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Chapter 1

I grip Angelina's hair tighter, yanking her head back at an angle that must hurt, watching her face contort with that perfect mixture of pain and pleasure I've come to crave. Her ass is raised high, my handprints still visible on her skin from earlier slaps, her pussy stretched around my cock as I pound into her with punishing force. Vegas feels like a distant memory now, but the hunger I developed there—the insatiable need to dominate, to own, to mark—burns hotter than ever as I claim her married body once again on the bed she shares with her pathetic husband.

"Take it deeper," I growl, shoving her face down into the silk pillows while maintaining my brutal grip on her blonde hair. "This is what you missed while we were playing nice at dinner with Jack, isn't it? His boring stories about business while you were soaking your panties thinking about my cock."

She can only moan in response, her words muffled by expensive Egyptian cotton as I slam into her harder, the wet sound of our connection filling the master bedroom. Being back from Vegas hasn't diminished our appetite for each other—if anything, our week of debauchery only intensified it, pushing boundaries that leave us both desperate for more.

I glance at myself in the mirrored closet doors—eighteen years old, my football-honed muscles flexing with each powerful thrust, sweat glistening on my chest as I dominate this forty-year-old MILF who technically pays me to be her "personal trainer." The official story is so fucking laughable. I haven't trained her in anything except taking my cock for months now.

"Remember when Jack almost caught us in Vegas?" I taunt, slapping her ass hard enough to leave another red handprint. "Remember how your pussy got even wetter when he was standing right there? Fucking whore gets off on the risk."

My words have the desired effect. Angelina's back arches sharply, her pussy clenching tighter around my shaft as a small whimper escapes her lips. I use my grip on her hair to shake her head roughly from side to side, treating her like the fucktoy she begs to be.

"You're my filthy fucking cum-dump, aren't you?" I snarl, releasing her hair only to spit directly onto her puckered asshole. I watch my saliva drip down between her cheeks before collecting it with my thumb, pressing it against her tight ring of muscle. "Say it. Tell me what you are."

"I'm your cum-dump," she gasps, her voice breaking as I push my thumb slightly into her ass while continuing to pound her pussy. "Your personal fuck-slut. I'm yours, Richard. Only yours."

I reward her submission by reaching around to find her clit, rubbing it roughly in circles that immediately make her thighs tremble. My other hand returns to her hair, yanking it even harder, forcing her head back at an angle that must strain her neck painfully. The sight of her like this—completely at my mercy, her expensive jewelry still on her wrists and neck while she's being fucked like the cheapest whore—sends a surge of power through me that's almost as intoxicating as the physical pleasure.

"Your husband thinks I'm stretching your hamstrings while I'm actually stretching your married cunt," I laugh, increasing the pressure on her clit as I feel her getting closer to the edge. "What would all those country club bitches think if they saw you now? Their perfect, sophisticated Angelina, face-down and ass-up, begging for a teenager's cock?"

Her pussy convulses around me at the degrading words, her arousal evident in the way she pushes back against my thrusts, seeking more, deeper, harder. I've trained her well over these months, transforming her from Jack's proper wife into my personal slut who craves humiliation as much as pleasure.

"Going to cum for me?" I taunt, feeling her inner walls begin to flutter around my shaft. "Going to gush all over my cock like the desperate whore you are?"

"Yes!" she cries out, her voice muffled against the pillow. "Please, Richard! Make me cum!"

I slam into her harder, faster, my balls slapping against her clit with each brutal thrust. My fingers dig into her hip hard enough to bruise, my other hand still yanking her hair back at that painful angle she's grown to crave. The bed frame creaks dangerously beneath us, the expensive headboard slamming rhythmically against the wall with enough force to knock one of Jack's framed golf photos askew.

"Cum now," I command, rubbing her clit with renewed vigor. "Fucking cum for me, slut."

Her body obeys instantly, years of conditioning responding to my dominant tone. Angelina's back arches sharply as her orgasm tears through her, her pussy clenching around my cock in violent pulses as she screams into the pillow. Her entire body convulses beneath me, her legs shaking uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through her. I don't slow my pace, fucking her ruthlessly through her climax, prolonging it until she's sobbing from the intensity.

"That's it," I growl, watching her nails claw desperately at the silk sheets, leaving trails in the expensive fabric. "Take it. Take every fucking inch."

Her pussy gushes around my cock, her release coating my shaft and dripping down onto the sheets below. The wet spot beneath us grows larger with each thrust, physical evidence of her surrender to me. I grab both her wrists, pinning them to the small of her back with one hand while the other maintains its brutal grip in her hair.

"Please," she gasps, her voice barely audible through her panting. "I can't take anymore. Too sensitive."

"You'll take what I give you," I respond, slapping her ass again with enough force to make her yelp. "Your holes belong to me. Your pleasure belongs to me. Your pain belongs to me."

I continue my relentless assault on her oversensitive pussy, watching her body jerk with each thrust, feeling the tremors of aftershocks rippling through her. This is what I love most—the moment when pleasure crosses into pain, when it's all too much yet not enough, when she's completely at my mercy and knows it. I own this woman in a way her husband never could, have claimed territory Jack doesn't even know exists within his prim and proper wife.

"My cock. My rules. My fuck-toy," I growl, punctuating each phrase with a particularly deep thrust that makes her gasp. "Remember that every time you sit across from Jack at dinner. Remember whose cum is drying inside you when you're playing the perfect wife."

Angelina can only moan and whimper in response, her body limp beneath my continued onslaught, completely surrendered to whatever I choose to do to her. Vegas might be behind us, but the marks I've left on her—both visible and invisible—remain, a constant reminder of who really owns Angelina Pitt, regardless of whose name is on her marriage certificate.

I feel my balls tightening, my release building at the base of my spine as Angelina's pussy continues to milk my cock with aftershocks from her orgasm. The sound of the garage door opening downstairs cuts through the room like a gunshot, but instead of panic, a fresh wave of excitement surges through me. Jack's home early. The danger of discovery only makes my cock harder, my impending orgasm more intense as I continue slamming into his wife's stretched cunt with even greater force.

"Richard, stop!" Angelina hisses, her body tensing beneath me. "He'll hear us!"

I respond by grabbing her hips harder, driving into her with punishing force that makes the headboard slam against the wall. "I don't fucking care," I growl, my voice low and dangerous. "Let him hear how his wife really moans."

The distant sound of the door from the garage into the house reaches us, followed by Jack's voice calling out, "Angie? You home, honey?"

Angelina tries to squirm away, genuine panic in her movements now, but I hold her firmly in place. "Not until I'm finished with you," I snarl, slapping her ass hard enough to leave another red handprint on her already marked skin.

I hear footsteps on the stairs, Jack's dress shoes against the hardwood, and make a split-second decision. With one fluid motion, I pull out of Angelina's dripping pussy and flip her onto her back, ignoring her wide-eyed shock as I straddle her chest. I pin her arms under my knees, rendering her immobile as I wrap my hand around my slick cock, still glistening with her juices.

"Open your mouth," I command, my voice barely above a whisper but carrying all the authority she's been conditioned to obey.

She complies instantly, parting her lips as I stroke myself rapidly, aiming directly at her face. The footsteps grow louder, approaching the bedroom door as my orgasm builds to the point of no return. The timing couldn't be more perfect—the ultimate act of dominance and ownership.

"Take it all," I grunt, feeling the first pulse of release surge through my cock.

My cum erupts in thick ropes, the first splash landing across her forehead and into her blonde hair. The second coats her left cheek and lips, some landing in her mouth as instructed. I continue stroking, directing each subsequent burst across her features, painting her with my seed as the footsteps stop right outside the door.

"Fuck," I hiss, the last few pulses landing on her tits, leaving pearly white streaks across her tanned skin and diamond necklace. The visual is obscene and perfect—Jack's sophisticated wife, covered in a teenager's cum, seconds before her husband walks in.

I grab my cockhead, smearing the remaining cum across her swollen lips like obscene lipgloss before diving off the bed and into the walk-in closet. I pull the door nearly closed, leaving just a sliver to peer through as the bedroom door swings open.

Jack strides in, dressed in his typical business casual attire, his thinning hair neatly combed, oblivious as always. His face is lit with unusual excitement as he tosses his keys onto the dresser.

"There you are, honey! Why didn't you answer? I've got the most amazing—" He stops mid-sentence, finally taking in the scene before him—Angelina sprawled on their rumpled bed, hair disheveled, face flushed, the room reeking of sex.

For a heart-stopping moment, I think he's finally going to notice the obvious: his wife's face and chest still glisten with my cum, her body marked with my handprints, her pussy visibly swollen from the pounding I just gave her. But Jack, in his infinite cluelessness, only furrows his brow slightly.

"Were you napping? You look flushed," he says, concern replacing his excitement momentarily.

From my hiding spot, I have to bite my knuckle to keep from laughing. The man is looking directly at his cum-covered wife and seeing nothing.

Angelina, to her credit, recovers quickly. She sits up, careful to keep the sheet strategically placed to hide the worst of the evidence, though my seed still gleams on her cheek and hairline.

"Just... just finished an intense workout with Richard," she says, her voice still breathless from our fucking. "What's got you so excited?"

The mention of my name doesn't even register as suspicious to Jack. His face lights up again, all thoughts of his wife's disheveled state forgotten.

"I did it, Angie! I secured a prime tee time at Royal Oaks Country Club! This Saturday, 10 AM, the perfect slot." He's practically bouncing with excitement. "Do you know how hard it is to get that time? Even Thornton from accounting had to wait six months!"

Angelina feigns appropriate enthusiasm, nodding and smiling while my cum drips down her chin. "That's wonderful, honey! You've been wanting that for ages."

"We need to leave in about an hour," Jack continues, checking his watch. "They're expecting us for lunch first, to meet some of the members. It's all about networking, you know."

I see the calculating look in Angelina's eyes, the wheels turning despite her post-orgasmic haze. "Do you think... would it be alright if Richard came along?" she asks, her tone carefully casual. "We're scheduled for a session today, and I hate to cancel. He could give me some pointers on my swing while we're there."

Jack's face brightens even further at the suggestion. "Brilliant idea! Having a star athlete with us will really impress the membership committee." He puffs up slightly, already imagining the social capital my presence will bring him. "Plus, I can show you both around. The facilities there are second to none—Olympic pool, state-of-the-art gym, you name it."

"Perfect," Angelina says, a small smile playing at her cum-stained lips. "I'll give him a call right away."

"Great! I'll grab a quick shower and get ready." Jack heads toward the en-suite bathroom, then pauses, turning back to Angelina with a squint. "Is that... do you have something on your face?"

My heart skips a beat as Angelina casually wipes my cum from her cheek. "Just some of that new intensive moisturizer," she lies smoothly. "The one the Kardashians are always promoting. Supposed to be amazing for the skin."

Jack nods, completely satisfied with this explanation. "Looks sticky. You might want to wash it off before we go." With that pearl of wisdom, he disappears into the bathroom, the shower starting moments later.

I ease the closet door open, stepping out silently as Angelina turns to me, a triumphant smirk on her face despite still being decorated with my seed.

"Looks like you're coming to the country club," she whispers, her tongue darting out to lick a drop of cum from the corner of her mouth.

I grab my clothes from the floor, already imagining the possibilities this new playground will offer. "Can't wait," I murmur, tucking my still semi-hard cock back into my jeans. "Rich, bored housewives and me in tight golf pants? Sounds like a perfect fucking afternoon."

From my hiding spot in the closet, I watch the entire scene unfold with a growing smirk. Jack has no idea that the "personal trainer" he's so eager to show off is the same man who just painted his wife's face with cum. The country club—that bastion of wealth and privilege—has no idea what's coming their way.


Chapter 2

The Royal Oaks Country Club rises before us like a temple to wealth and privilege—all manicured lawns, pristine white columns, and the distant click of expensive golf clubs hitting even more expensive balls. Jack chatters excitedly beside me as we pull into the circular driveway, pointing out features like a tour guide desperate for approval. I tune him out, focusing instead on the way Angelina's skirt rides up her thighs as she exits the car, knowing my cum is still drying inside her, a secret marker of ownership in this playground of the rich. This place reeks of old money and desperation, of men too busy making fortunes to fuck their wives and women too bored to care—perfect hunting grounds for someone like me.

"Impressive, isn't it?" Jack asks, misinterpreting my appraising gaze as admiration for the architecture rather than calculation of sexual opportunity. "Membership here costs more than most people's annual salary, and that's just the joining fee."

I nod, slipping into the role of impressed young athlete that he expects. "It's something else, Mr. Pitt. Thanks for bringing me along."

He beams with pride, as if he personally designed the place rather than just paid the exorbitant fees to enter it. "Wait until you see the clubhouse. The locker rooms alone are nicer than most five-star hotels."

We walk through grand double doors into a lobby that screams tasteful wealth—marble floors, mahogany paneling, and subtle lighting that flatters the aging faces of the members lounging in leather chairs. The air smells of expensive cologne and privilege, the quiet murmur of voices discussing stock portfolios and offshore accounts providing a soundtrack to our entrance.

Jack leads us through the main hall, nodding importantly at various older men who barely acknowledge him in return. I catch the eyes of several women trailing over my body as we pass, their gazes lingering on my broad shoulders and narrow waist, visible even under my polo shirt. Years of football training have sculpted me into exactly the kind of eye candy these bored socialites crave.

"Jack! There you are!" A female voice cuts through the subdued atmosphere like a diamond through glass—sharp, clear, and unmistakably expensive.

We turn to see three women approaching, led by a raven-haired beauty whose entire being screams money and power. Her black dress probably costs more than Jack's monthly mortgage payment, clinging to curves that defy her age, which I estimate to be early forties. A diamond necklace glitters at her throat, catching the light with each confident step she takes. Behind her follow two equally stunning women, one blonde, one brunette, like backup singers to her lead vocal.

Jack straightens instantly, his posture shifting from casual pride to attentive respect. "Victoria! Lovely to see you. Ladies, good afternoon."

The woman—Victoria—barely spares Jack a glance, her eyes immediately locking onto me with predatory interest that sends a familiar heat through my body. She assesses me openly, her gaze traveling from my face down to my shoes and back up again, lingering in places that make her interest abundantly clear.

"Angelina, darling," she purrs, air-kissing Angelina's cheeks while maintaining eye contact with me. "So glad you could make it. And who is this delicious specimen?" Her voice drops half an octave on the last words, turning them from simple inquiry into overt proposition.

"This is Richard Long," Angelina answers, a hint of possessiveness in her tone that amuses me. "My personal trainer. Jack thought it would be nice to show him the facilities here."

I step forward, extending my hand with deliberate confidence. "Pleasure to meet you, ma'am."

Victoria takes my hand, but instead of shaking it, she holds it between both of hers, her manicured fingers stroking my skin subtly. "The pleasure is entirely mine, Richard. I'm Victoria Winters. These are my friends, Melissa and Stephanie." The other women offer slight waves, their eyes similarly hungry as they take in my physique.

Jack, completely oblivious to the sexual tension crackling through the air, launches into an explanation of my football achievements. "Richard here is being scouted by several major colleges. Star quarterback, state champion, incredible physical condition."

"I can see that," Victoria responds, finally releasing my hand but maintaining eye contact. "What position did you say you play again?"

"Quarterback," I reply, knowing full well she doesn't care about football. "I like being in control, calling the plays."

A slight flush creeps up her neck at my words. "I bet you do. How... authoritative."

Before she can continue, another woman joins our group—tall and elegant with auburn hair cascading over her shoulders in loose waves. She moves with the assurance of someone who knows they own every room they enter.

"Victoria, are you monopolizing the new members already?" she asks, her voice like honey dripping over ice. Her eyes find me immediately, widening slightly in appreciation. "Oh my. I see why."

"Eleanor," Victoria says, gesturing toward the newcomer. "This is Richard Long, Angelina's personal trainer. Richard, meet Eleanor Blackwood, our club owner's wife."

Eleanor extends a delicate hand adorned with a ring that could probably pay for my college education. "Charmed, truly. What brings such a young, vibrant addition to our usually... mature crowd?"

I take her hand, holding it slightly longer than necessary. "Just along for the ride today. Learning about the club."

"Well," Eleanor says, her gaze drifting deliberately down my body, "we have so many... amenities here for our guests." She steps closer, the expensive perfume wafting from her skin making my head swim slightly. "But none quite so... sculpted as you."

Jack laughs nervously, finally sensing something off about the interaction but unable to identify exactly what. "Richard's helping Angelina with her fitness regimen. Very intensive program, very specialized."

"I bet it is," Victoria murmurs, exchanging a knowing look with Eleanor. "I could use some... specialized attention myself. My husband's always saying I need to work on my form."

"We all could," Eleanor agrees, her eyes never leaving mine. "Perhaps you could demonstrate some techniques sometime, Richard? I have a private gym in our wing of the club. Very discreet, very... accommodating."

"I'd be happy to help," I reply, loading the words with enough suggestion to make her pupils dilate.

"Excellent!" Jack interjects, completely missing the subtext. "Richard is fantastic at what he does. Angelina's never been in better shape."

Angelina coughs slightly, covering what might have been a laugh or a scoff. "We should probably let Jack check in at the pro shop," she suggests, taking his arm gently. "Don't want to lose that tee time."

"Of course," Eleanor says, stepping back reluctantly. "We shouldn't keep you. Perhaps we'll see you on the course later? Or in the east wing lounge for drinks afterward?"

"Count on it," I assure her, earning a barely concealed smirk from Victoria.

The women drift away, their perfume lingering in their wake, their hips swaying with deliberate provocation that's meant entirely for my benefit. I watch them go, already mentally cataloging weaknesses and preferences, planning my approach.

"Well!" Jack says, clapping me on the shoulder. "Let's get checked in. Quite a place, isn't it?"

As he leads us toward the pro shop, Angelina falls into step beside me, her voice low enough that only I can hear.

"Welcome to the playground, baby," she murmurs, her hand discreetly squeezing my ass. "These women have more money than sense and husbands who are too busy or too old to fuck them. They're bored, rich, and they love to play with new toys." She gives me another squeeze, harder this time. "And you are the newest, hottest toy in the box."

I smirk, already feeling the familiar stir of arousal at the prospect of fresh conquests. "So many bored, neglected MILFs, so little time."

"Just remember who brought you here," Angelina whispers, a edge of jealousy in her tone that I find both amusing and arousing. "You're still my personal trainer first."

I let my hand brush against the small of her back, dipping lower for a split second. "Don't worry. I never forget who I own."

As we follow Jack deeper into the club, I can feel the weight of female gazes on my back from all directions, like hunters spotting fresh game in their territory. Little do they know, in this particular jungle, I'm the apex predator, and they're all just prey waiting to be devoured.

The moment Jack disappears into the pro shop, mumbling about club fittings and membership paperwork, I grab Angelina's wrist and drag her down the nearest hallway. "Where are we going?" she whispers, half-protesting but following me willingly. I don't answer, just pull her along until I spot the gleaming sign for the men's locker room. Without hesitation, I shove the door open and yank her inside, checking quickly that we're alone before pushing her against the wall, my mouth crashing down on hers with hungry violence. The place reeks of money—marble countertops, mahogany lockers, plush towels monogrammed with the club logo—but all I can think about is marking this exclusive territory with our forbidden fucking.

"Are you insane?" Angelina hisses against my lips, even as her hands slide under my polo shirt, her nails raking down my abs. "This is the men's locker room. Anyone could walk in!"

"Isn't that the point?" I growl, biting her lower lip hard enough to make her gasp. "You get wetter when there's a risk. I've learned that much about you."

I spin her around before she can protest further, marching her deeper into the locker room until we reach a row of marble sinks with a wide countertop. The mirror above it stretches wall to wall, reflecting our flushed faces and disheveled appearance. Perfect.

"Bend over," I command, pressing my palm between her shoulder blades until she complies, her upper body folding at the waist until her cheek rests against the cold marble surface.

The position pushes her ass out invitingly, her tight golf skirt riding up to reveal the tops of her thighs. I flip the fabric up, bunching it around her waist to expose her lace panties—black and already visibly damp at the center.

"Look at you," I taunt, running my finger along the wet spot. "Already soaking through your underwear at the thought of getting fucked where your husband plays golf."

I don't bother removing her panties completely, just roughly yank them aside, exposing her swollen pussy to the cool air-conditioned room. She shivers, whether from the temperature or anticipation, I don't care. My cock is already painfully hard, straining against my golf pants. I free it with one hand while holding her firmly in place with the other.

"Please," she whimpers, wiggling her hips in invitation. "Hurry before someone comes."

"Oh, someone's definitely coming," I laugh, positioning my cockhead at her entrance. "You first, then me."

I slam into her with one brutal thrust, burying myself to the hilt in her wet heat. The force pushes her forward, her body sliding slightly on the slick marble until I grab her hips, anchoring her in place as I establish a punishing rhythm. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes in the empty locker room, obscenely loud against the backdrop of distant golf claps from the course outside.

"Fuck, you're tight," I grunt, watching my cock disappear inside her again and again in the mirror's reflection. "Still so tight even after taking my cock for months."

Angelina can only moan in response, her eyes closed, cheek pressed against the counter as I pound into her. Her hands grip the edge of the marble, knuckles white with the effort of holding herself steady against my assault.

I reach forward, tangling my fingers in her carefully styled blonde hair, yanking her head back at a painful angle that forces her to look at our reflection. "Watch," I command. "Watch yourself getting fucked by a teenager in your husband's fancy club."

Her eyes flutter open, meeting mine in the mirror as I continue to thrust into her with merciless force. The sight of her—makeup starting to smear, mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure—only fuels my aggression.

"You like that, don't you?" I snarl, releasing her hair to deliver a stinging slap to her ass. The crack echoes through the room, followed immediately by her muffled cry. "You like getting fucked like a whore where your husband and all his rich friends hang out."

I smack her ass again, harder this time, watching the red handprint bloom on her pale skin. Again and again I spank her, until both cheeks are glowing crimson and she's whimpering with each impact.

"Please," she gasps, though whether she's begging me to stop or continue is unclear even to her. "Oh god, Richard, please!"

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The marble counter grinds against her pelvis, 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 slides up her back, along the elegant curve of her neck, until my fingers wrap around her throat from behind. I apply pressure, careful to restrict blood flow rather than air, watching her face flush deeper in the mirror as I continue to pound into her.

"You're my filthy fucking slut, aren't you?" I growl, tightening my grip slightly. "Taking my cock in the men's locker room while your husband's picking out golf clubs. What would all those rich bitches think if they saw you now?"

"Yes," she gasps, her voice strained from my choking grip. "I'm your slut. Only yours."

I increase the pressure on her throat, feeling her pussy clench tighter around my cock in response. Her eyes are starting to glaze over, that perfect moment between pleasure and fear that drives her wild. My other hand finds her clit, rubbing rough circles that make her thighs tremble.

"Think about all those country club wives," I continue, my voice low and dangerous. "Victoria, Eleanor... all of them watching you get choked and fucked by your teenage trainer. They'd be jealous, wouldn't they? Wishing it was them bent over this counter taking my cock."

The imagery pushes Angelina closer to the edge, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft as her orgasm approaches. I can read the signs of her body perfectly after months of using it for my pleasure—the way her breathing changes, how her back arches subtly, the flush that spreads down her chest.

"Going to cum?" I taunt, never slowing my brutal pace. "Going to cum all over my cock in this fancy locker room? Make a mess on this expensive marble?"

"Yes!" she cries out, her voice echoing off the tiles. "I'm cumming, oh god, I'm cumming!"

Her entire body convulses beneath me, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my shaft as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her legs shake uncontrollably, and if I wasn't holding her in place, she'd collapse onto the floor. I don't slow down, fucking her through her orgasm, prolonging it until she's sobbing from the intensity.

"That's it," I growl, watching her face contort with pleasure in the mirror. "Take it. Take every fucking inch."

The obscene soundtrack of our coupling fills the space—wet slapping sounds, her breathless moans, my grunts of exertion, all bouncing off the tiled walls and high ceilings. Anyone walking by the door would know exactly what's happening inside, and the thought only makes me fuck her harder.

"You like getting fucked where your husband plays golf, you cheating slut?" I grunt, slapping her ass again for emphasis. The sight of my handprints on her skin, my cock disappearing inside her married pussy, her wedding ring glinting under the recessed lighting—it all feeds into my sense of conquest, of taking what belongs to another man simply because I can.

This country club, this temple to wealth and privilege, is just another playground for me now. As I continue to pound into Angelina's willing body, I'm already thinking about the other women here—Victoria with her diamonds and haughty stare, Eleanor with her private gym and suggestive smiles—all of them ripe for the taking, just like the trembling MILF currently impaled on my cock.

I'm so caught up in the rhythm of fucking Angelina against the marble counter that I don't immediately register the sound of the door swinging open behind us. It's only when I hear the collective gasp—a perfect chorus of feminine shock—that I look up into the mirror to see them: four impeccably dressed country club wives frozen in the doorway, their eyes wide as they take in the obscene tableau before them. Eleanor and Victoria stand at the front, flanked by two others whose names I don't know yet, all of them clutching designer bags and wearing expressions that shift rapidly from shock to something far more interesting—raw, undisguised lust. Instead of stopping, I lock eyes with Victoria in the mirror and deliberately slam into Angelina harder, making her cry out loudly. Game on.

Angelina tries to push up from the counter, suddenly aware of our audience, but I keep her firmly in place with one hand pressed between her shoulder blades. "Don't move," I command, loud enough for the women to hear. "We're not finished yet."

"Oh my god," one of the unknown women whispers, her hand flying to her pearl necklace as if to clutch her metaphorical pearls. "This is the men's locker room!"

"Clearly they didn't get the memo," Victoria responds, making no move to leave. Her eyes remain fixed on the point where my cock disappears inside Angelina with each thrust. "Though I can see why they chose it. So... spacious."

Angelina turns her head, her cheek still pressed against the marble, eyes widening as she recognizes the intruders. "Victoria! Eleanor! I... we were just..."

"Just getting thoroughly fucked by your young trainer," Eleanor finishes for her, her voice dropping to a husky register. "Yes, we can see that quite clearly."

The tension in the room shifts palpably as the initial shock dissolves into something electric. None of the women make any move to leave. Instead, they take a collective step further into the locker room, the door swinging shut behind them with a soft click that sounds like permission.

"Don't stop on our account," Victoria says, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror again. "We'd hate to... interrupt your training session."

The brazen invitation sends fresh blood rushing to my already hard cock. I slow my thrusts, making each one deliberate and deep, putting on a show now rather than chasing my own pleasure. Angelina whimpers beneath me, torn between mortification and arousal at being discovered by the club's elite women.

"You like to watch?" I ask Victoria directly, my hand sliding up to grab a fistful of Angelina's hair, yanking her head back to display her pleasure-flushed face to our audience. "Or are you just taking notes for later?"

A flush creeps up Victoria's neck at my directness, but she doesn't back down. "Perhaps both," she admits, setting her handbag on a nearby bench and crossing her arms, settling in to observe. The other women follow her lead, finding places to perch or lean, making themselves comfortable for the performance.

I give them what they've come for, thrusting into Angelina with renewed vigor. My hand connects with her ass in a sharp slap that echoes through the tiled room, drawing a muffled cry from her lips and an audible inhale from our audience. I do it again, harder, watching the red handprint bloom on her skin.

"You like this pussy?" I ask the watching women, gripping Angelina's hips with both hands now as I pound into her. "Married pussy tastes the sweetest, doesn't it, ladies? Especially when the husband has no fucking clue."

Eleanor's tongue darts out to wet her lips, her chest rising and falling more rapidly with each passing second. "Jack always was rather... oblivious," she comments, her eyes never leaving the rhythmic movement of my hips.

"Oblivious is putting it kindly," Victoria adds, boldly moving closer for a better view. "He's downstairs right now, boring the pro shop staff about his handicap while his wife gets the kind of workout he could never provide."

Their casual degradation of Jack only fuels my arousal, my thrusts becoming more aggressive as I perform for my appreciative audience. Angelina's embarrassment has fully transformed to exhibitionist pleasure now, her moans growing louder, more theatrical with each impact of my hips against her ass.

"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 wet, obscene noises of our coupling fill the locker room, mingling with Angelina's cries and the increasingly labored breathing of our observers.

Victoria's hand has drifted to her own throat, fingers playing absently with her collar as if imagining my grip there instead. Eleanor has uncrossed and recrossed her legs several times, unable to find a comfortable position as arousal builds within her. The other two women lean against each other slightly, their shoulders touching as they watch with undisguised fascination.

I make eye contact with each woman in turn as I continue my relentless pace, offering them a private smirk, a silent promise of what's to come. They all respond the same way—pupils dilating, lips parting slightly, a barely perceptible nod that acknowledges the unspoken contract between us.

My left hand finds its way down to Angelina's 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.

"You're going to cum for our audience," I tell her, loud enough for everyone to hear. "Show them how a real man makes you feel. Show them what they're missing."

"Yes! Please!" she begs, her body already tensing beneath me as another orgasm builds. "I'm so close!"

I increase the pressure on her clit, timing my circles to match my increasingly brutal thrusts. Her breathing becomes erratic, her moans transforming into desperate, keening sounds that bounce off the walls.

"Cum now," I order, delivering a particularly hard thrust that hits exactly the right spot inside her.

Angelina's orgasm rips through her with explosive force, her entire body convulsing beneath me as she screams loud enough to be heard across the golf course. Her pussy contracts violently around my cock, squeezing me with rhythmic waves that push me toward my own release.

"Fuck, I'm going to cum," I announce, making no move to pull out. "Going to fill this married pussy right in front of you."

Eleanor takes an unconscious step forward, drawn by the impending climax. "Do it," she whispers, so quietly I almost don't hear it. "Fill her."

That's all it takes to push me over the edge. My orgasm tears through me with brutal intensity, pleasure exploding outward from my core as I drive as deep as possible into Angelina's trembling body. I empty myself inside her with long, hot pulses, marking her from the inside while our audience watches with rapt attention.

"Fuck," I grunt, my hips jerking with each spurt of cum, "take it all."

Angelina collapses against the counter, completely spent, my cum already leaking from her well-used pussy and dripping onto the marble surface below. I stay buried inside her for a moment longer, savoring the final tremors of pleasure before slowly withdrawing.

My cock slips free with an obscene wet sound, still semi-hard and glistening with our combined fluids. Rather than hiding it, I turn to face our audience fully, letting them see everything—my size, my youth, my complete lack of shame. Their eyes drop to my groin in perfect unison, a silent acknowledgment of what they've just witnessed and what they now desire.

"Quite the performance," Victoria finally says, her voice huskier than before. "Angelina, you've been holding out on us. No wonder you've been canceling our tennis matches."

Angelina pushes herself upright on shaky legs, cum running down her inner thighs as she adjusts her skirt. "I've been... otherwise engaged," she manages, a mixture of embarrassment and pride coloring her tone.

I tuck myself back into my pants with deliberate slowness, enjoying the way the women track each movement. "I provide a very specialized training program," I say, zipping up with a finality that feels like the closing of a first act rather than an ending. "Very hands-on."

"I can see that," Eleanor responds, finally finding her composure. "I wonder if you're accepting new clients? My husband's always complaining that I need more... discipline in my fitness routine."

"I'm always open to new challenges," I reply, running a hand through my tousled hair. "Though my methods can be quite... intense."

"We wouldn't have it any other way," Victoria purrs, finally tearing her eyes away from my crotch to meet my gaze. "Perhaps we should discuss it over drinks later? The east wing lounge is very private after five."

I give Angelina's ass one final, loud slap before stepping away, leaving her to clean herself up. "Looking forward to it," I tell Victoria, brushing deliberately against her as I move past. "I have a feeling this club has a lot more... amenities than Jack mentioned."

As I exit the locker room, leaving Angelina with the four women whose dynamics have just been irrevocably altered, I can't help but smile at how perfectly this has played out. In one stroke—or rather, several hundred strokes—I've established myself as the alpha male of Royal Oaks Country Club, the young stud who fucks the members' wives while they discuss golf handicaps and stock portfolios.

Jack has no idea what he's unleashed by bringing me here. This exclusive playground of the rich and bored has just become my personal hunting ground, and I intend to claim every trophy wife it has to offer.


Chapter 3

The outdoor bar at Royal Oaks gleams in the late afternoon sun, all polished mahogany and sparkling glassware, like everything else in this monument to wealth and privilege. I'm nursing a whiskey on the rocks, watching the parade of tanned, toned bodies and expensive resort wear while fielding appreciative glances from every female within eyeshot. Word travels fast in places like this—the locker room incident with Angelina has clearly made the rounds, marking me as fresh meat in this hunting ground of bored, rich housewives. I can practically smell their arousal, cutting through the scents of chlorine and designer perfume.

Jack still hasn't emerged from his endless round of golf, leaving me to my own devices—exactly as I'd planned. The bartender keeps my glass topped off, clearly under instructions from someone to ensure the "special guest" is well taken care of. I smirk into my drink, knowing that by tomorrow, half these trophy wives will be fighting for the chance to "take care" of me themselves.

"Enjoying our little oasis?"

Victoria's voice slides over me like expensive silk, her perfume announcing her arrival before her words do. I turn to find her standing behind my barstool, one manicured hand resting possessively on my shoulder. She's changed out of her earlier outfit into something more befitting the afternoon heat—a white tennis dress that showcases toned legs and the perfect amount of cleavage, diamonds glittering at her throat and wrists.

"More by the minute," I reply, letting my eyes travel deliberately down her body before meeting her gaze again. "Though I'm still exploring all the... amenities."

Her red lips curve into a knowing smile as she slides onto the stool beside me, crossing her legs in a way that hikes her dress up another inch. "I'd be happy to give you a private tour of everything the club has to offer," she purrs, signaling the bartender for a drink.

It's only then that I notice the man hovering awkwardly behind her—tall, thin, with graying temples and the defeated posture of someone who long ago surrendered any claim to masculinity. He wears an expensive polo and pressed khakis that somehow still manage to look shabby on his frame, like designer clothes on a scarecrow.

"Richard, this is my husband, Arthur," Victoria says without looking back at the man. "Arthur, this is Richard Long, Angelina's... personal trainer."

Arthur extends a limp hand, which I grasp firmly enough to make him wince slightly. "Pleasure," he murmurs, eyes darting between his wife and me with the nervous energy of a small animal sensing predators.

"Arthur, darling, be a dear and fetch my sunglasses from the car," Victoria dismisses him with a flick of her wrist. "I believe they're in the glovebox."

"But you're wearing your—" he begins, only to be silenced by a sharp look from his wife.

"The Prada ones, Arthur. For when the sun shifts."

He nods quickly, relief washing over his face at being given clear instructions to follow. "Of course. Right away." He shuffles backward, nearly bumping into a server before turning to hurry across the patio.

Victoria watches him go with the detached interest of someone observing an insect, then turns her full attention back to me. Her hand lands on my thigh under the bar, sliding upward until her fingers brush against my growing hardness.

"Poor Arthur," she sighs, not sounding remotely sad. "Such a brilliant financial mind, such a disappointing cock. Hasn't been able to get it up properly in years." Her fingers stroke me through my pants, her touch expert and deliberate. "Not a problem you have, from what I witnessed earlier."

My cock twitches under her touch, responding instantly to her boldness. "I never disappoint," I tell her, leaning closer so my breath tickles her ear. "Though I'm selective about where I demonstrate."

"Mm, I bet you are." Victoria's hand squeezes me gently, her voice dropping to a whisper. "I want you to demonstrate in my bed. The very one Arthur sleeps in. I want you to fuck me so hard I ruin the sheets he picked out during our last anniversary trip to Milan." Her teeth graze my earlobe, sending a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. "I want to taste myself on your cock while he watches television downstairs, oblivious."

The bartender places Victoria's martini on the counter, and she withdraws her hand from my lap to take a delicate sip. Her eyes never leave mine over the rim of her glass—dark, hungry, and utterly shameless.

"When?" I ask, not bothering to hide my interest.

"Now." She drains her glass in one smooth motion, places it back on the bar, and stands. "Arthur will be searching for those non-existent sunglasses for at least another fifteen minutes. Plenty of time to make our escape."

I finish my whiskey and follow her from the bar, watching the hypnotic sway of her hips as she leads me across the manicured grounds toward the parking area. Her car is a sleek black Bentley convertible, top down, parked in a reserved spot near the entrance.

"Do you drive as aggressively as you fuck?" she asks, tossing me the keys without waiting for an answer.

I catch them one-handed, already circling to the driver's side. "Guess you're about to find out."

The engine purrs to life under my touch, and Victoria slides into the passenger seat, immediately kicking off her heels and propping bare feet on the dashboard. The position makes her dress ride up enough to reveal a lack of underwear, a deliberate tease that has me hard as steel before we even leave the parking lot.

We tear through the winding roads of the exclusive neighborhood surrounding the club, Victoria calling out directions between running her hand up my thigh and describing in explicit detail exactly what she plans to do to me. The houses grow larger and more ostentatious with each turn, until finally we pull through wrought-iron gates that part automatically at our approach.

Victoria's estate sprawls before us—a modern palace of glass and stone, with manicured gardens stretching in every direction and a circular driveway wrapping around a central fountain. I park at the base of wide marble steps, and she's out of the car before I can shut off the engine, already ascending toward massive double doors that swing open as if by magic.

I follow her inside, into a soaring entryway with polished floors and abstract sculptures that probably cost more than my parents' house. Arthur stands in the center of it all, looking surprised and slightly confused by our arrival. He still holds his car keys, having clearly just returned from his futile search.

"Arthur!" Victoria greets him with the false brightness of a game show host. "Perfect timing. This is Richard—you met him at the club. He's going to fuck my brains out upstairs." She slides an arm around my waist possessively, her other hand already working at my belt buckle. "Why don't you make us some iced tea and wait for us in the living room? We might be a while."

I watch the emotions play across Arthur's face—shock, humiliation, resignation, and finally, acceptance. His shoulders slump slightly as he nods, not meeting either of our eyes.

"Of course, Victoria. With lemon or without?" he asks, his voice barely above a whisper.

"With," she replies, already tugging me toward a sweeping staircase. "And those little mint leaves I like. The fresh ones from the garden."

Arthur nods again and shuffles toward what I assume is the kitchen, not once protesting or questioning his wife's blatant infidelity happening under his own roof. Victoria doesn't spare him another glance, her attention fully focused on pulling me up the stairs, her fingers already working at my shirt buttons.

"Bedroom's this way," she purrs, leading me down a hallway lined with expensive artwork. "I hope you're ready to show me what a real man feels like."

I glance back at Arthur's retreating form, feeling a surge of power at the complete domination I'm about to exercise over both husband and wife. Vegas was just the warm-up act. The real conquest of Royal Oaks Country Club has officially begun.

Victoria practically throws me onto her marital bed the moment we enter the master suite, her hands already tearing at my clothes with an animal hunger that matches my own. The bedroom screams money—California king on a raised platform, art-covered walls, and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking manicured gardens. But I barely register any of it, my attention fully captured by Victoria as she strips off her tennis dress in one fluid motion, revealing a body that defies her age—perfect tits with dusky nipples already hard, flat stomach, and neatly trimmed pussy glistening with arousal. Her diamonds are the only things she keeps on, the glittering necklace catching light as she climbs onto the bed like a predator stalking prey.

"Too many clothes," she growls, yanking at my belt and practically ripping the zipper down my rapidly hardening cock. I help her strip me, kicking off my shoes and lifting my hips as she tugs my pants and boxers down in one impatient motion. My shirt follows, tossed carelessly across an antique chair that probably costs more than a semester of college.

"Fuck, you're even bigger than I thought," Victoria purrs, wrapping her hand around my shaft, her red nails a stark contrast against my skin. "I've been wet thinking about this cock since I saw you fucking Angelina."

Before I can respond, she swings a leg over my chest, positioning herself in reverse, her pussy hovering inches from my face while she bends forward to take my cock into her mouth. The view is magnificent—her perfect ass spread before me, her wet pussy open and inviting, the glint of her diamonds visible as they hang from her neck.

"Don't be shy," she taunts, looking back at me over her shoulder before turning her attention to my cock. "I want to feel that tongue while I suck this big fucking dick."

I don't need to be told twice. I grab her hips and pull her down onto my waiting mouth, my tongue immediately finding her clit and circling it with firm pressure. She tastes expensive somehow—like money and power and forbidden fruit all at once. I bury my face deeper, licking a long stroke from her clit to her entrance and back again.

Victoria moans around my cock, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure up my spine. She takes me deeper, her mouth hot and wet, her technique expert in a way that speaks of years of practice. My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Victoria's skillful mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Fuck, your mouth," I groan against her pussy, the words muffled by her flesh. I slide two fingers inside her, finding her G-spot with practiced ease and pressing against it while continuing to work her clit with my tongue.

She responds by taking me deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate my length until her nose presses against my balls. The sensation is incredible—tight, wet heat enveloping me completely as she swallows around my cockhead. She maintains this position for an impressive time before pulling back with a gasp, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my shaft.

"I need this cock inside me," she demands, already repositioning herself to straddle my hips. "Need to feel you stretching me open."

Victoria hovers above me, one hand guiding my cock to her entrance as she slowly lowers herself down. The first touch of her pussy against my tip sends electricity shooting through my body. She's soaking wet, her arousal dripping onto my shaft as she teases herself with just the head.

"Take it," I growl, grabbing her hips and pulling her down in one forceful motion that buries me to the hilt inside her.

She throws her head back, a primal scream tearing from her throat as I fill her completely. Her pussy clenches around me, tight and hot, adjusting to my size. For a moment, she's still, her eyes closed, lip caught between her teeth as she savors the sensation.

Then she begins to move, and any pretense of restraint vanishes.

Victoria rides me like a woman possessed, lifting herself almost completely off my cock before slamming back down with enough force to make the bed frame creak in protest. Her tits bounce wildly with each movement, hypnotic in their perfect rhythm. I reach up to grab them, pinching her nipples between my fingers, drawing another moan from her painted lips.

"Yes," she hisses, increasing her pace, her nails digging into my chest for leverage. "Fuck, you fill me so much better than he ever could."

The comparison to her husband only makes me harder inside her, my cock pulsing with each denigrating word she speaks about Arthur. I thrust upward to meet her downward movements, creating a perfect counterpoint that has her gasping with each impact.

"You like this married pussy?" she taunts, grinding herself against me in a circular motion that hits her clit just right. "Like fucking me in the bed I share with my pathetic husband?"

"Your pussy belongs to me now," I tell her, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint on her pale skin. "Just like Angelina's. Just like all the rich cunts at that club."

She laughs, a throaty sound of pure pleasure, leaning forward to press her tits against my chest. Her mouth finds mine in a messy, aggressive kiss, all tongue and teeth and shared breath. I can taste myself on her lips, can smell her arousal mixing with the expensive perfume that clings to her skin.

From downstairs comes the sound of ice clinking in glasses, of cupboards opening and closing, a reminder that Arthur is just below us, preparing refreshments while I stretch his wife's pussy around my cock. The knowledge adds an edge to Victoria's movements, making her wilder, more abandoned.

"He can hear us," she whispers against my lips, her voice thick with excitement. "These floors are thin. He knows exactly what you're doing to me."

I grab her hips harder, driving up into her with renewed force, determined to make her scream loud enough for Arthur to hear every detail. "Let him hear how his wife begs for a real man's cock," I growl, slapping her ass again, harder this time.

Victoria responds by sitting upright, placing her hands on my chest for leverage as she bounces on my cock with increasing frenzy. Her movements become less controlled, more desperate, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she chases her pleasure.

"I'm going to cum," she announces, her voice rising in both volume and pitch. "Going to cum all over this young cock while my husband makes us fucking tea!"

Her pussy clenches around me in rhythmic waves as her orgasm tears through her, her back arching sharply, head thrown back, a strangled cry escaping her throat. I keep thrusting through her climax, prolonging it, watching her face contort with pleasure, her perfect body trembling above mine.

The distant sound of a tray being set down reaches us, followed by Arthur clearing his throat from somewhere downstairs—a pathetic attempt to announce his presence without interrupting. Victoria's eyes fly open at the sound, dark with a mixture of satisfaction and wicked amusement.

"Hear that?" she whispers, still riding me slowly as aftershocks of pleasure ripple through her. "Tea's ready. But I'm nowhere near done with you yet."

I flip Victoria onto her back without warning, grabbing her legs and pushing them up and back until her knees are practically beside her ears. She's flexible for her age, her body folding easily into this vulnerable position that exposes every inch of her to me. Her diamonds catch the afternoon light as she gazes up at me, mascara slightly smudged from her earlier exertions, lips parted in anticipation. I position myself above her, my cock aligned with her still-pulsing entrance, and slam into her with enough force to make the headboard bang against the wall.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her eyes widening at the sudden, deep penetration. In this position, I can go deeper than before, hitting places inside her that probably haven't been touched in years, if ever. Her legs tremble over my shoulders as I establish a punishing rhythm, my hips driving forward with enough power to shift her body up the mattress with each thrust.

"This what you wanted?" I grunt, grabbing her throat with one hand, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. "To be folded in half and fucked like a cheap whore in your marriage bed?"

Her eyes roll back slightly as I tighten my grip on her throat, her pussy clenching around me in response. "Yes," she gasps, the word barely audible through my constricting fingers. "Harder. Use me."

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 grip on her throat tightens further as I lean in, putting more weight behind each thrust. Her face flushes darker, her lips parting as she struggles for air, but her eyes remain locked on mine—challenging, hungry, urging me on. I release her throat just enough to let her gasp a breath before spitting directly into her open mouth.

Instead of recoiling, Victoria moans and swallows, her tongue darting out to lick her lips as if savoring the taste. "Again," she demands, her voice hoarse from my chokehold.

I comply, gathering saliva and spitting more forcefully this time, watching it land on her tongue before she eagerly swallows again. The degradation clearly feeds her arousal, her pussy getting impossibly wetter around my pounding cock.

"You rich bitches are all the same," I taunt, slapping her face lightly, watching her pupils dilate with the shock and pleasure of it. "Married to weak men, desperate for someone to put you in your place. Just useless, decorative whores with your designer clothes and your diamonds."

"Yes," she hisses, turning her face into my palm as if seeking more contact. "Tell me what I am."

"A rich, useless whore," I growl, giving her another slap, harder this time. "Nothing but holes for real men to fuck while your husband serves us refreshments."

She laughs, the sound transforming into a moan as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "God, yes. I'm your whore. Use me. Ruin me."

I increase my pace, driving into her with brutal force now, the wet sounds of our connection filling the room along with our heavy breathing and the rhythmic slamming of the headboard against the wall. My balls slap against her ass with each thrust, adding to the obscene symphony of our fucking.

Victoria's hand snakes between our bodies, her fingers finding her clit and rubbing frantic circles as another orgasm builds inside her. I grab both her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand while the other returns to her throat, maintaining my relentless pace all the while.

"No," I command, squeezing her throat tighter. "You cum from my cock alone or not at all."

Her eyes widen, outrage and arousal warring in their depths. She's not used to being denied anything, especially not in her own bedroom, but the powerlessness clearly excites her on a primal level. Her pussy clenches tighter around me, her body responding to my dominance despite her momentary resistance.

I shift slightly, changing the angle to hit her G-spot more directly with each thrust. The change in position draws a sharp gasp from her lips, her back arching beneath me as pleasure overtakes indignation.

"That's it," I growl, feeling her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft. "Take it. Take every fucking inch."

My balls tighten as my own release approaches, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I chase the building pressure at the base of my spine. Victoria senses my impending orgasm, her legs locking around my shoulders to pull me deeper.

"Cum inside me," she demands, her voice breathy with her own approaching climax. "Fill me up. Make me feel it when I sit across from him at dinner."

The thought of marking her so completely, of my cum dripping from her throughout the evening while she makes polite conversation with her clueless husband, pushes me over the edge. My orgasm rips through me with explosive force, pleasure radiating outward from my core as I drive as deep as possible into her willing body.

"Fuck!" I grunt, my hips jerking with each hot spurt of cum. "Taking all of it. Every fucking drop."

Victoria's body convulses beneath me as her own orgasm crashes through her, triggered by the feeling of my release flooding her insides. Her pussy milks my cock in rhythmic waves, drawing out every last drop of cum as her back arches almost painfully off the mattress.

"Richard! Yes!" she cries out, loud enough that there's no chance Arthur doesn't hear her from downstairs. "God, yes!"

We collapse together in a tangle of sweaty limbs, my cock still buried inside her, both of us panting from exertion. The diamonds at her throat rise and fall with each breath, catching the light filtering through the gauzy curtains. I can feel my cum already leaking out around my softening shaft, staining the expensive Egyptian cotton sheets beneath us.

"Shit. You're a great fuck," I pant.

"And you've got a great cock," she replies.

"Tell your husband to clean you up. I'll be back for more later," I say with a wink. "Now why don't you be a good girl and lick my cock clean?"


Chapter 4

I return to Royal Oaks just as the afternoon sun begins its descent, casting long shadows across the immaculate tennis courts where a small crowd has gathered to watch a blonde in crisp whites demolishing some poor bastard who thought challenging her was a good idea. Serena Croft—former world champion, local legend, and from the looks of her toned body as she lunges for a backhand winner, a woman who hasn't let retirement soften her edges. I pause to watch, appreciating the athletic grace of her movements, the powerful thighs and perfect ass showcased by her short tennis skirt, the controlled aggression in each shot. The guy across the net looks like he's fighting for his life while she's barely breaking a sweat, finishing him off with an ace that cracks like a gunshot in the hushed silence.

My body still hums with satisfaction from the Victoria encounter—her husband's stammering goodbye as I "returned from my call" only adding to the triumph of fucking his wife in their marital bed. But watching Serena move awakens fresh hunger in me. There's something intoxicating about her raw athleticism, so different from the pampered softness of the other country club wives.

She catches me staring as she towels off at the sideline, her eyes locking onto mine with the predatory focus of someone used to sizing up opponents. Unlike the other women I've encountered here, there's no immediate surrender in her gaze—just calculation and a hint of challenge that makes my cock stir with interest.

"Enjoy the show?" she calls out, just loud enough for me to hear across the distance separating us. Her voice carries the slight huskiness of exertion, her blonde ponytail swinging as she tilts her head in question.

I close the distance between us, aware of the whispers that follow me across the court. Word of my exploits has clearly spread beyond Victoria and her immediate circle. Good.

"Impressive footwork," I reply, deliberately letting my eyes travel down her body before meeting her gaze again. "Though your opponent made it too easy for you."

A smile plays at the corners of her mouth, part amusement, part interest. "And you think you'd provide more of a challenge? You're Angelina's trainer, right? The one everyone's talking about?" She leans closer, dropping her voice. "Richard Long. Name seems appropriate, from what I hear."

The directness catches me off guard, but I recover quickly. "You shouldn't believe everything you hear," I tell her, matching her smirk with one of my own. "Some things need to be experienced firsthand to be fully appreciated."

Serena laughs, a genuine sound that crinkles the corners of her eyes. Up close, I can see she's older than I initially thought—early thirties, with fine lines that speak of years squinting in the sun on courts around the world. She wears them well, her face carrying the confident beauty of a woman who's earned every ounce of her success.

"Bold words from someone who hasn't proven himself on my court yet," she challenges, tossing me a spare racket that I catch one-handed. "Care to back them up?"

I spin the racket in my palm, testing its weight. It's been years since I played seriously, but my natural athleticism has always made me decent at most sports. Still, I have no illusions about beating a former pro, regardless of how long she's been retired.

"What's at stake?" I ask, already calculating how to lose convincingly enough to maintain my dignity while still ensuring she feels victorious.

Serena's eyes gleam with competitive fire. "Winner gets anything they want from the loser. Anything at all." The implication hangs heavy in the air between us, charged with possibility.

"Deal," I agree immediately. "Though you should know I haven't played since high school."

She shrugs, already moving toward the baseline. "I'll go easy on you. For the first few points, at least."

The small crowd that had been dispersing after her previous match lingers, intrigued by this new challenge. I strip off my polo shirt, aware of the appreciative murmurs as my muscled torso comes into view. Serena's eyes darken as she takes in my physique, her tongue darting out unconsciously to wet her lips.

"Your serve," she calls, bouncing lightly on the balls of her feet, racket at the ready.

The match that follows is more foreplay than competition. I'm good enough to make her work for her points, my power compensating somewhat for my lack of technique. Serena moves like liquid lightning across the court, every shot precisely placed, her body a finely tuned machine responding to instincts honed through thousands of hours of practice.

I win a few points, even manage to break her serve once, but we both know how this ends. The question is only how long I drag it out before surrendering to the inevitable. The physical exertion feels good after the day's earlier activities, sweat slicking my chest and back as I lunge for shots just beyond my reach.

Serena seems to enjoy the game as much as I do, her competitive focus gradually giving way to something more playful as she realizes I'm a decent enough opponent to make things interesting. She toys with me slightly, setting up shots that showcase her athletic form, bending low to reveal glimpses of her sports bra as her tennis dress gapes.

By the time we reach match point, we're both breathing hard, though for increasingly non-tennis-related reasons. The sexual tension crackles between us like static electricity, visible enough that the watching crowd exchanges knowing glances.

I serve hard to her backhand, a shot she's been returning with ease all match. This time, I deliberately telegraph my next move, shifting my weight too early, leaving the court open for her to whip a cross-court winner past me. Game, set, match.

"Not bad for a football player," Serena acknowledges, meeting me at the net for the customary handshake. Her palm is warm and slightly calloused against mine, her grip firm. "You lasted longer than most club members."

"Impressed?" I ask, holding onto her hand a beat longer than necessary.

"Enough to collect my prize immediately," she replies, her voice dropping to ensure only I can hear her next words. "Meet me at the private cabana behind the east courts. Five minutes."

She releases my hand and walks away without waiting for a response, her tennis skirt swaying hypnotically with each confident stride. The crowd disperses, most offering congratulations to Serena as she passes, a few slapping me sympathetically on the back for a good effort.

I take my time gathering my things, counting to three hundred in my head before making my way toward the east courts. The private cabanas are a perk reserved for top-tier members, tucked discreetly among lush landscaping to offer maximum privacy for changing, massage, or—as is clearly Serena's intention—activities of a more intimate nature.

The cabana she's chosen sits slightly apart from the others, screened by flowering bushes and tall palms that rustle gently in the late afternoon breeze. I push open the wooden door to find a luxurious space that feels more like a high-end hotel room than a changing facility—plush daybed covered in crisp white linens, private bathroom with glass-enclosed shower, mini fridge stocked with premium beverages, and sliding glass doors leading to a small private garden.

Serena stands by these doors, still in her tennis whites, a flute of champagne in her hand and another waiting on a side table. She's let her hair down from its ponytail, the blonde waves framing a face flushed with exertion and anticipation.

"I was beginning to think you'd changed your mind," she says, lifting her glass in a mock toast. "About paying your debt."

I close the door behind me, the soft click of the lock engaging like a starting pistol for what's about to unfold. "I always honor my wagers," I tell her, crossing the room to accept the offered champagne. "Though I'm curious what exactly you plan to claim as your prize."

Serena sets down her glass and closes the distance between us, her athletic body radiating heat as she presses against me. Unlike Victoria's calculated seduction or Angelina's eager submission, there's something refreshingly direct about her approach.

"I think you know exactly what I want," she murmurs, her hand sliding boldly to cup my growing erection through my shorts. "The question is whether you can deliver what all these country club wives have been whispering about."

I set my untouched champagne aside, grabbing her wrist and spinning her around so her back presses against my chest. My other hand finds her throat, tilting her head back against my shoulder as I speak directly into her ear.

"Why don't you find out for yourself?" I challenge, feeling her pulse quicken beneath my fingers. "Winner takes all, right?"

The tremor that runs through her body tells me everything I need to know about how this match is going to end—with another victory for me, regardless of what the tennis scoreboard says.

Serena pushes me backward until my legs hit the daybed, then gives me a firm shove that sends me falling onto the plush surface. There's no hesitation in her movements, no coy pretense or teasing buildup—just the direct, focused attack of a woman who approaches sex with the same intensity she brings to the tennis court. Before I can recover, she's on her knees between my legs, tugging my shorts and underwear down in one efficient motion, her eyes widening slightly as my cock springs free, already hard from our charged exchange.

"The rumors weren't exaggerated," she murmurs, wrapping her hand around my shaft, her palm slightly calloused from years gripping tennis rackets. The rough texture creates an exquisite friction as she strokes upward, drawing a hiss of pleasure from between my teeth. "This is going to be fun."

Without further preamble, she leans forward and takes me into her mouth—not tentatively or teasingly like the country club wives with their practiced fellatio, but with the confidence of an athlete tackling a physical challenge. She swallows nearly my entire length in one go, her throat relaxing to accommodate me as her nose brushes against my pelvis.

"Fuck," I grunt, unprepared for such an aggressive start. My hands find her hair, tangling in the blonde waves as she begins to bob her head with perfect rhythm.

Serena's technique is unlike anything I've experienced before—raw, athletic, almost competitive in its intensity. She uses her whole body, shoulders and back muscles flexing as she works, one hand gripping the base of my shaft while the other cups my balls with just the right pressure. There's something hypnotic about watching a world-class athlete apply her physical gifts to sex, the same focus that won her championships now directed entirely at my pleasure.

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. Serena's skillful mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

She pulls back momentarily, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock as she catches her breath. "I've always had an impressive gag reflex," she says with a wink before diving back down, taking me even deeper this time until I can feel the tight muscles of her throat constricting around my tip.

The wet, sloppy sounds of her enthusiastic blowjob fill the cabana, punctuated by her occasional moans and my increasingly ragged breathing. She doesn't just suck—she devours, her tongue swirling around my shaft, tracing the veins, flicking against the sensitive spot just below the head with precision that speaks of experience and natural talent.

When she comes up for air again, her lipstick is smeared, her face flushed with exertion and arousal. "I need this cock inside me," she declares, already standing to strip off her tennis dress in one fluid motion. Her sports bra follows, revealing perfect breasts smaller than Victoria's but firmer, with pink nipples already hard from excitement.

Serena keeps her tennis shoes on—a detail that's unexpectedly erotic—as she turns away from me and drops to all fours on the daybed, looking back over her shoulder with an expression that's pure challenge. "Show me what you've got, quarterback. I can take whatever you dish out."

I don't need to be told twice. I kneel behind her, taking a moment to appreciate the view—her athletic body poised and ready, toned back tapering to a narrow waist, perfectly rounded ass still slightly pink from exertion on the court. I run my hands over the firm muscles of her thighs and ass, feeling the strength built from countless hours of training.

"Not going to break me," she taunts, pushing back against my touch. "I'm not one of those fragile country club princesses."

I respond by delivering a sharp smack to her right ass cheek, the sound cracking through the room like a tennis ball against a racket. Serena's breath catches, but she doesn't cry out, doesn't flinch—just arches her back further, silently demanding more.

I position myself at her entrance, finding her already soaking wet, her arousal coating my tip as I press forward. With one firm thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, drawing a guttural moan from deep in her chest.

"Fuck, you're tight," I growl, gripping her hips to hold her steady as I begin to move. Despite her sexual aggression, her pussy clenches around me like a vise, hot and slick and perfect.

"And you're big," she counters, already pushing back to meet my thrusts, setting a demanding pace that matches the intensity of her earlier blowjob. "But I can take it. Give me more."

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The daybed creaks beneath us, 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 finds her ponytail, wrapping it around my fist and pulling back sharply, forcing her head up and her back to arch deeper. The position changes the angle of penetration, allowing me to hit spots inside her that draw a string of expletives from her lips.

"Fuck! Yes! Right there!" she gasps, her composed athlete's discipline fracturing under the assault of pleasure.

I maintain my grip on her hair with one hand while the other delivers another stinging slap to her ass, watching the flesh redden under my palm. Again and again I spank her, alternating cheeks, each impact drawing a sharp inhale from Serena that turns into a moan as the pain transforms to pleasure.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I taunt, leaning forward to speak directly into her ear without slowing my punishing pace. "The perfect tennis princess getting fucked like a whore in the club cabana."

"Yes," she hisses, turning her head to catch my mouth in a messy, aggressive kiss. "Harder. Mark me up. Make me feel it tomorrow when I'm giving lessons."

The request ignites something primal in me. I release her hair to grab both her ass cheeks, spreading them wider to watch my cock disappearing inside her with each thrust. The view is obscenely perfect—her toned body taking my length, her pussy stretching around my girth, her asshole clenching slightly with each impact.

I deliver another series of spanks, harder now, watching her skin bloom with red handprints that overlap and intensify. Serena takes each one with a athlete's endurance, her moans growing louder and more desperate as the pain mingles with the pleasure of my cock pounding into her.

"Fuck me harder," she demands, her voice raw with need. "I can take it. I'm not some delicate fucking flower."

I grab her shoulders, using them as leverage to drive into her with renewed force. The new grip allows me to pull her back onto my cock as I thrust forward, creating impacts of almost brutal intensity that shake the entire daybed. The cabana fills with the sounds of our coupling—wet, obscene slaps, the creaking of furniture, our mingled breathing and moans.

Serena braces herself against the headboard to withstand the force of my thrusts, her arm muscles flexing with the effort. There's something intoxicating about fucking a woman who can match me physically, whose body is as disciplined and honed as my own. Each thrust is met with equal force from her, creating a perfect counterpoint that intensifies the pleasure for both of us.

"Your pussy feels amazing," I tell her, watching sweat bead along her spine, tracing the defined muscles of her back. "So much tighter than those bored housewives."

She laughs, a sound that transforms into a moan as I hit particularly deep. "Different training regimen," she gasps, clenching her inner muscles deliberately around my shaft, drawing a groan from my lips. "Kegel exercises daily. I take my workouts seriously."

To demonstrate, she squeezes me again, milking my cock with internal muscles so strong I have to pause momentarily to avoid cumming too soon. The control she has over her body is remarkable, another testament to her years as a professional athlete.

I respond by yanking her ponytail again, harder this time, using it to pull her upright until her back presses against my chest. My free hand slides around to find her clit, circling it with firm pressure that has her trembling against me.

"Oh fuck," she moans, her head falling back against my shoulder as I continue to thrust upward into her. "Right there. Don't stop."

In this position, I can feel every quiver that runs through her athletic frame, can sense her approaching orgasm in the way her breathing changes, in the increased wetness around my cock. My fingers work her clit faster, matching the rhythm of my thrusts as I drive her toward the edge.

"Going to cum on this cock?" I growl into her ear, biting the lobe hard enough to draw another gasp from her lips. "Going to soak my balls with that tight pussy?"

"Yes," she hisses, her hand reaching back to grip my thigh, nails digging into my skin. "Don't you dare fucking stop."

I have no intention of stopping. I pound into her relentlessly, my hand working her clit with the same intensity, determined to make this champion athlete lose control completely. Her body grows tenser against mine, her pussy clenching tighter around my shaft as she approaches her peak.

When her orgasm hits, it's with the explosive power I'd expect from someone who's spent a lifetime pushing her body to its limits. Serena's back arches sharply, a cry tearing from her throat that echoes through the cabana. Her pussy convulses around me in rhythmic waves, squeezing my cock with surprising strength as pleasure crashes through her.

I don't slow down, continuing to thrust through her climax, prolonging it until she's trembling uncontrollably against me, sweat slicking both our bodies as we move together in perfect, primal sync.

I pull out abruptly, leaving Serena gasping at the sudden emptiness, her body still trembling from her recent orgasm. With one fluid motion, I flip her onto her back, grabbing her ankles and pushing them up toward her shoulders. She's surprisingly flexible, her athletic body folding easily as I position myself above her, her exposed pussy glistening with her arousal. Our eyes lock as I slam back inside her without warning, driving so deep she lets out a startled cry that's half pain, half pleasure. This new angle lets me hit spots inside her that make her eyes roll back, her fingers clutching desperately at the sheets as I establish a brutal rhythm.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her body jolting with each thrust. "So fucking deep!"

I press her ankles firmly against her shoulders, folding her nearly in half, using my weight to pin her in this vulnerable position. The control this gives me is intoxicating—her body completely open to me, nowhere to retreat from the relentless pounding of my cock.

"This what you wanted?" I growl, increasing my pace until the sound of our bodies colliding fills the cabana. "To get folded up and fucked like a cheap whore by the new guy at your precious club?"

"Yes," she hisses, her eyes flashing with a mixture of defiance and lust. "Give me everything. Don't hold back."

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The daybed grinds against the cabana 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 balls slap against her ass with each thrust, adding to the obscene symphony of our fucking. Sweat drips from my forehead onto her flushed chest, our bodies slick with exertion as we push each other to new limits. There's something uniquely satisfying about dominating a world-class athlete, about making someone so disciplined and controlled come apart beneath me.

"Talk dirty to me," Serena demands, her hands reaching up to grip my shoulders, nails digging into my skin. "Tell me what a fucking slut I am."

The request surprises me, but I quickly adapt, leaning down to speak directly into her ear without slowing my punishing pace. "You're a fucking tennis slut," I growl, biting her earlobe hard enough to make her gasp. "Pretending to be all professional and proper, but really just desperate to get your tight pussy stretched by a big cock."

"Yes," she moans, her inner walls clenching tighter around me in response to my words. "I'm a slut. Your slut."

"Bet you think about getting fucked during your matches," I continue, straightening up to watch her face as I drive into her. "Bet you get wet in your little tennis skirt, imagining some fan bending you over the net."

Her eyes darken with arousal, her teeth catching her lower lip as she nods. "Sometimes," she admits, the confession clearly exciting her further. "When I'm playing well, it makes me so fucking horny."

I grab her throat with one hand, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. Her pulse races beneath my palm, her eyes widening slightly at this new level of dominance.

"You're nothing but a set of holes to fuck," I tell her, tightening my grip slightly as I continue to pound into her. "A convenient pussy for me to use and forget."

Instead of being offended, Serena moans louder, her hand sliding between our bodies to rub her clit in fast, desperate circles. The degradation clearly feeds her arousal, her pussy getting impossibly wetter around my driving cock.

"Yes," she gasps through my choking grip. "Use me. Fucking use me."

I release her throat to slap her face—not hard enough to hurt, but with enough force to shock. Her eyes fly open, pupils dilating with the unexpected stimulation. Before she can react, I do it again, watching her pussy clench tighter around my shaft in response.

"Filthy fucking whore likes being slapped," I observe, delivering another stinging blow that turns her cheek pink. "What would your fans think if they saw you now? Their tennis princess getting face-fucked and loving it?"

"Don't care," she pants, pushing her face against my hand, seeking more. "Feels so good. Don't stop."

The combination of her tight pussy gripping my cock and the total surrender in her eyes pushes me closer to the edge. I can feel my release building at the base of my spine, balls tightening as pleasure coils tighter within me. But I'm not ready to finish just yet—not without leaving my mark on this champion in the most degrading way possible.

"I'm going to cum all over your pretty face," I tell her, watching her reaction carefully. "Going to make you kneel and take my load like the cum slut you are."

Serena's eyes darken with excitement, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in anticipation. "Do it," she urges, her voice thick with arousal. "Mark me. Make me yours."

That's all the permission I need. I pull out of her suddenly, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair and dragging her roughly off the daybed. She follows willingly, eagerly, dropping to her knees on the cabana floor as I stand before her, my cock glistening with her juices, rock-hard and throbbing with impending release.

"Open," I command, using my grip on her hair to position her face directly in front of my cock.

Serena parts her lips obediently, her eyes looking up at me with a mixture of submission and challenge that only makes me harder. I wrap my free hand around my shaft, stroking rapidly, aiming directly at her upturned face.

"Gonna paint that champion face with my cum," I growl, feeling the pressure building rapidly now, my orgasm just seconds away. "Show you what you're really good for."

"Yes," she whispers, her hands resting submissively on her thighs as she kneels before me. "Give it to me. All of it."

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

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

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

I pull out abruptly, leaving Serena gasping at the sudden emptiness, her body still trembling from her recent orgasm. With one fluid motion, I flip her onto her back, grabbing her ankles and pushing them up toward her shoulders. She's surprisingly flexible, her athletic body folding easily as I position myself above her, her exposed pussy glistening with her arousal. Our eyes lock as I slam back inside her without warning, driving so deep she lets out a startled cry that's half pain, half pleasure. This new angle lets me hit spots inside her that make her eyes roll back, her fingers clutching desperately at the sheets as I establish a brutal rhythm.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her body jolting with each thrust. "So fucking deep!"

I press her ankles firmly against her shoulders, folding her nearly in half, using my weight to pin her in this vulnerable position. The control this gives me is intoxicating—her body completely open to me, nowhere to retreat from the relentless pounding of my cock.

"This what you wanted?" I growl, increasing my pace until the sound of our bodies colliding fills the cabana. "To get folded up and fucked like a cheap whore by the new guy at your precious club?"

"Yes," she hisses, her eyes flashing with a mixture of defiance and lust. "Give me everything. Don't hold back."

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The daybed grinds against the cabana 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.
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"Talk dirty to me," Serena demands, her hands reaching up to grip my shoulders, nails digging into my skin. "Tell me what a fucking slut I am."

The request surprises me, but I quickly adapt, leaning down to speak directly into her ear without slowing my punishing pace. "You're a fucking tennis slut," I growl, biting her earlobe hard enough to make her gasp. "Pretending to be all professional and proper, but really just desperate to get your tight pussy stretched by a big cock."

"Yes," she moans, her inner walls clenching tighter around me in response to my words. "I'm a slut. Your slut."

"Bet you think about getting fucked during your matches," I continue, straightening up to watch her face as I drive into her. "Bet you get wet in your little tennis skirt, imagining some fan bending you over the net."

Her eyes darken with arousal, her teeth catching her lower lip as she nods. "Sometimes," she admits, the confession clearly exciting her further. "When I'm playing well, it makes me so fucking horny."

I grab her throat with one hand, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. Her pulse races beneath my palm, her eyes widening slightly at this new level of dominance.

"You're nothing but a set of holes to fuck," I tell her, tightening my grip slightly as I continue to pound into her. "A convenient pussy for me to use and forget."

Instead of being offended, Serena moans louder, her hand sliding between our bodies to rub her clit in fast, desperate circles. The degradation clearly feeds her arousal, her pussy getting impossibly wetter around my driving cock.

"Yes," she gasps through my choking grip. "Use me. Fucking use me."

I release her throat to slap her face—not hard enough to hurt, but with enough force to shock. Her eyes fly open, pupils dilating with the unexpected stimulation. Before she can react, I do it again, watching her pussy clench tighter around my shaft in response.

"Filthy fucking whore likes being slapped," I observe, delivering another stinging blow that turns her cheek pink. "What would your fans think if they saw you now? Their tennis princess getting face-fucked and loving it?"

"Don't care," she pants, pushing her face against my hand, seeking more. "Feels so good. Don't stop."

The combination of her tight pussy gripping my cock and the total surrender in her eyes pushes me closer to the edge. I can feel my release building at the base of my spine, balls tightening as pleasure coils tighter within me. But I'm not ready to finish just yet—not without leaving my mark on this champion in the most degrading way possible.

"I'm going to cum all over your pretty face," I tell her, watching her reaction carefully. "Going to make you kneel and take my load like the cum slut you are."

Serena's eyes darken with excitement, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in anticipation. "Do it," she urges, her voice thick with arousal. "Mark me. Make me yours."

That's all the permission I need. I pull out of her suddenly, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair and dragging her roughly off the daybed. She follows willingly, eagerly, dropping to her knees on the cabana floor as I stand before her, my cock glistening with her juices, rock-hard and throbbing with impending release.

"Open," I command, using my grip on her hair to position her face directly in front of my cock.

Serena parts her lips obediently, her eyes looking up at me with a mixture of submission and challenge that only makes me harder. I wrap my free hand around my shaft, stroking rapidly, aiming directly at her upturned face.

"Gonna paint that champion face with my cum," I growl, feeling the pressure building rapidly now, my orgasm just seconds away. "Show you what you're really good for."

"Yes," she whispers, her hands resting submissively on her thighs as she kneels before me. "Give it to me. All of it."

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

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

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

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

Just as I'm squeezing the last drops from my cock onto her eager tongue, the cabana door flies open without warning. Framed in the doorway stands a tall, broad-shouldered man in pressed khakis and a pastel polo—the perfect preppy country club boyfriend, his face transitioning from expectant smile to shocked horror as he takes in the scene before him.

"Serena? What the fuck?!" His voice cracks on the last word, his eyes widening as they move from her cum-covered face to my still-hard cock in my hand.

"Hey, Brock," Serena casually says as she strokes my cock.

Brock, I assume—the boyfriend Serena never mentioned during our match or the intense fucking that followed. He stands frozen, knuckles white around the door handle, unable to process what he's seeing. His perfect girlfriend, the tennis champion he probably brags about to his friends, kneeling naked on the floor with another man's cum dripping down her face.

The moment stretches between us, heavy with potential violence or retreat. Serena remains silent, caught literally with cum on her face, making no move to explain or apologize. The power in this moment rests entirely with me, and I decide to wield it with maximum impact.

I look directly at Brock, maintaining eye contact as I deliberately milk the final drops of cum onto Serena's upturned face. A smirk forms on my lips as I watch his expression crumble further with each passing second.

"Just giving your girl the protein she needs to stay a champion," I drawl, tucking myself back into my shorts with casual indifference. "She was thirsty."

Brock's mouth opens and closes like a fish gasping for air, no words emerging from his shock-paralyzed throat. His eyes dart between us, perhaps hoping for some explanation that could make this less devastating—a practical joke, a nightmare, anything but the reality of his girlfriend eagerly accepting another man's load on her face.

I give Serena's ass a final, hard slap that echoes through the tense silence, the red handprint blooming instantly on her tanned skin. She gasps but doesn't protest, doesn't even look back at her boyfriend as I gather my remaining clothes.

"Good match," I tell her, pulling on my shirt with unhurried movements. "We should play again sometime."

I saunter toward the door where Brock still stands immobile, stepping around him with the confidence of a man who knows he's completely dominant in this moment. As I pass, I give his shoulder a condescending pat, leaning in close enough that only he can hear my parting words.

"Maybe next time you can watch from the beginning. She really loves an audience."

I walk out into the fading afternoon sun, leaving behind the tableau of domestic destruction—the successful boyfriend staring at his cum-covered, thoroughly fucked girlfriend in stunned silence. Neither of them speaks as I close the door behind me, but I don't need to hear their conversation to know that nothing between them will ever be the same.

Another conquest complete, another perfect life disrupted by my presence. As I stroll back toward the main clubhouse, I'm already mentally cataloging the other potential targets in this playground of privilege. Eleanor is next, I decide. The club owner's wife with her private gym and knowing eyes.

Royal Oaks Country Club has no idea what's hit it yet—but they're about to find out, one ruined marriage and relationship at a time.


Chapter 5

I sprawl across the king-sized bed in my guest suite, still riding the high from my earlier conquests at Royal Oaks. The memory of Serena kneeling before me, face covered in my cum as her boyfriend stood frozen in the doorway, brings a satisfied smirk to my lips. Two country club wives and a tennis champion in one day—not bad for my first visit. But as I've learned time and again, when you're young, hung, and shameless like me, the night is never truly over until you decide it is.

The suite Jack arranged for me is ridiculous—all marble and gold fixtures, with a balcony overlooking the immaculate golf course now shrouded in darkness. I'm only wearing a towel, my skin still damp from the shower I took to wash off the scent of Serena's perfume. The air conditioning raises goosebumps across my chest as I flip through channels on the massive flat-screen, bored already with my temporary solitude.

A soft knock at the door interrupts my channel surfing. I consider ignoring it—if it's Jack with more club gossip or tour suggestions, I might have to actually strangle the clueless bastard. But something tells me this visitor might be more interesting than basic cable.

"Coming," I call out, not bothering to tighten my towel as I cross the room. When I swing the door open, my instinct proves correct.

Eleanor Blackwood stands in my doorway, transformed from the poised club owner's wife I met earlier into something far more predatory. Her auburn hair falls in loose waves around her shoulders, and her simple black dress clings to curves that defy her age. Diamonds glitter at her throat and wrists, catching the light from my suite as her eyes travel deliberately down my barely covered body.

"I thought you might be lonely," she says, her voice like aged whiskey poured over ice. Without waiting for an invitation, she steps forward, forcing me to back up as she enters and closes the door behind her. The click of the lock engaging feels like the starting pistol for whatever game we're about to play.

"I was just thinking the same thing," I reply, making no move to adjust my slipping towel. "Though I'm surprised the owner's wife makes house calls."

Eleanor laughs, the sound rich and confident. "My husband owns the property." She steps closer, her perfume—something expensive and subtle—filling my nostrils. "I own everything else."

Without warning, she places her palm flat against my chest and pushes. I could resist easily—she's strong for a woman her age, but I outweigh her by at least fifty pounds of solid muscle. Instead, I allow myself to fall backward onto the bed, curious to see where this display of dominance leads.

I don't have to wait long. Eleanor stands at the foot of the bed, her eyes never leaving mine as she reaches behind her back to unzip her dress. It slithers down her body like black water, pooling at her feet to reveal she's wearing absolutely nothing underneath. Her body is a testament to rigorous maintenance—toned without being hard, curvy without being soft. The diamonds remain her only covering, glittering against her flushed skin.

"I've been thinking about you all day," she says, climbing onto the bed with feline grace. Instead of straddling me as I expect, she positions herself with her head hanging off the edge of the mattress, looking at me upside down. "Fuck my mouth," she commands, her voice leaving no room for negotiation.

My cock responds instantly, hardening beneath the loosened towel. I stand, letting the terry cloth fall away as I move to position myself at the edge of the bed. Eleanor's eyes widen slightly at the sight of me fully erect—another rich bitch underestimating what a teenager is packing.

"You sure about this?" I ask, not out of concern but to make her say it again, to hear her beg for what I'm about to give her.

"I said fuck my mouth," she repeats, opening wide and extending her tongue in invitation. "Don't hold back. I want to feel you in my throat."

I grab my shaft with one hand, guiding it to her waiting lips. The position is perfect—her head hanging upside down creates a straight shot down her throat, no awkward angles to navigate. I tease her at first, rubbing my cockhead against her lips, watching them glisten with the precum that's already beading at my tip.

"Take it," I growl, pushing forward without further warning. The head of my cock slides past her lips, immediately encountering the wet heat of her mouth. I don't stop, don't give her time to adjust, just keep pushing forward until I feel the tight resistance of her throat.

Eleanor gags slightly, her body tensing, but her hands come up to grip my thighs, pulling me closer rather than pushing me away. The message is clear—she wants this, wants to be used as nothing more than a warm hole for my pleasure.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. My cock disappears into her mouth, sliding down her throat as she gags and chokes around my thickness. Her throat constricts around me, creating exquisite pressure that has me seeing stars. Saliva pools at the corners of her mouth, running down her face and into her hair as I establish a brutal rhythm.

"Fuck, your throat feels amazing," I grunt, gripping her head with both hands now to hold her steady as I thrust. My balls slap against her nose and forehead with each forward movement, adding another level of degradation to the act. "This what you came here for? To get your throat fucked by a teenager?"

Eleanor can't respond verbally, but her hands squeeze my thighs harder, encouraging me to continue. Her eyes water from the repeated intrusion into her throat, mascara beginning to run in black streaks down her temples. The sight only fuels my aggression, my thrusts becoming harder, deeper, more punishing.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my thighs tightly, her fingers wrapping around my muscles with surprising strength as I stroke in and out of her throat, making my breath catch with each tight constriction. Eleanor's skillful mouth works its magic on me, her tongue pressing against the underside of my cock when I withdraw enough to allow it, sending waves of pleasure up my spine.

"Such a good little cocksucker," I taunt, watching her face grow redder from the combination of blood rushing to her head and oxygen deprivation. "The club owner's wife, letting a fucking high school quarterback use her throat like a pussy."

I pull out completely, giving her a moment to gasp for air. Thick strings of saliva connect my cock to her swollen lips, her chest heaving as she draws deep breaths. Before she can fully recover, I plunge back in, groaning as I feel her throat expand to accommodate my girth.

"More," she manages to gasp during a brief respite. "Harder. Use me."

Her words ignite something primal in me—the urge to conquer, to mark, to own this powerful woman who's chosen to submit to me. I grab her breasts roughly, pinching her nipples between my fingers as I continue to fuck her face with brutal intensity. Her moans vibrate around my shaft, adding another layer of sensation that brings me dangerously close to the edge.

Not yet. Not until I've claimed every hole she's offering.

I withdraw from her mouth suddenly, leaving her gasping and disoriented. With one fluid motion, I flip her over onto her back, grabbing her legs and pushing them up toward her chest. The position exposes her completely to me—her pussy already glistening with arousal, her entrance swollen and ready.

"Please," she whispers, her voice hoarse from the throat-fucking I just gave her. "I need to feel you inside me."

I position myself at her entrance, my cock slick with her saliva. Without preamble, I slam into her, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful thrust that has her crying out in a mixture of pain and pleasure.

"This what you wanted?" I growl, establishing an immediate, punishing rhythm. "To get fucked by the boy who's been plowing through the club's wives one by one?"

"Yes," she hisses, her back arching as I hit spots inside her that probably haven't been touched in years. "Don't stop. Don't you dare fucking stop."

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. This country club is turning out to be a paradise of neglected wives and MILFs, all of them craving the kind of hard fucking their husbands stopped giving them years ago—if they ever could at all.

"Harder," Eleanor gasps, her nails raking down my back hard enough to leave marks. "Fuck me harder. Make me feel it tomorrow."

I grab her throat with one hand, applying pressure to the sides rather than the front, restricting blood flow instead of air. Her eyes widen in surprise before darkening with arousal, her pupils dilating as I tighten my grip. Her pussy clenches around my cock in response, growing impossibly wetter as I establish dominance over her.

"This what the owner's wife needs?" I taunt, increasing the pressure on her throat as I drive into her with renewed force. "To be choked and fucked by someone young enough to be her son?"

Eleanor's mouth opens in a silent gasp, her ability to respond verbally temporarily suspended by my grip on her throat. Instead, she answers with her body, wrapping her legs tighter around my waist, pulling me deeper with each thrust. Her hands don't try to loosen my hold—they grip my wrist as if to guide me, to encourage me to squeeze harder.

I comply, tightening my grip until I can feel her pulse racing beneath my palm. Her face flushes darker, her eyes beginning to roll back slightly as oxygen becomes limited. Far from being concerned, I'm intoxicated by the power, by the trust this powerful woman is placing in me to take her right to the edge.

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

I release the pressure momentarily, allowing her to draw a desperate breath. Her chest heaves, her diamond necklace catching the light as it rises and falls with her rapid breathing.

"Yes," she gasps, her voice raw. "God, yes. Don't stop."

I tighten my grip again, watching her expression change as the lightheadedness returns, that unique mixture of fear and arousal that comes from controlled breath play. My other hand finds her clit, rubbing hard, fast circles that have her body tensing beneath me, her approaching orgasm evident in the way her movements become less coordinated, more frantic.

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

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

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

"Where do you want it?" I grunt, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I chase my pleasure. "Where should I cum?"

"Inside," Eleanor gasps, her voice hoarse from the choking, her eyes wild with lingering pleasure. "Fill me up. I want to feel you dripping out of me for days."

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

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

Eleanor moans beneath me, her hands moving to my ass, pulling me deeper as if trying to get my cum as far inside her as possible. The diamonds at her throat glitter with each panting breath, a reminder of the wealth and status of the woman I'm currently filling with my teenage seed.

I've just finished the last few pulses of my orgasm when the door to the suite swings open without warning. Neither of us had heard the knock—or maybe there wasn't one. I look up, still buried inside Eleanor, to see Serena Croft standing frozen in the doorway, her expression transforming from eager anticipation to shocked horror in the span of a heartbeat.

Her eyes dart between my face and the woman beneath me, recognition dawning slowly, then all at once. The color drains from her face, her mouth dropping open in stunned disbelief.

"Mom?" she whispers, the single word hanging in the air like a bomb waiting to detonate.

Mom? The word hits me like a physical blow, immediately followed by a surge of perverse excitement that has my cock hardening again despite having just cum. Eleanor—Serena's mother. The club owner's wife is the mother of the tennis champion I fucked and degraded just hours ago in the cabana.

Eleanor's body tenses beneath me, her eyes flying open at the sound of her daughter's voice. She makes a futile attempt to cover herself, to push me off, but it's far too late—the tableau is unmistakable. Me, still inside her, cum already leaking from where we're joined, her body marked with handprints and the beginnings of bruises from our rough encounter.

"Serena," she gasps, struggling to find words to explain the unexplainable. "I... this isn't..."

But there's no explanation that could soften this blow. The evidence is literally dripping down her thighs as I withdraw, my softening cock slipping free with a wet sound that seems obscenely loud in the shocked silence.

I make no attempt to cover myself, instead turning fully toward Serena with a growing smirk on my face. "Seems I've been keeping it in the family," I drawl, my cock still glistening with the mixture of Eleanor's arousal and my cum. "Like mother, like daughter."

The twin looks of mortification on their faces only feeds my sense of power, my conquest now complete on a level I hadn't even imagined possible. In the span of a single day, I've fucked a champion tennis player and her mother, the wife of the man who owns this entire playground of wealth and privilege.

"You... and her... but we..." Serena struggles to form a coherent sentence, her eyes wide with the horrific realization. "Earlier today, in the cabana..."

"Your mother gives better head," I inform her casually, enjoying the flinch this draws from both women. "But you've got a tighter pussy. Must be all that tennis training."

Eleanor has managed to pull the sheet over her nakedness, but the damage is done. She looks between her daughter and me with growing comprehension of the full extent of what's happened.

"Serena, you didn't," she whispers, though the truth is written plainly on all our faces.

"Oh, she did," I confirm, stretching languidly, letting them both get a good look at my body, at the cock that's been inside both of them today. "Quite enthusiastically, in fact. Right before her boyfriend walked in on us."

The revelation about Brock draws a fresh gasp of horror from Eleanor, while Serena looks like she might actually be sick. The power I feel in this moment is intoxicating—mother and daughter, both conquered, both humiliated, both irrevocably changed by their encounters with me.

"Family bonding," I suggest with a wicked grin, my cock already hardening again at the possibilities this new dynamic presents. "It's what country clubs are all about, right?"


Chapter 6

Jack's dining room has been transformed into something out of a bad casino movie—green felt covering the table, stacks of chips arranged in neat piles, bottles of expensive liquor lining the sideboard. It's trying so hard to be Vegas that I almost laugh, especially knowing I've experienced the real thing with Angelina just weeks ago. The players gathered around the table are exactly what I'd expect from Royal Oaks—rich, bored couples looking for a thrill that doesn't involve admitting their marriages are dead. Arthur sits beside Victoria, his shoulders hunched as if perpetually expecting a blow, while she radiates predatory energy that intensifies when she catches my eye. But it's the third couple that captures my attention—Mark, a loud investment banker with slicked-back hair and a Rolex that probably weighs more than his personality, and his wife Chloe, a quiet brunette whose tight black dress and downcast eyes scream "trophy wife with untapped potential."

"Richard! Glad you could join us," Jack calls out, oblivious as always to the undercurrents surging through the room. Victoria's hand discreetly adjusts her neckline to show more cleavage, while Arthur stares fixedly at his chips as if they might offer escape from this life he's trapped in. "Everyone, this is Richard Long, Angelina's personal trainer. I've invited him to join our game."

Angelina squeezes my arm possessively as I take the empty seat across from Chloe. I catch the brunette's eye for a split second before she looks away, a faint blush coloring her cheeks. Interesting. Unlike Victoria's brazen sexuality or Eleanor's confident seduction, Chloe radiates vulnerability and hesitation—a challenge of a different sort.

"Hope you brought your wallet, kid," Mark booms, his voice unnecessarily loud in the intimate setting. "I eat rookies for breakfast in this game." He drapes his arm around Chloe's shoulders, a gesture more about marking territory than affection. She tenses slightly beneath his touch, another telling sign.

"I'm a quick study," I reply, accepting the chips Jack slides toward me. "And I've got good instincts about when to hold and when to fold." I direct this last comment at Chloe, watching her fidget with her wedding ring, twisting it nervously around her finger.

The game progresses predictably—Jack plays cautiously, Angelina bluffs too often, Victoria uses her cleavage as a distraction tactic, and Arthur folds at the first sign of conflict. Mark proves to be exactly the type of aggressive, overconfident player I expected, raising extravagantly with mediocre hands and gloating excessively over minor wins.

But it's Chloe who interests me most. She plays with surprising skill, her quiet demeanor masking a sharp mind that calculates odds and reads tells with practiced ease. When she wins a hand—which is more often than her husband—she does so without fanfare, simply collecting her chips with delicate fingers adorned by a single diamond that must have cost more than a year at an Ivy League school.

"Another drink, sweetheart?" Mark asks her during a break between hands, not waiting for her answer before filling her glass with scotch she clearly doesn't want. "Maybe it'll help you focus better. You're making rookie mistakes tonight."

Her eyes flicker up, meeting mine briefly over the rim of her glass. I see it then—the simmering resentment, the quiet rage of a brilliant woman whose light is deliberately dimmed by the man beside her. It's a look I've seen before in women like Victoria and Angelina, but with Chloe, it's not yet hardened into the calculated manipulation they've mastered. Hers is still raw, unrefined potential for rebellion.

Jack deals the next hand, and I find myself with a pair of kings—not bad, but not the sure thing Mark seems to think his hand is, judging by his aggressive betting. I call, watching Chloe do the same, her eyes carefully neutral as the flop reveals a king, giving me three of a kind.

"Raise," I announce, pushing forward a stack of chips. As I do, I "accidentally" knock a card off the table. "Sorry about that," I mutter, ducking down to retrieve it.

Under the table, my view is exactly what I'd hoped for—Chloe's crossed legs, her dress having ridden up to reveal smooth thighs encased in sheer black stockings. Instead of immediately grabbing the card, I let my hand brush against her ankle, then slide slowly upward along her calf. I feel her stiffen in surprise, but she doesn't pull away or call me out.

I linger for another moment, my fingers tracing small circles just above her knee before I finally retrieve the card and straighten up. When I meet her gaze across the table, her cheeks are flushed, her breathing slightly faster. She takes a larger sip of her scotch than before, her eyes never leaving mine as she swallows.

The hand plays out with me taking the pot, much to Mark's vocal displeasure. As I stack my winnings, I deliberately brush my foot against Chloe's under the table. This time, after a moment's hesitation, she presses back ever so slightly—a response, an acknowledgment, perhaps even an invitation.

For the next few hands, we engage in a silent dance beneath the green felt. My foot against her ankle, her knee momentarily pressing against mine, my hand "accidentally" touching hers when we both reach for chips. Each contact brief, deniable, but building toward something inevitable.

"Excuse me," Chloe finally says during a pause between hands, her voice soft but steady. "I need to use the restroom." She rises gracefully, smoothing her dress down over her hips in a gesture that seems more for my benefit than anyone else's.

"Don't take forever like last time," Mark calls after her, not bothering to look up from his phone where he's checking stock prices. "We're in the middle of a game here."

I count to thirty in my head, watching Mark become increasingly absorbed in whatever financial news has captured his attention. Victoria catches my eye across the table, one perfectly sculpted eyebrow raising knowingly. She's seen this play before—probably executed it herself numerous times.

"I could use a refill," I announce to no one in particular, grabbing my nearly full glass and standing. "Back in a minute."

No one questions me as I slip away from the table, following the path Chloe took moments earlier. The hallway leading to the guest bathroom is dimly lit, branching off into several darker corridors that lead to other parts of the house. I hear a soft sound from one of these—not the bathroom door, but the faint rustle of fabric from a shadowy alcove to my right.

She's waiting for me, her back pressed against the wall, arms wrapped around herself as if physically holding back her desires. When she sees me, her eyes widen with a mixture of relief and panic.

"We shouldn't be doing this," she whispers as I close the distance between us, her body language contradicting her words as she uncrosses her arms, opening herself to me. "I've never... I don't do things like this."

I don't respond with words. Instead, I place my hands on the wall on either side of her head, caging her in without actually touching her. I can feel the heat radiating from her body, smell the expensive perfume that clings to her skin, see the rapid pulse at the base of her throat.

"Tell me to leave," I challenge, my voice low, my face inches from hers. "Tell me you don't want this."

Her eyes search mine, looking for something—permission, absolution, or simply the confirmation that this isn't a game, that she's not being set up for humiliation. Whatever she finds there makes her decision for her. With a small sound that's half surrender and half relief, she surges forward, her mouth finding mine in a desperate, hungry kiss.

As her skilled lips work their magic on my mouth, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Chloe's irresistible body, as they find their way to the curves of her hips, pulling her against me. I give her waist a squeeze, feeling her muscles tense beneath my fingertips. Our tongues tangle together in a passionate dance, fueled by our insatiable lust.

"I've never done this," she whispers against my lips, even as her hands are already working at my belt buckle with surprising dexterity. "Never cheated, never wanted to before..."

"But you want to now," I finish for her, my fingers tangling in her perfectly styled hair, destroying what probably took hours to create. "You want me to fuck you right here, while your husband sits twenty feet away counting his chips."

She shudders at my words, her hands momentarily stilling. "Yes," she admits, the confession seeming to unlock something within her. "God help me, yes."

I don't waste another second on words. With one fluid motion, I hike Chloe's tight dress up around her waist, revealing a black lace thong that probably cost more than my entire outfit. Instead of carefully sliding it down her legs, I grab the delicate fabric and tear it away with a sharp tug, the sound of ripping lace punctuating her startled gasp. Her eyes widen at the aggression, but the fear is quickly replaced by a deeper hunger as I lift her leg, hooking it over my hip to open her to me.

"Oh my god," she whispers, her voice trembling as I free my cock from my pants, already rock hard and ready. I rub the head against her entrance, finding her impossibly wet despite—or perhaps because of—the taboo nature of what we're doing. "We shouldn't—"

I cut off her token protest by sliding two fingers inside her, curling them to find that spot that makes her back arch against the wall. "Your pussy disagrees," I growl, feeling her clench around my exploring digits. "You're soaking wet for me."

Her only response is a whimper as I withdraw my fingers and position my cockhead at her entrance. I pause there, just for a moment, letting the anticipation build, letting her feel the heat and hardness of what's about to claim her. Her eyes lock with mine, silently pleading, her bottom lip caught between her teeth in a gesture that's both innocent and unbearably erotic.

"Tell me you want it," I demand, needing to hear her say it, needing her complicity in her own corruption.

"I want it," she breathes without hesitation, her hands gripping my shoulders, nails digging in through my shirt. "Please, Richard. Please fuck me."

That's all I need. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her to the hilt, her tight heat enveloping me so completely I have to grit my teeth to keep from groaning too loudly. Chloe isn't as controlled—a sharp cry escapes her lips before she can muffle it with her hand, her eyes wide with the shock of being so suddenly, completely filled.

"Fuck, you're tight," I grunt, holding still for a moment to let her adjust. "When was the last time someone actually fucked you properly?"

"Never," she admits, her internal muscles clenching around me as she shifts her hips, seeking more. "Not like this. Never like this."

The confession feeds the fire building inside me. I withdraw almost completely before slamming back in, setting a rhythm that's immediately punishing. Her back hits the wall with each thrust, the solid thud providing a bass note to the symphony of our coupling—the wet sounds of my cock driving into her, the muffled moans she tries to contain, my own heavy breathing as I lose myself in her willing body.

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

Chloe's hands are everywhere—clutching my shoulders, tangling in my hair, sliding under my shirt to feel the muscles of my back flexing with each thrust. There's a frenzied quality to her exploration, as if she's trying to memorize every sensation, to imprint this forbidden encounter onto her body in ways that will linger long after we return to the poker table.

"Oh god, oh god," she chants under her breath, her voice pitched low despite the growing pleasure I can see building in her expression. "I can't believe we're doing this. I can't believe I'm letting you—"

"Letting me fuck you against the wall while your husband sits playing cards?" I finish for her, deliberately using the crude language to heighten her arousal. "Letting me stretch this tight pussy with my cock? Letting me do what he obviously can't?"

Her pussy clenches around me at my words, confirmation that the degradation, the forbidden nature of our coupling, only intensifies her pleasure. I lift her other leg, using my strength to hold her suspended against the wall, impaled on my cock, completely at my mercy. In this position, I can go deeper, hitting spots inside her that draw a string of muffled expletives from her lips.

"Fuck, you feel amazing," I grunt, driving into her with increasing force. "So much better than I imagined when I saw you at the table."

"You were thinking about this?" she gasps, her head falling back against the wall, exposing the elegant line of her throat. "About fucking me?"

"From the moment I saw you," I confirm, leaning forward to bite gently at her exposed neck, careful not to leave marks that would betray us. "About bending you over the poker table and fucking you in front of everyone. About making you scream my name while your husband watches."

The fantasy pushes her closer to the edge, her breathing becoming more erratic, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft in the telltale precursor to orgasm. I can feel my own release building, pressure coiling at the base of my spine, but I'm determined to make her come first, to ensure this first infidelity is memorable enough to guarantee repeat performances.

"Chloe?" Mark's voice suddenly echoes down the hallway, freezing us both mid-thrust. "You okay in there?"

Her eyes fly open, panic replacing pleasure for a split second before I cover her mouth with my hand, muffling any response she might have made. Instead of stopping, I continue to thrust into her, harder now, more deliberately, each movement calculated to push her toward the edge despite—or perhaps because of—the danger of discovery.

"I'm timing you," Mark's voice calls again, closer now. "If you're not back at the table in two minutes, I'm starting the next hand without you."

The threat is so mundanely domestic, so completely disconnected from the reality of his wife being fucked against a wall twenty feet away, that I have to bite back a laugh. Chloe's eyes remain wide above my restraining hand, but I can feel her pussy getting wetter, clenching tighter around my cock as the risk of being caught heightens her arousal.

I lean in close, my lips brushing her ear. "He has no idea his perfect wife is getting railed by a teenager right now," I whisper. "That she's about to cum all over my cock while he calls for her like a lost puppy."

A muffled moan vibrates against my palm as her body responds to the degradation, to the forbidden thrill of what we're doing. I feel her begin to tense, her thighs trembling around my waist as her orgasm approaches. My hand remains firmly over her mouth, allowing her only the smallest sounds of pleasure as I drive her relentlessly toward the edge.

"Cum for me," I command, my voice low but intense. "Cum on this cock while your husband is looking for you."

Her body obeys instantly, convulsing around me as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her eyes roll back, her nails digging painfully into my shoulders as she rides out an orgasm that seems to take her by surprise with its intensity. The rhythmic clenching of her pussy around my shaft pushes me dangerously close to my own release.

"Whatever," Mark's voice again, now retreating, accompanied by the sound of footsteps heading back toward the dining room. "Your loss."

The moment his footsteps fade, I remove my hand from Chloe's mouth, replacing it with my lips in a bruising kiss that swallows her gasps as I increase my pace, chasing my own pleasure now. Her body is pliant in my hands, still trembling with aftershocks as I pound into her with renewed force.

"Going to cum inside you," I grunt against her lips, not asking permission, simply informing her of what's about to happen. "Going to fill this married pussy."

"Yes," she hisses, surprising me with her eagerness. "Do it. Cum inside me. I want to feel it."

Her words trigger my release, pleasure exploding outward from my core as I drive as deep as possible, emptying myself into her welcoming heat. Each pulse of my cock draws a small gasp from her, her oversensitive body registering every throb, every spurt of cum painting her insides.

"Fuck," I groan, my hips jerking with the final spasms of orgasm. "Taking it so well. Taking every fucking drop."

For several moments we remain locked together, both breathing heavily, her legs still wrapped around my waist, my cock still buried inside her. Reality begins to seep back in slowly—the sounds of distant conversation from the dining room, the ticking of a grandfather clock somewhere down the hall, the knowledge that we need to return to the game before our absence becomes too conspicuous.

Reluctantly, I lower her legs to the ground, steadying her as she finds her balance on shaky limbs. My cock slips free of her body, immediately followed by a trickle of cum running down her inner thigh. The sight is obscenely satisfying—physical evidence of my claiming her, marking her as mine despite the wedding ring that gleams on her finger.

"My underwear," she whispers, suddenly remembering the torn thong. Her eyes dart to the scrap of black lace on the floor, panic returning as she realizes she'll have to return to the table bare beneath her dress.

I pick up the ruined garment, tucking it into my pocket instead of returning it to her. "A souvenir," I tell her with a smirk. "And a reminder of what's waiting for you later, if you want more."

Chloe looks torn between outrage and arousal at my presumption, but as she smooths her dress back down, I can see in her eyes that she's already anticipating our next encounter. The perfect society wife has tasted forbidden fruit, and there's no going back.


Chapter 7

The Royal Oaks annual summer gala is exactly the kind of over-the-top display of wealth you'd expect from people with too much money and too little imagination—ice sculptures dripping into champagne fountains, seafood towers that could feed a small village, and enough floral arrangements to deplete a small country's resources. I watch it all with amused detachment from the edge of the ballroom, sipping eighteen-year-old scotch while mentally cataloging my conquests. Victoria catches my eye from across the dance floor where she's pretending to listen to some gray-haired board member, her hand subtly adjusting the neckline of her crimson gown to give me a better view. Eleanor, elegant in midnight blue, stands near the string quartet, her composure perfect except for the slight flush that colors her cheeks when our gazes meet. And then there's Angelina, moving through the crowd on Jack's arm, playing the perfect wife while the memory of my cock in her throat this morning is still fresh for both of us. Three of Royal Oaks' most prominent wives, all mine for the taking—and tonight, I plan to take them all at once.

The presidential suite at the top of the club's hotel tower has been reserved for "VIP refreshment"—a euphemism that makes me smirk as I slide the keycard into the lock. Victoria arranged it, using her considerable influence to ensure we'd have the space to ourselves. The room is ridiculous—all gold fixtures and marble surfaces, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the golf course illuminated by strategically placed spotlights. A massive bed dominates one wall, while plush sofas and a wet bar complete the picture of excess.

I'm barely through the door when Angelina appears behind me, her hand sliding around my waist to brush against my already hardening cock through my tuxedo pants. "Starting without us?" she purrs, her breath hot against my neck.

"Just making sure everything's ready for our special party," I reply, turning to find not just Angelina but Eleanor and Victoria as well, the three of them having slipped away from the gala within minutes of each other. They stand before me like a tableau of wealth and sexuality—Angelina in shimmering gold that clings to every curve, Eleanor regal in deep blue that contrasts perfectly with her auburn hair, Victoria dangerous in blood red with a slit that reaches nearly to her hip.

"We've been waiting for this all week," Victoria says, already kicking off her heels and reaching for the zipper at the back of her dress. "I've barely been able to think about anything else."

"Arthur noticed I was distracted," she continues with a laugh that contains zero remorse. "He thought I was worried about the charity auction. If only he knew I was thinking about getting fucked by you while Angelina rides my face."

The casual way she describes her husband's cluelessness while planning her infidelity sends a fresh surge of blood to my cock. These women—these powerful, wealthy, sophisticated women—have been reduced to planning their schedules around when they can get my dick next. The power I wield over them is intoxicating.

"Undress," I command, not moving to help any of them. "I want to see what I'm working with tonight."

They comply without hesitation, gowns sliding to the floor in whispers of expensive fabric, revealing lingerie chosen specifically with this encounter in mind. Victoria's is blood red to match her dress, all straps and cutouts that frame rather than conceal her assets. Eleanor's is classic black lace, elegant and refined yet undeniably erotic against her pale skin. Angelina has opted for gold, barely-there scraps of shimmering material that catch the light with her every movement.

"On the floor," I direct, nodding toward the plush carpet near the foot of the bed. "Angelina, Eleanor, I want you in a sixty-nine. Now."

The women exchange glances, a moment of hesitation crossing Eleanor's face—not reluctance, but the lingering awkwardness of our last encounter when her daughter discovered us. I raise an eyebrow, silently challenging her to back out if she dares. The moment passes, and she moves to the indicated spot, lying on her back on the carpet, her auburn hair spreading around her head like a fiery halo.

Angelina follows, a smirk playing at the corners of her mouth as she positions herself above Eleanor, facing the opposite direction so their faces align with each other's pussies. The sight of them arranging themselves according to my commands sends a jolt of electricity through my entire body. Angelina lowers herself until she's on all fours above Eleanor, her perfect ass raised in the air, her pussy hovering inches from Eleanor's waiting mouth. My heart races as I drink in the erotic image—their flawless bodies on display, ready and waiting for me to direct their pleasure.

Victoria moves to stand beside me, her hands already working at my belt buckle as we watch the scene unfold before us. "You've turned this club upside down," she murmurs, freeing my cock and wrapping her hand around it with appreciative pressure. "We used to play bridge on Thursday nights. Now we swap stories about how you've fucked us."

I don't respond, too captivated by the sight of Eleanor's tongue making its first tentative exploration of Angelina's pussy. Angelina gasps at the contact, then lowers her head to return the favor, her blonde hair creating a curtain that partially obscures my view of her face between Eleanor's thighs.

For a few moments, I'm content to watch them pleasure each other, their initial hesitation quickly giving way to genuine enthusiasm. Angelina's technique is more aggressive, her tongue making broad strokes over Eleanor's clit before dipping inside her, while Eleanor's approach is methodical, focused, each movement deliberate and precise.

"Don't get too comfortable," I tell them, shrugging off my jacket and unbuttoning my shirt as Victoria continues to stroke my cock with expert motions. "This is just the warm-up."

I position myself at the foot of their arrangement, admiring the view of Eleanor spread beneath Angelina, her pussy glistening with arousal as Angelina's tongue works its magic. Without warning, I grab Angelina's hips and pull her back slightly, creating enough space for me to kneel between Eleanor's spread legs.

"Don't stop what you're doing," I instruct as I guide my cock to Eleanor's entrance. "I want to feel her moan into your pussy when I enter her."

Eleanor's eyes widen as she realizes what's about to happen, her mouth momentarily abandoning Angelina's clit as she draws a sharp breath of anticipation. I don't give her time to prepare—with one powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her, driving deep enough that her back arches off the carpet. The force pushes her face more firmly against Angelina's pussy, drawing a muffled cry of pleasure from the blonde.

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

Each thrust drives Eleanor's face deeper between Angelina's thighs, creating a perfect circuit of pleasure—my cock driving into Eleanor, forcing her tongue deeper into Angelina, whose moans vibrate against Eleanor's clit as she continues her own oral attentions. Victoria circles us like a predatory cat, occasionally reaching in to pinch a nipple or deliver a stinging slap to Angelina's upraised ass, adding another layer to our tableau of debauchery.

"Fuck her harder," Angelina demands, looking back over her shoulder at me with eyes glazed by pleasure. "Make her tongue fuck me deeper."

I comply, grabbing Eleanor's thighs and pushing them further apart, opening her completely to my assault. The new angle allows me to hit her G-spot with each thrust, drawing muffled cries from her that are smothered by Angelina's pussy grinding against her face.

"You like this, Eleanor?" I taunt, slapping her thigh hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Like getting fucked while eating out your friend's wife? What would your daughter think if she could see you now?"

The mention of Serena draws a full-body shudder from Eleanor, her pussy clenching tighter around my cock at the taboo reference. Instead of being put off by the reminder of our last encounter, she seems aroused by it, her movements becoming more frantic, more desperate against Angelina's cunt.

I feel like a conductor orchestrating this symphony of lust—three of the most powerful women at Royal Oaks, reduced to writhing, moaning vessels of pleasure under my direction. The knowledge that their husbands are still downstairs at the gala, making small talk and business connections while I rearrange their wives into a fuck pile for my entertainment, only heightens my sense of conquest.

"That's it," I growl, increasing my pace, watching Eleanor's breasts bounce with each powerful thrust. "Take my cock. Show Angelina how a real slut takes it."

Victoria leans in, her hand sliding between Angelina's shoulders, pushing her down harder against Eleanor's face. "Make her cum with your tongue," she directs, her voice husky with arousal. "I want to watch her fall apart while Richard fucks her."

The combined assault of my cock and Angelina's skillful oral attention quickly pushes Eleanor toward the edge. I can feel her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft, her thighs trembling on either side of my hips as her orgasm builds. Rather than backing off to prolong the moment, I drive into her harder, determined to make her shatter completely.

"Cum for me," I command, my voice cutting through the wet sounds and muffled moans filling the suite. "Cum all over my cock while you eat Jack's wife's pussy."

Eleanor's orgasm hits her like a freight train, her entire body convulsing beneath me and Angelina as waves of pleasure crash through her system. Her back arches off the carpet, her pussy clenching around my cock in violent pulses as she screams into Angelina's cunt. The vibrations of her cries push Angelina toward her own climax, her thighs trembling on either side of Eleanor's face as she grinds down harder, chasing her release. I don't slow my pace, fucking Eleanor ruthlessly through her orgasm, prolonging it until she's sobbing from the intensity, her nails clawing at the plush carpet beneath us.

Only when her spasms begin to subside do I withdraw, my cock slick with her juices, still rock hard and ready for more. Eleanor lies boneless and panting beneath Angelina, her chest heaving, her skin flushed with exertion and satisfaction. But I'm nowhere near finished with these women—the night has barely begun.

"My turn," I announce, circling around to where Angelina's head hangs off the edge of their arrangement. Without warning, I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back at a painful angle that aligns her throat with my cock. Her eyes widen with understanding, her mouth already opening in anticipation of what's to come.

"Take it all," I command, pressing my cockhead against her lips. "Show Eleanor how a proper slut deepthroats."

Angelina doesn't hesitate, relaxing her jaw and throat as I push forward, sliding inch by inch into the wet heat of her mouth. The position is perfect—her head tilted back creates a straight shot down her throat, allowing me to go deeper than would normally be possible. I don't stop until my balls rest against her nose, my entire length buried in her throat.

"Fuck," I grunt, feeling her swallow around me, her throat muscles constricting in waves of pleasure that travel up my shaft. "That's how you take a cock."

I establish a punishing rhythm, withdrawing until just the tip remains between her lips before plunging back in to the hilt. Each thrust forces small gagging sounds from her, her eyes watering as she struggles to accommodate my size and aggression. But Angelina has been my personal slut for months now—she's well-trained in taking whatever I give her, in finding pleasure in her own use and degradation.

Victoria moves to kneel beside Angelina's head, her hand sliding between the blonde's legs to replace Eleanor's tongue, which has fallen still as she recovers from her intense orgasm. "Look at you," Victoria purrs, her fingers working Angelina's clit in rapid circles. "Taking his cock like a professional. I bet Jack has no idea his wife can deepthroat like a porn star."

The degrading commentary only seems to arouse Angelina further, her moans vibrating around my shaft as Victoria's skilled fingers push her closer to the edge. I increase my pace, fucking her face with the same intensity I'd use on her pussy, watching her makeup begin to smear with each brutal thrust.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency building in my core. My cock drives all the way into her throat, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her face. "Tell me how much you want it," I command Victoria, who watches the face-fucking with obvious arousal. I grab Angelina's breasts, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I use them for leverage to pull her harder onto my cock. Her nipples harden against my palms, sending electric shockwaves through her body that I can feel in the way she tightens around me.

"I want it next," Victoria answers immediately, her free hand moving to her own pussy, fingers sliding through her folds as she pleasures herself while watching the obscene spectacle before her. "I want you to fuck my ass while these two watch."

The request sends a fresh surge of arousal through me. I give Angelina a few more deep thrusts before withdrawing completely, leaving her gasping for air, her face a mess of smeared mascara and saliva. Without giving her time to recover, I lift her completely off Eleanor, depositing her unceremoniously on the nearby sofa.

"On your knees," I tell Eleanor, who has managed to sit up, still dazed from her recent orgasm. "Make yourself useful and clean my cock."

She complies without hesitation, crawling toward me and taking my length into her mouth, tasting the mixture of her own juices and Angelina's saliva that coats my shaft. While she services me, Victoria positions herself over the arm of a nearby chair, bending at the waist to present her perfect ass to me. She reaches back with both hands, spreading her cheeks to reveal her puckered hole, already glistening with lube she must have applied in anticipation of this moment.

"Enough," I tell Eleanor after a minute of her enthusiastic oral attention. "I need to fuck Victoria's tight ass now."

I move behind Victoria, admiring the view of her bent over the chair, her red lingerie creating a perfect frame for the globes of her ass. Without preamble, I position my cockhead against her prepared entrance and begin to push forward, feeling the tight ring of muscle gradually yield to my insistent pressure.

"Fuck," Victoria hisses, her fingers digging into the upholstery as I breach her completely. "So fucking big."

I don't give her time to adjust, knowing from our previous encounters that she prefers the burn, the stretch, the slight edge of pain that comes with being taken this way. I grab a handful of her raven hair, yanking it back sharply as I establish a rhythm that has the chair squeaking beneath us.

"This what you wanted?" I growl, delivering a stinging slap to her ass that leaves a perfect red handprint on her pale skin. "To get your ass fucked while your friends watch?"

"Yes," she moans, pushing back to meet each of my thrusts. "Harder. Mark me up."

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The chair grinds against the floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her tight hole 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.

Angelina and Eleanor haven't remained idle—they've repositioned themselves on either side of Victoria, each taking one of her swaying breasts into their mouths, sucking and biting at her nipples as I continue to pound her from behind. The sight is obscenely perfect—three of Royal Oaks' elite wives, arranged in a tableau of lust for my pleasure, their expensive jewelry glittering under the suite's soft lighting as they surrender completely to their baser instincts.

I deliver another series of sharp slaps to Victoria's ass, watching the flesh redden beneath my palm. Each impact draws a sharp cry from her lips, her anal passage tightening reflexively around my invading cock. "You love this, don't you?" I taunt, leaning forward to speak directly into her ear without slowing my punishing pace. "Love getting your asshole stretched while your husband sits in the committee meeting downstairs."

"Yes," she hisses, her voice strained with the mixture of pleasure and pain I'm inflicting. "Love your

"Yes," she hisses, her voice strained with the mixture of pleasure and pain I'm inflicting. "Love your cock. Love the way you use me."

I increase the force of my thrusts, driving into her ass with brutal intensity that has the chair skidding slightly across the plush carpet. Eleanor reaches beneath Victoria to find her clit, rubbing tight circles that quickly have Victoria trembling on the edge of release.

"Fuck, I'm going to cum," Victoria gasps, her entire body tensing as her orgasm approaches. "Keep fucking my ass like that. Don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. I maintain my relentless pace, watching her back arch more severely as pleasure builds within her. When her orgasm hits, it's with impressive force—her body convulsing beneath me, a string of expletives falling from her lips as waves of pleasure crash through her system.

"That's it," I growl, continuing to thrust through her climax. "Cum while I ruin this tight ass."

The women are insatiable, already changing positions before Victoria's orgasm has fully subsided. Angelina pulls me away from Victoria, guiding me to a plush ottoman where she pushes me down onto my back. Without hesitation, she straddles my hips, sinking down onto my cock with a satisfied moan.

"My turn to ride," she announces, beginning to move immediately, her hips rolling in a practiced motion that has my eyes rolling back with pleasure.

Not to be outdone, Eleanor positions herself over my face, lowering her still-sensitive pussy to my waiting mouth. I grab her thighs, pulling her down more firmly against me as my tongue finds her clit, circling it with firm pressure that has her gasping above me.

The women continue to rearrange themselves around me, trading places as their own desires dictate. Victoria recovers enough to join in again, sliding beneath Angelina to suck on her bouncing breasts as she rides me. The presidential suite fills with the sounds of our coupling—wet slapping noises, moans and cries of pleasure, occasional directions or demands as one woman instructs another on how to touch her.

Time becomes meaningless in this haze of flesh and pleasure. I lose track of how many positions we cycle through, how many orgasms the women experience, how many different holes I fill with my cock. What matters is the continuous flow of sensation, the absolute surrender of these powerful women to my will, the complete dominance I exercise over them individually and collectively.

At one point, Eleanor lies on her back on the massive bed, Victoria straddling her face in reverse, leaning forward to suck on Eleanor's nipples while she grinds against the auburn-haired woman's mouth. I kneel between Eleanor's spread legs, pounding into her as Angelina kneels beside us, her hand working furiously between her own thighs as she watches.

"Switch," I command after several minutes, withdrawing from Eleanor. "Victoria, on your back. Angelina, ride her face. Eleanor, help me fuck Victoria."

They comply without question, rearranging themselves according to my directions. The ease with which they follow my commands is intoxicating—these women who rule this club, who command respect and deference in their daily lives, now move at my whim, seeking only to please me and, through me, themselves.

The night continues in this vein, a continuous reshuffling of bodies and positions, a blur of pleasure and power as I mark each woman as mine in every way possible. They become a single organism dedicated to pleasure—mine and their own—their individual identities subsumed into the collective experience we're creating together.

"More," Angelina demands at one point, her face flushed with exertion and arousal, her body gleaming with sweat. "Fuck us harder. Use us however you want."

And I do, moving from one willing body to the next, driven by an insatiable hunger to possess, to dominate, to own these women completely. In this moment, they exist solely for my pleasure, and the knowledge sends waves of power coursing through me with each thrust, each command, each moan of submission I draw from their lips.

As the night reaches its zenith, I find myself at the center of a perfect storm of feminine desire—three of Royal Oaks' most coveted wives, all focused solely on my pleasure and their own. I lie back on the massive bed, my body slick with sweat, my cock achingly hard despite the multiple rounds we've already completed. The women arrange themselves around me in a configuration designed for maximum pleasure—Victoria straddling my hips in reverse cowgirl, her tight ass facing me as she sinks down onto my shaft with a moan that echoes through the presidential suite; Angelina positioning herself above my face, her thighs on either side of my head as she lowers her dripping pussy to my waiting tongue; Eleanor completing the triangle by straddling my chest, her back to Angelina as she leans forward to make out with Victoria, their tongues visibly tangling as I watch from below.

The weight of their bodies on mine, the scent of sex heavy in the air, the symphony of moans and wet sounds—it all combines into a sensory overload that has my head spinning with power and pleasure. Victoria begins to move, lifting herself up until just the head of my cock remains inside her before dropping back down with enough force to make us both gasp. Her pussy grips me like a vise, still incredibly tight despite the hours of fucking we've already enjoyed.

"God, your cock feels amazing," Victoria groans, leaning back slightly to change the angle, her hands finding purchase on my thighs for leverage. "So much bigger than Arthur's pathetic excuse for a penis."

The casual degradation of her husband sends a fresh surge of arousal through me. I grip Victoria's hips harder, thrusting upward to meet her downward movements, creating a rhythm that has her gasping with each impact. Above me, Angelina grinds her pussy against my mouth, her hands tangled in Eleanor's hair as they kiss over Victoria's shoulder, creating a perfect circle of feminine pleasure.

"Use your tongue," Angelina commands, her voice husky with need. "Make me cum on your face while you fuck Victoria."

I comply eagerly, my tongue finding her clit and circling it with firm pressure that immediately draws a sharp cry from her lips. Her thighs tense on either side of my head, her pussy growing wetter against my mouth as I alternate between broad strokes and focused attention on her most sensitive spots.

Eleanor breaks her kiss with Victoria to turn her attention to the woman's bouncing breasts, taking a nipple into her mouth and sucking hard enough to draw another moan from Victoria. The three of them create a perfect tableau of female pleasure above me—writhing, kissing, touching each other and themselves as I serve as the foundation of their pleasure palace.

My eyes roll back into my head when Victoria clenches deliberately around my cock, causing shivers down my spine. She grips me tightly, her internal muscles working their magic as she rises and falls on my shaft. Victoria's skillful pussy milks me, stroking and squeezing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

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

"Hell, yes," I groan against Angelina's pussy, my hips bucking involuntarily upward. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine over the curve of her shoulder, "I'm just getting started."

As Victoria continues to work her magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore her irresistible body, as they find their way to the round, firm curves of her ass. I give it a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips. Meanwhile, my tongue dances with Angelina's clit, fueled by our insatiable lust.

"Ah, Richard," Angelina gasps above me, her voice sultry and seductive as she approaches her climax. Her thighs begin to tremble on either side of my head, her pussy growing impossibly wetter against my mouth.

"She's going to cum," Eleanor announces, watching Angelina's face contort with approaching pleasure. "Make her cum all over your face."

I redouble my efforts, focusing all my attention on Angelina's clit, sucking it between my lips and flicking my tongue rapidly across the sensitive bud. Her reaction is immediate and intense—her back arching, a cry tearing from her throat as her orgasm crashes through her. Her pussy pulses against my mouth, flooding me with her release as she grinds down harder, riding out every wave of pleasure.

Before she can even recover, the women are shifting positions again, a fluid exchange of places that speaks to how many times we've done this tonight. Victoria lifts off my cock, trading places with Eleanor who immediately sinks down onto my shaft with a satisfied sigh. Angelina moves to kneel beside us, her hand finding Victoria's pussy as the raven-haired woman positions herself to suck on Eleanor's bouncing breasts.

I am a blur of motion, my cock moving from one wet hole to the next, my hands always groping, slapping, or choking. The women pass me between them like a prized possession, each taking what she needs before offering me to the next. I lose track of whose pussy I'm in, whose breasts I'm squeezing, whose throat I'm gripping—they become a collective entity of female flesh, existing solely for my pleasure and their own.

Hours into our debauchery, I can feel a final, powerful orgasm building at the base of my spine. I've already cum multiple times tonight, each woman having received at least one load deep inside her, but this feels different—bigger, more intense, the culmination of everything we've built toward tonight.

"I want to cover all of you," I announce, pulling out of whichever woman I'm currently fucking—Victoria, I think, though it's hard to be certain in the tangle of limbs we've become. "On your knees. Now."

They respond instantly, disengaging from each other and sliding off the bed to kneel on the plush carpet. They line up before me like worshippers before an altar, their faces upturned, lips parted in anticipation of my blessing. Victoria in the center, flanked by Eleanor and Angelina, all three disheveled and marked by hours of aggressive sex—hair tangled, makeup smeared, bodies bearing the red prints of my hands and each other's mouths.

I stand before them, my cock in my hand, stroking it rapidly as I feel my release approaching. The sight of these three powerful, wealthy, sophisticated women on their knees waiting for my cum is enough to push me to the edge almost immediately. They know what's coming, and rather than showing reluctance, they lean forward eagerly, some opening their mouths, others sticking out their tongues.

"Fuck," I grunt, feeling the first pulse building. "Going to cover your perfect fucking faces."

"Do it," Victoria urges, her hand reaching up to cup my balls, gently squeezing to enhance my pleasure. "Mark us. Show us who owns these married cunts."

Her words trigger my release, pleasure exploding outward from my core as the first thick rope of cum erupts from my cock. I aim carefully, the initial blast streaking across Victoria's forehead and into her raven hair. The second catches Eleanor across her cheeks and mouth, some landing on her extended tongue. The third decorates Angelina's face, a perfect stripe from her left eye down to her chin.

I continue pumping, ensuring each woman receives multiple streams, covering their faces, their hair, and their exposed breasts in my seed. By the time I'm finished, all three are thoroughly marked—pearly white streaks glistening on their flushed skin, dripping from their eyelashes, pooling at the corners of their mouths.

"Fuck," I breathe, milking the final drops onto Victoria's waiting tongue. "You all look perfect covered in my cum."

What happens next exceeds even my wildest expectations. Without prompting, the women turn to each other, beginning to lick my cum from one another's faces. Victoria's tongue traces a path through the mess on Eleanor's cheek, collecting my seed before kissing her deeply, sharing the load between them. Angelina joins in, their tongues tangling in a three-way kiss that redistributes my cum between their mouths. They moan into the exchange, clearly aroused by the taboo nature of what they're doing, by the complete surrender to depravity that this act represents.

They are a mess of lipstick, sweat, and cum, eagerly licking it off each other's faces and kissing, sharing my load. Just as they are lost in their debauchery, the door to the suite swings open without warning.

Arthur, Mark, and Brock stand frozen in the doorway, a bottle of champagne clutched in Arthur's limp hand, their expressions transforming from anticipation to horror in the space of a heartbeat. They've clearly been sent up with the champagne as a gesture of thanks—perhaps for a donation to the gala's charity, or some other meaningless social accomplishment—only to discover their wives on their knees, faces covered in cum, engaged in the most explicit sexual act imaginable with each other and the teenage boy they welcomed into their club.

"What the fuck?" Mark manages, his voice strangled, his face draining of color as he recognizes his wife among the cum-covered women before him.

The women don't immediately jump up, don't scramble to cover themselves or make excuses. They're too far gone in their pleasure, too committed to their new reality as my personal harem. Instead, they turn toward the door slowly, cum still dripping from their chins, their expressions showing more annoyance at the interruption than embarrassment at being discovered.

"Oh," Victoria says, wiping a streak of my cum from her cheek with one finger before deliberately licking it clean. "You're early."

The tableau is perfect—the three men standing side by side, their faces a study in defeat and humiliation, confronted with irrefutable evidence of their complete failure as men. These women are still on their knees, bodies marked with evidence of hours of debauchery, making no effort to hide or deny what they've been doing. And me, standing over it all, still naked, my cock still semi-hard despite having just covered their wives in cum, the undisputed conqueror of their marriages and their dignity.

In this moment, I know with absolute certainty that Royal Oaks Country Club belongs to me now—not through wealth or social standing, but through the most primal form of dominance imaginable. These men, with all their money and power, will never be able to conquer women like I can.

"Gentlemen," I say, making no move to cover myself, "your wives have been keeping me entertained while you were busy downstairs. Care to join us for a drink? We were just finishing up."

The bottle of champagne slips from Arthur's nerveless fingers, shattering on the marble floor of the presidential suite—a perfect metaphor for how I've destroyed them.
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