing his head slightly as he gestures for me to enter.

The "sir" doesn't escape my notice—nor does the way he practically genuflects as I walk past him into the marble-floored entryway. On the field, he's "Coach" or even "Mr. Miller," and I'm just "Long." But here, in his home, with his wife waiting to service me, the power dynamic has completely shifted.

"Nice place, Coach," I remark casually, looking around at the high ceilings and expensive artwork that decorates the walls. Family photos show Miller with his blonde bombshell wife at various charity events and vacations, both of them smiling the tight, forced smiles of people who've forgotten what happiness actually feels like.

"Thank you, Richard. We're so honored you could come." Miller wrings his hands nervously, looking like he's about to sweat through his carefully pressed shirt. "Can I get you anything? A drink perhaps? Water, soda, beer?" He adds the last option with a conspiratorial whisper, as if offering alcohol to an 18-year-old is the most daring thing he'll do today, when he's about to watch that same 18-year-old fuck his wife.

"I'm good," I reply dismissively. "Where's Vanessa? Her... appreciation was mentioned."

Miller's face flushes red, a combination of embarrassment and what I recognize as arousal. "Of course, of course. She's in the living room. Right this way."

He leads me through their immaculate house, past a formal dining room with a table that could seat twenty, through a gourmet kitchen that looks like it's never been used, and into a spacious living room with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking a backyard paradise complete with pool and cabana.

As I enter the room, my eyes immediately lock onto Vanessa Miller, lounging on a white leather sectional that probably cost more than some people's cars. In person, she's even more stunning than in the photo—a living Barbie doll with impossibly long legs, a tiny waist, and tits that defy both gravity and believability. She's wearing nothing but a tiny thong and a football jersey with my number on it, the fabric barely reaching the top of her thighs.

Her eyes light up when she sees me, a predatory gleam that tells me she's been waiting for this opportunity for a long time. She uncrosses and recrosses her legs slowly, giving me a deliberate flash of the thong barely covering her clearly waxed pussy.

"Richard," she purrs, her voice a practiced blend of sex and honey. "I've been waiting to properly congratulate our championship quarterback."

I step further into the room, leaving Coach Miller hovering anxiously in the doorway. My presence seems to fill the space, dominating it just as I dominate the football field. Just as I'm about to dominate his wife while he watches.

"Is that right?" I reply, my voice deliberately casual as I approach the couch where Vanessa waits like an offering on an altar. "I think it's time we discussed exactly what form that congratulation is going to take."

Vanessa uncrosses her legs again, deliberately slower this time, making sure I get a good look at the tiny strip of fabric barely covering her pussy. "I've been such a bad girl, thinking about you on the field," she purrs, running her manicured fingers along the hem of my jersey that's stretched across her massive tits. "I think I need a real man to punish me for winning the championship without him." Her eyes flick toward her husband standing nervously in the doorway, the deliberate emasculation making my cock harden instantly.

Coach Miller shifts his weight from one foot to the other, wringing his hands like he's on the sidelines watching his team blow a fourth-quarter lead. The man who barks orders at grown men all day can barely look me in the eye as I stand before his wife. "Honey, why don't you show Richard your... appreciation," he stammers, his voice cracking on the last word.

I don't wait for a second invitation. I step forward, towering over Vanessa where she sits on the couch. Without warning, I grab a fistful of her perfectly highlighted blonde hair and yank her head back, forcing her to look up at me. The sharp gasp that escapes her glossy lips tells me everything I need to know—she likes it rough, and her husband is too much of a pussy to give her what she craves.

"On your knees," I command, my voice hard with authority. "Now."

Vanessa practically melts off the couch, sliding to the floor in front of me with practiced ease. She kneels on the plush carpet, her back straight, tits thrust forward, looking up at me with eager anticipation. Coach Miller takes a few hesitant steps into the room, settling into an armchair with a direct view of his wife about to service me.

I unbutton my jeans and lower the zipper slowly, enjoying the way Vanessa licks her lips as she watches. My cock springs free, already rock hard from the power trip of having my coach's trophy wife on her knees before me. I don't give her the satisfaction of touching it herself. Instead, I grab her hair again and pull her face toward my crotch.

"Open," I order, and her mouth falls open immediately, tongue extended like a good little cocksucker. I guide the head of my cock to her waiting lips, then thrust forward without warning, pushing halfway into her mouth in one stroke.

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

"Does that feel good?" Coach Miller asks from his chair, his voice tight with a mixture of humiliation and arousal as he watches his wife take my cock.

"Your wife's a better cocksucker than she is a football coach's wife," I reply coldly, not even bothering to look at him as I thrust deeper into Vanessa's eager mouth. "Maybe if you spent less time on play diagrams and more time teaching her how to properly swallow cock, she wouldn't need to invite high school boys over."

The insult lands exactly as intended—Miller shifts uncomfortably in his seat, but his hand moves to his crotch, rubbing himself through his khakis as he watches his wife being degraded. Vanessa moans around my cock at my words, the vibration sending waves of pleasure up my spine.

I tighten my grip on her hair and begin thrusting more forcefully, watching as her mascara starts to run from the tears forming in her eyes. "That's it," I encourage as she gags slightly. "Choke on it. Show your husband how a real man's cock deserves to be worshipped."

Vanessa's hands come up to grip my thighs, not pushing me away but pulling me closer, urging me to use her throat however I want. Saliva builds at the corners of her mouth, eventually spilling down her chin and onto the jersey with my number on it. The wet, obscene sounds of her enthusiastic blowjob fill the living room, punctuated by her occasional gag when I push particularly deep.

From the corner of my eye, I can see Coach Miller now openly palming himself through his pants, his breathing becoming more ragged as he watches his wife debase herself. The power I hold over both of them is intoxicating—the man who commands respect on the football field reduced to a voyeur in his own home, stroking himself as I face-fuck his wife.

"You like being used like this, don't you?" I demand, looking down at Vanessa's tear-streaked face. "The coach's perfect wife, on her knees choking on teenage cock while her husband watches. What would the other football moms think if they could see you now?"

She can only respond with a muffled moan, her mouth too full of my cock to form words. I thrust deeper, feeling the back of her throat constrict around my head, watching her eyes water as she fights her gag reflex. Her hands move from my thighs to my ass, pulling me deeper, silently begging for more despite—or perhaps because of—her discomfort.

"Fuck her mouth, Richard," Coach Miller encourages from his chair, his voice strained. "She loves it rough."

"I don't need you to tell me how to fuck your wife," I snap, not breaking my rhythm. "Shut the fuck up and watch. That's all you're good for."

I grab Vanessa's head with both hands now, holding her skull firmly as I begin to thrust with punishing force. Each forward movement drives my cock deeper into her throat, making her gag and choke around my length. Spit and pre-cum drip down her chin, soaking the front of the jersey as I use her mouth like a personal fleshlight.

"This is what a champion deserves," I growl, making sure Miller can hear every word. "This is my reward for carrying your pathetic excuse of a team to victory."

Vanessa's hands drop from my ass to between her own legs, her fingers pushing aside the tiny thong to rub her clearly soaking pussy. The sight of her pleasuring herself while being throat-fucked sends another surge of arousal through me. She's getting off on this—on being used in front of her husband, on being nothing more than a hole for my pleasure.

I pull out suddenly, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the head of my cock. She gasps for breath, her chest heaving, makeup completely ruined, looking every bit the well-used slut she is. Before she can recover, I slap my wet cock against her face, leaving shiny trails across her cheeks and forehead.

"Who owns this mouth?" I demand, gripping her chin to force her to look up at me.

"You do," she pants, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "Please, use me however you want."

I glance at Coach Miller, who's watching with a mixture of shame and undeniable arousal, his hand still working inside his pants. "Did you hear that, Coach? I own your wife's mouth. And I'm just getting started with what else I own."

I grab Vanessa by her hair again, yanking her to her feet with enough force to make her gasp. Without a word, I spin her around and bend her over the back of the white leather couch, positioning her so she's facing directly toward her husband. Her ass, barely covered by the tiny thong, is presented to me like an offering, while her face is turned toward Coach Miller, ensuring he'll see every expression of pleasure and pain I wring from her.

"Watch closely, Coach," I command, hooking my finger under the string of her thong and pulling it aside rather than removing it completely. The sight of her exposed, glistening pussy with that thin strip of fabric still clinging to one side is somehow more degrading than if she were completely naked. "You see this, Coach?" I growl at Miller as I slap my cock against her entrance, coating myself in her abundant wetness. "This is how a real man fucks your wife. This is my reward."

Miller just nods weakly from his armchair, his hand still working inside his pants as he stares with a pathetic mixture of shame and arousal. His wife is bent over their expensive furniture, about to be fucked by his star player, and all he can do is watch and jerk off like the cuckold he is.

I position my cock at Vanessa's entrance and thrust forward with brutal force, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. The impact drives her forward against the couch, a scream tearing from her throat that fills their cavernous living room.

"Oh my GOD!" she cries out, her knuckles turning white as she grips the leather for support. "You're so fucking big!"

Her pussy clamps down around me like a vise, hot and tight and so wet it makes obscene squelching sounds as I immediately establish a punishing rhythm. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair with one hand, yanking her head back so she's forced to look at her husband as I claim her body.

"Look at him," I command, my other hand coming down hard on her ass cheek, leaving a bright red handprint. "Look at your pathetic husband while a real man fucks you."

Vanessa's eyes lock with Miller's, her face contorting with pleasure as I pound into her from behind. Each thrust forces a grunt or gasp from her lips, the sounds growing louder and more desperate as I increase my pace.

"Is this what you wanted, Coach?" I taunt, delivering another sharp smack to Vanessa's other ass cheek. "To see your trophy wife get railed by the star quarterback? To know she's taking a cock bigger and better than yours?"

Miller doesn't answer, but the flush spreading across his face and the rhythmic movement of his hand in his pants tell me everything I need to know. He's getting off on his own humiliation, on watching his wife being used by someone younger, stronger, and more dominant than himself.

I grab Vanessa's hips with both hands now, digging my fingers into her flesh hard enough to leave bruises as I slam into her repeatedly. The force of my thrusts pushes her against the couch with each impact, the expensive furniture sliding slightly on the hardwood floor.

"Tell your husband how it feels," I demand, punctuating my command with a particularly deep thrust that makes her gasp. "Tell him what a real cock feels like."

"It's so good," she moans, her voice breaking as I maintain my relentless pace. "So big... filling me up... fuck!"

The power I hold over both of them is intoxicating. I've reduced the commanding presence of Coach Miller to nothing more than a voyeur in his own home, watching as I take complete ownership of his wife. And Vanessa, the picture-perfect football wife who smiles for photos at charity events and team dinners, is now bent over her own furniture, being used like the whore she truly is.

"Harder!" Vanessa pants, her nails digging into the leather couch. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

I'm powerless to resist her pleas. 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. The wet, obscene noises of our coupling fill the room, providing a soundtrack to Miller's humiliation.

"Look at your slutty wife," I say to Miller, who hasn't taken his eyes off us for a second. "Begging for more while you sit there jerking your pathetic dick. This is why you invited me here, isn't it? Because you can't fuck her like she needs to be fucked."

I release one of Vanessa's hips to deliver another stinging slap to her ass, watching the flesh jiggle and redden beneath my palm. She cries out, but pushes back against me, meeting my thrusts with equal force.

"You're nothing but a fucking whore," I tell her, grabbing her hair again and pulling her head back at a painful angle. "A cock-hungry slut who needs a teenager to fuck her properly because her husband is useless."

"Yes!" she agrees immediately, her voice breaking with need. "I'm your whore! Fuck me like the slut I am!"

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

Coach Miller watches with glazed eyes as his wife is thoroughly defiled on their expensive furniture. I can see the wet spot forming on the front of his khakis where he's already cum in his pants like the pathetic excuse for a man he is. But he doesn't look away—he can't—transfixed by the sight of his perfect wife being transformed into my personal plaything.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" Vanessa 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, Vanessa," 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 reach around with my free hand, finding her clit and rubbing it in tight circles as I continue to pound into her from behind. The dual stimulation pushes her over the edge almost immediately, her body tensing beneath me as waves of pleasure crash through her.

"I'm cumming!" she screams, loud enough that I'm sure the neighbors can hear through the expensive windows. "Oh God, I'm cumming on your cock!"

Her pussy contracts violently around my shaft, squeezing me with incredible force as her orgasm tears through her. 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. "Cum for me. Show your husband what a real man can do to you."

Vanessa collapses forward onto the couch, her body limp with satisfaction, but I'm not done with her yet. I pull her back up by her hair, forcing her to arch her back as I continue to drive into her oversensitive pussy, ensuring that Coach Miller can still see every expression that crosses her face.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, delivering another stinging slap to her already reddened ass. I grab her lush, round cheeks, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" she begs, her words barely coherent through her gasps and moans. 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.

Coach Miller shifts in his chair, his eyes never leaving the spot where my cock disappears inside his wife. The knowledge that I'm fucking her better than he ever has, that she's cumming harder than she ever has with him, is written all over his face—a mixture of jealousy, arousal, and complete submission to his place in the hierarchy. He knows now, without a doubt, who the real man is in this room.

I feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, pressure mounting with each thrust into Vanessa's tight heat. I could easily pump her full of cum, marking her insides as my territory, but Coach Miller suddenly finds his voice from the armchair where he's been watching.

"Please, sir," he whimpers, his voice barely audible above the wet slapping sounds of sex. "Cum on her face. She... she likes that."

The "sir" makes me smirk—my football coach, the man who's supposed to command my respect on the field, now begging me to defile his wife in yet another way. The request isn't surprising; men like Miller always want to see their wives debased, covered in another man's seed. It's the ultimate visual confirmation of their own inadequacy, and apparently, Coach Miller craves that particular humiliation.

"You want to see your wife's face covered in my cum?" I ask, maintaining my brutal pace as Vanessa moans beneath me. "You want to watch her lick up a teenager's load like the whore she is?"

"Yes," Miller admits, his eyes fixed on where my cock disappears inside his wife. "Please."

I don't bother responding to his pathetic begging. Instead, I give Vanessa a few final, punishing thrusts before pulling out completely. She whimpers at the sudden emptiness, her pussy gaping slightly, glistening with her arousal. Without a word, I flip her onto her back on the couch, throwing her legs over the backrest so she's splayed open, her head hanging slightly off the seat cushion.

I climb onto the couch, straddling her chest, my cock positioned just inches from her face. Her mascara is completely ruined, black streaks trailing down her cheeks from the rough face-fucking earlier. Her lips are swollen, her hair a tangled mess—she already looks thoroughly used, and I haven't even finished with her yet.

"Open wide," I command, gripping my shaft and beginning to stroke it rapidly. "Don't you dare close your eyes. I want you looking at me when I cover that pretty face."

Vanessa obeys immediately, her mouth falling open, tongue extended, eyes locked on mine as I work myself toward release. She reaches up to cup my balls with one hand, the gentle pressure and massage contrasting with my rough strokes.

My eyes roll back into my head as I feel my orgasm approaching, 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 Coach Miller's wife beneath me, eagerly awaiting my cum, works its magic on me, bringing me right to the edge.

"Here it comes," I growl, my voice thick with approaching release. "Take it all like a good slut."

With a final grunt of pleasure, I explode—the first thick rope of cum landing across her right cheek and into her blonde 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 massive tits with streaks of white that begin to run down the slopes of her perfect mounds.

By the time I'm spent, Vanessa'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 of her mouth.

I reach down, using my index finger to collect a particularly large glob of cum from her cheek. Without warning, I push my finger into her mouth, making her taste my seed directly.

"Clean it," I order, watching as she obediently sucks my finger, her eyes never leaving mine as she performs this final act of submission.

From the corner of my eye, I can see Coach Miller has moved closer, standing at the end of the couch to get a better view of his cum-covered wife. The front of his khakis is stained with his own release, but he's still staring with a mixture of awe and humiliation at what's transpired in his living room.

I climb off the couch and off Vanessa, tucking myself back into my jeans with casual indifference. I don't offer to help clean her up or ask if she's satisfied—we all know this wasn't about her pleasure, but about my dominance and Miller's submission.

"Thanks for the reward, Coach," I say, zipping up my jeans and straightening my shirt as if I've just finished a routine workout instead of destroying his marriage. "Good to know my hard work on the field is appreciated."

Miller nods weakly, unable to form words as he stares at his wife—the woman he married, the mother of his children, now lying exhausted on their expensive couch with another man's cum drying on her face and tits. The jersey with my number on it is rumpled and stained, a perfect symbol of how thoroughly I've claimed her.

"You might want to clean her up," I suggest with a smirk. "Unless you want the maid to see what you two get up to when no one's around."

Vanessa doesn't move, still spread across the couch in a post-orgasmic haze, cum dripping from her face onto the white leather that will likely never come completely clean. She's marked now—my territory—and both she and her husband know it.

I walk toward the door without another word, not bothering to look back at the devastation I've left in my wake. Coach Miller follows me like a trained dog, opening the front door with trembling hands.

"Will you... come back sometime?" he asks, his voice barely above a whisper.

I laugh, the sound harsh and dismissive. "Maybe. If I get bored. Or maybe I'll send some of my teammates over instead. Vanessa looks like she could handle a whole offensive line."

The color drains from his face at the suggestion, but I can see the spark of arousal in his eyes at the same time—the conflicting emotions of a true cuckold who both fears and craves his own humiliation.

I step outside into the afternoon sun, breathing in the fresh air that doesn't smell like sex and submission. My phone buzzes in my pocket—probably Angelina confirming details for tonight's party. I've got a full schedule ahead of me: a masquerade party where I'll likely add several more conquests to my list, maybe even some mothers and daughters together if I play my cards right.

"See you at practice, Coach," I call over my shoulder as I walk to my car, not bothering to wait for his response. Behind me, the door closes on a broken man returning to his cum-covered wife, left to clean up the mess I've made of both her and their marriage.

As I drive away from Silver Oaks, I'm already thinking about who might show up at tonight's party. The coach's wife was just an appetizer—the main course is yet to come. In this town, I'm the king, and every woman is mine for the taking. Their husbands, fathers, and boyfriends might not know it yet, but they'll all end up just like Coach Miller—watching from the sidelines as I claim what's rightfully mine.


Chapter 3

I step through the doors of the high-end costume shop, the bell above the door announcing my arrival with a soft chime. My body still hums with the afterglow of conquest—Coach Miller's trophy wife bent over her own couch, her husband watching from the sidelines as I claimed what was mine. Power courses through my veins like a drug, heightening my awareness of everything around me: the rich scent of leather masks and costumes, the soft lighting casting shadows across ornate displays, and the pretty brunette behind the counter who suddenly freezes when she sees me walk in. Her eyes widen with recognition, her lips parting slightly in that familiar look I've come to know so well—pure, unadulterated want.

The shop is empty except for us, the late afternoon lull perfect for my purposes. I need a mask for tonight's party at Angelina's—something simple but effective. The girl behind the counter can't be more than twenty, a college student working part-time judging by the textbook hastily shoved under the counter as I approached. She's cute in that girl-next-door way, with a tight little body barely contained by her store uniform: a black button-up shirt strained across perky tits and skinny jeans that hug her ass in all the right ways.

"Can I help you find something?" she asks, her voice hitching slightly. She tucks a strand of brown hair behind her ear, a nervous gesture that makes my cock stir. The nametag pinned to her shirt reads "Chloe."

I approach the counter with deliberate slowness, enjoying the way her eyes track my movement like prey watching a predator. "I need a mask," I tell her. "For a party tonight."

"Oh my god," she suddenly blurts out, a blush creeping up her neck. "You're Richard Long, aren't you? The quarterback? I was at the championship game last Friday—you were amazing!"

I smile, not bothering with false modesty. "Thanks. It was a good game."

"Good?" Her eyes practically sparkle with admiration. "You broke the state record! Everyone's talking about you!" She comes around the counter, forgetting whatever professional distance she was trying to maintain. "I can't believe you're actually in our shop! I'm like, your biggest fan!"

The way her eyes roam over my body tells me she's a fan of more than just my football skills. I can practically see the fantasies playing out behind those eager eyes—the same fantasies that countless women before her have turned into reality in my presence.

"I'm Chloe," she adds unnecessarily, pointing at her nametag. "So what kind of mask are you looking for? We have everything from basic to really elaborate ones."

"Something simple," I reply, watching her eyes follow my hands as I gesture. "Black, classic. Nothing too flashy."

"For a masquerade, right?" She bites her lower lip, clearly trying to imagine me in formal wear with a mask. "I have some amazing Venetian-style ones that would look incredible on you. They're over here."

She leads me to a display of handcrafted masks, her ass swaying in front of me like a metronome. I could reach out and grab it right now if I wanted to—she'd probably thank me for it—but I hold back, enjoying the anticipation, the game of it all.

"These are handmade in Italy," she explains, picking up a simple black mask with subtle silver accents around the eyes. Her fingers caress the smooth surface almost lovingly. "The craftsmanship is incredible."

I take it from her, our fingers brushing briefly. I don't miss the slight intake of breath, the way her pupils dilate at the contact. "I'll try this one," I decide.

"Great choice. It'll really bring out your eyes," she gushes, then seems embarrassed by her enthusiasm. "Um, the dressing rooms are in the back if you want to try it on properly. You need to make sure the strap fits correctly."

"Lead the way," I tell her, letting my voice drop slightly lower, watching her reaction.

She practically trips over herself to guide me to the back of the store, past racks of elaborate costumes and accessories. The dressing room is small but private, with a full-length mirror and a narrow bench along one wall.

"Here you go," she says, holding the curtain open for me. "If you need any help with the adjustment, just let me know. Those straps can be tricky sometimes."

I brush past her deliberately, making sure our bodies touch. "Thanks, Chloe. I might need that help."

The curtain closes behind me, and I'm alone in the small space. I strip off my shirt, figuring it'll give her something to look at when she inevitably finds an excuse to check on me. The mask fits perfectly against my face, the black leather contrast making my eyes look even more intense. I secure the strap behind my head, adjusting it slightly to sit comfortably.

The effect is striking—mysterious and dangerous. The mask covers just the upper half of my face, emphasizing the sharp line of my jaw and the fullness of my lips. I look like a predator, which is exactly what I am. The thought makes my cock twitch in anticipation.

I examine myself in the mirror, turning to see the effect from different angles. With my shirt off, the mask adds an air of dangerous mystique to my already imposing physique. Tonight's party is going to be a hunting ground, and I'm dressed for the kill.

Just as I expected, a soft knock interrupts my thoughts. "Richard?" Chloe's voice is barely above a whisper. "It's just me, Chloe. I need to check if the strap is adjusted right."

The eagerness in her voice is transparent, but I appreciate the initiative. She's making this almost too easy—but then again, they always do. I wait a moment before answering, letting her anticipation build.

"Come in," I finally say, not bothering to put my shirt back on. "I think the strap might be a little tight."

Chloe slips into the tiny dressing room, her eyes wide as they take in my bare chest. The space is so small that I can feel the heat radiating from her body, smell the sweet vanilla of her perfume. She swallows hard, a flush creeping up her neck as she stares at me through the mirror.

"Let me see," she whispers, her voice husky with barely contained desire.

She steps closer, close enough that her breasts brush against my back as she reaches up to touch the strap of my mask. Her fingers are cool against my skin, deliberately lingering as they trace the leather band around to the back of my head.

"It needs to be snug, but not too tight," she explains, her breath warm against my neck as she stands on her tiptoes to reach. "We want it to stay on all night."

Her words carry a double meaning that makes my cock stir in my jeans. I watch her in the mirror, enjoying the way her eyes keep dropping to my chest, my abs, and lower. She's not even trying to hide her interest anymore.

"How does that feel?" she asks, her fingers still tracing the strap, touching the sensitive skin at the nape of my neck.

"Good," I tell her, my voice deliberately low. "Your hands are very... skilled."

She bites her lower lip, gathering courage. "I'm good with my hands," she says, then surprises me by letting her fingers trail down from the mask strap to my shoulder, then across my chest. Her touch is light, almost reverential, as she traces the definition of my muscles. "So strong," she murmurs, more to herself than to me.

I turn to face her, forcing her to step back slightly in the cramped space. The mask enhances the intensity of my gaze, making her breath catch visibly. "The mask looks perfect," I tell her, watching her pupils dilate. "What else can you help me with, Chloe?"

Her hand, which had been hovering uncertainly between us, moves with sudden decisiveness to my stomach, her fingers tracing the line of hair that disappears into my jeans. She follows it down until her palm is pressing against the prominent bulge straining against the denim.

"Oh my god," she breathes, her eyes widening as she feels the size of me. "I knew you'd be big."

Her hand applies gentle pressure, stroking me through my jeans. My cock responds immediately, hardening further under her touch. I make no move to stop her, simply watching her face as she explores me, enjoying the power I hold in this moment.

Without a word, Chloe drops to her knees in front of me, her eyes never leaving mine as she sinks down. The position of supplication, of worship, suits her. Her fingers fumble with my belt buckle, trembling slightly with eagerness or nervousness—probably both.

"I've thought about this," she confesses, working my zipper down. "Ever since I saw you play. I used to imagine what it would be like to..."

She trails off as she frees my cock from my boxers, her words failing her as she takes in the size of me. Her eyes go round, her mouth forming a perfect O of surprise and desire. I'm used to this reaction—women always underestimate just how big the star quarterback really is, even when they're expecting something impressive.

"Jesus," she whispers, wrapping her hand around the base. Her fingers can't quite close around my girth. "It's huge."

I say nothing, letting her admire me, letting the anticipation build. Her other hand joins the first, stroking slowly up my shaft with a gentle pressure that tells me she's done this before, but not with anyone my size.

When she finally leans forward and takes the head into her mouth, my eyes roll back into my head as she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She sucks gently at first, just the tip, her tongue swirling experimentally around the sensitive ridge. Her inexperience with a cock my size is evident, but her enthusiasm makes up for it.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice thick with pleasure. "Take more."

She responds by sliding her lips further down my shaft, taking as much as she can, which isn't even half my length. I can feel her struggling to accommodate me, her jaw stretching uncomfortably wide. The sight of her pretty face distorted around my cock sends a surge of power through me.

I grab a fistful of her brown hair, not roughly, but firmly enough to let her know who's in control. "Relax your throat," I instruct, guiding her head forward slightly. "Breathe through your nose."

She whimpers around my cock but does as she's told, relaxing her jaw and throat muscles. I push forward gently, feeding her another inch, feeling the tight constriction of her throat as she struggles not to gag. Her eyes water, but she doesn't pull away.

"Good girl," I murmur, starting a slow rhythm, guiding her head back and forth on my cock. "That's how you suck a real man's cock."

She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes what she can't fit in her mouth, making my breath catch in my throat. Chloe's eager mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers when I allow her to pull back for a breath, her voice sultry and enticing despite her inexperience.

"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."

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 Chloe's irresistible body, as they find their way to her hair, gripping it tighter as I begin to take more control. I give it a tug, feeling her moan around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine.

"Take it deeper," I command, my voice rough with desire. Her eyes widen, but she obediently opens wider, relaxing her throat as I push forward with more force. She gags as I hit the back of her throat, but I don't relent, holding her in place for a moment before allowing her to pull back.

"Ah, fuck," I groan as she chokes slightly, tears forming at the corners of her eyes. The mascara begins to run, black streaks marking her submission. She pulls back, gasping for air, but immediately returns to her task, determined to please me.

I tighten my grip on her hair and begin to thrust more deliberately, fucking her face with increasing intensity. Each forward motion makes her gag, her throat convulsing around my cockhead in a way that sends waves of pleasure through me. Saliva builds rapidly, running from the corners of her mouth down her chin in thick rivulets.

The wet, sloppy sounds of her choking fill the small dressing room—obscene, desperate noises that only fuel my dominance. She's making no effort to be quiet, apparently unconcerned about who might hear her getting face-fucked in the back of the shop.

"That's it," I growl, feeling my pleasure mounting as I use her mouth. "Take it all."

Her hands move to grip my thighs, not pushing away but pulling me closer, urging me deeper despite her obvious discomfort. The college shop girl, on her knees in a dressing room, choking on the cock of the town's star quarterback—and loving every second of it.

I hear voices from somewhere in the store—another customer has entered, breaking the private bubble of our encounter. But rather than stopping, the danger of discovery only heightens my arousal. I continue thrusting into Chloe's eager mouth, watching her eyes widen at the realization we might be caught.

The thought of someone pulling back the curtain to find her on her knees, mascara streaking down her face, my cock buried in her throat—it's almost enough to push me over the edge. But I have other plans for Chloe before I'm finished with her.

I pull back, withdrawing my cock from Chloe's swollen lips with a wet pop. Her face is a mess—mascara streaking down her cheeks, lips reddened and puffy from the rough treatment. She looks up at me with dazed eyes, still on her knees, waiting for instruction. Without a word, I grab her arm and haul her to her feet, spinning her around to face the small bench in the dressing room. "Bend over," I command, my voice low and dangerous. She complies immediately, bracing herself on the bench, her ass pushing back toward me in blatant invitation.

I run my hands over her hips, feeling the curve of her ass through her tight jeans. She's breathing heavily, her anticipation palpable in the small space. I don't waste time with gentleness—I grab the waistband of her jeans and yank them down in one swift motion, taking her panties with them. The garments catch around her thighs, restricting her movement. Perfect.

"Oh god," she gasps as the cool air hits her exposed skin. Her pussy is soaking wet, glistening in the dressing room's harsh light. My cock throbs at the sight, still slick from her mouth.

"You're fucking drenched," I observe, running a finger through her folds, collecting her arousal. "Sucking cock really gets you going, doesn't it?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice small and breathless. "Please, Richard..."

I press the head of my cock against her entrance, teasing her, watching her squirm with need. "Please what?" I demand, enjoying her desperation.

"Please fuck me," she whimpers, trying to push back against me, but the jeans around her thighs limit her movement. "I've wanted this for so long."

With a single powerful thrust, I drive my cock into her, burying myself to the hilt. The sudden invasion forces a strangled cry from her throat that echoes in the small space. I clamp my hand over her mouth immediately, muffling the sound.

"Quiet," I hiss into her ear, my body pressed against her back. "Unless you want everyone in the store to hear what a slut you are."

Her pussy clenches around me at the degrading word, revealing just how much she gets off on being called names. I start moving, establishing a hard, fast rhythm that has the bench creaking beneath us. Each thrust drives her forward, her hands scrambling for purchase on the smooth surface.

I grab a fistful of her hair with my free hand, yanking her head back to arch her spine, changing the angle of penetration. The new position lets me hit spots that have her moaning into my palm, her body trembling with each impact.

From somewhere in the store, I hear voices—another customer talking to someone, maybe another employee. The footsteps sound like they're getting closer to the dressing area. Chloe's body tenses around me, her pussy squeezing my cock as fear mingles with her arousal.

"Someone's coming," she whispers against my palm, panic in her voice.

"So am I, if you keep squeezing me like that," I growl, not slowing my pace. In fact, I increase it, the danger of discovery only making my cock harder, my thrusts more savage.

The footsteps pause just outside the dressing area. I hear a woman's voice asking about sizes of some costume. Chloe's entire body is rigid with tension now, but I continue pounding into her, one hand still clamped firmly over her mouth to stifle her involuntary moans.

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

"Harder, baby!" she pants against my palm, her words muffled but the desire clear. "Give it to me harder!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Chloe's own breathy moans vibrate against my hand, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

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

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

"You're so fucking hot, Chloe," 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.

The footsteps finally move away from the dressing area, but the close call has heightened everything. My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency I feel. 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, my voice a harsh whisper in her ear. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. She's so petite that I can almost wrap my hands around her entire waist, controlling her movements completely.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers grip the edges of the bench, her knuckles white with the strain. 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 bench grinds against the floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out against my hand, making me even hungrier for more.

I feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, a familiar tightening that signals I'm close. I could easily empty myself inside her—she seems the type to be on birth control—but the thought of marking her, of leaving her with a visible reminder of our encounter, is too appealing to resist.

"I'm going to cum," I warn her, my rhythm growing erratic as I approach the edge. "Going to cover that perfect ass with my load."

She whimpers in response, pushing back against me with renewed enthusiasm. I can feel her own orgasm approaching in the way her pussy pulses around my cock, the fluttering contractions signaling she's close.

With a final thrust, I pull out completely, my cock slapping wetly against her ass as I take myself in hand. I stroke rapidly, aiming at her back as the pressure builds to an unbearable peak. With a guttural groan, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting across her lower back and ass. The first spurt reaches all the way up to her shoulder blades, the rest painting her ass in stripes of white that immediately begin to run down the curves of her flesh.

I milk every last drop onto her skin, watching with satisfaction as my seed marks her as mine, however temporarily. She's still trembling, her own orgasm having hit just as I pulled out, her face pressed against the bench as she tries to catch her breath.

I tuck myself back into my jeans, zipping up and buckling my belt while she remains bent over, cum-covered and disheveled. I remove the mask, placing it on the bench beside her head.

"I'll take it," I tell her casually, as if we've just completed a normal transaction. "You can ring me up when you're done cleaning yourself up."

She looks back at me over her shoulder, her expression a mixture of satisfaction and disbelief at my casual dismissal. "You're just... leaving me like this?"

"Thanks for the help with the fitting," I reply with a smirk, already pulling the curtain aside. "The mask is perfect."

I step out of the dressing room, leaving her there with her jeans around her thighs, my cum cooling on her skin, and the realization that she's nothing more than another conquest in a long line of women who've served my needs.

As I browse the store waiting for her to compose herself, I check my phone. A text from Angelina confirms that everything is set for tonight's party. Perfect timing. This little appetizer with Chloe has only whetted my appetite for the main course to come.


Chapter 4

I pull into Angelina's driveway just as the sun begins to set, the Venetian mask sitting on my passenger seat like a dark promise of things to come. My body still hums with satisfaction from the encounter at the costume shop, but I'm already anticipating the night ahead. Angelina's house—her husband's house—is all lit up, warm light spilling from the windows like an invitation. Like she's been waiting for me. I grab the mask and head to the front door, not bothering to knock as I step inside. It's already my territory, claimed like everything else I desire.

The house smells of expensive perfume and something cooking—preparations for tonight's party already underway. I follow the sounds of movement to the kitchen, where I find Angelina setting up a laptop on the marble counter. She's wearing a simple sundress that hugs every curve of her MILF body, her blonde hair cascading down her back in loose waves. When she turns and sees me, her face lights up with that mixture of desire and excitement I've come to expect.

"There you are," she says, her eyes dropping to the mask in my hand. "Perfect timing. Jack's calling in for his nightly check-in soon."

I smirk, placing the mask on the counter. "Is that right?"

"Mmm," she nods, a mischievous glint in her eye. "He always calls around this time when he's away. Wants to make sure his perfect little wife is behaving herself."

The irony isn't lost on either of us—Jack's oblivious wife-checking ritual occurring right before she hosts a sex party in his house. I cross the kitchen to her, sliding my hands around her waist from behind, pulling her ass against my crotch.

"And are you?" I whisper against her ear, "Behaving yourself?"

She laughs, pressing back against me. "What do you think?"

Before I can respond, a notification sound chimes from the laptop. Angelina straightens, smoothing down her dress. "That's him. Get behind me, out of the frame."

I step back, positioning myself directly behind her but just out of view of the webcam. She takes a deep breath, putting on her "wife face"—a mask more effective than any I could buy at a costume shop—and accepts the video call.

Jack's face fills the screen, tired-looking and slightly rumpled in what appears to be a generic hotel room. His thinning hair is sticking up on one side, and his glasses sit slightly crooked on his nose. The perfect picture of mediocrity.

"Hi, honey! How's the trip?" Angelina asks, her voice syrupy sweet, completely transformed from the lustful woman of moments ago.

"Exhausting," Jack sighs, launching into a detailed account of his meetings, the clients, the dinner that ran too long. His voice drones on, a monotonous backdrop to my thoughts.

I study Angelina's body from behind, admiring the way her dress hugs her ass. She shifts her weight slightly, and I know it's an invitation. Jack can't see anything below her shoulders due to the counter and the angle of the laptop.

I slide my hands slowly up the back of her thighs, under the hem of her dress. She stiffens slightly but continues nodding at whatever boring story Jack is telling. My fingers trace the edge of her lacy underwear, teasing along the waistband.

"The Johnson account is proving more complicated than we anticipated," Jack continues, completely unaware that I'm now slipping my fingers under the elastic of his wife's panties, pulling them down her thighs inch by inch.

"That sounds challenging," Angelina responds, her voice remarkably steady even as I drop to my knees behind her, lifting her dress to expose her perfect ass. She steps out of her panties without missing a beat in the conversation, widening her stance slightly to give me better access.

I lean forward, my hands spreading her ass cheeks, exposing her most intimate parts to my gaze. I can see her pussy already glistening with arousal, but it's her tight puckered hole that draws my attention. I blow gently against it, watching her body tense at the unexpected sensation.

"—and then Thompson suggested we restructure the entire proposal," Jack rambles on, completely oblivious to what's happening on the other end of the call.

I extend my tongue and trace a slow, deliberate circle around Angelina's asshole. Her body jerks slightly at the contact, but she manages to convert it into a casual shift of position. I press my face closer, my tongue flattening against her puckered entrance, applying firm pressure.

"That's... that's interesting," she manages, her voice only slightly strained. "What did you think of that idea?"

I work my tongue against her tight hole, feeling it flutter and relax under my persistent attention. My hands grip her ass cheeks, kneading the firm flesh as I continue my assault on her most forbidden entrance. She tastes clean, with a hint of expensive soap—she was expecting this, prepared for it.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a shuddering breath, causing shivers down my spine. I press my tongue harder against her asshole, feeling the resistance give way as the tip penetrates her slightly. Angelina's body responds immediately, pushing back against my face, silently begging for more.

"Everything okay, honey?" Jack asks, his voice tinged with concern, finally noticing something off about his wife's demeanor.

"Fine!" she gasps, her knuckles white where they grip the counter edge. "Just... a little heartburn!"

I smirk against her ass, rewarding her quick thinking by plunging my tongue deeper into her tight hole. At the same time, I slide my hand between her legs from behind, finding her clit with practiced ease. The dual stimulation has her legs trembling, threatening to give out beneath her.

"Did you take your medication?" Jack asks, the concern of a dutiful husband evident in his voice, completely unaware that the real cause of his wife's discomfort is my tongue buried in her ass.

"Yes, yes," she assures him, her voice higher than normal. "It'll pass in a minute."

I continue my relentless assault, my tongue circling and probing her asshole while my fingers work her clit in tight circles. Her pussy is dripping wet now, her arousal coating my fingers as I tease her. The knowledge that she's seconds away from falling apart while her oblivious husband watches only fuels my determination to push her further.

Angelina's hands grip both sides of the counter, her body rocking subtly back and forth with each movement of my tongue, meeting my rhythm. My left hand finds its way down to her dripping pussy, sliding two fingers inside her while my thumb continues to work her clit. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"What was that?" Jack asks, frowning at the screen.

"Nothing!" Angelina says too quickly. "Just... stubbed my toe a little."

I have to suppress a laugh at her increasingly desperate excuses, the vibration of my amusement transferring directly to her sensitive flesh. She reaches back with one hand, grabbing my hair in a grip that borders on painful, silently pleading with me to ease up—or perhaps to continue, it's hard to tell.

I respond by curling my fingers inside her, finding that rough, spongy spot that makes her knees buckle. At the same time, I press my tongue more firmly against her asshole, working it inside her with insistent pressure. The combination has her fighting to maintain her composure, her whole body trembling with the effort not to cry out.

"Well, I should let you go," Jack says finally, glancing at his watch. "It's getting late here, and I have an early meeting tomorrow."

"Oh, yes," Angelina manages, her voice strained. "You should get some sleep!"

"I'll call again tomorrow night," Jack promises, completely missing the look of mingled relief and frustration on his wife's face. "Well, you have a good night, honey. Don't wait up for me!"

"Goodbye!" Angelina squeaks, her finger hovering over the disconnect button as she fights the orgasm that's threatening to overtake her.

The second Jack's face disappears from the screen, Angelina slams the laptop shut and lets out a strangled moan, her body finally free to react to the pleasure I've been building. "You fucking bastard," she gasps, but there's no real anger in her voice—only desperate need.

I give her asshole a final, long lick before pulling back slightly. "Turn around," I command, already standing up behind her. "Your husband's gone. Now it's time for you to get properly fucked."

I stand up, my cock already straining against my jeans as Angelina grips the counter with white knuckles, her breathing ragged from my tongue's assault on her ass. She's trembling with need, her pussy visibly wet and swollen, ready to be filled. I take my time unbuckling my belt, enjoying how she squirms with impatience, how her body instinctively pushes back toward me in silent begging. "You want this cock?" I ask, freeing my hard length from my jeans, letting it slap against her ass cheek. "The same cock you were hiding from your husband not thirty seconds ago?"

"Yes," she hisses, looking back over her shoulder at me, her eyes glazed with lust. "Please, Richard, don't tease me anymore."

I laugh softly, running my cock up and down her slit, coating the head in her abundant wetness. "But teasing you is half the fun, especially when you're trying so hard not to let dear Jack know what a slut his wife really is."

The sight of Angelina bent over the kitchen counter sends a jolt of electricity through my entire body. Her sundress is bunched up around her waist, leaving her completely exposed from the waist down. Her back arches beautifully, her legs spread wide in an open invitation for me to claim her. My heart races as I drink in the erotic image—Angelina's flawless body on display, ready and waiting for me.

"Come on, Richard," she purrs, casting a sultry glance over her shoulder. "I need you inside me."

Without hesitation, I step forward, my hands finding purchase on her slender hips. The air around us is heavy with desire, our breaths mingling as I press myself against her. I can feel the heat radiating from her core, beckoning me closer.

"Are you ready for this?" I ask, wanting to hear her beg for it one more time.

"Just fuck me already," she pleads, her impatience evident in her voice. "Stick that big cock in my pussy."

That's all the encouragement I need. With deliberate slowness, I press the head of my cock against her entrance, watching as her body yields to the pressure, her lips parting to accept me. I push forward with tortuous restraint, entering her inch by inch, feeling her stretch around me, her body accepting the invasion with a wet heat that draws a groan from deep in my chest.

"Fuck! Richard…" Angelina moans as I sink deeper into her, her hands scrambling for purchase on the smooth marble counter. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, her pussy gripping me like a velvet vise.

"Shit, Angelina, you feel so fucking good," I grunt, my grip on her hips tightening as I continue my slow advance. Each inch brings with it a wave of pleasure that threatens to consume me entirely, sending shivers down my spine.

I take my time, making sure she feels every centimeter of my cock as it disappears inside her. The contrast between this deliberate penetration and the rushed, hidden pleasure of moments ago only heightens the sensation for both of us. I watch her face in profile, seeing the mix of ecstasy and impatience as I maintain my torturously slow pace.

"Faster," she urges, trying to push back against me, to take me deeper more quickly. "Please, I need it harder."

I tighten my grip on her hips, holding her firmly in place. "No," I tell her, my voice low and commanding. "You'll take it exactly how I give it to you. Slow, so you can feel every... single... inch."

I punctuate my words with small, shallow thrusts, never giving her the deep penetration she craves. My control over her pleasure is absolute, and we both know it. She whimpers in frustration but doesn't argue, her body surrendering to my dominance.

When I'm finally buried to the hilt inside her, I pause, savoring the moment. Angelina's pussy clenches around me, trying to draw me deeper, to encourage movement. I reach forward, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair, pulling her head back to arch her spine at a more severe angle.

"This is what you wanted while Jack was droning on about his meetings, isn't it?" I whisper into her ear, still not moving my hips. "To be bent over your kitchen counter with my cock buried inside you, stretching you open?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible. "I've been thinking about it all day."

"Such a faithful wife," I mock gently, finally beginning to withdraw, dragging my cock almost completely out of her before pushing back in with the same deliberate slowness. "Talking to your husband with another man's tongue in your ass."

The mention of her infidelity makes her pussy clench around me, a reaction I've noticed before. Her shame turns her on, adds an extra layer to her pleasure. I establish a rhythm that's calculated to drive her mad—slow, deep thrusts that let her feel every ridge and vein of my cock but never give her the hard pounding she's silently begging for.

As my cock disappears inside of her, I gasp around her neck, my hips maintaining that controlled pace. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She tries to match my rhythm, her body moving in time with mine, but I hold her firmly, preventing her from speeding things up. The wet sounds of our coupling fill the kitchen, mixing with her increasingly desperate moans.

"Please," she pants, looking back at me with pleading eyes. "Harder, please!"

"Not yet," I tell her, maintaining the same torturous pace. "I want you desperate for it first. I want you ready to scream my name when I finally give you what you need."

My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it with feather-light touches that tease rather than satisfy. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter, but still I refuse to increase my pace.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Please!" she cries out, her voice laced with frustration. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction, but I control it, channel it into maintaining my dominance.

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

I can feel her getting closer despite my teasing pace, her body betraying her as her pussy pulses around my shaft. I immediately ease the pressure on her clit, denying her the stimulation she needs to tip over the edge.

"Not yet," I command. "You don't get to cum until I say so."

A strangled sob of frustration escapes her throat, her body trembling with the effort of holding back her orgasm. "Please, Richard... let me cum. I need it so badly!"

"Tell me what you are," I demand, still maintaining that slow, deliberate pace. "Tell me what kind of wife talks to her husband while another man's cock is inside her."

"I'm a slut," she responds immediately, past the point of pride. "Your slut. Please, just let me cum!"

I consider her request, feeling my own orgasm building at the base of my spine despite my measured pace. Her confession, her complete submission, pushes me closer to the edge than I expected.

"Together," I decide, finally increasing the speed and force of my thrusts slightly. "You can cum when I do."

The change in rhythm draws a grateful moan from Angelina, her body responding immediately to the increased stimulation. I press harder on her clit, working it in tight circles as I drive into her with more force, but still not giving her the pounding she craves.

"Yes, yes, like that," she encourages, her voice breaking with need. The sound of our bodies meeting grows louder, more urgent, as I gradually increase the pace.

I feel the familiar tightening at the base of my spine, the pressure building with each thrust. Angelina's body is coiled like a spring beneath me, trembling on the edge of release but waiting for permission, completely under my control.

"Now," I finally growl, driving into her with full force for the first time. "Cum for me now."

The command, combined with the sudden increase in intensity, sends her over the edge immediately. Her pussy clamps down around my cock with incredible force, rippling and pulsing as her orgasm tears through her. The sensation is overwhelming, triggering my own release as I continue to thrust into her convulsing body.

We remain locked together, both of us riding out the waves of pleasure that crash through us. I maintain my grip on her hair, keeping her body arched perfectly as I fill her with each pulse of my cock. Her moans have transformed into incoherent whimpers, her body completely surrendered to the sensation.

As our orgasms begin to subside, I don't pull out immediately. I stay buried inside her, letting her feel the occasional aftershock that makes my cock twitch within her depths. My hand releases her hair, moving to stroke down her spine in an almost tender gesture—a momentary kindness before I inevitably return to using her body for my pleasure.

"That was just the warm-up," I tell her, still inside her, already planning how I'll take her next. "We have hours before the party starts, and I intend to use every minute of them."

I slowly withdraw from Angelina's still-pulsing pussy, watching her body shudder with aftershocks of her orgasm. The momentary tenderness vanishes as quickly as it appeared, replaced by a darker urge to truly claim her, to mark her as mine in the most primal way possible. Without warning, I grab a fistful of her blonde hair and yank her head back sharply.

"We're not done," I growl into her ear, feeling her body tense with anticipation. "Now I'm going to fuck you like the cheating slut you are."

A whimper escapes her lips, a sound of pure submission that only fuels my dominance. I reposition myself behind her, spreading her legs wider with my knee, forcing her to brace herself more firmly against the kitchen counter. My cock, still slick with our combined fluids, hardens rapidly as I press against her entrance once more.

"Is this what you think about when Jack fucks you?" I taunt, driving into her with a single brutal thrust that makes her cry out. "Do you close your eyes and pretend it's me stretching you open, filling you up?"

"Yes," she admits breathlessly, her honesty revealing how completely she's surrendered to me. "Always you."

I grab her hips with bruising force, pulling her back to meet each powerful thrust as I establish a punishing rhythm. Gone is the teasing slowness of before—now each movement is designed to claim, to dominate, to remind her who she really belongs to.

"You love it, don't you?" I grunt, my hips slapping against her ass with enough force to push her against the counter with each impact. "Talking to your pathetic husband while I'm balls-deep inside you."

She can only moan in response, words beyond her as I pound into her relentlessly. The wet, obscene sounds of our coupling echo in the kitchen, the slap of skin on skin creating a primal rhythm that drowns out everything else. I tighten my grip on her hair, using it like a handle to control her movements, to pull her back onto my cock with even more force.

"What would Jack think if he could see you now?" I continue, my voice rough with exertion and arousal. "His perfect wife bent over the kitchen counter, taking a teenager's cock like she was made for it, begging for more while his voice is still hanging in the air."

The mention of her husband's name makes her pussy clench around me involuntarily, a reaction that tells me everything I need to know about how much the taboo of our situation turns her on. The shame of her betrayal is its own aphrodisiac, heightening her pleasure in ways her marriage never could.

As my cock disappears inside of her, I gasp around her neck, my hips pumping with relentless force. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm now, 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 marble counter, urging me on. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the kitchen, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

"Harder, baby!" she pants, her nails scratching against the smooth surface. "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 space, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

Angelina's hands grip both sides of the counter, 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. The counter edge must be digging into her hips, probably leaving bruises that she'll have to explain away to her husband, but neither of us cares. The pain is just another layer to her pleasure, another reminder of who really owns her body.

"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 must be scraping against the cool marble through her dress, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body as she whimpers.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers grip the edge of the counter white-knuckled, her entire body taut with desperate 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 counter 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 feel the familiar tightening at the base of my spine, pressure building with each thrust into Angelina's willing heat. The way her pussy grips me, the sight of her bent over her own kitchen counter, the knowledge that we're fucking in the same spot where she prepares meals for her oblivious husband—it all pushes me closer to the edge.

"I'm going to cum," I warn her, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I approach release. "Going to pull out and cover you with it."

With a final, powerful thrust, I withdraw completely, my cock slapping wetly against her ass as I take myself in hand. I stroke rapidly, aiming at her back as the pressure builds to an unbearable peak. With a guttural groan, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting across her lower back and ass. The first spurt reaches all the way up to her shoulder blades, marking the back of her dress, the rest painting her ass in stripes of white that immediately begin to run down the curves of her flesh.

I milk every last drop onto her skin, watching with satisfaction as my seed marks her as mine, however temporarily. She's still trembling beneath me, her body rocked by another small orgasm triggered by the debasement of being covered in cum while still wearing the dress she'd spoken to her husband in.

"Look at you," I say, admiring my handiwork as cum drips down the curves of her ass, some of it sliding between her cheeks and down her thighs. "Covered in cum in your own kitchen. What would the neighbors think?"

She looks back over her shoulder, her face flushed with exertion and lingering pleasure. "They'll find out tonight," she says, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "Some of them are coming to the party."

I tuck myself back into my jeans, zipping up as I consider the possibilities of tonight's masquerade. "How many guests are we expecting?" I ask, watching as Angelina straightens up, cum still dripping down her legs as she smooths her rumpled dress.

"About thirty," she says, reaching for a kitchen towel to clean herself up. "Maybe more."

I grin at that, enjoying how my reputation precedes me. "And they're all bringing masks?"

"As instructed," she confirms, wiping my cum from her thighs. "Though I suspect many of them will be wearing masks of a different kind—pretending they're not desperate to be your next conquest."

I retrieve my Venetian mask from the counter where I'd left it, holding it up to examine it in the kitchen light. The simple black design will let me move through the crowd like a shadow tonight, selecting my prey at will, while everyone else scrambles to hide their true desires behind their own disguises.

"Perfect," I say, setting the mask down and glancing at the clock. "We have a few hours before guests arrive. Plenty of time for you to clean up... and for me to dirty you again."

Angelina smiles, a knowing look in her eyes. "I need to shower," she says, dropping the soiled towel into the sink. "Care to join me? We can discuss the... seating arrangements for tonight."

I follow her toward the master bathroom, already planning which of her friends I'll take first at the party. Tonight is just beginning, and I intend to make it a night that no one in this town will ever forget—especially the wives and daughters who will leave with my mark on them, inside them, the way Angelina does every time I visit.

Her husband's house. My playground. Just the way I like it.


Chapter 5

I survey the sea of flesh and fantasy from my makeshift throne, a large leather chair positioned in the center of Angelina's living room like a king holding court. The masquerade is in full swing around me, bodies moving through the dim light like erotic specters, faces hidden behind elaborate masks that only enhance their forbidden allure. My own Venetian mask rests comfortably against my face, turning me into a nameless god among these desperate mortals who've come to worship at my altar of pleasure. The air is thick with perfume, alcohol, and the unmistakable scent of arousal – a heady mixture that fuels the fire already burning in my veins.

Around me, women in various states of undress move through Angelina's lavish home, their inhibitions melting away behind the anonymity of their masks. Some wear little more than lingerie and heels, while others still cling to the remnants of modesty in cocktail dresses that won't last the night. Their husbands, boyfriends, and fathers are all conveniently absent – some out of town like Jack, others deliberately uninvited. Tonight, this house belongs to me, and these women belong to me. All of them.

I take a slow sip of expensive whiskey, savoring the burn as I watch a blonde in a peacock mask grinding against another woman near the fireplace, both of them casting glances in my direction to ensure I'm watching their performance. I am, but I'm not impressed enough to join them. Not yet. The night is young, and I have other games in mind first.

Angelina appears at my side, leaning down to whisper in my ear. Even in her elaborate silver mask, I recognize the curve of her lips, the scent of her skin. "Everything to your liking?" she asks, her hand resting possessively on my shoulder.

"Perfect," I reply, gesturing to the makeshift poker table set up in front of my chair. "Let's get the real entertainment started."

She smiles, turning to the crowd with practiced grace. "Ladies! Who wants to join our champion for a friendly game of poker?"

The response is immediate – eager hands raising, bodies pressing forward. I scan the offerings with a predator's eye, mentally sorting through which of these masked women I want to claim first. My gaze settles on a statuesque redhead in a gold filigree mask that does nothing to hide her full lips or the generous cleavage spilling from her low-cut top. Beside her, a petite Asian woman in a black lacquered mask catches my attention, her slender body wrapped in a tight silk dress that hugs every delicate curve.

"You two," I point, watching as they exchange excited glances. "Join me."

The crowd parts to let them through, murmurs of envy rippling through the room. The redhead takes her seat first, crossing long legs that immediately draw my attention. The Asian woman moves with delicate precision, her dark eyes gleaming with anticipation behind her mask.

"I'm a terrible poker player," the redhead purrs, her voice carrying the slight slur of someone who's had just enough champagne to lower her guard.

"Then you'd better be ready to lose," I reply, shuffling the deck with practiced ease. "This is strip poker. Every hand you lose, something comes off."

The Asian woman giggles softly, her fingers playing with the thin strap of her dress. "And if you lose?" she asks, her accent subtle but exotic.

I smirk, dealing the cards with a flick of my wrist. "I don't lose."

The game begins, and I can feel the energy in the room shift as the crowd gathers to watch. Women press closer, drinks in hand, whispering behind their masks as they observe the unfolding spectacle. The first hand goes exactly as planned – the redhead loses badly, her inexperience obvious or perhaps deliberate.

"Top," I command, not bothering to soften the order with false politeness.

She hesitates for just a moment, then reaches for the hem of her blouse, pulling it over her head with a theatrical flourish that makes her breasts bounce beneath a lacy black bra. The crowd cheers, and I see her nipples harden at the attention, visible even through the fabric.

The second hand goes to the Asian woman, who loses with a pout that seems practiced. "Dress," I tell her, watching as she stands and slowly slides the silk up her thighs, over her hips, finally pulling it off to reveal a matching bra and thong set in deep crimson.

As the game progresses, the tension in the room thickens. Both women are now topless, their bras discarded on the growing pile of clothing beside the table. The redhead's breasts are full and heavy, topped with pale pink nipples that stand at attention in the cool air. The Asian woman's are smaller but perfectly shaped, her dark nipples hard as pebbles under my gaze.

"You're good at this," the redhead comments, her eyes dropping to the substantial bulge in my pants as I deal the next hand.

"I'm good at everything," I reply, watching as she shifts in her seat, unconsciously pressing her thighs together. The movement isn't lost on me – she's getting wet just from being exposed like this, from being the center of attention.

The next hand seals the Asian woman's fate, her skirt joining the pile of discarded clothing. Her thong is barely there, a thin strip of fabric that does nothing to hide the damp patch between her legs. The redhead loses shortly after, sliding her tight skirt down her legs with a shimmy that makes every man in the room adjust himself discreetly.

My eyes roll back into my head when the Asian woman exhales a hot breath as she loses the next hand, causing shivers down my spine. I watch her slide her crimson thong down her slender legs with tantalizing slowness, revealing a perfectly waxed pussy that glistens with arousal.

The redhead is the last to surrender her final piece of clothing, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her lace panties and dragging them down with deliberate slowness. When she sits back down, completely naked except for her mask and heels, she spreads her legs just enough to give me a clear view of what she's offering.

I lean back in my throne, examining the two naked women before me like a conqueror surveying newly claimed territory. Both are flushed with arousal and embarrassment, their bodies on display not just for me but for the entire party. The knowledge that I've reduced them to this – stripped of clothing and dignity in a room full of strangers – sends a surge of power through me that's more intoxicating than any drug.

"Looks like I win," I announce, raising my glass in a mocking toast to their nakedness. The crowd around us cheers, the sound sending a visible shiver through both women as they realize just how public their exposure has become.

The night is just getting started, and I've only begun to satisfy my appetite for domination. These two are merely the first course in what promises to be a feast of submission. Behind my mask, I smile at the thought of what comes next.

The redhead leans forward, her naked breasts swaying slightly with the movement, full lips curving into a pout behind her gold mask. "I'm out of clothes," she says, her voice deliberately childlike despite the very adult display of her naked body. "What do I bet now?" Her eyes flicker to the Asian girl beside her, who's tracing slow circles around her own nipple with a perfectly manicured finger, clearly enjoying the attention of the crowd surrounding us. The question hangs in the air, thick with possibility, as everyone waits for my response.

I take my time answering, enjoying the power of the moment. My eyes travel from the redhead's full, heaving breasts to the Asian girl's smaller, perfectly formed ones, down to the naked pussies they've both so eagerly exposed. The crowd around us has grown, pressing closer, the air charged with voyeuristic excitement.

"You can bet your mouths," I finally say, my voice low and commanding, leaving no doubt about my meaning. "Both of you."

A collective gasp ripples through the onlookers. The redhead's lips part in surprise before curving into a hungry smile. The Asian girl's eyes widen behind her mask, but her tongue darts out to wet her lips in anticipation.

"Right here?" the redhead asks, glancing at the crowd surrounding us.

"Right here," I confirm, leaning back in my throne-like chair, spreading my legs slightly. "You lost. Time to pay up."

Without further hesitation, both women slide from their chairs to their knees before me, the redhead giggling with nervous excitement, the Asian girl moving with graceful purpose. The sight of these two beautiful, naked women kneeling at my feet sends a surge of power through me that makes my already hard cock throb painfully against the confines of my pants.

"Go ahead," I command, making no move to help them. "Take it out."

The Asian girl reaches for my belt first, her slender fingers working the buckle with practiced ease. The redhead joins in, unzipping my pants with slow deliberation, her eyes never leaving mine as she drags the zipper down tooth by tooth. Together, they tug my pants and boxers down just enough to free my cock, which springs up between them, fully erect and impressively large.

"Oh my god," the redhead whispers, her eyes widening at the size of me. "It's huge."

The Asian girl says nothing, but her sharp intake of breath tells me everything I need to know about her reaction. Around us, the party guests press closer, drinks in hand, masks hiding their identities but not their avid interest in the show unfolding before them.

"Ladies first," I tell the redhead, tangling my fingers in her fiery hair and guiding her toward my cock.

She doesn't resist, leaning forward eagerly to run her tongue along the underside of my shaft from base to tip in one long, slow lick. My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against the sensitive head, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat.

"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."

She takes me into her mouth then, her lips stretching wide around my girth, her tongue working the sensitive underside as she begins to bob her head. The wet, hot suction of her mouth draws a groan from deep in my chest, loud enough that several party guests cheer in response.

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 her irresistible body, as they find their way to her hair, gripping it tightly as I guide her movements. I give it a tug, feeling her moan around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine.

After a minute of her enthusiastic attention, I pull her off my cock by her hair, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening head. "Your turn," I tell the Asian girl, who's been watching intently, her small hand already between her own legs.

She doesn't need to be told twice, eagerly leaning forward to replace her companion. Where the redhead was enthusiastic, the Asian girl is precise, her technique refined and deliberate as she swirls her tongue around the head before taking me deeper than I expected, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size.

"Fuck," I hiss, surprised by her skill. She takes me all the way to the base, her nose pressing against my stomach, before slowly withdrawing, her tongue working the underside of my shaft with expert pressure.

The crowd around us is growing rowdier, encouraged by my obvious pleasure. I hear whispers, gasps, the unmistakable sounds of other people getting turned on by the show we're putting on. Somewhere in the periphery of my vision, I notice other couples and groups starting their own explorations, inspired by our public display.

I grab both women by their hair, positioning them on either side of my cock. "Together now," I command, watching as they exchange glances before leaning in to share me between them.

The sight of their tongues meeting on my shaft, one pale pink, one darker, sends a jolt of pleasure through me that's almost enough to finish me then and there. They work in tandem, one licking the base while the other sucks the head, then switching, their mouths occasionally meeting in brief, saliva-slick kisses around my girth.

"Harder, baby!" I pant, my hips involuntarily thrusting upward. "Take it deeper!"

The sensation of their mouths colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Their own breathy moans fill the small space between us, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

The redhead takes me deep into her throat, gagging slightly as the head hits the back, tears forming at the corners of her eyes and causing her mascara to run in black rivulets down her cheeks. When she pulls back, gasping for air, the Asian girl immediately takes her place, bobbing up and down rapidly, her small hands cupping my balls with surprising firmness.

"Ah, fuck, yes!" I cry out, my voice laced with ecstasy. Their enthusiastic service spurs me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot," I pant between groans, my grip on their hair growing tighter as they continue their dual assault on my cock. The primal rhythm of their bobbing heads seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

I feel the familiar tightening at the base of my spine, pressure building with each slide of their wet mouths over my sensitive flesh. I could easily finish in one of their eager throats, but I want more. I want to mark them, to leave visible evidence of their submission for everyone to see.

"I'm going to cum," I warn them, pulling both women off my cock and holding them by their hair, their faces inches from my throbbing shaft. "Open your mouths. Show me your tongues."

They comply instantly, tilting their faces up toward me, mouths open, tongues extended like obedient pets waiting for a treat. The sight of them, on their knees, masked faces upturned, completely submitting to my will, pushes me over the edge.

My thrusts grow faster, harder as I stroke myself right at the edge. My cock drives forward, and each stroke ends with the sound of my hand slapping against the base as I hold the two women in position. "Tell me how much you want it," I command, feeling my release approaching.

"Please, Richard... cum on us! We need it!" the redhead begs, her fingers digging into my thighs. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in the moment.

I give them what they want, my hand pumping with all the force I can muster. With a final grunt, I explode, the first rope of hot cum landing across the redhead's cheek and into her open mouth. I turn slightly, directing the next spurt onto the Asian girl's extended tongue and lips. I continue to stroke, painting both their faces with thick stripes of white, marking their foreheads, chins, and the bridges of their masks.

By the time I'm spent, both women are thoroughly coated, cum dripping down their cheeks and chins onto their naked breasts. The crowd around us erupts into applause and cheers, the sound washing over me like a wave of validation. The two women, still on their knees, exchange cum-covered smiles before leaning toward each other and sharing a deep, messy kiss that draws even more excited responses from our audience.

I tuck myself back into my pants, satisfied but already thinking about who will be next. The night is still young, and there are so many more women to claim before dawn breaks.


Chapter 6

The crowd disperses after my display with the two women, breaking into smaller clusters of exploration and debauchery throughout Angelina's house. I straighten my mask and zip up, surveying my domain with satisfaction as I spot couples and groups forming in darkened corners, on couches, even against walls – all inspired by the precedent I've set. My thirst momentarily slaked but nowhere near quenched, I wander through the party, accepting drinks and congratulatory touches from masked admirers. The night is still young, and I'm just getting started.

Music pulses through the house, the bass throbbing in time with my heart as I watch bodies writhing on Angelina's makeshift dance floor. The masks create an atmosphere of forbidden anonymity – neighbors, friends, perhaps even teachers from the local high school, all abandoning their public personas to indulge in the fantasy I've created for them. The power of it – knowing that tomorrow these same women will pretend not to recognize each other in grocery store aisles or at PTA meetings – sends a fresh surge of arousal through me.

I spot Angelina across the room, her silver mask catching the light as she gathers a group in the center of the living room, moving furniture to clear a space on the hardwood floor. Curious, I make my way toward her, accepting another drink from a topless brunette whose mask can't hide her desperate desire to be noticed.

"Spin the bottle!" Angelina announces, her voice carrying over the music as she holds up an empty wine bottle. "Who's feeling nostalgic for a little teenage fun?"

The irony isn't lost on me – the only actual teenager in the room being invited to play a game these adults probably haven't touched since high school. The group forms quickly, women in various states of undress settling onto the floor in a circle. Some have lost most of their clothing already, while others remain relatively covered, though not for long if I have any say in the matter.

I take my place in the circle directly across from Angelina, who gives me a knowing smirk as she places the bottle in the center. "Our champion goes first," she declares, nodding toward me.

The women titter with excitement, adjusting their positions to showcase their assets. I lean forward, giving the bottle a casual flick of my wrist, watching it spin across the polished hardwood. It rotates several times before gradually slowing, finally coming to rest pointing toward a woman in a skintight black catsuit and an ornate feathered mask.

She's older than most in the circle – a MILF with curves that strain against the confines of her outfit. Even with the mask covering half her face, I can tell she's beautiful in that polished, maintained way of women who have resources and time to perfect their appearance. Her lips, painted a deep crimson, part slightly as the bottle stops on her, her chest rising and falling more rapidly beneath the tight material of her catsuit.

"Seven minutes in heaven!" someone shouts, and the cry is immediately taken up by the rest of the circle. "Seven minutes! Seven minutes!"

The MILF in the catsuit looks at me through her mask, a mixture of nervousness and excitement evident in her body language. I stand, extending my hand to her with the confidence of someone who knows he won't be refused. She hesitates for only a second before placing her gloved hand in mine, allowing me to pull her to her feet.

"There's a walk-in closet in the hallway," Angelina informs us, pointing the way with an exaggerated wink. "Don't do anything I wouldn't do!"

The laughter that follows us down the hall is knowing and envious. Everyone in that circle wishes they were the one I'm leading away. Everyone except perhaps this woman, whose hand trembles slightly in mine. Whether from fear or anticipation, I can't tell yet – but I know which one it will be by the time our seven minutes are up.

The closet is larger than I expected, a walk-in with enough space to move around, though not enough to escape each other. A single dim bulb casts shadows across coat hangers and stored linens. I pull the woman inside and close the door behind us, the click of the latch sealing us in our private darkness.

For a moment, we stand in silence, the muffled sounds of the party penetrating the door, her breathing audible in the small space. I don't waste time with pleasantries or permission – that's not why we're here, not why she followed me into this closet.

Without warning, I push her against the wall, my hands finding her shoulders first, then sliding down to grip the high collar of her catsuit. The material is some kind of stretchy synthetic, tight but not indestructible. I grip the neckline and pull sharply, the fabric giving way with a satisfying rip that echoes in our enclosed space. Her gasp is immediate and aroused as cool air hits her suddenly exposed skin.

"What are you—" she begins, but I silence her with a rough kiss, my tongue invading her mouth the same way I'll soon invade her body. She tastes like expensive champagne and lipstick, her initial resistance melting almost immediately as her tongue meets mine.

I tear the catsuit further, ripping it open all the way down to her navel, exposing perfect breasts that defy gravity in a way that suggests surgical enhancement. I don't care – real or fake, they're mine for these seven minutes. My hands find her nipples, already hard in the cool closet air, pinching them just hard enough to make her cry out against my mouth.

"Quiet," I command, pulling back to look at her. In the dim light, her eyes are wide behind her mask, her lipstick smeared across her chin from my aggressive kiss. "Unless you want everyone to hear what a slut you are."

Her response is a whimper that sounds nothing like objection as I continue tearing at her catsuit, ripping it open further until her entire torso is exposed. The material clings to her hips, resisting my efforts until I grab it with both hands and tear it completely apart, revealing that she wears nothing underneath. Her pussy is perfectly waxed, glistening with arousal in the dim light.

The sight of her positioning herself against the closet wall sends a jolt of electricity through my entire body. She leans back against the hanging clothes, her mask still in place but her body now completely exposed through the torn remnants of her catsuit. Her legs spread slightly in an open invitation for me to claim her. My heart races as I drink in the erotic image — her flawless body on display, ready and waiting for me.

"Come on," she purrs, casting a sultry glance at my crotch. "I need you inside me."

Without hesitation, I step forward, my hands finding purchase on her slender hips. The air around us is heavy with desire, our breaths mingling as I press myself against her. I can feel the heat radiating from her core, beckoning me closer.

"Are you ready for this?" I ask, already unfastening my pants, freeing my cock which stands at attention, eager for another conquest.

"Just fuck me already," she pleads, her impatience evident in her voice. "Seven minutes isn't long."

That's all the encouragement I need. I lift one of her legs, hooking it over my arm to open her wider, positioning myself at her entrance. With a forceful thrust, I enter her, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from both of us. She's tight but wet, her body more than ready for the invasion.

"Fuck! Yes..." she moans as I sink deeper into her, her hands grabbing at my shoulders to pull me closer. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, despite the anonymity of our masks and the clandestine nature of our encounter.

"Shit, you feel so fucking good," I grunt, my grip on her hips tightening as I start to move in a steady rhythm. Each thrust brings with it a wave of pleasure that threatens to consume me entirely, sending shivers down my spine.

Her moans grow louder with each thrust, and I quickly cover her mouth with my hand, pressing her head back against the wall. "I said quiet," I remind her, feeling her moan against my palm, the vibration only adding to my arousal.

I pound into her with increasing force, her body jolting with each impact, coats and hangers rattling around us as we fuck with animal intensity. The time constraint adds urgency to our coupling – seven minutes to claim her, to make her mine, to add her to the growing list of conquests in this house that becomes more my territory with each passing hour.

I slam into the masked MILF harder, my hand still clamped over her mouth as her muffled moans vibrate against my palm. Her back arches against the wall of coats, hangers rattling with each powerful thrust as I drive deeper into her willing body. The torn catsuit hangs in tatters around her waist and thighs, the expensive material destroyed in my need to claim what's beneath it. I don't know who she is behind that feathered mask, and I don't care – she's just another body to conquer, another notch to add to my growing collection of Angelina's friends and neighbors.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, tightening my grip on her wrists. 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 through my shirt, sending electric shockwaves through my entire body.

"Please, fuck me harder! I need you!" Her voice breaks into a whimper as I slam into her with enough force to lift her slightly off the ground. 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 wall of coats grinds against her back, 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.

"You don't even know who's fucking you, do you?" I growl into her ear, biting down on the lobe. "Just some desperate MILF letting a stranger use her in a closet while your friends wait outside."

"God, yes," she admits, the confession seeming to excite her even more as her pussy clenches tighter around me. "Fuck me. Use me."

Her submissiveness feeds my dominance, pushing me to be rougher, crueler. I release her wrists only to grab her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly. Her eyes widen behind the feathered mask, but she doesn't resist—instead, her hands fly to my shoulders, pulling me closer, silently begging for more.

I feel her body tensing, the telltale fluttering of her inner walls signaling her approaching orgasm. I tighten my grip on her throat, watching her eyes roll back slightly as the dual sensations of pleasure and controlled danger push her toward the edge.

"You going to cum on my cock?" I taunt, my voice low and dangerous. "Right here in this closet with everyone outside knowing exactly what you're doing?"

She nods frantically, unable to speak with my hand on her throat. I release the pressure slightly, allowing her to gasp for air. The sudden rush of oxygen seems to trigger her release—her entire body convulses against mine, her pussy clamping down with incredible force as she comes undone.

"Oh fuck, I'm cumming," she cries out, her voice ragged and broken. "Don't stop, don't stop!"

I maintain my relentless pace, fucking her through her orgasm, watching the waves of pleasure crash over her with predatory satisfaction. Her body shudders with each thrust, oversensitive but helpless to resist the continued assault.

My own orgasm builds at the base of my spine, a familiar tightening that signals I'm close. I could easily finish inside her—she seems the type who's on birth control—but that's not how I want this to end. I want to mark her, to leave visible evidence of her submission, a reminder of what happened in this closet that she'll have to clean up before rejoining the party.

"I'm going to cum," I announce, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I approach the edge.

Without warning, I pull out completely, leaving her empty and gasping at the sudden loss. Before she can protest, I grab her by the shoulders and push her down to her knees in front of me, her torn catsuit still hanging in tatters around her waist.

"Stay still," I command, taking my cock in hand and stroking rapidly, aiming at her exposed stomach and breasts. The sight of her kneeling before me, disheveled and used, masked face looking up with a mixture of surprise and anticipation, pushes me over the edge.

With a guttural groan, I explode, the first thick rope of cum landing across her left breast, the next across her stomach. I continue stroking, milking every drop onto her skin, watching with satisfaction as my seed marks her as mine, however temporarily. I aim deliberately, decorating her exposed flesh with stripes of white that immediately begin to run down the curves of her body, some dripping onto the torn remnants of her once-elegant catsuit.

"Look at you," I say, tucking myself back into my pants and zipping up while she remains kneeling, cum-covered and disheveled. "Such a mess."

She looks up at me, still breathing hard, cum cooling on her skin. There's a mixture of satisfaction and shame in her eyes behind the mask—the perfect combination that tells me I've conquered her completely.

"What about me?" she asks, gesturing to her state. "I can't go back out there like this."

I laugh, already reaching for the door handle. "Not my problem. Maybe there are some tissues in a pocket somewhere." I glance at my watch. "Besides, our seven minutes are up. They'll be expecting us."

I leave her there, on her knees among the coats, covered in my cum with her expensive catsuit destroyed. The dismissive exit is its own form of dominance—she's served her purpose, and I have a party full of other conquests waiting.

I step back into the hallway, adjusting my mask and smoothing my shirt. The sounds of the party wash over me again—music, laughter, the unmistakable sounds of other sexual encounters happening throughout the house. I make my way back to the living room where the spin-the-bottle group still sits in their circle, now with a few more articles of clothing discarded than when I left.

As I enter the room, heads turn, and a knowing cheer rises from the crowd. Someone raises a glass in my direction, and several women eye me with renewed interest, clearly aware of what I've been doing in the closet. Angelina appears at my side, handing me a fresh drink.

"Productive seven minutes?" she asks with a knowing smile.

"Very," I reply, taking a long swig of the cold liquor. My masked identity is still intact to most of the party, though some might have guessed who's behind it. The anonymity only adds to my power—I'm not just Richard Long tonight, but some dark force of pleasure moving through the crowd, claiming women at will.

I scan the room, already looking for my next conquest. The night is still young, and I'm just getting started.


Chapter 7

The party thins out as the night deepens, bodies disappearing in pairs and groups, leaving behind empty glasses and discarded clothing like evidence at a crime scene. I stand by the large window in Angelina's living room, mask still in place, watching as the last desperate women cast glances my way, hoping to be my final conquest of the night. But I already know who I want. Who I've been saving for the grand finale. My eyes find Angelina across the room, her silver mask glinting in the low light as she entertains the remaining guests. She's radiant in her torn dress, evidence of earlier encounters visible in the disheveled state of her blonde hair and the faint bruises beginning to form on her exposed skin.

I've watched her throughout the night, taking other men and women to dark corners, establishing herself as the perfect hostess in every sense. But she's mine. This is her house with Jack, but tonight, it's my territory. And it's time to stake my final claim.

I cross the room with deliberate slowness, my presence parting the small cluster of guests still surrounding her like Moses splitting the sea. Conversations falter as I approach, eyes dropping in deference to the alpha who's dominated this gathering from the start. Angelina turns to face me, her body language instantly changing—back straightening, chest pushing forward, lips parting slightly in anticipation.

"There you are," she says, her voice husky with desire and the effects of champagne. "I was wondering when you'd come find me."

I don't bother responding with words. Instead, I grab her wrist, my grip firm and possessive, and pull her away from her conversation without apology or explanation. The remaining guests watch with knowing smirks as I lead her toward the staircase, some whispering behind their hands, others raising glasses in salute to what's about to happen.

"Shouldn't we say goodnight to everyone?" she asks, a token protest that fools neither of us.

"They know where you're going," I tell her, not breaking stride as I pull her up the stairs. "And who you're going with."

Her bedroom—her and Jack's bedroom—is at the end of the upstairs hallway, the master suite where I fucked her this morning, where her pathetic husband almost caught us. The significance isn't lost on either of us as I push the door open, revealing the king-sized bed with its rumpled sheets still bearing evidence of our earlier encounter.

I spin her around to face me, watching her chest heave with anticipation beneath the silver mask she still wears. Without warning, I grab the neckline of her dress and tear downward with brutal force, the expensive fabric giving way with a satisfying rip that echoes in the bedroom. The dress falls away in tatters, revealing her perfect MILF body—full breasts, flat stomach, the curve of her hips that I've held so many times as I've pounded into her.

"Richard," she gasps, but there's no shock in her voice—only arousal at being handled so roughly.

I push her backward onto the bed, watching her bounce against the mattress, completely naked now except for her mask and the torn remnants of her dress clinging to one arm. Her legs part automatically, an invitation I have no intention of accepting just yet.

"This is my house tonight," I growl, dropping to my knees at the edge of the bed, grabbing her thighs and spreading them wider. "And this is my pussy."

Before she can respond, I bury my face between her legs, my tongue finding her already wet entrance with practiced ease. She tastes like sex and expensive perfume, her earlier activities with other party guests evident in the saltiness that greets my tongue. The knowledge that I'm tasting other men on her only spurs me on, my desire to reclaim her growing stronger.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath and moans my name, causing shivers down my spine. I grip her thighs tightly, my fingers wrapping around the soft flesh with surprising strength as I devour her, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's body works its magic against my mouth, trembling and arching as my tongue explores every fold, every sensitive spot I've mapped out over our many encounters.

"Does that feel good?" I ask, looking up at her flushed face, her mask now askew from thrashing against the pillows.

"Hell, yes," she groans, her hips bucking involuntarily against my mouth. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," I purr, my eyes locked onto hers, "I'm just getting started."

As my tongue continues to work its magic on her pussy, flicking and circling her clit before diving deep inside her, my mind races with possessive thoughts. My hands can't help but explore Angelina's irresistible body, as they find their way to the round, firm curves of her ass. I give it a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips. Our eyes remain locked as I feast on her, the visual connection adding another layer to her building pleasure.

"Ah, Richard," Angelina gasps between moans, her voice sultry and seductive even in her desperation.

"You're so fucking hot," I growl against her pussy, my desire for her only growing stronger. Squeezing and kneading her ass, I feel like I'm losing control—but in the best possible way. This is power, having this married woman spread open for me in her own marital bed, begging for my mouth and cock while her husband is miles away, oblivious.

"Please, Richard. Make me yours," she whispers, her voice dripping with lust as her hands tangle in my hair, pulling me harder against her core.

I increase the pressure of my tongue, focusing on her clit with deliberate, circular motions while sliding two fingers inside her. The combination has her back arching off the bed, a strangled cry tearing from her throat that's loud enough to be heard throughout the house. I don't care. Let the remaining guests hear. Let them know who's really in charge here.

Her hands grip both sides of my head, her body rocking back and forth with each stroke of my tongue, meeting my rhythm. My fingers curl inside her, finding that rough, spongy spot that makes her thighs clamp around my ears. She cries out sharply, her walls gripping my fingers tighter as I feel her approaching the edge.

"Oh god, 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 murmur against her sensitive flesh, my fingers never ceasing their relentless rhythm. The primal sounds of her pleasure seem to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and power.

"Please! I need your cock!" she begs, her body trembling on the precipice of release. "Fuck me! Fuck me now!"

I pull away from her, leaving her teetering on the edge of orgasm, her pussy swollen and glistening in the dim light of the bedroom. Standing up, I strip off my shirt in one fluid motion, unbuckling my belt as I stare down at her spread eagled on the bed. My cock springs free, rock hard and ready to claim what's mine.

The sight of Angelina positioning herself in the center of her marital bed sends a jolt of electricity through my entire body. She raises her knees, spreading them wide in an open invitation for me to claim her. My heart races as I drink in the erotic image—Angelina's flawless body on display, ready and waiting for me in the very bed she shares with her husband.

"Come on, Richard," she purrs, her chest heaving with anticipation. "I need you inside me."

Without hesitation, I climb onto the bed, my hands finding purchase on her spread thighs. The air around us is heavy with desire, our breaths mingling as I position myself above her. I can feel the heat radiating from her core, beckoning me closer.

"Are you ready for this?" I ask, the head of my cock teasing her entrance, prolonging the moment of surrender.

"Just fuck me already," she pleads, her impatience evident in her voice. "Stick that big cock in my pussy and make me scream."

That's all the encouragement I need. With a forceful thrust, I enter her, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from both of us. The sensation is overwhelming—her walls gripping me like a vise, hot and slick from my earlier attention.

"Fuck! Richard…" Angelina moans as I sink deeper into her, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me even closer. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, her body yielding completely to my invasion.

"Shit, Angelina, you feel so fucking good," I grunt, establishing a hard, fast rhythm immediately. Each thrust brings with it a wave of pleasure that threatens to consume me entirely, sending shivers down my spine.

I fuck her with a wild, possessive fury, every stroke a claim, every grunt and groan a declaration of ownership. This is my house tonight. My bed. My woman. The bedroom door remains slightly ajar, left open in our haste and my deliberate desire to be heard, to let anyone still downstairs know exactly what's happening up here.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency I feel to mark this territory. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. The headboard bangs against the wall with each impact, a steady rhythm that broadcasts our activities throughout the house.

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

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The bed creaks beneath us, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her 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.

Through the gap in the door, I can see the hallway, empty for now but accessible to anyone still downstairs who might wander up. The possibility of discovery, of being seen claiming Angelina in her marital bed, only heightens the intensity of our coupling. I want to be caught. Want to be seen. Want Jack or anyone else to witness firsthand how thoroughly I own his wife.

I feel the familiar tightening in my balls, the building pressure at the base of my spine signaling my approaching release. Angelina writhes beneath me, her nails leaving trails of fire down my back as I pound into her with relentless force. Her moans have reached a fever pitch, filling the master bedroom and likely carrying throughout the entire house. I don't care who hears—in fact, I want an audience. Want someone to witness my complete conquest of this woman in her own marital bed. As if summoned by my thoughts, the bedroom door suddenly swings wide open, the soft creak of hinges barely audible over the slap of skin on skin and Angelina's desperate cries.

And there he stands—Jack. Angelina's husband. His travel bag still clutched in his hand, his glasses slightly askew, his mouth hanging open in shock and disbelief as he takes in the scene before him. His wife, legs spread wide on their marital bed, being thoroughly fucked by a masked man. Me. For a moment, time seems to freeze, the three of us locked in a tableau of betrayal and dominance.

I don't stop. Don't even slow my rhythm. Instead, I turn my head slightly to look over my shoulder at Jack, maintaining my powerful thrusts into his wife. Our eyes meet—his wide with horror, mine narrowed with cruel amusement behind my mask. I feel Angelina tense beneath me as she notices the shift in my attention, her head turning to follow my gaze.

"Jack!" she gasps, her body going rigid with shock. Her hands, which moments ago were pulling me deeper, now push against my chest in panic. But I grab her wrists, pinning them to the bed beside her head, never breaking my rhythm.

"You're home early," I grunt, my hips never ceasing their relentless movement. Each word is punctuated by the sound of my body slapping against Angelina's. "I was just helping Angelina with her... stretching."

Jack stands paralyzed in the doorway, his face a canvas of conflicting emotions—shock giving way to confusion, then to dawning rage and humiliation. He takes a stumbling step forward, then stops, clearly unsure what to do. The bag slips from his fingers, hitting the floor with a dull thud.

"Get off my wife," he finally manages, his voice thin and weak, lacking any real authority. The command sounds more like a question, a plea.

I laugh, the sound deliberately cruel as I tighten my grip on Angelina's wrists, driving into her with even more force. She whimpers, caught between mortification at being discovered and the undeniable pleasure still coursing through her body.

"Your wife?" I taunt, never breaking eye contact with him. "She hasn't been your wife since the first time I bent her over this bed. She's been mine. My slut. My toy. You just pay the bills."

"Richard, stop," Angelina pleads, though her body betrays her words as her pussy clenches around my cock, growing wetter despite—or perhaps because of—her husband's presence.

The name drops like a bomb in the room. Jack's eyes widen with new recognition, his gaze moving from the mask to my exposed body, finally understanding who's fucking his wife.

"Richard? The quarterback?" His voice cracks with disbelief. "You're just a teenager!"

"A teenager who's been fucking your wife for months," I reply, my pace never faltering. "Right under your nose. Sometimes while you were in the next room. Sometimes while you were on the phone with her."

Each revelation is a dagger, and I watch them sink into Jack one by one, his face crumpling with each new humiliation. He should leave, should storm out or charge at me in rage. But he doesn't. He stands rooted to the spot, watching as I continue to claim his wife before his eyes.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, the approaching orgasm impossible to delay now. My cock drives all the way into Angelina's pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. I make sure Jack can see everything—the point of connection where my shaft disappears inside his wife, the way her body yields to mine, accepts me in ways she's probably never accepted him.

"Tell him," I command Angelina, my voice rough with exertion and approaching release. "Tell your husband how much better I fuck you."

She shakes her head, tears of shame and conflicted pleasure spilling from behind her mask. But when I slide my hand between us to rub her clit in tight circles, her resistance crumbles.

"He fucks me so good, Jack," she gasps, the words tumbling out between moans. "I'm sorry—I can't help it—he's just so much better—"

I feel her pussy clench violently around me as an unexpected orgasm tears through her, triggered by the ultimate humiliation of confessing to her husband while I'm still buried inside her. Her entire body convulses, her back arching off the bed as she cries out, completely lost to the pleasure despite the circumstances.

The sight of Angelina coming undone beneath me while her husband watches in horror is enough to push me over the edge. I feel my balls tighten, the pressure building to an unbearable peak at the base of my spine.

"I'm going to cum," I announce, making sure Jack hears me clearly. "Going to fill your wife's pussy while you watch."

"No," Jack protests weakly, taking another half-step forward. "Pull out. You can't—"

But it's too late. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself deep inside Angelina and explode, my cock pulsing as I pump rope after rope of hot cum into her unprotected depths. I maintain eye contact with Jack through my entire release, making sure he sees the moment I claim his wife completely, marking her from the inside in the most primal way possible.

"Fuck," I groan, my hips jerking with each pulse, each new shot of cum filling Angelina's pussy to overflowing. "Taking what's mine."

Angelina whimpers beneath me, her body still trembling with aftershocks as I empty myself inside her. When I'm finally spent, I remain buried within her for a moment longer, savoring the way her body grips me, the heat of our combined fluids creating a seal that ensures my seed stays deep inside her.

Only then do I slowly withdraw, my softening cock slipping from her with a wet sound that seems obscenely loud in the now-silent room. I make no attempt to hide the evidence of what I've done—my cum immediately begins to leak from Angelina's swollen pussy, soaking into the expensive sheets of their marital bed. A mark that will never truly wash out, just like the memory of this moment will never leave Jack's mind.

I climb off the bed with unhurried movements, tucking myself back into my pants and adjusting my mask, which has remained in place throughout. Jack hasn't moved from the doorway, his face a mask of broken humiliation, watching as his wife lies spread-eagled on their bed, my cum leaking from her, her chest still heaving from exertion.

I walk toward him, stopping just inches away. Even though we're roughly the same height, I seem to tower over him—youth and victory and cruel dominance making me seem larger than life. I reach out and pat his cheek, the gesture more insulting than any slap could be.

"Thanks for the use of your wife, Jack," I say, my voice casual and dismissive. "She's a hell of a lot more fun when you're not around."

I brush past him without waiting for a response, walking out of the bedroom with the swagger of complete victory. Behind me, I leave the wreckage of a marriage, a man staring at the ultimate evidence of his inadequacy, and a woman caught between satisfaction and the consequences of her choices.

The night has been perfect. The conquest complete. And as I head down the stairs, past the few remaining party guests who've clearly heard everything that just transpired, I'm already thinking about who I'll take next, which marriage I'll destroy, which woman I'll mark as mine.

Because that's who I am. That's what I do. And in this town, no one can stop me.
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