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Chapter 1

I rewind the play for the third time, studying the defensive alignment with laser focus. Coach wants me to recognize these patterns faster on the field, and I'm not about to let him down. The wet, sloppy sounds of Angelina's mouth working my cock provide a filthy soundtrack to my game prep, her blonde head bobbing between my legs as I slouch on my living room couch, remote in one hand, the other tangled in her expensive highlighted hair.

"See that safety creeping up?" I mutter, half to myself, half to her, though I know she couldn't care less about football strategy. "That's why I audibled to the slant."

Angelina responds with a muffled moan, her mouth too full of my dick to form words. Back home less than twenty-four hours after the wedding weekend, and we're already back to our routine—me preparing for the playoffs, her on her knees servicing my cock while her husband thinks she's at Pilates or some shit.

Being the star quarterback has its perks, but none better than this—a gorgeous forty-year-old MILF with the body of a college cheerleader and the face of a model, worshipping my cock like it's her fucking religion. Her wedding ring catches the light as her hand strokes what doesn't fit in her mouth, the diamond Jack bought her now pressed against my shaft as she pleasures another man.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my length, 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. Angelina's skillful tongue works its magic on me, circling the sensitive head before flattening against the underside as she takes me deeper.

"That's it," I encourage, still watching the screen as the opposing team shifts into a blitz package. "Take it deeper."

She tries to comply, pushing herself down until I feel the tight resistance of her throat. I'm not in a patient mood today. My hand tightens in her hair, and I thrust my hips upward, forcing myself past that barrier. Her body tenses, hands flying to my thighs as she gags around my intrusion, throat constricting deliciously around my cockhead.

"That's it, you fucking married slut," I grunt, not taking my eyes off the screen. "Choke on it. Show me how much you miss this dick while you're playing house with Jack."

Tears spring to her eyes as she struggles to accommodate my size, but I don't relent. Instead, I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, forcing her head down until her nose is pressed against my abs, holding her there until her face turns red and she splutters for air. Drool pools at the base of my dick, dripping down onto my balls and soaking into the couch beneath us.

When I finally release her, she comes up gasping, a strand of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening cock. Her mascara is smeared, face flushed, hair a mess from my rough handling—she looks absolutely debauched, and we're just getting started.

"Please," she whispers, voice hoarse from the throat-fucking. "Let me breathe—"

"Did I say you could stop?" I cut her off, grabbing her by the back of the neck and guiding her mouth back to my cock. "Game's still on. I still need to study. Your job's not done."

She whimpers but obediently opens her mouth, letting me slide back into that wet heat. I resume watching the game film, absently thrusting up into her mouth while I analyze defensive coverages. The contrast of the intellectual exercise with the primal pleasure of her throat around my cock creates a heady mix that makes me even harder.

"Fuck, your mouth feels good," I mutter, pausing the video to focus on a particularly complex formation. "Better than half the cheerleaders at school. Must be all that practice sucking Jack's limp dick."

Her eyes flash up at me, a mixture of humiliation and arousal at the mention of her husband. She loves this—the degradation, the comparison, the knowledge that she's betraying her marriage vows to service a teenager. I exploit this weakness mercilessly, continuing my verbal assault as she bobs up and down on my length.

"Wonder what Jack would think if he knew where his perfect wife was right now?" I taunt, grinding my hips upward. "On her knees in my living room, choking on my cock while he's at work making all that money you love to spend."

She moans around my shaft, the vibrations sending pleasure shooting up my spine. Her hands work in tandem with her mouth now, one stroking my shaft in twist-and-pull motions while the other cups my balls, massaging them with gentle pressure that contrasts with the rough treatment of her throat.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her mouth with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping up from the couch. The wet sounds of my cock sliding in and out of her throat fill the room, drowning out the muted commentary from the game film. I slam into her over and over, feeling her gag around me, her throat constricting with each thrust. Her eyes water, tears streaming down her cheeks as she struggles to breathe around my thickness.

"Fuck," I hiss, dropping the remote to grab both sides of her head. "Take it. Take every fucking inch."

Her hands fall away as I take complete control, using her mouth like a sex toy, pistoning in and out with increasing speed. Her throat opens for me now, trained from our frequent sessions to accommodate my size. Each time I bottom out, her lips touch the base of my shaft, her nose buried in the light dusting of hair there.

The combination of the rough face-fucking and the memory of our escapades at the wedding weekend—fucking in the gym while Jack was on the treadmill, the bathroom encounter while he stood clueless by the sinks—pushes me toward the edge faster than expected. My balls tighten, pressure building at the base of my spine as I continue to abuse her willing mouth.

"Getting close," I warn her, my voice strained with the effort of holding back. "Gonna fill that throat."

She moans in response, her eyes looking up at me with a mixture of desperation and desire. Even with her mouth stretched around my girth, there's a hint of a smile in those eyes—she wants this as much as I do, craves the degradation, the submission, the taste of my cum.

I give her throat one final brutal thrust, holding her head down as my cock pulses, ready to explode.

My phone buzzes on the end table, vibrating against the wood with an insistent hum. I glance over, Angelina still working my shaft with her mouth, and see Jack's name and smiling profile picture lighting up the screen. A rush of adrenaline hits my system—Jack calling while his wife's lips are stretched around my cock. This is too fucking perfect. I yank her head back by her hair, letting her gasp for air as strands of saliva connect her swollen lips to my glistening shaft.

"It's your husband," I inform her, my voice thick with cruel amusement. "Should I tell him what you're doing right now?"

Her eyes widen, a flash of genuine panic crossing her features. "Richard, don't—"

I cut her off by shoving her face back down onto my cock, holding her there for a second before releasing her and grabbing my phone. She stays on her knees between my legs, chest heaving, mascara streaked down her flushed cheeks, looking up at me with a mixture of fear and arousal as I swipe to answer.

"Yo, Jack, what's up?" I keep my voice casual, leaning back into the couch with the easy confidence of someone who isn't currently receiving head from the caller's wife.

"Hey, champ!" Jack's cheerful voice booms through the speaker, oblivious and upbeat as always. "Just checking in after that amazing weekend. How's the return to normal life treating you?"

I smirk down at Angelina, whose hand has unconsciously returned to stroking my wet cock while she listens to her husband's voice. "Can't complain. Just watching some game film, getting ready for playoffs."

"That's my boy! Always working hard," Jack praises, his tone carrying that weird mix of fatherly pride and business-bro enthusiasm he always uses with me. "Hey, quick question—have you seen Angelina? She's not answering her phone."

Angelina freezes, her hand stilling on my shaft as she hears the question. I maintain eye contact with her as I respond, my lips curling into a predatory smile.

"Yeah, she's here," I say, my voice casual. "She's at my house doing some stretching. Said her back was all tight from the flight."

Angelina's eyes close, a silent moan escaping her as I push her head back toward my cock. She doesn't resist, opening her mouth to take me in again, perhaps even more turned on by the dangerous game we're playing.

"Oh, that's great!" Jack says cheerfully, completely unaware of what's really happening. "Those airplane seats are murder on the lower back. She was complaining about it on the ride home from the airport."

"Mmm-hmm," I agree, pressing Angelina's head down further, watching her struggle to take my full length while listening to her husband's voice. "She seemed pretty desperate for a good... stretch."

As I speak, I grab Angelina's head with both hands and start brutally fucking her face, my hips jackhammering off the couch. The wet, gagging sounds she makes are loud enough that I briefly worry Jack might hear, but the thrill of that possibility only makes my cock harder in her throat.

"Well, I'm glad she's staying on top of her fitness routine," Jack continues, the irony of his words making me have to stifle a laugh. "That wedding weekend was pretty indulgent—all that cake and champagne! Tell her I said to be safe!"

"Will do," I grunt, slamming my cock so deep down Angelina's throat that she lets out a loud, wet gag, her eyes rolling back in her head as she chokes on my thickness. I hold her there, her body convulsing slightly, enjoying the power I have over her while talking to her clueless husband. The knowledge that she can hear every word of his concerned, loving check-in while I use her mouth like a sex toy makes this even more satisfying.

"How's the game film looking?" Jack asks, shifting topics. "That defense you're playing this week looks pretty tough from what I read."

I thrust upward again, holding Angelina down on my cock as I respond. "Nothing I can't handle," I say, the double meaning making my balls tighten. "I've got a good game plan for penetrating their... defense."

Angelina makes a muffled sound that might be a laugh or a gag, tears streaming down her face as she struggles for air. I relent slightly, allowing her to pull back just enough to breathe through her nose before pushing her back down.

"That's what I like to hear," Jack says enthusiastically. "Confidence is key! Hey, I should let you get back to your preparation. Important week ahead!"

"Alright, man, gotta go," I agree, feeling my orgasm building at the base of my spine as I continue to use Angelina's throat. "Talk later."

I hang up and toss the phone aside, turning my full attention back to Angelina. Her makeup is completely ruined now, mascara and lipstick smeared across her face, strands of hair stuck to her tearstained cheeks. She looks absolutely destroyed—and fucking beautiful in her degradation.

"Your husband sends his love," I taunt, increasing the speed of my thrusts, fucking her face with brutal efficiency now that I don't need to maintain a conversation. "Wants you to be safe. If only he knew how unsafe his precious wife really is."

She moans around my cock, the vibrations pushing me closer to the edge. Her hands grip my thighs, not pushing me away but holding on for support as I use her mouth for my pleasure. The wet, sloppy sounds of my shaft sliding in and out of her throat fill the room, punctuated by her desperate attempts to breathe between thrusts.

"Fuck, I'm close," I warn her, my voice strained as pressure builds at the base of my spine. "Gonna fill that throat with cum while Jack thinks you're doing fucking yoga or some shit."

Her eyes lock with mine, a silent acceptance of what's coming. I grip her hair tighter, holding her head still as I thrust up one final time, burying myself to the hilt in her willing throat.

"Swallow it all," I command, my voice a guttural growl as my release crashes through me.

With a final, animalistic roar, I explode, pumping a massive load of hot cum directly down her throat. My cock pulses against her tongue, rope after rope of thick seed shooting straight into her stomach. She doesn't have a choice but to swallow—I'm too deep for her to do anything else. Her throat works around my shaft, muscles contracting as she takes every drop, her eyes watering but never leaving mine.

When the final spasm subsides, I slowly release my grip on her hair, allowing her to pull back. She gasps for air as my cock slips from her lips, her chest heaving with desperate breaths. A thin trail of cum and saliva connects her swollen mouth to my still-hard shaft, breaking as she wipes her lips with the back of her hand.

"Jesus Christ," she rasps, voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "That was... intense."

I smirk down at her, tucking myself back into my shorts. "Stretching exercises complete," I say with mocking cheerfulness. "Feel free to tell Jack how helpful I was."

She laughs despite herself, pushing her disheveled hair back from her face. "You're such an asshole."

"And yet, here you are," I counter, turning my attention back to the game film, already dismissing her now that I've gotten what I wanted. "On your knees, with my cum sliding down your throat."

She can't argue with that, and I don't give her the chance to try. My focus returns to the defensive formations on screen. I have a playoff game to prepare for, after all. And judging by the hunger still evident in Angelina's eyes as she collects herself, plenty more distractions to come.


Chapter 2

The clock reads two seconds, and we're down by four. Mud cakes every inch of my uniform, turning the school's bright blue and silver into a uniform brown mess. My chest heaves with each breath, lungs burning from four quarters of all-out war on this field. The defensive line across from me looks just as exhausted, just as desperate—but I've got something they don't. I've got the fucking ball, and I've got one last chance to win this game.

"Blue 42! Blue 42!" I bark, my voice hoarse from a night of shouting audibles over the roar of the crowd. Rain continues to fall, a light drizzle that keeps the field slick and treacherous. The stands are still packed despite the weather—this is playoff football, and in our town, nothing matters more.

Coach has called our last timeout, drawing up a play designed to get our best receiver open in the corner of the end zone. It's a good plan, but as I settle into position behind center, I can already see their defense shifting to cover it. They know what's coming. They've studied our film just like I've studied theirs.

I take a moment to scan the crowd, my eyes finding familiar faces in the sea of raincoats and umbrellas. Angelina sits in the premium seats near the fifty-yard line, her blonde hair visible even through the misty rain. She's on her feet like everyone else, but while the other fans look nervous, she's staring at me with that hungry look I know so well—the one that has nothing to do with football and everything to do with what we'll be doing after the game, win or lose.

Next to her, I spot a cluster of neighborhood MILFs—the yoga pants brigade who always manage to show up to my games together, husbands conspicuously absent. Their eyes are locked on me with undisguised lust, whispering to each other behind manicured hands. One of them—a redhead whose pool I "cleaned" last summer—blows me a subtle kiss when our eyes meet.

The sight sends a surge of primal energy through my tired muscles. This is what I play for. Not just the victory, not just the scholarship offers, but this—the way women look at me when I dominate on the field. The way their eyes darken with desire when I showcase my power. The way their husbands slap me on the back in congratulations, completely unaware that I've had their wives bent over every piece of furniture in their homes.

"Set!" I call, refocusing on the task at hand. My center's ass is soaked with mud and rain, but I place my hands beneath it anyway, feeling the familiar tension in his body as he prepares to snap the ball. "Hut! Hut! HUT!"

The ball smacks into my waiting palms, cold and slick with rain. I drop back, eyes scanning downfield, looking for any flash of blue breaking free from the mass of defenders. Five steps back. Nothing. Our tight end is double-covered. Seven steps. Still nothing. Our star receiver is blanketed by their best cornerback. The pocket begins to collapse around me, defenders breaking through our exhausted offensive line.

Everything slows down. This is where ordinary quarterbacks panic, where they force a throw or take a sack. But I'm not ordinary. I see the field differently, process information faster. And right now, I see something no one else does—a tiny gap opening up between their defensive end and linebacker, a sliver of muddy field that might just be wide enough for me to slip through.

Decision made. No time to second-guess. I tuck the ball tight against my body and burst forward, accelerating through the gap before it closes. Their defensive end's fingers brush against my jersey but find no purchase in the slick fabric. I'm through the first line of defense, into the open field.

The crowd erupts as they realize what's happening. Fifty yards to glory. Forty-five. Forty. A linebacker appears in my peripheral vision, taking an angle that would normally be perfect to cut me off. But there's nothing normal about tonight, about this moment. I plant my right foot and cut hard to the left, feeling a satisfying spray of mud as he dives past me, face planting into the muck.

Thirty-five yards. Thirty. My lungs are on fire now, legs pumping with whatever energy remains after four quarters of battle. Another defender approaches—their safety, their last line of defense. He's fast, maybe faster than me on a dry field. But not tonight. Not with everything on the line.

He lunges for my legs. I raise my right arm instinctively, delivering a stiff arm that connects with his facemask, shoving him down into the mud with a strength born of pure adrenaline. I hear the crack of his helmet hitting the ground, feel the momentary resistance before he falls away.

Twenty yards. The end zone looms ahead, promised land, victory. My peripheral vision registers flashes of blue—my teammates racing to block any pursuing defenders, to protect this miraculous run. But they needn't bother. No one's catching me now.

Ten yards. The crowd's roar becomes a physical force, a wall of sound pushing me forward when my muscles want to quit. Through the cacophony, I swear I can pick out Angelina's voice, urging me on with the same desperation she shows when I'm deep inside her.

Five yards. Everything narrows to this moment—mud, rain, pain, glory.

I cross the goal line at full speed, unable to stop myself from skidding across the soaked turf in a muddy slide that takes me all the way to the base of the goalpost. The ball, still clutched tightly in my hands, reaches skyward in triumph even before I've fully stopped moving.

The stadium explodes. The scoreboard changes, putting us up by two points as the clock hits zeros. Game over. We win. I've done it again.

I rise slowly to my feet, feeling every hit, every collision of the night. But the pain doesn't matter. Nothing matters except the victory, except the adoration now raining down from the stands. My teammates reach me first, mobbing me with muddy hugs and screaming congratulations into my ears. I let them have their moment, let them believe they're part of this—that this victory belongs to all of us.

But I know better. This was me. My vision. My decision. My legs carrying us to victory when every designed play had failed. My triumph.

I look up toward the stands again, finding Angelina's eyes through the celebrating crowd. She's standing perfectly still amidst the jumping, screaming fans, one hand pressed against her heart, the other blowing me a dramatic, lusty kiss that promises rewards far sweeter than any trophy.

Next to her, the neighborhood MILFs are practically vibrating with excitement, their eyes locked on me with a primal hunger that has nothing to do with football. One of them—a brunette whose husband travels frequently for business—actually fans herself, her mouth forming words I can read even from this distance: "Oh. My. God."

I feel a fresh surge of energy, of power. This is why I push myself so hard. This is my real victory—not just the scoreboard, but the way these women look at me now, like I'm a god walking among mortals. Like I'm something they'd risk everything to possess, if only for a night.

The crowd swarms the field, carrying me off on their shoulders, chanting my name like a prayer. But my eyes stay locked on Angelina's, on the promise in her gaze. Tonight, after the celebration, after the interviews and the congratulations, she'll be on her knees again, worshipping me the way I deserve. And maybe, just maybe, she won't be alone.



Chapter 3

My teammates surge around me in a frenzy of mud-caked jerseys and primal screams, their bodies crashing against mine in a chaotic celebration. Helmets bump, shoulder pads collide, and hands slap against my back with enough force to remind me I'll be feeling this game for days. But I barely register the pain—the roar of victory drowns everything else out. Coach is there too, his usually stoic face cracked wide open with a grin, shouting something I can't make out over the din. This is what winning feels like. This is what being a fucking legend feels like.

As the initial mob of players begins to disperse, drawn away by parents and friends flooding the field, a different kind of crowd surrounds me. The cheerleading squad, their blue and silver uniforms soaked through from the rain, their makeup somehow still perfect, forms a circle around me. Their high-pitched squeals of excitement cut through the deeper shouts of my teammates.

"Richard! Oh my god, that was amazing!"

"I knew you'd win it for us!"

"That stiff arm! Holy shit!"

Their hands find me immediately, roaming across my mud-covered shoulder pads, squeezing my biceps through the soaked jersey, some even bold enough to slide lower, brushing against my ass or the front of my uniform pants. The rain has turned their polyester uniforms nearly transparent, revealing sports bras and the outlines of toned bodies underneath. Under normal circumstances, I'd be rock hard from this attention, but the physical exhaustion of the game keeps my body in check—for now.

Brittany, the squad captain, presses herself against my side, her wet blonde ponytail slapping against my arm as she bounces with excitement. "You're taking us to State, Richard! I just know it!" Her hand squeezes my forearm, fingernails digging in slightly, a preview of what she'd like to do to other parts of me later.

I've fucked most of the varsity squad over the past two seasons—sometimes individually, sometimes in pairs. They compete for my attention almost as fiercely as they compete for spots in their formations. It's a power trip like no other, having these girls willing to do literally anything to get a piece of the star quarterback.

"Party at my place tonight," announces Mackenzie, another blonde with tits that strain against her soaked uniform top. "My parents are in Aspen until Wednesday." Her eyes lock with mine, making it clear that while everyone's invited, the offer has a special meaning for me.

Before I can respond, the crowd around me shifts, parting to make way for a man in a charcoal gray suit, somehow immaculate despite the mud and rain surrounding us. He's in his forties, trim and fit with the look of a former player himself, carrying an umbrella that he holds over both of us as he approaches.

"Richard Long?" he asks, though it's clear he knows exactly who I am. His voice is deep, authoritative, cutting through the cheerleaders' chatter like a knife.

"That's me," I confirm, straightening up to my full height, instinctively wanting to impress this man who carries himself with such confidence.

He extends a hand, and I wipe my muddy palm against my jersey before shaking it. His grip is firm, professional. "David Morgan, recruiting coordinator for Redwood State University. That was quite a performance tonight, son."

The cheerleaders fall silent, their eyes wide as they recognize the significance of this interaction. A scout from Redwood State—one of the top Division I programs in the country—approaching me directly after a playoff game. This isn't just casual interest. This is serious.

"Appreciate you coming out in this weather," I say, matching his professional tone while maintaining my confident stance. "Hope you enjoyed the show."

He smiles, a flash of white teeth that reminds me of a shark. "That run was something special. Fifty yards through that mud? The vision to see that gap, the acceleration, the stiff arm?" He shakes his head in appreciation. "We've been watching your films all season, but seeing you in person confirms what we suspected. You've got a gift, son."

The cheerleaders have backed away slightly, giving us space but still hovering close enough to hear every word. I can feel their excitement vibrating in the air—being associated with the guy getting recruited by Redwood State is almost as good as being recruited yourself.

"We'd like you to come for a visit," Morgan continues, reaching into his jacket to produce a business card. "See the campus, meet the coaching staff, get a feel for our program. I think you'd be a perfect fit for what we're building at Redwood."

I take the card, trying to keep my hand steady despite the adrenaline now pumping through my system for reasons that have nothing to do with the game I just won. Redwood State is the real deal—national championship contenders, NFL draft picks every year, a pipeline to the pros that's unmatched by almost any other program.

"Son, you've got a gift," Morgan repeats, his eyes serious now. "We'd like you to come for a visit, see if you'd like to play for us."

I nod, pocketing the card with a casualness I don't feel. "I'd like that," I say, keeping my voice level despite the excitement threatening to burst from my chest. "When were you thinking?"

"How about next weekend?" he suggests. "We'll fly you out Friday morning, have you back Sunday evening. Full campus tour, meetings with coaches, academic advisors, current players. The works."

"Sounds perfect," I agree, already imagining myself in their crimson and gold uniform, playing in their seventy-thousand-seat stadium, with even more beautiful women throwing themselves at me than I have now.

Morgan smiles again, clearly pleased with my response. "Excellent. I'll have my office call with the details tomorrow." He glances at the still-hovering cheerleaders, a knowing look crossing his face. "Seems like you have some celebrating to do tonight. Don't let me keep you."

He shakes my hand once more before turning away, moving through the crowd with that same confident stride. The cheerleaders immediately surge back around me, their voices even more excited than before.

"Redwood State?!"

"Oh my god, Richard!"

"Their quarterback is graduating this year! You could start as a freshman!"

I let their praise wash over me, fuel my already inflated ego. This is just the beginning, just the next step toward everything I've always known I deserved. Professional scouts, national television, millions of dollars—and women even more beautiful and desperate than these cheerleaders or the neighborhood MILFs who currently warm my bed.

Mackenzie presses herself against my chest, looking up at me with undisguised lust. "So... my place tonight? To celebrate?"

I glance past her to where Angelina still stands at the edge of the field, watching this scene unfold with a knowing smile on her perfect lips. I catch her eye and give her the slightest nod—a signal we've established over our months together. She'll meet me later, after whatever cheerleader party I decide to grace with my presence.

"Wouldn't miss it," I tell Mackenzie, draping my arm around her shoulders and allowing myself to be led toward the locker rooms, surrounded by a gaggle of adoring females.

Life just keeps getting better.


Chapter 4

The locker room is a fog of steam and celebration, wet towels slapping against lockers as my teammates rush through their showers, eager to get to Mackenzie's party. I'm taking my time, though. I've got more important business to finish first. The petite brunette cheerleader—I think her name is Tiffany or Taylor or some shit—bends over the wooden bench in front of my locker, her perfect ass raised high, her uniform skirt flipped up onto her back. My cock disappears into her with each thrust, her tight pussy gripping me as I pound into her from behind.

"Oh god, Richard," she moans, her voice echoing off the tiled walls. "Harder! Please!"

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster while still maintaining some semblance of stealth. My teammates are mostly gone, but Coach and the assistants are still in their office down the hall. The wooden bench grinds against the floor, and I hear the soft slap of skin on skin and her muffled 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 whimpers against the bench, making me even hungrier for more.

She's tight—cheerleader-flexible-tight—and despite having already fucked her twice during our brief "relationship," her pussy still grips my cock like it's the first time. My hands find purchase on her hips, fingers digging into the smooth skin with enough force to leave marks. Tomorrow at practice, she'll press her fingers against those bruises, remembering this moment, getting wet all over again.

"You like that?" I growl, delivering a sharp smack to her ass that leaves a red handprint on her pale skin. "Like getting fucked in the locker room where anyone could walk in?"

"Yes," she gasps, her back arching further, pushing her ass higher to take me deeper. "Love your cock. So big. So good."

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. The cheerleader's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her nails dig into the wooden 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.

I reach around her hip, my fingers finding her clit, circling the sensitive bundle of nerves with practiced precision. Her reaction is immediate—a sharp intake of breath followed by a full-body shudder, her inner walls pulsing around my shaft.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," she whimpers, her voice cracking with desperation. "Please don't stop!"

I increase the pressure on her clit, my cock still driving into her at a relentless pace. Her orgasm builds quickly—I can feel it in the way her pussy flutters around me, in the increasing pitch of her moans, in the tension coiling through her small frame. When she finally breaks, it's with a muffled scream into the bench, her whole body convulsing as waves of pleasure crash through her.

Her pussy clenches around my cock in powerful contractions that nearly push me over the edge. I feel my own release approaching, but I'm not done with my plans for the night. Angelina will be waiting for me after this, and I want to save my load for her married pussy. This cheerleader is just the appetizer—a warm-up for the main event.

As her orgasm subsides, leaving her trembling and gasping beneath me, I abruptly pull out, ignoring her whimper of protest. My cock stands proudly, glistening with her juices, still rock hard and ready for more. But not with her. Not tonight.

"Wait," she says, turning her head to look back at me with confusion in her glazed eyes. "Don't you want to finish?"

I step back, reaching for a towel to wipe myself clean. "Got somewhere to be," I reply with casual indifference. "Thanks for the quickie, though. Nice way to celebrate the win."

The hurt in her eyes is obvious, but I don't particularly care. These cheerleaders know the deal—I fuck them when I want, how I want, and I move on when I'm done. There's always another one waiting in line for her turn with the star quarterback.

"Will I see you at Mackenzie's party?" she asks, slowly pushing herself up from the bench on shaky legs, adjusting her uniform skirt to cover herself again.

"Maybe," I say noncommittally, already turning away from her, mentally moving on to my next conquest. "If I have time."

She gathers her things quietly, dignity somewhat restored as she smooths her hair and straightens her uniform. I don't bother watching her leave—the sound of the locker room door closing behind her is enough to signal that I'm finally alone.

I grab a fresh towel and head for the showers, my cock finally beginning to soften after giving the cheerleader her orgasm. The hot water cascades over my sore muscles as I step under the spray, washing away the mud and sweat from the game. Steam rises around me, creating a private cocoon of heat and mist. I close my eyes, enjoying the sensation of the near-scalding water pounding against my shoulders and back, easing the aches from four quarters of brutal football.

My mind drifts to Angelina. By now, she'll have made some excuse to Jack about staying out late with friends to celebrate the big win. She'll be waiting for me, wet and ready, just as desperate for my cock as the cheerleader was. But Angelina is different—more experienced, more skilled, more willing to do whatever depraved act I demand of her. And the thrill of fucking a married woman, of taking what belongs to another man—that never gets old.

I lather soap across my chest and abs, washing away the last traces of my encounter with the cheerleader. I'm just rinsing off when I hear the locker room door open and close. Probably one of my teammates coming back for something forgotten. I pay it no mind, focused on getting clean so I can get dirty again with Angelina.

The water feels incredible against my skin, washing away not just the physical grime but the mental fatigue of the game. Tomorrow, there will be headlines in the local paper about my game-winning run. Coach will break down the film, praising my vision and decisiveness. Classmates will treat me like a god in the hallways. And college scouts like Morgan will be calling, plotting my path to glory.

But tonight—tonight is about celebrating in the most primal way possible. I shut off the water, ready to dry off and head out to find Angelina. The night is still young, and I've got plenty of energy left for what lies ahead.

***

As I'm lathering up for a second pass, the shower curtain pulls back with a metallic screech that echoes off the tiled walls. I spin around, ready to tell whoever it is to fuck off, but the words die in my throat. Angelina stands there, completely naked, steam swirling around her perfect body like some high-end perfume commercial. Her blonde hair is pulled back in a messy ponytail, her makeup subtle but flawless, and her tits—those magnificent, surgeon-enhanced tits—rise and fall with each excited breath she takes.

"Couldn't wait," she whispers, stepping into the shower stall, pressing her slick body against mine. Water cascades over both of us now, plastering her hair to her scalp and making her skin glisten under the harsh fluorescent lights. "Watching you win that game... God, Richard, you have no idea what it does to me."

Her hand finds my cock, which immediately begins to harden again despite my recent activities with the cheerleader. Angelina's touch is different—more confident, more knowing. She strokes me with practiced efficiency, her eyes never leaving mine.

"You know anyone could walk in here, right?" I say, though I make no move to stop her. The risk only adds to the thrill.

"Don't care," she replies, her voice husky with desire. "Need you now. Been wet since I watched you cross that goal line."

I've never been one to deny a woman what she wants—especially when it's exactly what I want too. In one swift motion, I spin her around, pushing her chest against the cold, dirty tile wall. She gasps at the sudden movement, at the temperature shock against her nipples, but doesn't resist. If anything, she pushes back against me, her perfect ass grinding against my rapidly hardening cock.

"This what you came for?" I growl into her ear, one hand snaking around to grab her throat while the other forces her legs apart. "Quarterback cock in the locker room shower? What would Jack think if he could see his perfect wife now?"

"Please," she moans, the mention of her husband only making her wetter—I can feel it as my fingers slide between her legs, finding her absolutely soaked. "Just fuck me already."

I kick her legs wider apart, positioning her exactly how I want her. The sight of Angelina's body pressed against the dirty shower wall sends a jolt of electricity through my entire system. Her back arches slightly, presenting her ass to me in an open invitation that I have no intention of refusing. My heart races as I drink in the erotic image—Angelina's flawless body on display, ready and waiting for me.

"You're such a fucking slut," I tell her, the words harsh but my tone appreciative. "Coming to the high school locker room to get fucked by a teenager."

"Your teenager cock," she corrects, casting a sultry glance over her shoulder. "I need you inside me."

Without further preamble, I position myself behind her and slam my cock into her dripping wet pussy in one brutal thrust. She cries out, the sound echoing off the tiled walls, but pushes back to take me deeper. The sensation is overwhelming—her walls grip me like a vise, hot and tight and perfect.

"Fuck! Richard..." Angelina moans as I sink deeper into her, her body jerking forward with each thrust, her breasts dragging against the rough tile. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, as if she's trying to absorb every inch of me.

"Shit, Angelina, 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.

I fuck her like an animal, my hips slapping against her ass with enough force to echo in the tiled room. The combination of the hot water, the steam, and Angelina's tight heat around my cock creates a sensory overload that pushes me toward the edge faster than I'd like. But I'm not done with her yet—not even close.

"Harder," she begs, her voice bouncing off the walls. "Fuck me harder, Richard!"

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips slamming against her ass hard enough to leave bruises. The wet sound of our bodies colliding mixes with the patter of the shower and our increasingly loud moans. I grab a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back to expose her throat, watching water cascade over her strained neck as I pound into her mercilessly.

"This is what you need, isn't it?" I taunt, my voice low and cruel in her ear. "A hard young cock to remind you what a whore you really are. Jack doesn't fuck you like this, does he?"

"No," she gasps, the admission making her clench tighter around me. "Nobody fucks me like you do. Nobody."

My free hand slides around to find her clit, rubbing firm circles that have her trembling against me almost immediately. Her body responds instantly to my touch, years of marriage to Jack having taught her to take pleasure where she can get it, as quickly as she can get it.

"You're going to cum for me," I command, increasing the pressure on her clit while maintaining my brutal pace. "Right here, in this filthy high school shower, with my teenage cock inside you."

She doesn't need further encouragement. Her body goes rigid, a strangled cry tearing from her throat as her orgasm crashes through her. Her pussy convulses around my shaft, milking me, begging for my own release. I feel her walls pulsing, squeezing my cock in waves that nearly push me over the edge.

"That's it," I encourage, never slowing my thrusts as she rides out her climax. "Take it all."

As her orgasm subsides, leaving her trembling and gasping against the wall, I maintain my grip on her hair, keeping her head pulled back at an angle that must be uncomfortable. But she doesn't complain—if anything, the slight pain seems to heighten her pleasure, reigniting the fire I just extinguished.

"Don't stop," she begs, her voice raw with need. "Keep fucking me. I want to feel you cum inside me."

I increase my pace, driving into her with renewed vigor. The shower continues to pour hot water over our joined bodies, washing away the sweat that forms despite the steam. Her hands scrabble for purchase against the slick tiles, finding nothing to hold onto except the sensation of being thoroughly, brutally fucked.

"Your pussy belongs to me," I growl, punctuating each word with a deep thrust. "Not Jack. Me."

"Yes," she agrees breathlessly. "Yours. All yours."

The submission in her voice, the total surrender of her body to my will, pushes me closer to the edge. My balls tighten, that familiar pressure building at the base of my spine. But I hold back, not ready to finish yet, wanting to prolong this moment of complete dominance over a woman nearly twice my age, a woman who should know better, a woman who risks everything for the pleasure only I can give her.

"Beg for it," I command, slowing my pace to teasing, shallow thrusts that have her whimpering in frustration. "Beg me to fill this married pussy."

"Please," she gasps, trying to push back against me, to take me deeper, but my grip on her hip prevents her. "Please, Richard. I need your cum. Need to feel it inside me."

That's exactly what I wanted to hear. With a renewed surge of energy, I resume my punishing rhythm, each thrust driving deeper than the last. The water grows cooler around us, the hot water tank finally giving out, but neither of us notices or cares. All that matters is the connection where our bodies join, the primal need driving us toward mutual satisfaction.

"Fuck, Angelina," I groan, feeling my release approach. "Taking this cock so good."

Her only response is a series of desperate, broken moans that grow louder with each thrust. The sound echoes in the tiled shower, broadcasting our forbidden encounter to anyone who might still be in the vicinity. But the risk only adds to the thrill, only pushes us both closer to the edge.

I wrap one hand around her throat, squeezing gently as I pound into her, my other hand gripping her hip hard enough to leave bruises. The water beats down on my back, cooling now, but I barely notice—all my focus is on the tight heat gripping my cock, on the way Angelina's body yields to mine with each brutal thrust. Her pulse races beneath my fingers, her life quite literally in my hands as I control her breath, her pleasure, her very existence in this moment.

"You're my fucking whore, you hear me?" I growl in her ear, increasing the pressure on her throat just enough to restrict her airflow without cutting it off completely. "This pussy belongs to me."

She can only moan and push back against me, her ability to form words compromised by my grip on her throat. Her eyes roll back slightly, that perfect mix of fear and arousal that comes with controlled choking making her inner walls clench tighter around my shaft. I feel her getting wetter with each filthy word, each assertion of ownership.

"Not Jack's," I continue, punctuating my words with particularly deep thrusts that make her whole body jerk forward. "Not your husband's. Mine."

My hand on her hip slides around to her front, fingers finding her clit again, circling the sensitive bud with merciless precision. Her reaction is immediate—a muffled cry against the tile wall, her pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic pulses that signal another approaching orgasm.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice a low rumble against her neck. "Cum on my cock again. Show me how much better I fuck you than that pathetic husband of yours."

The degradation pushes her over the edge. Her entire body convulses, her pussy spasming around me with enough force to nearly trigger my own release. I maintain my pace through her climax, prolonging her pleasure, watching with satisfaction as she falls apart under my hands.

"Richard," she gasps when I finally ease the pressure on her throat, allowing her to speak again. "Please... inside me... want to feel you cum..."

Her begging is all the encouragement I need. I increase my pace to an almost punishing rhythm, chasing my own release now. My balls slap against her with each thrust, the sound echoing off the tiled walls along with our heavy breathing and her continuous moans.

"Gonna fill this married pussy," I grunt, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine, my orgasm approaching fast. "Pump you so full of cum you'll be dripping all the way home to Jack."

The thought of her returning to her husband with my seed still inside her—perhaps even leaking into her expensive panties as she sits across from him at dinner—pushes me over the edge. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and explode, my cock pulsing as I pump rope after rope of hot cum deep into her willing body.

"Fuck!" I roar, the sound bouncing off the shower walls as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through me. My grip on her hip tightens to the point of bruising, my other hand still wrapped around her throat as I empty myself inside her. "Take it all. Every fucking drop."

She moans something incoherent, her body trembling beneath mine as she feels my release filling her. Her pussy continues to milk my cock, squeezing rhythmically to extract every last drop of cum from my balls. When the final spasms subside, I remain inside her for a moment longer, savoring the connection, the dominance, the complete submission of this beautiful married woman to my teenage desires.

Finally, I pull out, watching with satisfaction as my cum immediately begins to leak from her well-fucked hole, trailing down her inner thighs to mix with the shower water swirling toward the drain. She stays pressed against the wall, legs trembling too much to support her weight, chest heaving with exertion.

"Jack can never know how much of a slut you are for young cock," I say, giving her ass a final, possessive slap before stepping back, letting the now-cold shower water rinse the evidence of our encounter from my softening shaft. "He'd fucking die if he knew what I just did to his perfect wife."

She laughs shakily, finally finding the strength to turn and face me, her makeup smeared despite her pre-shower precautions, her lips swollen from biting them to muffle her screams. "He worships the ground you walk on," she says, reaching for the soap to clean herself. "Star quarterback, future college athlete. You could probably tell him exactly what we just did, and he'd convince himself it was some kind of honor."

I laugh at the accurate assessment of her clueless husband when suddenly, a familiar ringtone echoes through the locker room. We both freeze, eyes locking in a moment of shared panic before relaxing as we realize the sound is coming from outside the shower, not from someone entering the locker room.

"Speaking of the devil," I mutter, recognizing Jack's custom ringtone—the university fight song from his alma mater. "That's your husband calling."

I step out of the shower, grabbing a towel to wrap around my waist as I move toward the bench where I left my phone. Angelina follows, another towel clutched to her chest, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and perverse excitement as I pick up the phone.

"Richard!" Jack's voice booms through the speaker the moment I answer. "I just heard the news! Redwood State! That's incredible!"

I glance at Angelina, a smirk playing on my lips as her husband's enthusiastic voice fills the steamy locker room. She bites her lower lip, suppressing a giggle as she watches me talk to Jack while his cum quite literally drips from her body.

"Yeah, man," I respond, keeping my voice casual. "Their scout approached me after the game. Wants me to visit campus next weekend."

"Redwood State!" Jack repeats, his excitement palpable even through the phone. "That's my alma mater, you know. I'm a major donor there! This is perfect!"

Angelina rolls her eyes, mouthing "here it comes" as her husband continues.

"Angelina and I would love to accompany you," Jack declares, exactly as his wife predicted. "Make it a proper visit! I can introduce you to the athletic director, the dean, everyone who matters. Show you around campus, take you to all the best spots. What do you say?"

I lock eyes with Angelina, who

I lock eyes with Angelina, who silently shakes her head in amused disbelief, water droplets still clinging to her naked shoulders. The irony is almost too perfect—Jack wanting to escort me to Redwood State, completely unaware that I just finished emptying my balls into his wife not three feet from where I'm standing.

"Richard! Are you there?" Jack prompts when my silence stretches too long.

"That'd be great, Jack," I finally respond, never breaking eye contact with Angelina. "I'd like that."

"Fantastic!" Jack practically shouts, his enthusiasm making me hold the phone away from my ear. "I'll call my contacts at the university first thing tomorrow. We'll make sure they roll out the red carpet for you. Maybe even get you some private time with Coach Daniels!"

"Sounds perfect," I agree, watching as Angelina slowly lets her towel drop, giving me a full view of her still-flushed body. She runs a hand down her stomach to between her legs, collecting some of my cum on her fingers before bringing them to her mouth, sucking them clean while I talk to her husband. The obscene display makes my cock twitch beneath my towel, already considering round two.

"Where's Angelina, by the way?" Jack asks suddenly. "I thought she was with you at the game, but she's not answering her phone."

Angelina freezes, her finger still in her mouth, eyes widening at the mention of her name. I smirk, enjoying her momentary panic.

"Not sure," I lie smoothly. "Haven't seen her since right after the game. She mentioned something about meeting up with some of the other wives to celebrate."

"Ah, that makes sense," Jack says, easily accepting my explanation. "Well, when you see her, tell her about Redwood State! She'll be thrilled. That woman loves a good road trip."

"I'll let her know as soon as I see her," I promise, my voice dripping with undetected irony.

"Great game tonight, by the way," Jack adds. "That final run was something special. You're going to be a star at Redwood, I can feel it."

"Thanks, man," I respond, genuinely pleased by the praise despite my contempt for him. "I appreciate the support."

"Anytime, champ! We'll talk details tomorrow. Get some rest—you've earned it!"

I hang up and toss the phone back onto the bench, turning my full attention to Angelina, who's now leaning against the lockers, completely naked, her expression a mixture of amusement and lingering arousal.

"So," she says, her voice still slightly hoarse from my earlier grip on her throat. "We're going to Redwood State with my husband."

"Looks like it," I agree, dropping my towel to reveal my cock, already hardening again at the sight of her naked body and the thrill of our deception. "Think you can keep your hands off me for an entire weekend with Jack right there?"

She laughs, a rich, throaty sound that sends blood rushing to my groin. "I think the real question is whether you can keep your hands off me." She pushes away from the lockers, moving toward me with the predatory grace that first attracted me to her. "After all, you're the one who can't seem to control yourself. The gym with Jack on the treadmill, the bathroom at the wedding..."

"You weren't exactly fighting me off," I remind her, reaching out to pull her against me, my cock pressing into her stomach as I grab her ass with both hands. "In fact, I seem to remember you came harder than ever with your husband standing five feet away."

She moans at the memory, her body melting against mine. "We're sick, you know that? Both of us. Completely depraved."

"And yet, you're already wet again," I observe, one hand sliding between her legs to find her pussy slick with renewed arousal mixed with my cum. "Thinking about doing this right under Jack's nose at Redwood State gets you hot, doesn't it?"

"God help me, it does," she admits, rising onto her tiptoes to nip at my lower lip. "So what do you say? Ready for round two before I have to go home and play the dutiful wife?"

I spin her around, bending her over the bench where my phone still displays Jack's contact information. "I say your husband's right—I've earned it."

As I position myself behind her again, cock pressing against her entrance, I can't help but think about the weekend ahead. Redwood State, Jack's enthusiastic tour, and all the opportunities to fuck his wife right under his nose. Life just keeps getting better.

"This pussy belongs to me," I growl as I thrust inside her again, claiming what we both know is rightfully mine. "And not even Jack can change that."

Her only response is a broken moan of agreement as I begin to pound into her once more, the sound of our bodies colliding echoing through the empty locker room. The night is still young, and I have plenty left to give her before sending her home to her clueless husband.

Redwood State, here we come—in more ways than one.


Chapter 5

The rental car door slams behind me as I step onto the cracked pavement of Redwood State University's athletic complex. The air here smells different—like opportunity and fresh-cut grass. I stretch my arms overhead, enjoying the way my muscles flex beneath my fitted polo. Several passing female students slow their pace, eyes lingering on my frame. I'm used to the attention, but I'm not here for college girls. I'm here to see if this football program deserves me, though from the hungry stares I'm getting, I might find more than one reason to choose this place.

A gruff voice calls out my name, and I turn to see a weathered man striding toward me with purpose. Coach Brent Brady. His photo doesn't do justice to the desperation etched into the lines around his eyes. The man needs a star quarterback like me, and we both know it.

What catches my attention, though, is the woman walking beside him. Holy shit. Jane Brady is nothing like I expected a coach's wife to be. She's in a thin sundress that clings to curves that have no business being wasted on a man who looks like he subsists on protein shakes and game film. The fabric strains against her full, firm breasts, and the hem sways around thighs that could crush a man's head—and make him thank her for it. Her long dark hair catches the sunlight, framing a face that belongs in magazines, not standing beside a football field in the middle of nowhere.

"Richard! Son! Welcome!" Brady's hand lands on my shoulder with enough force to make a lesser man stumble. His grip is firm, coach-like, the kind that's supposed to communicate authority and respect. "We're excited to have you here."

"The pleasure's all mine, Coach," I reply, extending my hand while my gaze flicks toward Jane. Her emerald-green eyes are already on me, assessing with an interest that has nothing to do with my throwing arm. When our eyes meet, she offers a slow, deliberate smile that sends blood rushing south. Christ, she's undressing me right in front of her husband.

"And this is my wife, Jane," Brady says, oblivious to the electricity crackling between us. "She insisted on coming along to welcome our star recruit."

"I've heard so much about you," Jane says, her voice a sultry purr that doesn't match her words. She extends her hand, and when I take it, her fingers linger against my palm a moment too long. "All good things, of course."

"I should hope so," I reply with a smirk that makes her pupils dilate.

Brady launches into a speech about the program's legacy and future, but I'm only half-listening. My attention keeps drifting to the way Jane's nipples press against the thin fabric of her dress, how she subtly shifts her stance to accentuate the curve of her ass when she knows I'm looking. This is a woman who's bored out of her mind with her husband, starving for the kind of attention only a young stud like me can provide.

"We've got a practice scheduled this afternoon," Brady continues, guiding me toward the athletic complex with a hand on my back. "Thought you might like to see the boys in action, get a feel for what we're building here."

Jane walks on my other side, close enough that her arm occasionally brushes mine. Each contact sends a jolt of awareness through my body. She smells expensive, like flowers and something darker, more primal.

"I'd love to see what you're working with," I say, the double entendre not lost on Jane, whose lips twitch with suppressed amusement.

The campus tour is like every other recruitment visit—state-of-the-art weight rooms that can't compare to professional facilities, practice fields with pristine turf, academic buildings that I'll barely set foot in. What makes this one different is Jane Brady, who points out landmarks with graceful gestures that draw attention to her slender arms and the wedding ring that clearly isn't keeping her satisfied.

"And this is where you'd spend most of your time," Brady says as we enter the football complex. The walls are lined with photos of former players, some who made it to the NFL, most who didn't. "We've produced eighteen draft picks in the last decade. With your arm and our system, you'd be number nineteen."

"Impressive," I murmur, though the real show is Jane bending over to adjust her sandal, giving me a perfect view of her cleavage. When she straightens, she catches me looking and doesn't even try to hide her smile.

"The locker room was just renovated last year," Brady continues, pushing open a heavy door to reveal rows of lockers and state-of-the-art equipment. "Private hot tubs, cold plunge, massage tables—everything our athletes need for recovery."

My mind immediately fills with images of Jane bent over one of those massage tables, her sundress pushed up around her waist, my cock buried deep inside her while her husband reviews game film in his office down the hall. From the way she's looking at me, I'd bet she's thinking something similar.

"It's very... accommodating," she comments, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip.

"We spare no expense for our athletes," Brady says, clueless as always. "Richard, why don't we head out to the field? Practice starts in twenty minutes, and I'd like you to meet some of the coaching staff before the players arrive."

I nod, following him toward the exit while Jane falls into step beside me. As Brady pushes through the door, already calling out to an assistant coach across the field, she leans close.

"I hope you're enjoying the tour so far," she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. "I have a feeling Redwood State could offer you exactly what you need."

"I'm still deciding," I reply, letting my eyes travel slowly down her body and back up. "But I'm definitely seeing some... attractive options."

She laughs softly, a sound that promises all kinds of trouble, then quickens her pace to catch up with her husband. I watch her ass sway as she walks, already imagining how it would feel in my hands, how she'd moan when I spread those cheeks and—

"Coming, Richard?" Brady calls, interrupting my thoughts.

"Right behind you, Coach," I answer, adjusting myself discreetly. This visit is already exceeding my expectations, and I haven't even seen the team practice yet. If Jane Brady is this desperate for young cock, I wonder how many other sex-starved faculty wives are lurking around campus, waiting for a stud like me to give them what their husbands can't.

As I follow the coach and his wife across the field, I can't help but smile. Redwood State is definitely moving up my list of options. And I have a feeling Jane Brady is going to be very thorough in her recruitment efforts.

***

I ditch Brady and his coaching staff as soon as I can, claiming I want to explore the campus "to get a real feel for student life." What I really need is a break from their desperate sales pitch. Every coach wants me—I'm the prize quarterback of the year—but few are as transparent as Brady about just how badly they need me to save their program. I wander the tree-lined paths, watching students hurry between classes, most of them oblivious to who I am. Not for long, though. If I choose Redwood State, every person on this campus will know my name before the first game.

The academic buildings all blend together after a while—redbrick facades with pretentious names of dead donors carved above the doors. I'm not here for an education, not really. I'm here to launch my NFL career and fuck as many hot college girls as possible before I sign my first professional contract. Speaking of which, the female talent on display isn't bad. Yoga pants and crop tops seem to be the uniform of choice, showcasing tight asses and flat stomachs that have me imagining all sorts of possibilities.

I spot a large fountain in what seems to be the center of campus. Water shoots up in elegant arcs, catching the sunlight and creating miniature rainbows. Students lounge around the edges, some studying, others just enjoying the warm day. I head toward it, thinking it might be a good place to chill for a bit before I have to return to Brady's non-stop recruitment spiel.

That's when I see her. Blonde hair gleams in the sun like spun gold, cascading over tanned shoulders in perfect waves. She's walking with purpose straight toward me, and fuck, she's stunning. Athletic build, the kind that comes from serious training, not just instagram workouts. Her legs are toned and endless in tiny denim shorts, her chest straining against a Redwood State crop top that reveals a strip of flat, tanned stomach. As she gets closer, I can make out her face—high cheekbones, full lips painted a glossy pink, and eyes that lock onto mine with predatory intensity.

She intercepts me by the fountain, planting herself directly in my path with a confidence that tells me she's used to getting what she wants. Her smile is dazzling, practiced, the kind that has broken hearts all over campus.

"You must be Richard Long," she says, offering her hand. Her voice matches her appearance—sexy with an edge of authority. "I'm Kristin. Head cheerleader."

Of course she is. I take her hand, noting how small it feels in mine. "Word travels fast," I reply, holding her hand a moment longer than necessary.

"Everyone knows who you are," she says with a laugh that's meant to sound casual but doesn't quite hit the mark. "We were all very impressed with your game films. Very..." her eyes drop to my chest, then lower, lingering on my crotch before meeting my gaze again, "...impressed."

I smirk, not missing the way she just checked me out. "I do what I can."

"I bet you do." She tosses her hair over one shoulder, the movement calculated to draw my attention to the curve of her neck. "Are you enjoying your visit so far?"

"It's getting better by the minute," I tell her, letting my own gaze travel down her body, making sure she notices my appreciation. Her body is fucking incredible—the kind built for both athletics and sex. I imagine how those strong legs would feel wrapped around my waist, how that flat stomach would tense and quiver under my touch.

"I could show you around if you want," she offers, stepping closer. "Give you the tour that Coach Brady definitely won't." Her perfume hits me—something sweet but not overpowering, mixing with the natural scent of her skin to create a combination that makes my cock twitch with interest.

"What kind of tour did you have in mind?" I ask, my voice dropping lower.

"The kind that shows you why Redwood State should be your only choice." Her teeth catch her bottom lip, a practiced move that still has its intended effect. "We take care of our athletes here. Especially our star quarterbacks."

The sexual tension between us is thick enough to taste, hanging in the air like the mist from the fountain. Every word is loaded with double meaning, every glance promising something that has nothing to do with football.

"Is that right?" I step closer, close enough that anyone watching would know this isn't just a casual conversation between new acquaintances. "And how exactly do you take care of them?"

Her cheeks flush slightly, but her confidence doesn't waver. "In every way they need. Team spirit is very important to us." She reaches out, her fingers brushing against my arm in a touch that's deliberately light. "We ensure our players are... satisfied with their college experience."

"I'm not easy to satisfy," I tell her, letting the challenge hang between us.

"I've never backed down from a challenge," she counters, her eyes flashing with something that's equal parts competitive spirit and raw desire. "In fact, there's a party tonight. Just for the team and select... friends. You should come. Get a taste of what your social life could be like here."

"Will you be there?" I ask, though I already know the answer.

"Front and center." Her smile turns wicked. "I'll even save you a dance."

"Just a dance?" I push, enjoying the game.

"For starters." She pulls her phone from her back pocket, the movement causing her shorts to stretch tighter across her ass. "Give me your number. I'll text you the address."

I recite my number, watching as she types it in, her manicured nails tapping against the screen. When she looks up again, her expression has shifted slightly, a hint of vulnerability showing through the confident facade.

"Most of the team will be at practice now," she says, nodding toward the athletic complex in the distance. "But afterward... you should definitely come to the party. It'll help you make the right decision."

"I'm looking forward to it," I tell her, meaning every word.

She backs away slowly, maintaining eye contact. "See you tonight, Richard Long. Don't keep me waiting." With that, she turns and walks away, her hips swaying with each step, putting on a show she knows I'm watching.

I stand by the fountain for a moment, considering my options. Jane Brady this morning, Kristin tonight, and Angelina somewhere in between. Not bad for my first day at Redwood State. I'm starting to think this might be the right school for me after all—and it has nothing to do with their football program.


Chapter 6

I sprawl across the king-sized bed in my hotel suite, ESPN playing on the flat screen while I scroll through the dozens of texts from coaches and recruiters blowing up my phone. The Redwood State visit's been better than expected—between Jane Brady's hungry eyes this morning and Kristin's not-so-subtle invitation for tonight, my prospects are looking good both on and off the field. Jack's been texting non-stop too, asking how I like the campus, if I've met with the athletic director yet, if I need anything. What I need is for him to shut the fuck up so I can focus on more important things—like how I'm going to manage fucking both his wife and the head cheerleader without either of them finding out about the other.

A sharp knock interrupts my planning. I mute the TV and pad to the door, expecting it to be Jack with some campus brochures or maybe hotel staff. Instead, I find Angelina standing in the hallway, looking like sin in a tight red dress that hugs every curve of her body.

"Miss me?" she purrs, pushing past me into the room without waiting for an invitation. The door's barely closed before she spins around, her hands already working at my belt buckle. "I sent Jack on a wild goose chase to find some 'authentic' local barbecue. Gave us about an hour." Her wedding ring catches the light as she unzips my pants, the diamond Jack bought her now sliding against my rapidly hardening cock.

"Always thinking ahead," I murmur, threading my fingers through her blonde hair as she drops to her knees in front of me.

"I've been thinking about this all day," she admits, freeing my cock from my boxers. "Watching you walk around campus with that smug look on your face, knowing all these college girls are drooling over you." She runs her tongue along the underside of my shaft, from base to tip, her eyes never leaving mine. "But they don't know how to handle you like I do."

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my cock, causing shivers down my spine. She grips me tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's skillful 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, 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 deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size. I keep one hand firmly tangled in her hair, using it to control the depth and pace as I begin to fuck her face. The wet, gagging sounds she makes only spur me on, my grip on her hair tightening as I establish a brutal rhythm.

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My free hand can't help but explore Angelina's irresistible body, as it finds its way to the round, firm curves of her ass. I give it a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips. Our eyes lock in a heated gaze, fueled by our insatiable lust.

"Ah, Richard," Angelina gasps between sucks, her voice sultry and seductive.

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

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

She pulls back, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening cock as she catches her breath. Without a word, she stands, turns around, and bends over the bed. She hikes up her dress to reveal she's wearing nothing underneath, then looks back at me over her shoulder.

"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 a forceful thrust, I enter her, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from both of us. Oh, fuck... she feels incredible. Tight and wet, like nothing I've ever experienced before.

"Fuck! Richard..." Angelina moans as I sink deeper into her, her body jerking forward with the force of my thrust. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, as if she's trying to absorb every inch of me.

"Shit, Angelina, 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.

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. Angelina's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her nails dig into the hotel bedspread, urging me on. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the room, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

"Harder, baby!" she pants, her ass pushing back against me. "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 hotel room, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

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

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

"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 hotel bed creaks beneath us, the headboard occasionally thumping against the wall with particularly forceful thrusts.

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. But as I watch her perfect ass bounce against me with each impact, I feel a familiar restlessness stirring. I've had Angelina's pussy countless times—in her marital bed, in my shower, in the bathroom while Jack stood clueless by the sinks.

I want something more. Something we haven't done. Something that will make her remember this trip every time she sits down next to her husband on the drive home.

I pull out of Angelina's dripping pussy without warning, leaving her empty and gasping. Her cunt is gaping, swollen from my cock, but I've got my sights set on a tighter prize. I position my slick, wet cockhead against her puckered asshole, feeling the tight ring of muscle instinctively clench at the contact. She freezes beneath me, her breath catching in her throat as she realizes my intention. This is new territory for us—a boundary we haven't crossed. The thought of claiming her final hole, of violating this last taboo while her husband hunts for barbecue, makes my cock throb with renewed excitement.

"Richard, no," she gasps, looking back over her shoulder, genuine concern flashing in her eyes. Her body tenses as she tries to pull away. "We've never—I don't think I can—"

"Relax," I murmur, my voice firm but steady as I maintain pressure against her entrance. My hands grip her hips tighter, holding her in place. "You'll take it. Just like you take everything I give you."

"But it's too big," she protests weakly, even as she stops trying to escape. "You'll tear me apart."

I reach around to stroke her clit, feeling how wet she still is from our fucking. "Your body says otherwise," I tell her, circling her sensitive bundle of nerves with my thumb. "Besides, don't you want to give me something Jack's never had?"

The mention of her husband makes her pussy clench, a fresh gush of wetness coating my fingers. I use this moisture to lubricate her tight hole, pressing my thumb slightly inside to prepare her for what's coming. She whimpers but doesn't protest further, her resistance crumbling at the forbidden thrill of what we're about to do.

"That's it," I encourage, pushing forward with steady, relentless pressure. The tight ring of muscle begins to yield, stretching impossibly around the head of my cock. "Open up for me."

Angelina buries her face in the bedspread, muffling her pained cries as I breach her final defense. I feel the moment her body surrenders, her asshole expanding to accept the intrusion of my cockhead. The sensation is incredible—tighter than anything I've ever felt, gripping me like a vise.

"Fuck," I hiss, pausing to let her adjust, my hands stroking her trembling flanks. "So fucking tight."

Inch by agonizing inch, I push deeper, watching in fascination as her body swallows my length. Tears stream down her cheeks, but she's no longer fighting me—her body has surrendered completely to my will. When I'm finally buried to the hilt, my balls resting against her dripping pussy, we both freeze, adjusting to the overwhelming sensation.

"Richard," she gasps, her voice strained and broken. "It hurts... but don't stop."

That's all I need to hear. I begin to move, establishing a slow, deep rhythm that has her gasping with each thrust. The sight of my cock disappearing into her forbidden hole, stretching it wide around my girth, is the most erotic thing I've ever seen. I reach beneath her to cup her swinging breasts, pinching her nipples between my fingers as I gradually increase my pace.

"Taking my cock in your ass like a proper slut," I growl, giving her a sharp slap on the ass cheek that makes her yelp. "What would Jack think if he could see you now?"

She moans at the degradation, her body responding to my words as much as my actions. The initial resistance gives way to a different kind of tension as pleasure begins to replace pain. I feel her pushing back against me now, taking me deeper with each thrust, her body adjusting to accommodate my invasion.

Movement at the window catches my eye, and I glance up to see a familiar blonde staring wide-eyed through the glass. Kristin stands frozen on the balcony, her mouth hanging open in shock as she watches me pound Angelina's ass. Our eyes lock, and instead of looking away in embarrassment, she presses closer to the glass, her hand unconsciously moving to her breast.

"We have an audience," I tell Angelina, not slowing my pace. If anything, the knowledge that we're being watched sends a fresh surge of arousal through my body, making my cock even harder inside her tight channel.

"What?" Angelina tries to turn her head, but I grab her hair, forcing her face down into the mattress.

"The head cheerleader is watching me fuck your married ass," I explain, making sure my voice is loud enough for Kristin to hear through the glass. "Seems like she can't look away."

Angelina moans with humiliation and excitement, her asshole clenching tighter around me. "Oh god," she whimpers. "This is so wrong."

"But you love it," I taunt, increasing my pace now, driving into her with more force. I maintain eye contact with Kristin, putting on a show for her virgin eyes. Her chest rises and falls with rapid breaths, her nipples visibly hard through her thin top. One hand now rests between her legs, rubbing herself through her shorts as she watches us.

"Harder," Angelina begs, lost in the forbidden pleasure. "Fuck my ass harder!"

I give her what she wants, slamming into her with brutal force, watching her body jerk forward with each impact. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, accompanied by Angelina's increasingly desperate moans. Kristin continues to watch, her hand now openly moving between her legs, masturbating to the live porn show I'm providing.

I feel my orgasm building, pressure coiling at the base of my spine. But I'm not done with Angelina yet. I want to degrade her completely, to mark her as mine in the most primal way possible. With a grunt, I pull out of her ass, leaving her gaping and empty.

"Get on your knees," I command, spinning her around by her hair. "Clean it."

Her eyes widen with disgust, but she doesn't protest as I guide my cock toward her mouth. "Open," I order, and she obediently parts her lips, allowing me to slide my dirty cock past them and into her throat.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her cheeks hollow as she sucks me clean. "Good slut."

I glance at the window again to find Kristin still watching, her hand moving frantically between her legs now, chasing her own orgasm as she watches this final degradation. Our eyes meet, and I smirk, silently promising her that she's next. The thought of fucking the perky cheerleader right after Angelina leaves sends a fresh wave of arousal through me.

I pull my cock from Angelina's mouth and start stroking myself, my release imminent. "On your face," I tell her, guiding her head back. "Take my load like the cum dumpster you are."

She closes her eyes and tilts her face up, accepting her fate. With a few final strokes, I explode, shooting thick ropes of hot cum across her features. The first strand lands across her cheek, the second decorates her lips and chin, and the third hits her forehead, dripping down toward her eye. I continue pumping, directing the remaining spurts onto her heaving breasts, painting her neck and cleavage with my seed.

When I'm finally spent, I step back to admire my work. Angelina kneels before me, face and tits covered in cum, her ass and pussy still red and gaping from my rough treatment. She looks thoroughly used and completely satisfied, a wrecked vision of debauchery that bears little resemblance to the poised, sophisticated wife who entered my room an hour ago.

"Clean yourself up," I tell her, already dismissing her as I tuck myself back into my pants. "Jack will be back soon."

She nods weakly, reaching for tissues from the nightstand. When I glance back at the window, Kristin is gone, but a small note is now pressed against the glass, a phone number written in lipstick with the words "My turn next" beneath it.

I smile to myself. This Redwood State visit is turning out better than I could have imagined.


Chapter 7

Steam fills the empty sauna, wrapping around my naked body like a hot, wet blanket. I lean back against the wooden bench, letting the heat seep into my muscles, erasing the soreness from today's practice. Brady worked me hard, desperate to show off his program, his team, his whole fucking life. The man practically begged me to commit on the spot when I threw a perfect sixty-yard spiral to his best receiver. Pathetic. But I played along, told him I was "very impressed" with what I'd seen. Truth is, the football program is decent but nothing special. The women, on the other hand—between Angelina last night, Kristin watching through the window, and Jane Brady's not-so-subtle glances during practice—those might be worth committing to.

The sauna door opens with a creak, releasing some steam before closing again. I crack one eye open, expecting to see some sweaty linebacker invading my peace. Instead, Jane Brady stands just inside the door, wearing nothing but a tiny white towel that barely covers the essentials. Her long dark hair is piled on top of her head in a messy bun, revealing the elegant curve of her neck. Beads of sweat already form on her skin from the intense heat, glistening as they trail between her breasts, which strain against the towel's thin fabric.

"Richard," she says, feigning surprise though we both know this meeting is anything but accidental. "I didn't expect anyone to be in here."

"Yet you came in anyway," I reply with a smirk, making no move to cover my naked body. The small towel draped across my lap does little to hide my physique, and her eyes roam freely over my chest, abs, and thighs.

She smiles, closing the distance between us to sit on the bench opposite mine. The movement causes her towel to ride up, revealing more of her toned thighs. "The heat helps with tension," she explains, stretching her neck from side to side. "And today's been... tense."

"How so?" I ask, though I have a pretty good idea. Her husband's desperation must be contagious.

"Brent's very invested in your recruitment," she says, confirming my suspicions. "He believes you're the missing piece that could turn this program around." She leans forward slightly, giving me a glimpse of her cleavage as the towel loosens. "I was wondering... have you made a decision about our university? About playing for my husband?"

The way she says "our university" and "my husband" tells me everything I need to know about her priorities. She's not here as Brady's wife—she's here as another recruiter, using assets he doesn't possess to seal the deal.

I lean back, deliberately spreading my legs wider, letting the towel shift to reveal a hint of what lies beneath. "I'm still thinking," I tell her, maintaining eye contact. "I need more convincing."

Her gaze drops to where my towel has risen slightly, then back to my face. "The athletic facilities are state-of-the-art," she offers weakly, going through the motions of a proper recruitment pitch.

"I've seen better," I counter, watching a bead of sweat roll down her neck, disappearing into the valley between her breasts.

"The academic support is unparalleled," she tries again, shifting slightly on the bench. The movement causes her towel to loosen further, revealing the side curve of her breast.

"Not why I'd choose a school," I reply honestly.

Her tongue darts out to wet her lips, a nervous gesture that sends blood rushing to my cock, making the towel rise more noticeably. "Is there anything..." she finally asks in a husky whisper, abandoning pretense, "anything at all... I can do to convince you?"

The question hangs in the steam-filled air between us. We both know what she's offering. What she's willing to sacrifice to get me to sign with her husband's program. The power I hold over both of them in this moment is intoxicating.

I drop the towel completely, revealing my massive, erect cock standing proudly against my stomach. Her eyes widen, a small gasp escaping her lips as she takes in my size. I reach out, take her wrist, and guide her hand to my thick shaft.

"I think you know what you can do," I say coolly, watching her pupils dilate with desire as her fingers instinctively wrap around my girth.

"This is wrong," she whispers, but her hand doesn't move away. If anything, it tightens around me, measuring my thickness with an appreciative squeeze.

"Your husband sent you here," I state rather than ask. "He knows exactly what you're doing."

She shakes her head, a flash of defiance in her eyes. "Brent has no idea. This is... this is all me." Her admission makes my cock throb in her hand. The knowledge that she's betraying her husband of her own free will, not as some recruitment strategy they discussed, makes this even hotter.

"You want this," I observe, watching her chest rise and fall with increasingly rapid breaths. "You've been thinking about fucking me since you first saw me yesterday."

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible over the hiss of the sauna's heating elements. Her hand begins to move, stroking my length with tentative movements that grow more confident with each pass.

"Tell me what you want," I command, needing to hear her say it.

Her eyes lock with mine, any pretense of propriety burning away in the sauna's heat. "I want to taste you," she confesses, licking her lips again. "I want to feel you inside me. I want things Brent can't give me anymore."

The raw honesty in her voice makes my cock twitch in her grip. Jane Brady, respected coach's wife, university ambassador, is on her knees in spirit already—just waiting for my permission to make it physical.

"Prove it," I challenge, removing her hand from my cock and leaning back, putting myself on display. "Show me how badly you want to convince me to play for your husband."

Her eyes never leave mine as she slowly slides off the bench onto her knees on the hot wooden slats. The position causes her towel to fall open, revealing her perfect breasts—full and firm despite her age, with hardened nipples pointing eagerly toward me. She settles between my spread legs, her hands resting on my thighs, her face inches from my throbbing cock.

"I shouldn't be doing this," she says, one last token protest before she surrenders completely.

"But you're going to anyway," I reply with absolute certainty. "Because you need me more than I need you."

She doesn't deny it. Instead, her eyes drop to my cock, her breath hot against the sensitive head as she leans forward. We both know what's about to happen—a line crossed that can never be uncrossed, a betrayal that will change everything. And neither of us cares.

"Please come to Redwood State," she whispers, her lips brushing against my shaft in what might be the most pathetic and erotic recruitment pitch in college football history.

I smile down at her, drunk on the power I hold over this woman, over her husband, over this entire university. "We'll see how convincing you can be."

Jane immediately drops to her knees on the hot wooden slats, her towel falling open to reveal more of her incredible body. She takes my cock in her hand, guiding it toward her mouth with a hunger that belies her sophisticated exterior. The first touch of her lips against my swollen head sends electricity shooting up my spine. She moans as she takes me into her mouth, the vibration rippling through my shaft. This isn't her first time giving head—there's an expertise in the way she works me with her tongue, swirling around the sensitive underside before taking me deeper. The coach's wife is a better cocksucker than half the cheerleaders I've had, her technique honed through years of marriage to a man she clearly no longer desires.

"Fuck," I grunt, threading my fingers through her dark hair as she bobs her head, taking more of me with each pass. The wet heat of her mouth contrasts with the dry heat of the sauna, creating a sensation that has my toes curling against the wooden floor.

She looks up at me through her lashes, her emerald eyes watering slightly as she pushes herself to take me deeper. There's something incredibly satisfying about watching this respected faculty wife choking herself on my cock, desperate to convince me to join her husband's football program. Power surges through me, more intoxicating than any drug.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my length, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes what doesn't fit in her mouth, making my breath catch in my throat. Jane's skillful 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, pulling back to kiss the tip, 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."

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 Jane's irresistible body, as they find their way to her shoulders, urging her to take me deeper. Her throat constricts around my head as she swallows, creating a rippling sensation that nearly makes me lose control.

"Enough," I growl, pulling her off my cock by her hair. Her lips are swollen and slick with saliva, her chest heaving with rapid breaths. "Stand up."

She obeys immediately, rising to her feet with surprising grace given her trembling legs. I reach for the knot holding her towel, yanking it away to fully expose her to my hungry gaze. The towel falls to the floor, leaving Jane Brady completely naked before me.

Her body is even more spectacular than I'd imagined—toned but soft in all the right places, with full breasts that defy gravity despite her age. Her nipples are hard and pink, begging for attention. A small strip of neatly trimmed dark hair points to her glistening pussy, already wet with arousal. This is a woman who takes care of herself, who works out and maintains her appearance while her husband obsesses over football stats and recruiting rankings.

"Fuck, you're hot for a soccer mom," I tell her, the deliberate crudeness making her flush with a mixture of embarrassment and excitement.

"I'm not—"

I cut her off, grabbing her hips and spinning her around. "On your back," I command, guiding her roughly onto the lower bench. The wood must be hot against her skin, but she doesn't complain as I position myself between her spread legs. Her pussy is on full display now, pink and swollen, practically begging for my cock.

"Please," she whispers, her chest rising and falling with anticipation. "I need you inside me."

"Begging already?" I taunt, rubbing my cockhead against her slick entrance but not pushing in. "What would your husband think if he could see you now? Spread out in the sauna, begging for a teenager's cock?"

She moans at the degradation, her hips rising to seek more contact. "Please, Richard. Don't tease me."

With a brutal thrust, I enter her, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion. She screams, the sound echoing off the sauna walls, her back arching off the bench at the sudden penetration.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her eyes wide with the shock of accommodating my size. I'm bigger than her husband—we both know it from her reaction.

"Shit, Jane, 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 despite the sauna's heat.

I establish a punishing pace, my hips slapping against her thighs with each thrust. The wooden bench creaks beneath us, her body sliding slightly on the sweat-slicked surface. I grab her legs, pushing them back toward her chest, changing the angle to hit even deeper.

"Such a desperate soccer mom," I growl, watching her tits bounce with each impact. "Getting fucked by a recruit in the faculty sauna. What would the other coaches' wives think?"

"Don't care," she moans, her fingers digging into my forearms. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

"Recruiting whore," I continue, the degradation clearly turning her on as her pussy clenches tighter around me. "This what you do for all the top prospects? Let them fuck this tight MILF pussy?"

"Only you," she gasps, her head thrashing from side to side as pleasure overwhelms her. "God, only you, Richard!"

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The sauna grinds against her back, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the steamy 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.

My left hand finds its way to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out sharply, 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.

Her orgasm hits her like a freight train, her back arching impossibly as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her pussy convulses around my cock, gripping me like a vise as she comes undone beneath me. I maintain my brutal pace, fucking her through her climax, watching with satisfaction as the coach's composed wife falls apart at my hands.

As her spasms begin to subside, I feel my own release building, pressure coiling at the base of my spine. I begin to pull out, planning to finish on her tits or face, marking her as mine in the most primal way.

"No," she gasps, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me deeper. "Stay inside. Please."

"I'm going to cum," I warn her, my rhythm faltering as I fight my approaching orgasm.

"Please," she begs, her eyes wild with need. "I'm not on the pill. Cum inside me. Knock me up. Give me a baby. Please, breed me!"

The request is so unexpected, so depraved that it nearly pushes me over the edge right there. The coach's wife wants me to impregnate her—to plant my seed in her unprotected womb while her husband runs drills on the practice field. It's the ultimate power move, the ultimate claim over both of them.

"You want my cum?" I growl, driving into her with renewed force. "Want me to knock you up? Give you a baby your husband will raise thinking it's his?"

"Yes!" she sobs, beyond shame now, lost in the forbidden fantasy. "Fill me! Breed me! Please!"

Her begging is the most erotic thing I've ever heard, pushing me right to the edge of control. I can feel my balls tightening, my release imminent as I pound into her willing body. One more thrust and I'll explode, filling her with my seed, possibly changing both our lives forever.

But just as I reach the point of no return, the sauna door swings open with a creak that sounds like a gunshot in the steamy room.

The sauna door swings open, releasing a cloud of steam into the cooler air beyond. Through the misty haze, Coach Brady stands frozen in the doorway, his face a mask of shock and horror as he takes in the scene before him—his respected wife sprawled naked on the bench, legs spread wide, my cock buried deep inside her as she begs me to impregnate her. Our eyes lock over Jane's heaving body. Time seems to stop as the reality of what he's witnessing sinks in. His mouth opens and closes, but no sound emerges. He's like a man who's just been hit by a truck, still standing but already dead. In this moment, I have a choice—I could pull out, apologize, try to salvage something from this catastrophic situation. Instead, I smile at him, grip his wife's hips tighter, and continue thrusting.

Jane hasn't noticed her husband yet, her eyes screwed shut in ecstasy as I pound into her. The fear and shock on Brady's face only makes my cock harder, the ultimate power trip fueling my lust. He should shut the door, walk away, preserve what's left of his dignity. But he stands transfixed, watching as I defile his wife right before his eyes.

"Brent!" Jane finally gasps, her eyes flying open as she spots her husband. She tries to push me off, her hands pressing against my chest, but I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head as I maintain my relentless rhythm.

"Too late now," I tell her, loud enough for Brady to hear. "Might as well finish what we started."

Brady still hasn't moved, hasn't spoken. His face has drained of all color, his knuckles white where he grips the doorframe for support. The respected coach, the man who's been desperately courting me for his program, reduced to a voiceless spectator as I fuck his wife into oblivion.

"Your wife is a hell of a fuck, Brady," I call over my shoulder, never breaking my stride. "And a hell of a recruiter. She's really selling me on your program."

Jane moans beneath me, torn between mortification at being caught and the unstoppable pleasure coursing through her body. Her pussy clenches tighter around me, her impending orgasm amplified by the forbidden thrill of her husband watching.

"Tell him what you asked me to do," I command, squeezing her wrists harder. "Tell your husband what you begged for."

She shakes her head, tears streaming down her flushed cheeks, but her body betrays her. Her hips rise to meet my thrusts, her back arching as another climax builds within her. The contradiction between her physical response and her emotional distress is the most erotic thing I've ever experienced.

"She wants me to cum inside her," I inform Brady, maintaining eye contact with him as I drive deeper into his wife. "Wants me to knock her up. Give her the baby you probably couldn't."

A strangled sound escapes Brady's throat—not quite a word, more primal than that. The sound of a man watching his entire life collapse around him. His eyes are glassy with unshed tears, his face contorted in a grimace of pain and humiliation.

This is power. Real power. Not just winning football games or getting recruited by top programs. This is breaking a man completely while making his wife come undone beneath me. In this moment, I own them both.

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 wall, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and Jane's soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

"I'm cumming," she wails, forgetting her husband's presence as pleasure overwhelms her shame. Her entire body convulses beneath me, her pussy spasming around my cock in violent contractions that trigger my own release.

"Take it," I growl, driving into her with one final, brutal thrust. "Take my fucking cum."

I explode inside her, pumping rope after rope of hot seed deep into her unprotected womb. Each pulse of my cock sends a fresh wave of pleasure coursing through me, amplified by Brady's broken expression as he watches me potentially impregnate his wife. I grind against her, making sure every drop of my cum goes as deep as possible, my eyes never leaving Brady's.

"That's it," I pant, finally slowing my thrusts as the last tremors of my orgasm subside. "All of it. Right where you wanted it."

Jane lies beneath me, a sweaty, trembling mess, her face turned away from the door where her husband still stands. My cum leaks from her well-used pussy as I slowly withdraw, a primal marking that can't be undone. I stand, not bothering to cover myself, letting Brady see exactly what his wife has been worshipping.

"Thanks for the workout," I tell Jane, patting her thigh condescendingly before reaching for my towel. I wrap it around my waist, not out of modesty but because I'm done with this encounter. The sight of Brady's devastated face is starting to bore me.

I stride toward the door, toward Brady, who finally steps aside to let me pass. As I draw level with him, I pause, leaning in close enough that only he can hear my next words.

"I'm still keeping my options open," I murmur, my voice low but clear. "Other programs are interested. Better programs. With coaches whose wives haven't begged me to knock them up." I pause, letting the threat sink in. "But I might be persuaded to forget this happened. Might even sign with you. If the offer's good enough."

I pull back, watching understanding dawn in his eyes. He knows exactly what I'm saying—I now have leverage that could destroy both his marriage and his career. His next move will determine everything.

"Think it over," I tell him, clapping him on the shoulder like he's done to me

# Scene 7 - from Richard Long's point of view

Just as I'm about to cum, the sauna door swings open with a bang, releasing a cloud of steam into the hallway. Through the misty haze, Coach Brady stands frozen in the doorway, his face contorting in shock and horror as his eyes lock onto the scene before him—his respected wife sprawled naked on the bench, legs spread wide, my cock buried deep inside her as she begs me to impregnate her. Time stops as our eyes meet over Jane's heaving body. His mouth opens and closes, but no sound emerges, like a man who's just been shot but doesn't realize he's already dead.

In this moment, I have a choice. I could pull out, apologize, try to salvage something from this catastrophic situation. But that's not who I am. Instead, I tighten my grip on Jane's thighs, thrust deeper inside her, and smile directly at her husband.

"Your wife is a hell of a fuck, Brady," I grunt over my shoulder, never breaking my rhythm. "And a hell of a recruiter."

Jane's eyes fly open at the sound of her husband's name. She gasps in horror, finally noticing him standing in the doorway. Her hands push against my chest as she tries to scramble away, but I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand while my other keeps a firm grip on her hip.

"Brent!" she cries out, her face flushing deep red with humiliation. "I can—it's not—"

"Too late for excuses now," I cut her off, driving my cock deeper into her, making her gasp despite her panic. "Your husband's here to watch me finish what you started."

Brady still hasn't moved, hasn't spoken a single word. His face has drained of all color, his knuckles white where he grips the doorframe for support. The great Coach Brady, reduced to a voiceless spectator as I fuck his wife into oblivion. The power I feel in this moment is intoxicating—better than any touchdown, any victory on the field.

"Tell him what you asked me to do," I command Jane, squeezing her wrists harder. "Tell your husband what you begged for."

She shakes her head frantically, tears streaming down her flushed cheeks. But her body betrays her completely. Even as she tries to deny what's happening, her pussy clenches tighter around my cock, getting wetter at the forbidden thrill of her husband watching.

"She wants me to cum inside her, Coach," I inform Brady, maintaining eye contact with him as I drive deeper into his wife. "Begged me to knock her up. Give her the baby you probably couldn't."

A strangled sound escapes Brady's throat—something between a whimper and a growl. The sound of a man watching his entire world collapse. His eyes glisten with unshed tears, his face twisting into a mask of pain and humiliation that's almost difficult to look at. Almost.

As my cock disappears inside of Jane, I gasp around her neck, my hips pumping relentlessly. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. Despite her shame, her body betrays her, moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Jane's conflicted pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles beneath me, her legs involuntarily wrapping around my waist, urging me deeper even as she turns her face away from her husband's gaze. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the steamy room, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony of betrayal.

"That's it," I encourage her, loud enough for Brady to hear every word. "Take it. Show your husband how much you love teenage cock."

"Please stop," she whispers, but her hips keep rising to meet my thrusts, her body chasing the pleasure her mind wants to deny.

"You don't want me to stop," I tell her, grinding deeper. "You're closer than ever. I can feel it."

She bites her lip, trying to suppress the moan building in her throat, but fails. The sound echoes off the sauna walls, a clear confession of her pleasure despite her husband's presence.

"Harder," she finally gasps, surrendering completely, beyond caring about anything but her approaching orgasm. "Please, don't stop."

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

"I'm cumming!" she wails, forgetting her husband entirely as pleasure overwhelms shame. Her entire body convulses beneath me, her pussy spasming around my cock in violent contractions that push me right to the edge.

"Take my load," I growl, driving into her with one final, brutal thrust. "Take every fucking drop."

I explode inside her, maintaining eye contact with Brady as I pump rope after rope of hot seed deep into his wife's unprotected womb. Each pulse of my cock sends a fresh wave of pleasure coursing through me, amplified by Brady's broken expression as he watches me potentially impregnate his wife. I grind against her, making sure every drop of my cum goes as deep as possible.

"That's it," I pant, finally slowing my thrusts as the last tremors of my orgasm subside. "All of it. Right where you wanted it."

Jane lies beneath me, a sweaty, trembling mess, her face turned away from the door where her husband still stands. My cum leaks from her well-used pussy as I slowly withdraw, a primal marking that can't be undone. I stand, not bothering to cover myself, letting Brady see exactly what his wife has been worshipping for the past half hour.

"Thanks for the workout," I tell Jane, patting her thigh condescendingly before reaching for my towel. I wrap it around my waist, not out of modesty but because I'm done with this encounter.

I stride toward the door, toward Brady, who finally steps aside to let me pass. As I draw level with him, I pause, leaning in close enough that only he can hear my next words.

"I'm still keeping my options open," I murmur, my voice low but clear. "Your wife is a hell of a fuck, Brady. And a hell of a recruiter."

His eyes finally meet mine, filled with a mixture of hatred and desperation that tells me everything I need to know. I've broken him completely, yet he still wants me for his program. Pathetic.

I pull back, smirking as I deliver my final blow. "But I'm still keeping my options open."

With that, I brush past him, my shoulder deliberately bumping his as I exit the sauna, leaving behind the wreckage of his marriage and possibly his career. The ball is in his court now—how far will he go to pretend this never happened? How much will he offer to get me to sign with Redwood State after watching me fuck his wife?

Whatever he decides, I've already won. And there are plenty more wives, daughters, and cheerleaders waiting for me at whichever school I choose.



Chapter 8

I walk across Redwood State's campus with the swagger of a man who just fucked a coach's wife in front of him. The afternoon sun beats down on my neck, but it's nothing compared to the heat still radiating from my body after the sauna encounter. Every person I pass – professors hurrying to their next class, students lounging on the quad, maintenance workers trimming hedges – they all have no idea that I just completely destroyed Coach Brady's marriage while he watched. The power I feel is intoxicating, like I own this entire fucking campus before I've even decided to come here.

My phone buzzes in my pocket, breaking my self-satisfied reverie. I fish it out, expecting another desperate text from Jack about the campus tour tomorrow or maybe even a pathetic message from Coach Brady begging me to forget what I just witnessed. Instead, it's from an unknown number.

"Sorority party tonight. Kappa Delta house. Be there."

Short, direct, and exactly my kind of invitation. I smirk, typing back a simple "Who's this?" but I already know I'm going. The universe seems determined to reward me for my talents, on and off the field.

My phone buzzes again immediately: "Someone who saw you watching practice. Someone who wants to see what else you can do. 10PM."

Perfect. After the day I've had—Angelina in the morning, Jane Brady in the sauna—most guys would be spent. But I'm not most guys. My cock stirs at the thought of what awaits me tonight. A house full of drunk, horny college girls eager to impress the star recruit? That's exactly the kind of welcome committee I deserve.

I head back to my hotel room, taking my time in the shower, letting the hot water wash away Jane Brady's scent from my skin. I dress carefully—designer jeans that showcase my ass, a tight black t-shirt that clings to my chest and arms, a splash of expensive cologne Angelina bought me for my birthday. By the time I grab an Uber to the Kappa Delta house, it's just after ten, and I can hear the throbbing bass from halfway down the block.

The house is lit up like a Christmas tree, red cups scattered across the lawn, girls in tiny dresses and guys in polos mingling on the porch. I don't need to knock—the door is wide open, music and laughter spilling out into the night. The moment I step inside, I feel the energy shift. Conversations pause, heads turn, eyes lock onto me like heat-seeking missiles finding their target.

"Oh my god, it's Richard Long," a girl whispers loudly to her friend, not bothering to hide her excitement or her obvious once-over of my body.

"The quarterback?" another asks, her eyes widening as she takes me in.

"The one Coach Brady's trying to recruit," the first confirms, twirling her hair around her finger in a way that's meant to be subtle but isn't.

I don't acknowledge them directly—just flash a confident smile as I move deeper into the party. I've been doing this long enough to know how it works. Make them come to you. Let them compete for your attention. Establish dominance from the start.

A red cup appears in my hand, offered by a tall brunette with legs for days. "Whiskey and Coke," she says, her fingers brushing mine deliberately. "I've heard that's what you like."

"Among other things," I reply, taking a sip while maintaining eye contact. She blushes, clearly hoping to be one of those "other things" tonight.

Within minutes, I'm surrounded by a circle of sorority girls, each one finding an excuse to touch my arm, laugh at my jokes, press their bodies against mine as the room gets more crowded. It's like shooting fish in a barrel—almost too easy to be interesting. I'm about to suggest to the brunette that we find somewhere quieter when I notice two girls watching me from across the room.

They stand out immediately—not dressed in the standard sorority uniform of tiny dresses and high heels. Instead, they're wearing cheerleader uniforms, but not Redwood State's colors. These are the black and gold of Central State, Redwood's biggest rival. Their presence here is deliberate, provocative. A challenge.

Our eyes meet, and they smile in perfect sync, like predators who've spotted their prey. They whisper to each other, then start moving toward me with purpose, cutting through the crowd with practiced ease. The Redwood girls around me sense the threat, their expressions hardening as the rival cheerleaders approach.

"You must be the famous Richard Long," says the first one, a redhead with a smattering of freckles across her nose and tits that strain against her uniform top. "We've heard so much about you."

"All good things, I hope," I reply, playing along while sizing them up. Both are hot as fuck—athletic bodies, toned legs, and faces that probably earned them spots on magazine covers back in high school.

"We've seen your highlight reel," says the second, a brunette with pouty lips and bedroom eyes. "Very impressive."

The redhead puts her hand on my bicep, squeezing slightly. "We wanted to see if you're as impressive in person."

Before I can respond, they're flanking me, arms linked through mine, guiding me away from the circle of now-fuming Redwood girls. The brunette leans in close, her lips brushing my ear. "We've got something special planned for Central State's potential new quarterback."

They lead me to a plush sectional couch in a quieter corner of the house, pushing me down onto it with surprising strength. I let them maneuver me, curious to see where this is going. The redhead kneels in front of me on my left, while the brunette takes position on my right. The message is clear—they're servicing me together, a double-team recruitment pitch from the rival school.

"We heard you've been getting a lot of attention from Redwood's staff," the redhead says, her hands sliding up my thighs, fingers playing with my belt buckle. "We wanted to show you what Central State has to offer."

"Consider it a counter-offer," the brunette adds, licking her lips as she helps her friend undo my jeans.

My cock is already rock hard as they work together to free it, their eyes widening slightly at the size. "Damn," the redhead whispers. "The rumors weren't exaggerated."

They exchange a look that's part competition, part collaboration, then the redhead takes the initiative, wrapping her lips around my cockhead while the brunette lowers her mouth to my balls. The dual sensation hits me like a freight train—wet heat engulfing my tip while a second tongue laves at my sack. My eyes roll back into my head as the redhead sinks deeper, taking half my length before pulling back, her lips tight around my shaft.

The brunette works my balls expertly, sucking one into her mouth while her hand wraps around the base of my cock, squeezing in rhythm with her friend's bobbing head. They work in perfect tandem, like they've practiced this routine as diligently as their cheers. The redhead releases my cock with a pop, and immediately the brunette takes her place, swallowing me down while the redhead's tongue joins her friend at the base of my shaft.

"Fuck," I groan, threading my fingers through their hair, guiding their movements as they worship my cock. The brunette gags slightly as I hit the back of her throat, but she doesn't pull away—just looks up at me with watering eyes, a silent challenge to give her more.

They switch again, sharing my cock between them, their tongues occasionally meeting around my shaft in a show that's clearly meant to double my pleasure. It's working—the sight of these rival cheerleaders debasing themselves to recruit me is almost as hot as their actual technique, which is impressively enthusiastic if not quite as skilled as Angelina's practiced mouth.

Just as I'm settling into the rhythm of their dual attention, a firm hand grabs my arm. I look up to see Kristin standing over us, her eyes blazing with territorial fury. The head cheerleader of Redwood State is even more stunning than when I met her earlier today—her blonde hair cascading in perfect waves, her body poured into a tiny dress that leaves little to the imagination.

"He's with me now, sluts," she says, her voice cutting through the music and conversation. She yanks me to my feet with surprising strength, not caring that my cock is still out, wet from the rival cheerleaders' mouths. "Find someone from your own fucking school to service."

The two cheerleaders look up from their knees, momentarily stunned by the interruption. The redhead recovers first, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "We were just giving him options," she says with a smirk. "Something better than Redwood's second-rate program."

Kristin's grip on my arm tightens. "Trust me, honey, there's nothing second-rate about what I'm about to show him." She turns to me, her expression softening slightly. "Come on, Richard. I've got something better than their amateur hour."

I quickly tuck myself back into my jeans, intrigued by this new development. Kristin's confidence is sexy as hell, and the possessive way she's claiming me in front of everyone has my cock throbbing with renewed interest. I allow her to lead me through the crowded party, up a grand staircase to the second floor. I can feel dozens of eyes on us, watching the head cheerleader stake her claim on the star recruit.

"My bedroom," she says, pulling me down a hallway lined with photos of sorority sisters past and present. "Where you won't be interrupted by those Central State whores."

She stops at a door at the end of the hall, turns to face me with a predatory smile that promises so much more than what I just left behind. "Ready to see what a real Redwood woman can do?"

The door to Kristin's bedroom barely closes behind us before she's on me, shoving me against the wood with surprising strength. Her mouth crashes against mine, all teeth and tongue, the taste of fruity alcohol still lingering on her lips. This isn't a kiss—it's an invasion, a claiming, a statement of intent. Her hands are everywhere at once—in my hair, under my shirt, gripping my ass, squeezing my cock through my jeans. There's nothing delicate about Kristin's desire; she takes what she wants with a ferocity that has my blood rushing south even faster than before.

"Been thinking about this since I saw you fucking that married MILF," she gasps against my mouth, biting my lower lip hard enough to make me hiss.

So that's how she got my number. The voyeur from the hotel balcony has been stalking me. I'm not surprised—girls like Kristin don't wait for what they want. They hunt it down and take it.

"Liked what you saw?" I growl, grabbing her wrists and spinning us around, pinning her against the door now. I press my body against hers, letting her feel my hardness against her stomach.

"Fuck yes," she moans, arching into me. "Made me so wet watching you destroy her ass."

Her confession sends a surge of pure lust through my veins. This girl is as depraved as I am—a perfect match for my appetites. I grab the hem of her tiny dress and yank it upward, revealing a perfect lack of underwear beneath. My hand finds her pussy instantly, fingers sliding through slick folds that confirm every word.

"Jesus, you're soaked," I murmur, circling her clit with my thumb while two fingers press inside her tight entrance.

"Been wet all day thinking about you," she admits, her head falling back against the door as I work her pussy. "Couldn't wait to get you alone."

I've had enough foreplay. This girl needs to be put in her place—shown who's really in charge despite her aggressive start. I withdraw my fingers, grab her by the shoulders, and push her backward toward the bed. She stumbles slightly, falling onto the mattress with a soft bounce. Before she can recover, I'm on her, flipping her over onto her back, yanking her dress the rest of the way off. Her body is fucking incredible—toned from years of cheerleading, tan all over without a single tan line, tits that defy gravity with pink nipples standing at attention.

"Show me what that mouth can do," I command, straddling her face while I pull her thighs apart, positioning us into a 69 that gives me perfect access to her dripping pussy.

Kristin doesn't hesitate, doesn't play coy. Her hands grab my ass, pulling me down as her mouth engulfs my cock in one smooth motion. Unlike the rival cheerleaders' enthusiastic but amateur techniques, Kristin sucks cock like it's her religion. She takes me deep immediately, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size in a way that speaks of extensive practice. Her tongue swirls around my shaft as she bobs her head, one hand squeezing my balls with just the right pressure.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my length, 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. Kristin's skillful mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

Not to be outdone, I lower my face to her pussy, inhaling her musky scent before dragging my tongue slowly through her folds. She's fucking delicious—tangy and sweet, her arousal coating my tongue as I explore her most intimate places. I find her clit, circling it with the tip of my tongue before sucking it between my lips, applying gentle pressure that makes her moan around my cock.

The vibration of her muffled sounds sends pleasure coursing through me, spurring me to increase my own efforts. I spread her pussy lips with my thumbs, exposing her completely to my hungry mouth. My tongue darts inside her tight hole, fucking her with firm strokes while my nose nudges against her swollen clit. Her thighs begin to tremble on either side of my head, a telltale sign that she's already close.

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 Kristin's irresistible body, as they find their way to her firm tits. I give them a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips as I continue to devour her pussy. Our bodies work in tandem, a synchronized dance of giving and receiving pleasure.

"Fuck, your pussy tastes good," I growl against her wet flesh, replacing my tongue with two fingers that curl upward, seeking that spongy spot inside her that will make her lose control.

She responds by taking me deeper, her throat contracting around my cockhead in a way that nearly makes me cum right then. But I'm not ready to finish—not until I've made her come apart beneath me. I focus on her pleasure, alternating between sucking her clit and flicking it with my tongue while my fingers pump steadily inside her, curled to hit her G-spot with each thrust.

Her legs begin to shake more violently, her rhythm on my cock faltering as her own pleasure builds. I can feel her getting close—her pussy clenches around my fingers, her breathing becomes erratic even around my thickness, her hips start to lift off the mattress, seeking more pressure, more friction, more everything.

"That's it," I encourage, speaking directly against her clit. "Cum for me, Kristin. Let me feel that tight cheerleader pussy squeeze my fingers."

She makes a desperate sound around my cock, her entire body tensing beneath me. I double down on my efforts, sucking her clit hard while fucking her faster with my fingers, curving them to press firmly against that special spot inside her. The combination pushes her over the edge—her orgasm hits her like a freight train, her back arching off the bed, lifting both of us slightly as she convulses.

Her thighs clamp around my head like a vise, squeezing me as waves of pleasure crash through her. She's screaming around my cock, the vibrations and suction increasing as she loses herself in her release. Her pussy pulses around my fingers, gushing warm wetness that coats my hand and chin. I don't let up, continuing to lick and suck and finger-fuck her through every aftershock, prolonging her pleasure until she's trembling uncontrollably.

Only when her legs finally go slack, falling open in surrender, do I ease my assault on her sensitized flesh. I plant a final, possessive kiss directly on her clit, making her whole body jerk with oversensitivity. She's released my cock from her mouth, unable to maintain her focus through her intense orgasm, and lies panting beneath me, her chest heaving with exertion.

"Holy fuck," she gasps, her voice hoarse and shaky. "I've never... that was..."

I smirk against her inner thigh, placing a bite there that makes her yelp. "We're just getting started, cheerleader. I haven't even fucked you properly yet."

Her eyes, when they meet mine, are glazed with pleasure but burning with renewed hunger. "Then what are you waiting for?" she challenges, somehow finding her cocky attitude despite being thoroughly wrecked by my mouth. "Show me what you've got, quarterback."

I grin wickedly, already planning exactly how I'm going to destroy this smug, sexy cheerleader. "Careful what you wish for."

I flip Kristin over onto her back, reveling in how easily I can maneuver her athletic body. She's still trembling from her orgasm, her tanned skin flushed and glistening with sweat, her blonde hair splayed across the pillow in wild disarray. I grab her thighs, spreading them wide apart, positioning myself between them. Her pussy is swollen and red from my attention, glistening with arousal that makes my mouth water even as my cock throbs with the need to be inside her. I don't ask permission—don't even consider a condom. Girls like Kristin don't want protection from guys like me. They want to feel everything, consequences be damned.

"You ready for this cock?" I growl, slapping my length against her sensitive clit, making her gasp and arch her back. "Ready to get fucked by Redwood State's future star quarterback?"

Her eyes flash with a mixture of lust and competitive spirit. "Show me why I should be cheering for you next season," she challenges, rolling her hips to guide me toward her entrance.

I position my cockhead at her slick opening, teasing her with just the tip, watching her squirm with impatience. When I've tortured her enough, I slam forward in one brutal thrust, burying myself to the hilt inside her tight heat.

"Fuck!" she screams, her back arching off the bed, her hands flying to grip my shoulders. The sensation of her raw pussy gripping me without barriers is fucking incredible—hot, wet silk squeezing my entire length with perfect pressure.

I don't give her time to adjust. Grabbing her ankles, I push her legs back toward her chest, folding her nearly in half, changing the angle to hit even deeper. I start pounding into her with relentless force, each thrust making her tits bounce and her breath catch.

"This what you wanted when you watched me fuck that married MILF?" I taunt, establishing a brutal rhythm that has the headboard slamming against the wall. "Imagined yourself getting split open on my cock while you fingered yourself on that balcony?"

"Yes," she gasps, her fingernails digging into my biceps hard enough to leave marks. "Wanted it so bad... needed to know how it felt..."

I lean forward, shifting my weight to one arm while my other hand wraps around her throat, applying gentle pressure at first, then gradually increasing as I watch her pupils dilate with excitement. Her pussy immediately clenches tighter around me, confirming what I suspected—Kristin likes it rough, likes the edge of danger that comes with being dominated completely.

"You like that, you little cheerleader slut?" I grunt, tightening my grip on her throat as I continue to slam into her. "You like my big cock stretching you out?"

She can only moan and nod, her eyes rolling back in her head as the combination of pressure on her throat and my relentless pounding pushes her toward another peak. I ease up just enough to let her gasp a response.

"Love it," she croaks, her voice raspy from my grip. "Best cock I've ever had... fuck me harder!"

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

My hand maintains its pressure on her throat, controlling her air, controlling her pleasure, controlling her entirely. With my free hand, I reach between us to find her clit, circling it with my thumb as I continue to pound her into the mattress.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her face contort with approaching ecstasy. "Cum on this cock. Show me how much you love it."

Her eyes widen, her mouth opens in a silent scream as my next thrust pushes her over the edge. Her entire body convulses beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic pulses that nearly trigger my own release. I maintain my brutal pace through her orgasm, watching with satisfaction as she completely falls apart, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes as pleasure overwhelms her.

"Please," she whimpers when she can speak again, her body still shuddering with aftershocks. "I can't... it's too much..."

I ignore her pleas, continuing to fuck her oversensitive pussy with unrelenting force. "Too much?" I mock, squeezing her throat tighter for a moment. "You haven't even seen what I can really do yet."

The fucking intensifies, my strokes becoming harder, deeper, more punishing. I'm pulling her hair now, slapping her tits, calling her every filthy name I can think of as I use her body to chase my own release. Her eyes are glassy, her responses reduced to incoherent moans and whimpers as I thoroughly wreck her.

I feel my balls tighten, the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine. I could cum inside her—mark her insides with my seed like I did to Jane Brady earlier today—but I have a better idea. With a final, brutal thrust, I pull out of her swollen pussy, my cock glistening with her juices, veins pulsing with my approaching climax.

"On your face," I command, moving up her body to straddle her chest. "Going to cover that pretty cheerleader face with my cum."

She doesn't resist as I position myself above her, my cock inches from her flushed face. If anything, she looks eager, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as she stares at my throbbing length. I wrap my hand around my shaft, stroking rapidly, aiming directly at her face.

"Open your mouth," I order, and she obediently parts her lips, her eyes locked on mine with a mixture of submission and excitement.

It doesn't take long—a few firm strokes and I'm there, pleasure crashing through me as my cock erupts. The first thick rope of cum shoots across her forehead, landing in her hair. The second splashes across her cheek and nose. The third hits her directly in the mouth, some landing on her tongue while the rest coats her lips and chin. I continue pumping, directing the remaining spurts across her other cheek, her eyebrow, her neck. By the time I'm finished, Kristin's face is completely covered in my seed, white streams dripping down her flushed skin.

The sight is so fucking erotic that I want to immortalize it. Her phone sits on the nightstand, and I grab it without asking permission. To my amusement, it has no passcode—typical overconfident cheerleader, never expecting someone to violate her privacy. I open the camera app, aiming it at her cum-covered face.

"Smile," I say mockingly, and snap several photos before she fully realizes what I'm doing.

Her eyes widen in alarm as I start tapping on her screen. "What are you—"

"Just making sure everyone knows who got to you first," I explain casually, selecting her Instagram account, which is already logged in. I choose the most explicit photo—her face absolutely plastered with my cum, her eyes half-closed in post-orgasmic daze, her lips parted and glistening with my seed.

Caption: "Just recruited." Post.

She scrambles to sit up, reaching for the phone, but it's too late. The photo is already uploading to her public social media account, where thousands of followers—including her cheerleading squad, the football team, probably even Coach Brady—will see exactly what the head cheerleader has been doing with the star recruit.

"You can't—" she gasps, horror mixing with lingering pleasure on her cum-covered face.

"Already did," I reply with a smirk, tossing the phone back onto the bed beside her. "Consider it a souvenir of our time together."

I climb off the bed, tucking myself back into my jeans with casual indifference. Kristin sits frozen, cum dripping down her face onto her perfect tits, staring at her phone in disbelief as the likes and comments already start flooding in.

"Thanks for the entertainment," I tell her, straightening my shirt and running a hand through my hair. "Tell Coach Brady I said hi when you see him at practice tomorrow."

I walk out without a backward glance, leaving her there, naked and covered in my cum, her reputation potentially in ruins. As I make my way back downstairs and through the party, I notice people already looking at their phones, whispering and casting shocked glances my way. News travels fast in college, especially when it involves sex and social media.

By tomorrow, everyone on campus will know what happened between me and Redwood State's head cheerleader. By the time I reach the front door, I've already got three new messages from girls at the party, all eager to be my next conquest.

Being a star quarterback has its perks.


Chapter 9

The hotel keycard slides into the slot with a soft click, the little light turning green as I push the door open. I step quietly into Jack and Angelina's suite, hearing the shower running and Jack's horrible singing echoing off the bathroom tiles. Some country song about trucks or whiskey or whatever the fuck middle-aged losers listen to. I smirk to myself, wondering how he'd change his tune if he knew what I did to his wife yesterday morning—or what I'm about to do to her now. The bedroom door is cracked open, and through it, I can see Angelina's naked form sprawled across the king-sized bed, the sheets tangled around her lower half, her perfect tits exposed to the morning light filtering through the curtains.

I check my watch—8:17 AM. After the sorority party and my conquest of Kristin, I barely got four hours of sleep, but my cock doesn't seem to care. It's already hardening at the sight of Angelina's sleeping form, at the thought of taking her while her oblivious husband showers just feet away. The risk, the wrongness of it all, only makes me harder.

I slip into the bedroom, carefully closing the door behind me but not latching it. I want to hear when the shower stops. Angelina doesn't stir as I approach the bed, her chest rising and falling with deep, even breaths. She looks almost innocent in sleep, her face relaxed, free from the calculating expressions she wears when awake. It's an illusion, of course. There's nothing innocent about this woman who spreads her legs for a teenager behind her husband's back.

The sheets are tangled around her waist and legs, revealing the flat plane of her stomach and the undersides of her breasts. I reach out, gently tugging the sheet down, exposing her completely. Her body is a testament to disciplined maintenance—toned thighs, smooth skin, expensive Brazilian wax leaving her pussy bare and inviting. No one would guess she's forty from looking at her naked form.

I quietly unbutton my jeans, pushing them down along with my boxers. My cock springs free, already at half-mast from the anticipation of what's to come. Jack's singing provides perfect cover as I climb onto the bed, carefully straddling Angelina's chest. Her head is turned slightly to the side on the pillow, lips parted in sleep. The perfect invitation.

I guide my semi-hard cock to her mouth, rubbing the tip against her soft lips, leaving a trail of precum. She stirs slightly but doesn't wake. Impatient now, I press forward, slipping the head between her lips, feeling the warm wetness of her mouth envelop me even in her unconscious state.

Her eyes fly open in shock, widening as she realizes what's happening. For a split second, panic flashes across her face—then recognition as she sees it's me. Her initial resistance melts away instantly, replaced by acceptance and then enthusiasm as she instinctively begins to suck.

"Morning, Angelina," I whisper, nodding toward the bathroom door. "Jack's in the shower. Thought you might want some breakfast in bed."

Her eyes narrow slightly at my audacity, but she doesn't stop sucking. If anything, the knowledge that her husband is just one thin door away from discovering us seems to excite her. Her hands come up to grip my thighs, then slide around to my ass, pulling me deeper into her mouth in a silent demand for more.

I oblige, pushing my hips forward, feeding more of my rapidly hardening cock down her willing throat. She takes me expertly, her gag reflex nearly nonexistent after months of practice swallowing my length. My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my length, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes what doesn't fit in her mouth, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's skillful mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"That's it," I encourage quietly, threading my fingers through her blonde hair. "Get it nice and hard for that married pussy."

She moans around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure rippling through me. Her skills are unmatched—the perfect combination of suction, tongue action, and hand coordination that can only come from years of practice. Within minutes, I'm rock hard, my cock swollen to its full, impressive length in her warm, wet throat.

Jack's shower is still running, his singing growing louder as he butchers what sounds like a Garth Brooks song. The time constraint adds urgency to my movements. I pull my cock from Angelina's mouth with a wet pop, a strand of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening head.

"Turn over," I command, already moving off her chest to make room.

She hesitates for just a second, casting a nervous glance toward the bathroom door. "Richard, he could come out any minute—"

I don't give her time to finish her protest. Grabbing her shoulders, I flip her roughly onto her stomach, eliciting a surprised gasp. The forceful handling excites her—I can see it in the way she immediately arches her back, raising her ass invitingly, spreading her legs without being told.

I position myself behind her, running my hands over the curve of her ass, spreading her cheeks to expose her already wet entrance. Even after everything we've done together, the sight of Angelina's perfect body presented for my taking sends a jolt of electricity through my entire body. Her back arches slightly, presenting her ass to me in an open invitation that I have no intention of refusing. My heart races as I drink in the erotic image—Angelina's flawless body on display, ready and waiting for me.

"Please," she whispers, casting a sultry glance over her shoulder. "I need you inside me."

Without hesitation, I grab her hips, guiding my cock to her entrance. The head slides through her slick folds, gathering moisture before pressing against her opening. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, her body offering little resistance after months of taking my cock.

She lets out a muffled scream into the pillow as I sink into her, the sound thankfully covered by Jack's continued caterwauling from the shower. The sensation is overwhelming—her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and slick and perfect. I pause for a moment, savoring the feeling of being balls-deep in another man's wife while he showers just feet away.

"Fuck! Richard..." Angelina moans as I start to move, her body jerking forward with each thrust, her breasts dragging against the sheets. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, as if she's trying to absorb every inch of me.

"Shit, Angelina, you feel so fucking good," I grunt, keeping my voice low as I establish a steady rhythm. Each thrust brings with it a wave of pleasure that threatens to consume me entirely, sending shivers down my spine despite the risk of discovery.

I grab a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back to whisper in her ear. "Your husband's right there, and his wife is taking my cock like the whore she is. What do you think he'd do if he walked out right now and saw us?"

The question makes her pussy clench tighter around me, her arousal visibly increasing at the danger. "Please," she gasps, her voice barely audible. "Be careful. Don't let him hear."

But I have no intention of being careful. I increase my pace, driving into her with mounting force, the wet sound of my cock sliding in and out of her pussy growing louder with each thrust. The bed begins to creak subtly beneath us, the headboard occasionally thumping against the wall when I push particularly deep.

As my cock disappears inside of her, I gasp around her neck, my hips pumping relentlessly. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm despite her fear of discovery, 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 sheets, urging me on. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the room, mixing with our muffled breaths and the distant sound of the shower running.

Just as I'm establishing a punishing rhythm, the shower squeaks off, Jack's singing cutting abruptly as the water stops. Angelina tenses beneath me, her head turning toward the bathroom door in panic. But I don't slow down—if anything, the imminent danger of discovery only spurs me to fuck her harder, deeper, with more abandon than before.

The clock is ticking now. How long before Jack emerges? How long before he walks in on his precious wife taking my teenage cock from behind? The thought makes my blood pump faster, my thrusts growing more urgent as I race against time to claim what's mine right under her husband's nose.

The bed is creaking loudly now, the rhythmic sound matching the slap of my hips against Angelina's perfect ass. I hear movement in the bathroom—Jack hanging up his towel, probably wiping steam from the mirror, completely unaware that just a thin wall away, I'm balls-deep in his wife. The danger only makes me harder, my cock swelling inside Angelina's tight channel as I pound into her with increasing force. She's biting the pillow to muffle her moans, her knuckles white where she grips the sheets, torn between the fear of discovery and the pleasure I'm giving her.

"He's coming," she whispers urgently, trying to look over her shoulder at me. "Richard, we need to stop—"

I silence her by shoving her face back into the pillow, my hand firm on the back of her head as I continue my relentless assault on her pussy. "We'll finish when I say we finish," I growl into her ear, emphasizing my point with a particularly deep thrust that makes her whole body shudder.

The bathroom door handle jiggles slightly—Jack trying to get out but finding some issue with the lock. That momentary reprieve sends a fresh surge of adrenaline through my system. I take advantage of these precious extra seconds, increasing my pace to a punishing rhythm, my cock driving into Angelina with enough force to make the headboard thump against the wall.

"Harder," she gasps, her fear of discovery now completely overtaken by her body's desperate need for release. "Oh god, right there, don't stop!"

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping up into hers with wild abandon. The wet sound of my cock sliding in and out of her married pussy fills the room, punctuated by the soft impact of my balls against her clit with each thrust. 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 into the pillow, making me even hungrier for more.

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. The dual stimulation of my cock stretching her pussy while my fingers work her sensitive nub pushes her rapidly toward the edge.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice muffled by the pillow but still dangerously audible. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

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

The bathroom door handle jiggles again, more insistently this time. Jack's muffled voice comes through the wood: "Damn thing's stuck again. Angie, you there?"

Angelina freezes beneath me, terror replacing pleasure for an instant—but her body betrays her as my fingers continue their relentless assault on her clit. I feel her pussy contracting around my cock, the first tremors of an approaching orgasm that she's powerless to stop. Her head turns, eyes wide with panic even as her hips continue to push back against me, her body at war with itself.

"He's coming," she mouths silently, desperation in her eyes.

"So are you," I reply with a smirk, increasing the pressure on her clit as I maintain my brutal pace. "Cum on my cock, Angelina. Cum while your husband is about to walk in."

The forbidden command pushes her over the edge. Her entire body convulses beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my cock in violent pulses as a powerful orgasm tears through her. She bites down hard on the pillow to muffle her scream, but small, desperate sounds still escape as her release crashes through her in waves.

I don't slow my pace, fucking her through her climax with the same relentless force. Her body shudders, her pussy spasming around my shaft, the contractions milking me closer to my own release. The bed creaks loudly, the headboard now rhythmically thumping against the wall with each powerful thrust. There's no way Jack won't hear it when he finally gets that door open.

"Angelina?" Jack calls again, his voice closer to the bedroom door now. He must have finally freed himself from the bathroom.

Angelina's orgasm subsides, leaving her trembling and gasping beneath me, but I'm nowhere near finished. My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency of our situation. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. The knowledge that Jack could walk in at any second, that we're literally moments away from being caught, pushes me toward the edge faster than I expected.

"I'm going to cum," I growl into her ear, my rhythm becoming erratic as pressure builds at the base of my spine. "Going to fill this married pussy while your husband watches."

"No," she gasps, genuine fear in her voice now. "Pull out, Richard, please. Not inside. He'll know—"

I ignore her pleas, gripping her hips tighter as I feel my release approaching. "Too late," I grunt, driving into her with one final, powerful thrust. "Taking my load, all of it."

My orgasm hits me like a freight train, pleasure exploding from my core and radiating outward as my cock pulses inside her. With a final, animalistic roar, I explode, pumping a massive load of hot cum directly into her unprotected womb. My cock throbs against her walls, rope after rope of thick seed shooting deep inside her, marking her as mine in the most primal way possible.

"Fuck!" I groan, grinding my hips against her ass to ensure every drop goes as deep as possible. "Taking it all, every fucking drop."

As the final spasms of my orgasm subside, the bedroom door swings open. Jack walks in, a towel wrapped around his waist, his hair still damp from the shower. He stops dead in his tracks, his eyes widening with shock as he takes in the scene before him—his wife face down on the bed, my hands gripping her hips, our bodies joined in the most intimate way possible.

Time seems to freeze as Jack's brain processes what he's seeing. His mouth opens and closes soundlessly, like a fish gasping for air. The towel slips from his waist, pooling around his feet as he stands there, completely naked and completely stunned.

I slowly withdraw from Angelina's well-used pussy, watching with satisfaction as my cum immediately begins to leak from her, trailing down her thighs in thick white rivulets. The sight is obscenely beautiful—undeniable evidence of what we've done, what I've claimed.

"Richard," Jack finally manages, his voice a strangled whisper. "What—what are you doing?"

I casually pull up my pants, tucking my still-sensitive cock back into my boxers as if being caught fucking his wife is the most normal thing in the world. I zip up, straighten my shirt, and give him a charming, easy smile that belies the gravity of what he's just witnessed.

"Hey, Jack," I say with a nod, as if greeting him at a football game instead of standing beside his freshly-fucked wife. "Angelina's back was a little stiff this morning. Just helping her with an early morning stretch."

Angelina hasn't moved, her face still buried in the pillow, whether from shame or the lingering effects of her intense orgasm, I can't tell. My cum continues to leak from her pussy, staining the expensive hotel sheets beneath her—a sight Jack can't possibly miss.

"But you—she—" he stammers, gesturing helplessly between us, his face contorting with confusion and the beginning stages of comprehension.

"Great shower?" I ask casually, stepping around him toward the door. "You were in there a while. Gave us plenty of time to... work out the kinks."

The double meaning isn't lost on Jack, whose face begins to flush with the first hints of anger breaking through his shock. But there's something else in his eyes too—a flicker of the same pathetic desperation I saw in Coach Brady's face yesterday. The need to pretend this isn't happening, to find some explanation that doesn't destroy everything he believes about his life and his marriage.

"We've got that campus tour in an hour," I remind him, pausing at the doorway. "I'll see you both downstairs for breakfast? Angelina might need a minute to... clean up."

I walk out, leaving them to deal with the aftermath of what Jack has just witnessed. As I close the suite door behind me, I hear the beginning of what promises to be an interesting conversation—Angelina's tearful excuses, Jack's confused questions.

But it doesn't matter what explanation she gives him. The damage is done. Jack has seen another man—a teenager—fucking his wife. He's seen my cum leaking from her. And somehow, I have a feeling he'll find a way to rationalize it, to sweep it under the rug, to preserve his illusion of control.
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