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Book 7


Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my length, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's skillful tongue works its magic on me, circling the sensitive head before flattening against the underside as she takes me deeper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

"That stiff arm! Holy shit!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Redwood State?!"

"Oh my god, Richard!"

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

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

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

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

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

Life just keeps getting better.


Chapter 4

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

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

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster while still maintaining some semblance of stealth. My teammates are mostly gone, but Coach and the assistants are still in their office down the hall. The wooden bench grinds against the floor, and I hear the soft slap of skin on skin and her muffled moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she whimpers against the bench, making me even hungrier for more.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I lock eyes with Angelina, who

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 6

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She takes me deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size. I keep one hand firmly tangled in her hair, using it to control the depth and pace as I begin to fuck her face. The wet, gagging sounds she makes only spur me on, my grip on her hair tightening as I establish a brutal rhythm.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That's all the encouragement I need. With a forceful thrust, I enter her, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from both of us. Oh, fuck... she feels incredible. Tight and wet, like nothing I've ever experienced before.

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

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

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

"Harder, baby!" she pants, her ass pushing back against me. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

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

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

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

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

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

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. The hotel bed creaks beneath us, the headboard occasionally thumping against the wall with particularly forceful thrusts.

I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more. But as I watch her perfect ass bounce against me with each impact, I feel a familiar restlessness stirring. I've had Angelina's pussy countless times—in her marital bed, in my shower, in the bathroom while Jack stood clueless by the sinks.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 7

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my length, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes what doesn't fit in her mouth, making my breath catch in my throat. Jane's skillful mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, pulling back to kiss the tip, her voice sultry and enticing.

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

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

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Jane's irresistible body, as they find their way to her shoulders, urging her to take me deeper. Her throat constricts around my head as she swallows, creating a rippling sensation that nearly makes me lose control.

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

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

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

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

"I'm not—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



Chapter 8

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Kristin's irresistible body, as they find their way to her firm tits. I give them a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips as I continue to devour her pussy. Our bodies work in tandem, a synchronized dance of giving and receiving pleasure.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Caption: "Just recruited." Post.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Being a star quarterback has its perks.


Chapter 9

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

As my cock disappears inside of her, I gasp around her neck, my hips pumping relentlessly. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm despite her fear of discovery, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Angelina's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her nails dig into the sheets, urging me on. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the room, mixing with our muffled breaths and the distant sound of the shower running.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping up into hers with wild abandon. The wet sound of my cock sliding in and out of her married pussy fills the room, punctuated by the soft impact of my balls against her clit with each thrust. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out into the pillow, making me even hungrier for more.

My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter. The dual stimulation of my cock stretching her pussy while my fingers work her sensitive nub pushes her rapidly toward the edge.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Book 8


Chapter 1

The penthouse suite at the Cosmopolitan is exactly the kind of over-the-top luxury I'd expect from a desperate middle-aged man trying to impress his wife. Floor-to-ceiling windows offer a panoramic view of the Las Vegas Strip, bathing the massive living room in the gaudy neon glow of casinos and hotels. Jack beams like he's personally responsible for building the place as he shows us around—master bedroom with a California king, marble bathroom with a shower big enough for three, fully stocked bar, and a private terrace with a hot tub. It's excessive, expensive, and exactly the kind of playground where I plan to fuck his wife in every possible way.

"What do you think?" Jack asks, gesturing grandly at the sprawling space. "Worth the extra for the upgrade, right?"

"It's beautiful," Angelina replies, her eyes meeting mine for just a second longer than appropriate. We both know she's not thinking about the view or the amenities—she's cataloging all the surfaces where I'll be bending her over for the next five days.

"And Richard, you're right down the hall," Jack continues, pointing to a closed door near the master suite. "Your room has its own bathroom too. Nothing but the best for my wife's dedicated trainer!"

I suppress a smirk. "Really appreciate it, Jack. I'll make sure Angelina gets everything she needs while we're here."

Before Jack can respond, his phone erupts with an urgent ringtone. His face immediately falls as he checks the screen. "Damn it," he mutters, "It's Bennett. I specifically told him no calls until tomorrow." He answers with a forced cheerfulness that doesn't match his expression. "David! What a pleasant surprise—"

His fake smile quickly dissolves as he listens to whatever crisis is unfolding on the other end. "No, that's not what we agreed to... Well, of course, I understand market fluctuations, but... Yes, I have the documentation right here in my briefcase."

Jack covers the phone with his hand, turning to us with an apologetic grimace. "I need to take this in my office. Might be a while—Bennett's panicking about something in the contract." He hurries toward a door on the far side of the living room, already diving back into the conversation. "No, David, that clause was specifically designed to accommodate..."

The office door clicks shut behind him, immediately muffling his voice to a distant murmur. For a moment, Angelina and I stand in silence, the tension between us practically crackling in the air. I glance at my watch—we've been in Vegas less than twenty minutes, and Jack's already disappeared into work mode.

Angelina's eyes lock with mine, and something primal shifts in her expression. Without a word, she crosses the space between us in three quick strides, grabs the front of my shirt with both hands, and rips it open. Buttons fly across the expensive marble floor as she pushes me backward until my back hits the wall.

"I've been thinking about your cock since we left the house," she whispers, her voice husky with need as her hands move to my belt, working it open with practiced efficiency. "Haven't been able to think about anything else."

I let her take control for the moment, curious to see how desperate she really is. "What about your husband? He's right through that door."

"I don't care," she hisses, yanking my jeans and boxers down in one smooth motion, freeing my already hardening cock. "Let him hear. Let him know what a real man sounds like fucking his wife."

Her words send a surge of arousal through me. This is a new level of recklessness for Angelina—usually so careful to keep our affair hidden, now seemingly eager to flaunt it. Vegas is having an immediate effect on her inhibitions.

Before I can respond, she drops to her knees, taking my cock into her mouth without preamble. The wet heat of her throat engulfs me as she swallows my length with the expertise that comes from months of practice. Her eyes never leave mine as she works my shaft, one hand squeezing my balls while the other grips my ass, pulling me deeper into her mouth.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my length, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes what doesn't fit in her mouth, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's skillful mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Enough," I growl, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair and pulling her off my cock. "On the floor. Now."

She doesn't hesitate, scrambling to strip off her clothes as she moves to the center of the living room. The expensive dress she wore for travel falls to the floor in a heap, followed quickly by her lace bra and thong. Within seconds, she's completely naked on the plush carpet, her legs already spread in invitation.

But I have other plans. "Turn over," I command. "Hands and knees."

She obeys instantly, assuming the position like the well-trained slut she is. Her ass raises high, presenting her glistening pussy to me in a display of submission that makes my cock throb with anticipation. I kneel behind her, rubbing my shaft against her slick entrance, coating myself in her arousal without pushing inside.

"Please," she whimpers, pushing back against me. "I need you inside me."

"Not yet," I tell her, delivering a sharp smack to her ass that makes her yelp. "You're going to work for it today. Turn over and ride me."

I lie back on the carpet, my cock standing proudly at attention as Angelina quickly repositions herself above me. She straddles my hips facing away from me—reverse cowgirl, giving me the perfect view of her ass as she lowers herself onto my shaft. The first touch of her wet heat against my cockhead has us both gasping.

"That's it," I encourage as she slowly sinks down, taking me inch by inch until I'm buried completely inside her. "Take all of this young cock."

She braces her hands on my thighs, lifting herself up before slamming back down with an enthusiasm that knocks the breath from my lungs. Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and slick and perfect as she establishes a brutal pace that has her ass slapping against my pelvis with each downward thrust.

"Oh fuck, Richard!" she cries out, not bothering to lower her voice despite knowing her husband could potentially hear. "Your cock feels so fucking good inside me!"

I grab her hips, helping to lift and guide her as she rides me with wild abandon. The sight of my cock disappearing into her married pussy with each bounce is hypnotic—the contrast between my youth and her maturity, the taboo of our affair, the sheer wrongness of fucking another man's wife while he works just feet away.

"Harder," I command, slapping her ass again, harder this time, leaving a bright red handprint on her pale skin. "Fucking bounce on that cock."

She responds immediately, increasing her pace until she's practically slamming herself down on me, her big tits bouncing wildly with each movement. The wet sound of our bodies connecting fills the penthouse, an obscene soundtrack that mingles with Angelina's increasingly loud moans.

"Yes! Yes! Oh god, Richard, your cock is so deep!" she wails, her head thrown back in ecstasy. "Nobody fucks me like you do! Nobody!"

Her lack of discretion is both surprising and incredibly arousing. There's no way Jack can't hear what's happening—the slapping of skin against skin, the wet sounds of my cock plunging into her pussy, her explicit cries of pleasure. Either she's finally stopped caring about getting caught, or the thrill of potentially being discovered has become part of the excitement for her.

As her skilled movements continue to work their magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Angelina's irresistible body, as they find their way to the round, firm curves of her ass. I give them a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips as she continues to ride me with reckless abandon.

"Ah, Richard," Angelina gasps between bounces, her voice sultry and seductive despite its volume.

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

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

I reach around to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with my thumb as she continues to ride me. Her response is immediate—a sharp cry of pleasure, her pussy clenching tighter around my shaft, her rhythm faltering momentarily before resuming with even greater urgency.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her body move above me. "Use my cock. Show me how badly you need it."

She looks back over her shoulder, her face flushed with exertion and pleasure, her eyes glazed with lust. "I need it so bad," she admits, her voice breaking as my thumb continues to work her clit. "Can't live without your cock anymore. Can't go back to just Jack."

The confession, so raw and honest, sends a surge of power through me. I've completely ruined her for her husband—made it impossible for her to be satisfied by the man she married. At eighteen, I've conquered this mature woman so thoroughly that she's willing to risk her marriage, her security, everything she's built, just for more of what I give her.

"Harder, baby!" she pants, her nails digging into my forearms. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

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

I feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, my release approaching as Angelina continues to bounce on my cock with wild abandon. Her pussy grips me like a silken vise, her internal muscles squeezing my shaft with each rise and fall of her hips. My hands grip her waist tightly, guiding her movements as we chase our mutual pleasure. Just as I'm about to announce my approaching orgasm, we hear it—the distinct sound of Jack's office door opening. Angelina freezes mid-bounce, my cock buried deep inside her, both of us holding our breath as her husband's footsteps approach.

"Fuck," she whispers, panic flooding her flushed face. She starts to lift herself off me, but I tighten my grip on her hips, holding her firmly in place with my cock still lodged deep inside her trembling body.

"Don't move," I command quietly, the danger of the situation only making my cock harder inside her. "He'll walk right past us."

The footsteps grow louder, and I can hear Jack's voice as he continues his business call. "Yes, David, I understand the concerns, but the language in section three clearly stipulates..." His voice trails off as he enters the living room, and for a heart-stopping moment, I think we're caught.

Angelina's entire body tenses around my shaft, her pussy clenching involuntarily as fear and arousal mix in a potent cocktail. I look past her shoulder to see Jack pacing near the bar, his back to us, one hand holding his phone to his ear while the other gestures animatedly as he speaks. He's so absorbed in his conversation that he hasn't even noticed his naked wife impaled on my cock barely fifteen feet away.

"No, that's not acceptable," Jack continues, rifling through some papers he's carrying. "The terms we agreed to were very specific..."

The absurdity of the situation hits me—this pathetic, middle-aged man is so consumed by his business dealings that he can't even see what's happening right in front of him. His wife, completely naked, sitting on my cock in the middle of their luxury penthouse, and he doesn't even turn around. It would be sad if it wasn't so fucking hilarious.

I decide to push our luck, giving Angelina's ass a light squeeze before sliding my hand around to find her clit. Her eyes widen in shock as my fingers begin to circle her sensitive bud, silently telling me to stop. But her body betrays her—a fresh wave of wetness coats my shaft as I continue my gentle assault.

Jack turns slightly, and Angelina holds her breath, but he's still focused on his papers, still oblivious to our presence. "Look, I need to come down to the lobby. These documents don't make sense over the phone. Can you meet me in the business center in ten minutes?"

He pauses, listening to the response. "Great. I'll bring everything we need. This shouldn't take more than an hour or two to sort out."

Finally, he seems to register that he's not alone in the suite. He turns, but his eyes are fixed on his papers, not looking up to actually see the scene before him. "Angie, Richard, I need to head down to the lobby for a meeting. Sorry about this—first day of vacation and I'm already working."

Angelina can't speak, can't even breathe with my cock still deep inside her and my fingers still working her clit. I take over, keeping my voice casual despite the situation. "No problem, Jack. We understand. Business is business."

Jack nods, still not looking up as he gathers more papers from the coffee table. "Thanks for understanding. Angie, why don't you get that workout in with Richard while I'm gone? No sense wasting the day."

A small, strangled sound escapes Angelina's throat—something between a laugh and a moan that she quickly disguises as a cough. "Sure thing, honey," she manages, her voice higher than normal. "We'll... we'll definitely get a good workout in."

"Great!" Jack finally glances up, but his gaze is unfocused, already mentally in his meeting. He doesn't register the scene before him—the flushed skin, the position, the obvious sexual activity. "I shouldn't be more than a couple hours. We'll do dinner at seven, okay? That steakhouse in the hotel that's supposed to be amazing."

"Sounds perfect," I reply smoothly, my fingers never stopping their circles on Angelina's clit, making her thighs tremble with the effort of staying still. "We'll see you then."

Jack moves toward the elevator, pressing the call button. "Don't work her too hard, Richard," he calls over his shoulder with what he probably thinks is playful innuendo. "Save some energy for tonight!"

The elevator doors open, Jack steps inside, and finally—finally—the doors close behind him. For a second, we stay frozen in our obscene tableau, making sure he doesn't return for some forgotten item. Then Angelina collapses against me, a hysterical laugh bubbling from her throat.

"Oh my god," she gasps, half-laughing, half-moaning as the tension breaks. "He didn't even see us! He was standing right there!"

"Told you he's fucking clueless," I reply, grabbing her hips and lifting her slightly before slamming her back down on my cock. "Now, where were we?"

The close call with Jack has only heightened our arousal, adding a fresh edge of danger to our forbidden encounter. Angelina resumes riding me with renewed enthusiasm, her movements more frantic, more desperate than before. Her pussy is impossibly wet around my shaft, her arousal dripping down to coat my balls as she bounces with wild abandon.

"You're such a fucking slut," I growl, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Getting wetter when your husband almost catches you. You wanted him to see, didn't you? Wanted him to know what a whore his wife really is."

"No," she gasps, but her body betrays her again—her pussy clenching tighter around me at the degrading words, her pace increasing as she chases her pleasure. "I don't want him to know—"

"Liar," I cut her off, slapping her other ass cheek with equal force. "Your cunt gets soaked whenever we talk about him finding out. You love the risk, the danger of getting caught. Fucking admit it."

She moans, her head falling back as she continues to ride me. "Yes," she finally confesses, the admission seeming to unlock something within her. "Yes, I love it. I love knowing we might get caught. Love how close we just came to him seeing everything."

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

"Harder, baby!" she pants, her nails digging into my forearms. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

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

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

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

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

I feel my release approaching fast, that familiar tightening at the base of my spine signaling my imminent orgasm. For a moment, I consider staying buried inside her, filling her married pussy with my cum like I did back at their house. But a better idea forms—a more visible, more degrading way to mark what's mine.

With a growl, I lift her off my cock in one smooth motion, flipping her onto her hands and knees beside me. She gasps at the sudden emptiness, looking back over her shoulder in confusion. "What are you—"

"Stay just like that," I command, getting to my knees behind her, my cock in hand as I begin to stroke myself rapidly. The sight before me is perfect—Angelina on all fours, her ass raised high, her well-used pussy glistening with her arousal, her back arched in submission. "Going to paint that perfect ass with my cum."

She moans at my words, pushing her ass higher, presenting herself for my claiming. "Yes," she encourages, looking back at me with lust-glazed eyes. "Mark me. Make me yours."

It only takes a few more strokes before I'm there, pleasure exploding through me as my cock pulses in my hand. The first thick rope of cum shoots across her lower back, landing in a hot, white streak across her tanned skin. The second and third splatter across her ass cheeks, decorating them with pearly streaks that immediately begin to drip down the curve of her perfect globes. I continue pumping, directing the remaining spurts across her back, making sure to cover as much of her skin as possible with my seed.

By the time I'm finished, Angelina's back and ass are completely covered in my cum, white rivulets running down her sides and between her cheeks. The sight is both primal and obscene—the mature, sophisticated wife of a successful businessman, on her hands and knees in a luxury penthouse, painted with a teenager's cum like the cheapest porn star.

"Fuck," I grunt, giving my cock a final squeeze to extract the last drops. "Look at you. Covered in my cum while your husband's downstairs at a business meeting."

She collapses onto her stomach, heedless of the mess now smearing across her skin. "That was incredible," she murmurs, her voice thick with satisfaction. "So fucking hot."

I smack her cum-covered ass one more time, watching it jiggle beneath my palm. "Better clean up before Jack gets back," I tell her with a smirk. "Unless you want him to see my handiwork."

Angelina rolls onto her side, careful to keep the cum-covered parts of her body from touching the expensive carpet. "We've got at least an hour before he's back," she says, a fresh spark of mischief lighting her eyes. "Plenty of time for round two in the shower."

I laugh, already feeling my cock stirring again at the suggestion. "Vegas, baby," I say, reaching down to help her up. "And we've still got four more days to go."

As I lead her toward the massive shower in the master bathroom, I can't help but marvel at my luck. Here I am, eighteen years old, about to have my second round with a smoking hot MILF in a luxury Vegas penthouse—all paid for by her clueless husband who thinks I'm just her personal trainer. If this is what the first few hours in Vegas bring, I can't wait to see what the rest of the week has in store.


Chapter 2

The penthouse suite at the Cosmopolitan is exactly the kind of over-the-top luxury I'd expect from a desperate middle-aged man trying to impress his wife. Floor-to-ceiling windows offer a panoramic view of the Las Vegas Strip, bathing the massive living room in the gaudy neon glow of casinos and hotels. Jack beams like he's personally responsible for building the place as he shows us around—master bedroom with a California king, marble bathroom with a shower big enough for three, fully stocked bar, and a private terrace with a hot tub. It's excessive, expensive, and exactly the kind of playground where I plan to fuck his wife in every possible way.

"What do you think?" Jack asks, gesturing grandly at the sprawling space. "Worth the extra for the upgrade, right?"

"It's beautiful," Angelina replies, her eyes meeting mine for just a second longer than appropriate. We both know she's not thinking about the view or the amenities—she's cataloging all the surfaces where I'll be bending her over for the next five days.

"And Richard, you're right down the hall," Jack continues, pointing to a closed door near the master suite. "Your room has its own bathroom too. Nothing but the best for my wife's dedicated trainer!"

I suppress a smirk. "Really appreciate it, Jack. I'll make sure Angelina gets everything she needs while we're here."

Before Jack can respond, his phone erupts with an urgent ringtone. His face immediately falls as he checks the screen. "Damn it," he mutters, "It's Bennett. I specifically told him no calls until tomorrow." He answers with a forced cheerfulness that doesn't match his expression. "David! What a pleasant surprise—"

His fake smile quickly dissolves as he listens to whatever crisis is unfolding on the other end. "No, that's not what we agreed to... Well, of course, I understand market fluctuations, but... Yes, I have the documentation right here in my briefcase."

Jack covers the phone with his hand, turning to us with an apologetic grimace. "I need to take this in my office. Might be a while—Bennett's panicking about something in the contract." He hurries toward a door on the far side of the living room, already diving back into the conversation. "No, David, that clause was specifically designed to accommodate..."

The office door clicks shut behind him, immediately muffling his voice to a distant murmur. For a moment, Angelina and I stand in silence, the tension between us practically crackling in the air. I glance at my watch—we've been in Vegas less than twenty minutes, and Jack's already disappeared into work mode.

Angelina's eyes lock with mine, and something primal shifts in her expression. Without a word, she crosses the space between us in three quick strides, grabs the front of my shirt with both hands, and rips it open. Buttons fly across the expensive marble floor as she pushes me backward until my back hits the wall.

"I've been thinking about your cock since we left the house," she whispers, her voice husky with need as her hands move to my belt, working it open with practiced efficiency. "Haven't been able to think about anything else."

I let her take control for the moment, curious to see how desperate she really is. "What about your husband? He's right through that door."

"I don't care," she hisses, yanking my jeans and boxers down in one smooth motion, freeing my already hardening cock. "Let him hear. Let him know what a real man sounds like fucking his wife."

Her words send a surge of arousal through me. This is a new level of recklessness for Angelina—usually so careful to keep our affair hidden, now seemingly eager to flaunt it. Vegas is having an immediate effect on her inhibitions.

Before I can respond, she drops to her knees, taking my cock into her mouth without preamble. The wet heat of her throat engulfs me as she swallows my length with the expertise that comes from months of practice. Her eyes never leave mine as she works my shaft, one hand squeezing my balls while the other grips my ass, pulling me deeper into her mouth.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my length, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes what doesn't fit in her mouth, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's skillful mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Enough," I growl, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair and pulling her off my cock. "On the floor. Now."

She doesn't hesitate, scrambling to strip off her clothes as she moves to the center of the living room. The expensive dress she wore for travel falls to the floor in a heap, followed quickly by her lace bra and thong. Within seconds, she's completely naked on the plush carpet, her legs already spread in invitation.

But I have other plans. "Turn over," I command. "Hands and knees."

She obeys instantly, assuming the position like the well-trained slut she is. Her ass raises high, presenting her glistening pussy to me in a display of submission that makes my cock throb with anticipation. I kneel behind her, rubbing my shaft against her slick entrance, coating myself in her arousal without pushing inside.

"Please," she whimpers, pushing back against me. "I need you inside me."

"Not yet," I tell her, delivering a sharp smack to her ass that makes her yelp. "You're going to work for it today. Turn over and ride me."

I lie back on the carpet, my cock standing proudly at attention as Angelina quickly repositions herself above me. She straddles my hips facing away from me—reverse cowgirl, giving me the perfect view of her ass as she lowers herself onto my shaft. The first touch of her wet heat against my cockhead has us both gasping.

"That's it," I encourage as she slowly sinks down, taking me inch by inch until I'm buried completely inside her. "Take all of this young cock."

She braces her hands on my thighs, lifting herself up before slamming back down with an enthusiasm that knocks the breath from my lungs. Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and slick and perfect as she establishes a brutal pace that has her ass slapping against my pelvis with each downward thrust.

"Oh fuck, Richard!" she cries out, not bothering to lower her voice despite knowing her husband could potentially hear. "Your cock feels so fucking good inside me!"

I grab her hips, helping to lift and guide her as she rides me with wild abandon. The sight of my cock disappearing into her married pussy with each bounce is hypnotic—the contrast between my youth and her maturity, the taboo of our affair, the sheer wrongness of fucking another man's wife while he works just feet away.

"Harder," I command, slapping her ass again, harder this time, leaving a bright red handprint on her pale skin. "Fucking bounce on that cock."

She responds immediately, increasing her pace until she's practically slamming herself down on me, her big tits bouncing wildly with each movement. The wet sound of our bodies connecting fills the penthouse, an obscene soundtrack that mingles with Angelina's increasingly loud moans.

"Yes! Yes! Oh god, Richard, your cock is so deep!" she wails, her head thrown back in ecstasy. "Nobody fucks me like you do! Nobody!"

Her lack of discretion is both surprising and incredibly arousing. There's no way Jack can't hear what's happening—the slapping of skin against skin, the wet sounds of my cock plunging into her pussy, her explicit cries of pleasure. Either she's finally stopped caring about getting caught, or the thrill of potentially being discovered has become part of the excitement for her.

As her skilled movements continue to work their magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Angelina's irresistible body, as they find their way to the round, firm curves of her ass. I give them a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips as she continues to ride me with reckless abandon.

"Ah, Richard," Angelina gasps between bounces, her voice sultry and seductive despite its volume.

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

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

I reach around to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with my thumb as she continues to ride me. Her response is immediate—a sharp cry of pleasure, her pussy clenching tighter around my shaft, her rhythm faltering momentarily before resuming with even greater urgency.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her body move above me. "Use my cock. Show me how badly you need it."

She looks back over her shoulder, her face flushed with exertion and pleasure, her eyes glazed with lust. "I need it so bad," she admits, her voice breaking as my thumb continues to work her clit. "Can't live without your cock anymore. Can't go back to just Jack."

The confession, so raw and honest, sends a surge of power through me. I've completely ruined her for her husband—made it impossible for her to be satisfied by the man she married. At eighteen, I've conquered this mature woman so thoroughly that she's willing to risk her marriage, her security, everything she's built, just for more of what I give her.

"Harder, baby!" she pants, her nails digging into my forearms. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

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

I feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, my release approaching as Angelina continues to bounce on my cock with wild abandon. Her pussy grips me like a silken vise, her internal muscles squeezing my shaft with each rise and fall of her hips. My hands grip her waist tightly, guiding her movements as we chase our mutual pleasure. Just as I'm about to announce my approaching orgasm, we hear it—the distinct sound of Jack's office door opening. Angelina freezes mid-bounce, my cock buried deep inside her, both of us holding our breath as her husband's footsteps approach.

"Fuck," she whispers, panic flooding her flushed face. She starts to lift herself off me, but I tighten my grip on her hips, holding her firmly in place with my cock still lodged deep inside her trembling body.

"Don't move," I command quietly, the danger of the situation only making my cock harder inside her. "He'll walk right past us."

The footsteps grow louder, and I can hear Jack's voice as he continues his business call. "Yes, David, I understand the concerns, but the language in section three clearly stipulates..." His voice trails off as he enters the living room, and for a heart-stopping moment, I think we're caught.

Angelina's entire body tenses around my shaft, her pussy clenching involuntarily as fear and arousal mix in a potent cocktail. I look past her shoulder to see Jack pacing near the bar, his back to us, one hand holding his phone to his ear while the other gestures animatedly as he speaks. He's so absorbed in his conversation that he hasn't even noticed his naked wife impaled on my cock barely fifteen feet away.

"No, that's not acceptable," Jack continues, rifling through some papers he's carrying. "The terms we agreed to were very specific..."

The absurdity of the situation hits me—this pathetic, middle-aged man is so consumed by his business dealings that he can't even see what's happening right in front of him. His wife, completely naked, sitting on my cock in the middle of their luxury penthouse, and he doesn't even turn around. It would be sad if it wasn't so fucking hilarious.

I decide to push our luck, giving Angelina's ass a light squeeze before sliding my hand around to find her clit. Her eyes widen in shock as my fingers begin to circle her sensitive bud, silently telling me to stop. But her body betrays her—a fresh wave of wetness coats my shaft as I continue my gentle assault.

Jack turns slightly, and Angelina holds her breath, but he's still focused on his papers, still oblivious to our presence. "Look, I need to come down to the lobby. These documents don't make sense over the phone. Can you meet me in the business center in ten minutes?"

He pauses, listening to the response. "Great. I'll bring everything we need. This shouldn't take more than an hour or two to sort out."

Finally, he seems to register that he's not alone in the suite. He turns, but his eyes are fixed on his papers, not looking up to actually see the scene before him. "Angie, Richard, I need to head down to the lobby for a meeting. Sorry about this—first day of vacation and I'm already working."

Angelina can't speak, can't even breathe with my cock still deep inside her and my fingers still working her clit. I take over, keeping my voice casual despite the situation. "No problem, Jack. We understand. Business is business."

Jack nods, still not looking up as he gathers more papers from the coffee table. "Thanks for understanding. Angie, why don't you get that workout in with Richard while I'm gone? No sense wasting the day."

A small, strangled sound escapes Angelina's throat—something between a laugh and a moan that she quickly disguises as a cough. "Sure thing, honey," she manages, her voice higher than normal. "We'll... we'll definitely get a good workout in."

"Great!" Jack finally glances up, but his gaze is unfocused, already mentally in his meeting. He doesn't register the scene before him—the flushed skin, the position, the obvious sexual activity. "I shouldn't be more than a couple hours. We'll do dinner at seven, okay? That steakhouse in the hotel that's supposed to be amazing."

"Sounds perfect," I reply smoothly, my fingers never stopping their circles on Angelina's clit, making her thighs tremble with the effort of staying still. "We'll see you then."

Jack moves toward the elevator, pressing the call button. "Don't work her too hard, Richard," he calls over his shoulder with what he probably thinks is playful innuendo. "Save some energy for tonight!"

The elevator doors open, Jack steps inside, and finally—finally—the doors close behind him. For a second, we stay frozen in our obscene tableau, making sure he doesn't return for some forgotten item. Then Angelina collapses against me, a hysterical laugh bubbling from her throat.

"Oh my god," she gasps, half-laughing, half-moaning as the tension breaks. "He didn't even see us! He was standing right there!"

"Told you he's fucking clueless," I reply, grabbing her hips and lifting her slightly before slamming her back down on my cock. "Now, where were we?"

The close call with Jack has only heightened our arousal, adding a fresh edge of danger to our forbidden encounter. Angelina resumes riding me with renewed enthusiasm, her movements more frantic, more desperate than before. Her pussy is impossibly wet around my shaft, her arousal dripping down to coat my balls as she bounces with wild abandon.

"You're such a fucking slut," I growl, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Getting wetter when your husband almost catches you. You wanted him to see, didn't you? Wanted him to know what a whore his wife really is."

"No," she gasps, but her body betrays her again—her pussy clenching tighter around me at the degrading words, her pace increasing as she chases her pleasure. "I don't want him to know—"

"Liar," I cut her off, slapping her other ass cheek with equal force. "Your cunt gets soaked whenever we talk about him finding out. You love the risk, the danger of getting caught. Fucking admit it."

She moans, her head falling back as she continues to ride me. "Yes," she finally confesses, the admission seeming to unlock something within her. "Yes, I love it. I love knowing we might get caught. Love how close we just came to him seeing everything."

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

"Harder, baby!" she pants, her nails digging into my forearms. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

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

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

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

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

I feel my release approaching fast, that familiar tightening at the base of my spine signaling my imminent orgasm. For a moment, I consider staying buried inside her, filling her married pussy with my cum like I did back at their house. But a better idea forms—a more visible, more degrading way to mark what's mine.

With a growl, I lift her off my cock in one smooth motion, flipping her onto her hands and knees beside me. She gasps at the sudden emptiness, looking back over her shoulder in confusion. "What are you—"

"Stay just like that," I command, getting to my knees behind her, my cock in hand as I begin to stroke myself rapidly. The sight before me is perfect—Angelina on all fours, her ass raised high, her well-used pussy glistening with her arousal, her back arched in submission. "Going to paint that perfect ass with my cum."

She moans at my words, pushing her ass higher, presenting herself for my claiming. "Yes," she encourages, looking back at me with lust-glazed eyes. "Mark me. Make me yours."

It only takes a few more strokes before I'm there, pleasure exploding through me as my cock pulses in my hand. The first thick rope of cum shoots across her lower back, landing in a hot, white streak across her tanned skin. The second and third splatter across her ass cheeks, decorating them with pearly streaks that immediately begin to drip down the curve of her perfect globes. I continue pumping, directing the remaining spurts across her back, making sure to cover as much of her skin as possible with my seed.

By the time I'm finished, Angelina's back and ass are completely covered in my cum, white rivulets running down her sides and between her cheeks. The sight is both primal and obscene—the mature, sophisticated wife of a successful businessman, on her hands and knees in a luxury penthouse, painted with a teenager's cum like the cheapest porn star.

"Fuck," I grunt, giving my cock a final squeeze to extract the last drops. "Look at you. Covered in my cum while your husband's downstairs at a business meeting."

She collapses onto her stomach, heedless of the mess now smearing across her skin. "That was incredible," she murmurs, her voice thick with satisfaction. "So fucking hot."

I smack her cum-covered ass one more time, watching it jiggle beneath my palm. "Better clean up before Jack gets back," I tell her with a smirk. "Unless you want him to see my handiwork."

Angelina rolls onto her side, careful to keep the cum-covered parts of her body from touching the expensive carpet. "We've got at least an hour before he's back," she says, a fresh spark of mischief lighting her eyes. "Plenty of time for round two in the shower."

I laugh, already feeling my cock stirring again at the suggestion. "Vegas, baby," I say, reaching down to help her up. "And we've still got four more days to go."

As I lead her toward the massive shower in the master bathroom, I can't help but marvel at my luck. Here I am, eighteen years old, about to have my second round with a smoking hot MILF in a luxury Vegas penthouse—all paid for by her clueless husband who thinks I'm just her personal trainer. If this is what the first few hours in Vegas bring, I can't wait to see what the rest of the week has in store.


Chapter 3

The Vegas sun beats down on my skin as I recline on a plush lounge chair by the hotel's main pool. My body still hums with satisfaction from fucking Angelina this morning—her desperate moans as she rode me while Jack paced obliviously nearby, the way her ass looked painted with my cum. I take a sip of my overpriced whiskey, watching bikini-clad bodies parade past me like merchandise on display. Being eighteen with a body sculpted by football and a cock that makes women beg has its privileges, especially in a playground like Vegas where inhibitions dissolve faster than ice in the desert heat.

I adjust my sunglasses, scanning the crowded pool area with the calculated precision of a predator. Angelina mentioned she'd join me later after some shopping—probably buying lingerie I'll rip off her tonight while Jack sleeps in the next room. For now, I'm content to bask in my dominance, watching the effect my shirtless physique has on women walking by. Their eyes linger on my chest, my abs, occasionally dipping lower with poorly disguised hunger.

The ambient chatter around the pool suddenly shifts, voices dropping to excited whispers. A commotion at the VIP entrance draws my attention, and that's when I see her—Eva Alba, the world-famous Latina actress whose curves have launched a thousand wet dreams across the globe. Even at forty-something, she radiates sex in a way that makes twenty-year-old Instagram models look like amateurs playing dress-up.

My cock stirs immediately as I take in her appearance. Eva's wearing a tiny white bikini that contrasts perfectly with her bronze skin, the thin fabric barely containing tits that defy both gravity and logic. They're full and round, pushing against the triangles of her top with nipples just visible through the material. Her waist narrows dramatically before flaring into hips that sway hypnotically as she walks, leading to an ass that deserves its own zip code—perfectly rounded, firm yet soft, bouncing slightly with each step. Long, toned legs extend from her barely-there bottoms, ending in designer heels that add inches to her already impressive height.

Her dark hair cascades down her back in loose waves, occasionally lifted by the breeze to reveal glimpses of her slender neck. But it's her face that completes the package—full lips painted a glossy red, high cheekbones, and eyes that somehow manage to look both innocent and filthy at the same time. I've jerked off to her movies more times than I can count, and now here she is, walking into the same pool area, surrounded by an entourage of assistants, security, and a thin, pale man who must be her husband.

The contrast between Eva and her husband is almost comical—he looks frail, at least fifteen years older than her, with the defeated posture of a man who knows his wife is desired by every man who sees her. She barely acknowledges him as he speaks, her attention already elsewhere, scanning the pool area like she's shopping for something specific.

And then her eyes land on me.

I don't look away. Instead, I hold her gaze, taking another deliberate sip of my whiskey. Unlike the other men whose eyes are glued to her body, I stare directly into her eyes with the confidence of someone who knows exactly what he's capable of giving a woman like her. The corner of her mouth lifts slightly—not quite a smile, more like recognition. Recognition of what we both are: apex predators in our respective domains.

Eva says something to her assistant, who leans in close to hear over the pool noise. Then, with a dismissive wave of her hand, she sends her entire entourage—husband included—toward the cabanas on the far side of the pool. They hesitate, especially the husband, but Eva's expression leaves no room for argument. They retreat like scolded children, casting curious glances back as Eva adjusts her bikini top in a way that pushes her tits even higher.

She walks toward me with the confident strut that's made her famous, hips swaying, eyes never leaving mine. Conversations halt as people realize who's passing by, but Eva pays them no attention. She's focused entirely on me, a target acquired.

"This seat taken?" she asks, gesturing to the empty lounge chair beside mine. Her voice carries that distinctive accent that's launched a thousand hard-ons in her movies—Spanish vowels stretched like honey, consonants softened into something almost musical.

"It is now," I reply, not bothering to sit up or appear impressed by her celebrity. I've learned that powerful women respond best to men who treat their power as irrelevant.

She settles onto the chair, angling her body toward mine. Up close, she's even more stunning—tiny lines at the corners of her eyes the only indication she's not twenty-five, skin glowing with expensive products and natural vitality, the scent of her designer perfume mixing with coconut sunscreen and something distinctly feminine.

"You're Richard Long," she says, not a question but a statement. "The football player everyone's talking about."

I raise an eyebrow, intrigued that she knows who I am. "And you're Eva Alba. Wouldn't have pegged you as a football fan."

She laughs, the sound low and throaty. "I'm a fan of many things. My assistant showed me an article about you this morning. Quite the promising career ahead." Her eyes drift down my body, lingering on my chest, my abs, and lower, making no attempt to hide her appraisal. "They didn't mention how... physically impressive you are."

"The articles never cover the most interesting parts," I reply, allowing my own gaze to drop to her cleavage, making it clear we both know what game we're playing.

Eva glances around, noting the number of phones pointed in our direction, people pretending not to stare. "I find myself in need of a more... private conversation," she says, leaning closer. "Somewhere away from cameras and curious ears."

I set my glass down, finally sitting up to face her directly. "What a coincidence. I happen to have a private cabana on the other side of the pool." I nod toward the row of secluded structures hidden behind lush landscaping. "Rented it this morning. Very exclusive. Very private."

"Perfect," she purrs, standing in one fluid motion that makes her breasts bounce slightly. "Lead the way, Mr. Long."

I rise to my feet, towering over her despite her heels, enjoying how she has to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact. "What about your husband?" I ask, not because I care, but because I want to hear her say it.

Her eyes flash with something dangerous and exciting. "He's used to entertaining himself while I handle... business meetings."

I smirk, placing my hand on the small of her back as I guide her toward the private cabanas. Her skin is warm and smooth beneath my palm. "Is that what this is? A business meeting?"

Eva looks up at me through thick lashes. "Let's say I'm interested in exploring a potential... partnership."

***

We walk past crowds of onlookers, past her husband who watches with resigned familiarity as I lead his wife away, past the regular cabanas to the premium ones I secured with Jack's corporate card this morning—just in case an opportunity like this presented itself. The most exclusive one sits at the end of the row, completely sheltered from view by strategic landscaping and privacy walls.

I open the door, gesturing for Eva to enter. Inside, the temperature drops several degrees thanks to discreet air conditioning. A large daybed dominates the space, alongside a private bar, shower area, and views of the pool that can be completely closed off with the touch of a button.

"Very nice," Eva murmurs, running her fingers along the edge of the daybed. "Your... girlfriend's husband has good taste."

So she knows about Angelina. Interesting.

"Jack's good for some things," I reply, closing the door behind us and engaging the privacy lock with a soft click. "Paying for things. Being oblivious. Staying out of the way."

Eva turns to face me, her eyes darkening with desire as she reaches behind her neck to untie her bikini top. "And what are you good for, Richard Long?"

I step closer, invading her personal space, letting her feel the heat radiating from my body. "Why don't you find out?"

The door to the cabana has barely clicked shut when Eva drops to her knees in front of me, her hands already working at the drawstring of my swim trunks. Her fingers brush against my hardening cock through the fabric, making me hiss with pleasure at her eagerness. This world-famous actress, whose face has graced magazine covers and movie posters, is on her knees for me without a word of persuasion. The power of it, the sheer fucking dominance I feel watching her red-painted nails pull at my waistband, sends blood rushing to my cock so fast I feel light-headed.

"Someone's eager," I say, threading my fingers through her silky dark hair as she tugs my trunks down my thighs.

Eva looks up at me, those famous eyes even more striking up close. "You have no idea how long it's been since I've had a real man," she purrs, her accent thicker with arousal. "My husband hasn't fucked me properly in years."

My cock springs free as she pulls my trunks down, slapping against my stomach with its weight. Eva's eyes widen, her lips parting in genuine surprise as she takes in my size. I'm used to this reaction—women expecting something impressive but still shocked when they see the reality.

"Dios mío," she whispers, wrapping one hand around my shaft, her fingers unable to fully encircle its girth. "It's been so long since I've seen a cock like this. My husband can barely get it up anymore, and when he does..." She trails off, shaking her head with disgust.

"How does a woman like you put up with that?" I ask, genuinely curious despite the blood rushing to my dick.

She strokes me slowly, her grip firm but gentle. "Money. Convenience. The devil you know." Her free hand cups my balls, weighing them appreciatively. "But a woman has needs, no? Physical needs that old men with limp dicks can't satisfy."

I smirk down at her. "And you think I can satisfy those needs?"

Instead of answering with words, Eva leans forward and runs her tongue along the underside of my cock from base to tip in one long, slow lick that makes my thighs tense. Her tongue is hot and wet, leaving a trail of saliva that cools in the air-conditioned cabana. When she reaches the head, she swirls her tongue around it, maintaining eye contact the entire time.

"Fuck," I grunt, my hand tightening in her hair.

Eva smiles against my cock. "That's the plan, football star."

Then she takes me into her mouth, and holy shit, it's immediately obvious this isn't her first rodeo. Her lips stretch around my thickness, sliding down about halfway before pulling back with perfect suction. Her tongue works constantly, rubbing against the sensitive underside, flicking across the frenulum, applying pressure in all the right places.

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

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, pulling off to kiss the tip, her voice sultry and enticing.

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

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

She takes me deeper this time, relaxing her throat to accommodate more of my length. The wet heat of her mouth is incredible, her technique flawless—varying pressure, alternating between fast and slow, using her hands in perfect coordination with her mouth. This isn't just good head; this is professional-grade oral sex from a woman who's made an art form of pleasing men.

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Eva's irresistible body, one hand firmly gripping her hair while the other traces along her jawline, feeling the movement of my cock inside her mouth from the outside. Her bikini top is completely gone now, her perfect tits swaying slightly with her movements as she bobs on my cock.

"Ah, Eva," I gasp as she takes me particularly deep, her throat constricting around my head.

She responds by humming, the vibration sending electric currents of pleasure up my spine. Her hands aren't idle either—one continues to stroke what doesn't fit in her mouth, while the other massages my balls with expert precision, occasionally dipping lower to tease the sensitive skin behind them.

"Eva, you're so fucking hot," I groan, my desire for her only growing stronger. I grab her hair tighter, guiding her movements now, controlling the pace and depth. To my surprise, she doesn't resist—if anything, she moans around my cock, her eyes fluttering closed as she surrenders to my direction.

"Take it deeper," I command, testing how far I can push her. "All the way."

Without hesitation, Eva relaxes her throat and swallows me down, her nose pressing against my pelvis as my entire cock disappears into her mouth. She holds there for several seconds, her throat contracting around me, before slowly pulling back, gasping for air as strings of saliva connect her swollen lips to my glistening shaft.

"Fuck," I breathe, genuinely impressed. "Where did you learn to suck cock like that?"

She wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, a gesture somehow both crude and elegant. "I've had a lot of practice," she admits with a wicked smile. "Not with my husband, obviously."

"His loss," I tell her, stroking her cheek almost tenderly before guiding her mouth back to my cock. "My gain."

Eva returns to her task with renewed enthusiasm, taking me deep again, her hands roaming across my thighs and abs as she worships my cock. The sight of this A-list celebrity on her knees, eagerly servicing me, is almost too much to bear. I could cum right now, could paint that famous face with my load, but I hold back.

Eva takes me deep once more, her tongue flat against the underside of my shaft, creating delicious pressure as she bobs her head with increasing speed. Her hands aren't idle—one squeezes and massages my balls while the other strokes the base of my shaft in rhythm with her mouth. She's working me expertly, building me toward climax with precision that only comes from extensive experience.

I grab the back of her head with both hands now, holding her still as I begin to thrust into her mouth. Her eyes water slightly, but she doesn't resist, doesn't gag—just relaxes her throat and lets me use her famous face like the fucktoy it is. The wet, sloppy sounds of my cock sliding in and out of her mouth fill the cabana, punctuated by her occasional muffled moans.

"Look at you," I growl, watching my thick shaft disappear between those lips that have smiled on countless magazine covers and red carpets. "Hollywood star on her knees for teenage cock. What would your fans think?"

The degradation clearly excites her—I feel her moan around my shaft, her eyes closing briefly in pleasure. When they open again, they're darker, hungrier, challenging me to take it further. She pulls back against my grip, releasing my cock with a wet pop.

"They'd be jealous," she pants, her voice raspy from the throat-fucking. "Every one of those bitches wishes they were me right now." Her hand continues to stroke my slick shaft, keeping me on edge. "But you're holding back. You haven't cum yet. Don't you want to paint my pretty face?"

I grab her chin roughly, tilting her face up to mine. "Not yet. Your throat was just the warm-up. I've got other plans for this tight MILF body."

"Show me," she challenges, rising slightly on her knees, pressing her perfect tits against my thighs. "I want everything you've got, papi. Quiero tu verga dura."

The Spanish dirty talk nearly pushes me over the edge—her accent thickening with desire as she begs for my hard cock. But I maintain control, determined to make this famous whore earn every inch. I grab her by the arms, pulling her to her feet.

"Turn around," I command, already planning exactly how I'll take her. "I want to see what that Academy Award-winning ass can do."

She turns eagerly, casting a sultry glance over her shoulder that's probably made millions of men around the world hard. But today, that look is just for me—the teenage stud who's about to fuck her better than her rich, famous husband ever could.

I grab Eva by her slender waist and spin her around, shoving her toward the plush daybed in the corner of the cabana. Her tanned body gleams with a light sheen of sweat in the filtered sunlight, her expensive bikini barely containing those famous curves that have graced countless magazine covers. I push her down roughly, watching her catch herself on her hands, her ass raised perfectly in the air like she knows exactly what I want. The sight of Eva Alba positioning herself against the daybed sends a jolt of electricity through my entire body. She looks back at me over her shoulder, her dark eyes hungry with need, her lips parted in anticipation.

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

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

"These need to go," I growl, grabbing the strings of her bikini bottoms. With one violent yank, I tear them away from her body, the expensive designer fabric giving way easily. She gasps at the sudden display of strength, her back arching deeper in response.

"Are you ready for this?" I ask, slapping my cock against her exposed pussy, feeling how wet she already is.

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

That's all the encouragement I need. With a forceful thrust, I enter her, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from both of us. Oh, fuck... she feels incredible. Tight and wet, like nothing I've ever experienced before.

"Fuck! Richard..." Eva moans as I sink deeper into her, her back arching further, pushing her ass against me to take every inch. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, as if she's trying to absorb every inch of me.

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

I grab a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back roughly as I begin to pound into her with increasing force. Her moans grow louder, more desperate, a string of Spanish profanities spilling from her lips as I claim her famous body.

"You like that, you dirty fucking movie star?" I snarl, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint on her tanned skin. "Is this what you think about when you're walking the red carpet with your useless husband?"

"Sí, papi," she gasps, her accent thickening with each thrust. "Más duro, por favor!"

I give her what she wants, slamming into her with even more force, watching her body jolt forward with each impact. "Fucking Hollywood whore," I growl, switching effortlessly between languages. "Eres una puta famosa, taking teenage cock like the desperate slut you are."

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

A movement at the cabana entrance catches my eye—a shadow, a shift in the light. I glance up without breaking my rhythm and spot her standing there, partially hidden by the drapes. Angelina. Her blue eyes are wide, her lips parted in shock or arousal—maybe both. She doesn't back away when our eyes meet. Instead, her hand slowly, deliberately slides into her bikini bottoms.

The sight of Angelina watching me fuck another woman, touching herself to the spectacle, sends a fresh surge of arousal through my body. My cock swells even harder inside Eva, who's completely oblivious to our voyeur.

"Harder, baby!" Eva pants, her nails digging into the daybed. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Eva's own breathy moans fill the small cabana, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. But my eyes stay locked with Angelina's, watching as her breathing becomes more rapid, her hand moving faster beneath the fabric of her swimsuit.

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

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

"You're so fucking hot, Eva," 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, especially with my secret audience.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. I keep my gaze fixed on Angelina, whose face is now flushed with arousal, her hand moving rhythmically beneath her bikini. The knowledge that Jack's wife is getting off watching me fuck another woman makes me even more aggressive, more dominant.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command Eva, grabbing her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against the daybed, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body.

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

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

Suddenly, Eva's entire body stiffens, her back arching impossibly as she pushes back against me. "I'm cumming!" she wails, her pussy convulsing around my cock, gripping me in rhythmic pulses as her orgasm tears through her. Her legs shake uncontrollably, her knuckles white where she grips the daybed for support.

Over her shoulder, I see Angelina's eyes darken with desire, her teeth catching her lower lip as she watches another woman come apart on my cock. Our eyes remain locked as Eva trembles through her release, neither of us willing to break the connection, the silent acknowledgment of what's really happening here.

This isn't just about Eva anymore. It's a performance for Angelina, a preview of what awaits her when we're alone again.

Eva's still trembling from her orgasm when I decide I'm not done with her yet. Without warning, I flip her onto her back in one fluid motion, her body weightless in my hands. She gasps at the sudden movement, her eyes glassy with post-orgasmic bliss. I grab her ankles, pushing her legs up and back until her knees are practically beside her ears, completely exposing her glistening pussy to my hungry gaze. I position myself at her entrance again, but this time, I want to see her face—want to watch this famous actress take my cock while Angelina watches from the shadows. Eva's legs tremble in my grip as I line myself up, the head of my cock pressing against her sensitive entrance.

"Ready for round two, movie star?" I growl, pushing forward without waiting for her answer.

She cries out as I enter her in one brutal thrust, her entire body jolting from the impact. The new angle lets me go impossibly deep, my cockhead hitting places inside her that make her eyes roll back in her head. I waste no time establishing a punishing rhythm, my hips driving forward with machine-like precision, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the cabana.

"You like that, you famous whore?" I grunt, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her thighs. "You like getting fucked by an 18-year-old?"

"Yes!" she gasps, her accent thickening with each thrust. "Fuck me harder, papi! Use me!"

I give her exactly what she's begging for, jackhammering into her with brutal force. Each thrust drives her body up the daybed, her perfect tits bouncing wildly with the impact. But my eyes aren't on Eva—they're fixed on the gap in the cabana drapes where Angelina stands watching, her hand now moving frantically beneath her bikini bottoms, her chest heaving with aroused breaths.

Our eyes lock across the space, and something electric passes between us. Angelina's pupils are dilated with lust, her lips parted slightly as she witnesses my complete domination of another woman. I can see the effect it's having on her—the way her movements become more urgent, more desperate, as she pleasures herself to our private show.

"Tell me how much you love this young cock," I command Eva, giving her a hard slap across her tit that leaves a red mark on her tanned skin. "Tell me how much better I am than your husband."

"So much better," Eva moans, completely oblivious to our voyeur. "Your cock is so big... so hard... Dios mío, you're going to make me cum again!"

I increase my pace even more, my balls slapping rhythmically against her ass with each powerful thrust. The daybed creaks beneath us, threatening to break under the force of our coupling. Eva's fingernails rake down my arms, leaving angry red welts in their wake—marks of her pleasure, her surrender.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her face contort with approaching ecstasy. "Take this cock. Show me what a whore you really are."

My gaze flicks back to Angelina, who's now openly rubbing her clit, her bikini bottoms pulled to the side to give her better access. Her free hand is squeezing her breast through the thin fabric of her top, her eyes never leaving the scene before her. The more aggressive I get with Eva, the faster Angelina touches herself—a silent encouragement to push further, to dominate more completely.

I respond by grabbing Eva's throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. Her eyes widen with a mixture of fear and intense arousal, her pussy clenching tighter around my cock at this new demonstration of control.

"Richard!" she gasps, her voice strained under my grip. "Oh god, I'm going to—"

"Not yet," I growl, releasing her throat to slap her face lightly. "You cum when I say you can cum. Understand, puta?"

She nods frantically, her body trembling with the effort of holding back her release. I can feel her pussy quivering around me, desperate for the permission I'm withholding. My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency building in my own body. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin.

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

"Please," Eva begs, her eyes wild with need. "Please let me cum! I need it so bad!"

Over her shoulder, I can see Angelina's movements becoming more frantic, her face flushed with approaching orgasm as she watches me completely dominate this famous actress. Our eyes remain locked in silent communication—she wants to see me finish this, wants to witness the final act of my control.

I feel my own release building, pressure coiling at the base of my spine as my thrusts become more erratic. Eva's pussy is gripping me like a vise, her whole body trembling on the edge of release. But I have no intention of finishing inside her—I want something more visual, more degrading, more of a show for my secret audience.

"I'm going to cum," I announce, my voice rough with exertion. "Going to paint that pretty famous face."

With a growl, I pull out of Eva's soaking pussy, grabbing her by her hair and yanking her upright. She doesn't resist as I maneuver her to her knees on the floor, her eyes glassy with lust and submission. I position myself over her, my cock aimed directly at her face, her lips parted in anticipation.

"Open wide, movie star," I command, stroking my slick shaft rapidly. "Show me how much you want my load."

Eva obediently tilts her face up, her tongue extending slightly, eyes closed as she awaits her reward. But my gaze remains fixed on Angelina, whose hand is now a blur between her legs, her body tensed on the precipice of her own climax.

"Fucking take it," I roar, the first rope of hot cum erupting from my cock with unexpected force. It lands across Eva's forehead and into her hair, the second streak painting her cheek and nose. I aim the third directly at her open mouth, watching as it splashes across her tongue and lips. I continue pumping, directing the remaining spurts across her other cheek, her chin, and finally her perfect tits, marking every part of her famous body with my seed.

Through it all, I maintain unwavering eye contact with Angelina, watching as she finally falls apart at the sight of my dominance. Her body shudders silently, her free hand pressed against her mouth to muffle any sounds as her orgasm crashes through her. The knowledge that Jack's wife is cumming while watching me mark another woman with my cum only intensifies my own pleasure, drawing out my release until Eva's face is completely covered.

"Fuck," I grunt, giving my cock a final squeeze as Eva licks the remnants of my cum from her lips, her eyes still closed, completely unaware of our audience.

Angelina's gaze holds mine for one more heated moment before she silently backs away from the drapes, disappearing from view. The silent promise in her eyes is clear—she wants her turn next. And I'm more than ready to give it to her.

Eva looks up at me through cum-streaked eyelashes, her expression one of complete satisfaction. "That was... incredible," she murmurs, wiping some of my seed from her cheek and sucking it off her finger. "My husband hasn't fucked me like that in... well, ever."

I smirk down at her, already thinking about my next conquest waiting outside. "Just doing my civic duty," I reply, reaching for a towel to clean myself off. "Keeping America's favorite actress properly fucked."

She laughs, a sultry sound that doesn't match her cum-covered face. "If that's patriotism, you should run for office."

I tuck myself back into my swim trunks, my body still humming with residual pleasure and the anticipation of what awaits with Angelina. "One satisfied woman at a time, Eva. One at a time."


Chapter 4

The Bellagio's premier restaurant glitters with old money and new pretensions—crystal chandeliers casting soft light over white tablecloths, waiters moving with practiced precision between tables, the quiet murmur of expensive conversations. Jack sits across from me, eagerly explaining market projections to his potential client, some gray-haired dinosaur who looks like he stepped straight out of a country club catalog. Next to me, Angelina smiles politely, nodding at appropriate intervals, the perfect trophy wife supporting her husband's business dealings. She looks stunning tonight—a low-cut black dress that hugs every curve, diamond earrings catching the light when she turns her head, her blonde hair swept up in an elegant style that exposes the delicate curve of her neck. Jack warned us both to behave, to impress this stuffy old bastard who apparently controls millions in potential investments. But good behavior has never been my strong suit, especially when boredom sets in.

"The fourth-quarter projections show substantial growth potential," Jack drones on, sliding a folder across the table to his potential client. "As you can see, Mr. Hollister, we're positioned to capitalize on market inefficiencies that other firms simply aren't equipped to identify."

Hollister—the aging client with thinning white hair and a Brooks Brothers suit that probably costs more than most people's monthly rent—adjusts his glasses and nods thoughtfully. "Impressive analysis, Jack. Very thorough."

I catch Angelina's eye across the rim of her wine glass, a silent communication passing between us. She hasn't mentioned what she witnessed at the cabana earlier today, but the heated glances she's been throwing me all evening tell me everything I need to know. The image of her watching me fuck Eva, touching herself in the shadows, has been playing on repeat in my mind all day.

As Jack launches into another tedious explanation of bond yields and market volatility, I casually drop my napkin on the floor. "Sorry," I murmur, ducking slightly beneath the heavy tablecloth. The long, draped linens offer perfect cover for what I'm about to do.

While retrieving my napkin, I let my hand brush against Angelina's bare knee. I feel her tense slightly but she doesn't pull away. As I resurface, napkin in hand, I leave my other hand resting on her thigh, hidden from view beneath the table. Her skin is warm and smooth against my palm, the expensive fabric of her dress sliding easily beneath my touch.

"Richard is studying finance at UCLA," Jack explains to Hollister, completely oblivious to what's happening across the table. "He's got a bright future ahead of him."

"Is that so?" Hollister asks, turning his attention to me. "What area are you focusing on, young man?"

I smile politely while simultaneously sliding my hand higher up Angelina's thigh. "Risk management," I reply smoothly, enjoying the double entendre. "I'm particularly interested in... handling volatile assets."

Angelina coughs slightly as my fingers reach the edge of her lacy panties. Her thighs part almost imperceptibly—an invitation I have no intention of refusing. I maintain perfect eye contact with Hollister as my fingers slide beneath the delicate fabric to find her already wet.

"An excellent field," Hollister nods approvingly, completely unaware that I'm now tracing slow circles around his dinner companion's wife's clit. "Quite in demand these days."

"I've always believed in being hands-on," I reply, pushing one finger slowly inside Angelina, feeling her inner walls clench around me. "Practical experience is invaluable."

Angelina reaches for her water glass, taking a long sip that I suspect is meant to hide her reaction. Her breathing has quickened, her chest rising and falling more rapidly beneath the low-cut neckline of her dress. When the waiter approaches to take our orders, she crosses her legs, trapping my hand between her thighs, either trying to stop me or increase the pressure—I'm not sure which.

"The sea bass, please," she orders, her voice impressively steady despite the fact that I'm now pumping two fingers slowly in and out of her pussy. "And another glass of Chardonnay."

As Jack and Hollister discuss their appetizer selections, I lean closer to Angelina, ostensibly to share the bread basket between us. "I saw you watching earlier," I whisper, my lips barely moving. "Did you enjoy the show?"

Her cheeks flush pink, but she maintains her composure. "I don't know what you're talking about," she whispers back, but her pussy tells a different story, getting wetter around my invading fingers.

"Liar," I murmur, curling my fingers to hit that spot inside her that I know drives her wild. "Your panties are soaked. Was it seeing me fuck another woman? Or was it watching me cum all over her face?"

Angelina bites her lip, her eyes momentarily closing before she catches herself. When they open again, they're dark with arousal and something like anger. "You're playing a dangerous game," she warns quietly.

"You love dangerous games," I reply, adding a third finger, stretching her further beneath the table. "That's why you're not stopping me."

Jack looks over, his brow furrowing slightly. "Everything okay over there?"

Angelina smiles brilliantly, the perfect actress. "Just discussing the wine selection," she lies smoothly, even as my thumb finds her clit again, pressing down with firm, deliberate pressure.

"Angelina has excellent taste," I add, increasing my pace slightly, feeling her thighs beginning to tremble.

The conversation shifts to golf, Hollister proudly describing his recent game at Pebble Beach. Jack hangs on every word, desperate to impress this potential cash cow. Neither man notices how Angelina grips the edge of the table, her knuckles white, or the way she occasionally has to pause before responding to a direct question.

My fingers work her relentlessly beneath the pristine tablecloth, my rhythm never faltering even as I contribute occasionally to the mind-numbing conversation. Angelina's control is impressive—her face betrays nothing of the storm building inside her. Only I can feel the telltale signs of her approaching orgasm: the increased wetness coating my fingers, the subtle tensing of her inner muscles, the almost imperceptible rocking of her hips against my hand.

"The market forecast for next year is particularly optimistic," Jack says, passing another document across the table. "Angelina, honey, you were telling Mr. Hollister about that charity gala earlier..."

Angelina nods, somehow finding her voice despite the fact that I'm now focused entirely on her clit, rubbing quick, tight circles that I know from experience will push her over the edge. "Yes, the Children's Hospital benefit. It's next month at the Waldorf. We've secured some exceptional auction items this year."

Her delivery is flawless, but beneath the table, her hand suddenly grabs my wrist—not to stop me, but to hold me in place as her orgasm begins. I feel it start as a flutter around my fingers, building quickly to powerful contractions that she's desperately trying to conceal from the men across the table.

"I'm particularly excited about the weekend package at the vineyard in Napa," she continues, her voice only slightly breathier than normal as waves of pleasure crash through her body. She crosses her legs tighter, trapping my hand against her pulsing center, riding out her climax while maintaining perfect eye contact with Hollister. "Last year, it raised over fifty thousand for the pediatric oncology wing."

It's the most impressive display of control I've ever witnessed—Angelina cumming silently on my fingers while discussing charity work, her face betraying nothing but polite interest in the conversation. Only I can feel the truth—the way her pussy spasms around my fingers, the flood of wetness soaking my hand and probably her expensive dress, the subtle vibration running through her entire body as she fights to keep still.

As her orgasm finally subsides, she relaxes her thighs enough for me to withdraw my hand. Under the pretext of reaching for my napkin again, I bring my fingers to my mouth, sucking them clean while maintaining eye contact with her across the table. Her pupils dilate at the obscene display, her chest rising with a sharp intake of breath.

"Richard, Mr. Hollister was asking about your football scholarship offers," Jack prompts, completely unaware of what's transpired.

I smile pleasantly, savoring the taste of Angelina on my fingers as I turn to address the older man. "I've received several compelling offers, sir. Still weighing my options."

"Smart," Hollister nods approvingly. "Never rush into commitments without thoroughly examining all possibilities."

"Oh, I always thoroughly examine everything available to me," I reply, watching Angelina's flush deepen. "It's important to be... hands-on with your research."

Our appetizers arrive, saving Angelina from having to respond. As she takes a sip of her wine with slightly trembling hands, our eyes meet across the table. The message in her gaze is crystal clear—payback is coming, and soon. I simply smile back, already planning our next encounter. Vegas still has three days to go, and I intend to make the most of every minute.

Jack raises his glass in a toast to new business partnerships, completely oblivious to the fact that his wife just came on his teenage guest's fingers right across the table from him. Some men truly deserve what they get.


Chapter 5

"To closing the Bennett deal," Jack announces, raising his glass of overpriced Bordeaux. "And to many more successful ventures together."

I clink my glass against his, then Angelina's, maintaining my mask of the appreciative guest while my foot slides between Angelina's thighs under the table. Her breath catches slightly, but she maintains her composure—a skill she's perfected over months of fucking me behind her husband's back.

The restaurant in the Cosmopolitan is exactly what you'd expect—dimly lit, pretentiously named steaks, waiters who hover without being noticed. Jack's been droning on for the last hour about his brilliant negotiation tactics, while I've been mentally replaying Eva Alba on her knees and planning how I'll take Angelina later tonight.

"Well," Jack says, checking his Rolex with exaggerated importance, "David has invited me to join him and some investors for cigars and brandy in the private lounge." He turns to Angelina, placing his hand over hers in what he probably thinks is an affectionate gesture. "You two should go enjoy the casino. Put it all on the company card."

"Are you sure?" Angelina asks with practiced concern. "We wouldn't want to leave you alone on your celebration night."

Jack waves dismissively. "This is business, darling. Besides, Richard can keep you company. Maybe teach you a thing or two about blackjack." He winks at me, completely oblivious that I've been teaching his wife far more interesting things for months.

"If you insist," I reply, already planning exactly how I'll take advantage of this opportunity.

Jack stands, adjusting his expensive suit. "I shouldn't be more than a couple of hours. We'll meet back at the suite later." He kisses Angelina's cheek, claps me on the shoulder, and struts away toward the restaurant exit, looking like every other middle-aged businessman trying to appear important in Vegas.

The moment he's out of sight, I slide my hand up Angelina's thigh under the table. "Ready to have some real fun?" I ask, giving her a squeeze that makes her gasp.

"After what I heard about your little pool adventure with Eva Alba?" she replies, one eyebrow raised. "Absolutely."

I should have known news would travel fast. "You're not jealous, are you?"

She leans in, her lips brushing my ear. "I'm turned on. The thought of you with other women... it does things to me." Her hand finds my growing hardness under the table. "I want to watch you sometime."

The confession sends blood rushing to my cock. "Careful what you wish for," I warn, standing and offering my hand. "You just might get it."

We make our way to the casino floor, the transition from restaurant refinement to gambling chaos immediate and jarring. Lights flash, slot machines chirp, and the constant murmur of hope and desperation fills the air. I lead Angelina straight to the high-limit blackjack area, where the minimum bet is $500 a hand.

"You know how to play?" I ask, pulling out one of the plush chairs for her.

"Jack taught me the basics," she replies, settling in beside me.

I slide $10,000 in chips from Jack's account onto the felt. "Then watch a master at work."

The cards fall in my favor from the start. I split aces, double down on elevens, and somehow manage to hit when conventional wisdom says to stay—each time coming out ahead. Within thirty minutes, I've turned Jack's ten grand into nearly fifty thousand, drawing a small crowd of onlookers.

"Hot streak!" the dealer comments, pushing another substantial pile of chips my way after I hit 21 for the third time in a row.

"Skill, not luck," I correct him, stacking my winnings with deliberate precision.

That's when I notice them—two women standing just behind the gathering crowd, watching me with unmistakable hunger in their eyes. The blonde catches my attention first—tall, with tits that threaten to spill out of her skin-tight silver dress, legs that go on forever, and the confident stance of a woman who knows exactly how good she looks. Beside her stands a slender brunette in a barely-there red dress, her hair cut in a sharp bob that accentuates high cheekbones and full lips currently wrapped around the straw of some fruity cocktail.

I hold the blonde's gaze as I push another five grand onto the betting circle, then deliberately wink at her. She whispers something to her friend, and they both giggle, moving closer to the table.

"Mind if we watch?" the blonde asks, her voice carrying a slight Southern drawl. "You seem to be the only one winning in this whole place."

"Be my guest," I reply, gesturing to the empty seat on my other side, away from Angelina. "I always perform better with an audience."

The blonde slides into the chair, crossing her legs in a way that rides her dress up to reveal a tantalizing amount of thigh. "I'm Tiffany," she says, extending a manicured hand. "And this is Brittany." She gestures to the brunette, who waves with her cocktail-free hand.

"Richard," I reply, shaking her hand and holding it slightly longer than necessary. "And this is Angelina."

Tiffany gives Angelina a once-over, clearly assessing both the competition and potential. To my surprise, Angelina offers a warm smile in return. There's a moment of silent female communication that passes between them, some understanding that I can sense but not fully decipher.

"You girls here for a special occasion?" I ask, turning my attention back to the cards as the dealer starts a new hand.

"Bachelorette party," Brittany answers, leaning over my shoulder to watch the cards fall. Her breasts press against my back, and I can smell tequila and expensive perfume on her breath. "Our friend's getting married next weekend. We're her designated party planners."

"And where's the bride-to-be?" Angelina asks, surprising me with her engagement in the conversation.

Tiffany laughs, a sound like expensive crystal being tapped. "Passed out in our suite already. Lightweight. Couldn't handle the VIP bottle service at Marquee."

I hit blackjack again, and the table erupts in cheers. I tip the dealer generously, then turn to fully face the two women. "So the night's still young for you two, then?"

"Very young," Tiffany confirms, her eyes dropping deliberately to my crotch before meeting my gaze again. "We were just saying how boring it is to drink in the casino when we have this massive suite with a private bar upstairs."

"Is that right?" I ask, feeling Angelina's hand slide onto my thigh under the table—not in warning, but in encouragement.

"We'd love for you both to join us for drinks," Brittany adds, her finger trailing lightly across my shoulder. "Our suite has a hot tub on the balcony with an amazing view of the Strip."

I look to Angelina, giving her the chance to shut this down if she wants. Instead, she surprises me by leaning forward, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

"That sounds like exactly what we need tonight," she says, her eyes gleaming with mischief and arousal.

I cash out my chips—over sixty thousand dollars of Jack's money—and slip them into my pocket. Standing, I offer my arm to Angelina while Tiffany hooks her arm through my other elbow.

"Lead the way, ladies," I say, feeling Brittany's hand slide around my waist from behind as we start walking toward the elevators. "I'm very interested in seeing this view you mentioned."

The elevator doors close behind the four of us, and as we begin our ascent, the energy shifts from flirtation to something far more primal. Tiffany's hand is already sliding down my chest toward my belt, and Brittany is whispering something in Angelina's ear that makes her blush and nod eagerly.

This Vegas trip just keeps getting better.


Chapter 6

The suite door barely closes behind us before Tiffany's tongue is in my mouth, her hands already working at my belt buckle with drunken eagerness. Brittany wastes no time either, pressing her slender body against Angelina's back, reaching around to cup her tits through her dress while kissing her neck. The suite is massive—all cream-colored luxury and floor-to-ceiling windows offering a neon-lit view of the Vegas Strip—but I'm far more interested in the flesh being offered so freely before me. Jack's client meeting couldn't have come at a better time.

"Slow down," I tell Tiffany, grabbing her wrists to stop her frantic pawing. "We've got all night."

She pouts playfully, her lipstick already smudged. "I've been watching you win at that table for an hour. Got me all hot and bothered seeing a man so in control."

"Drinks first," Brittany suggests, reluctantly detaching from Angelina to slink toward the suite's private bar. Her red dress rides up as she bends to retrieve a bottle of champagne from an ice bucket, deliberately showing off a lack of panties that makes my cock twitch in anticipation.

I guide Tiffany to the plush sectional sofa, pulling Angelina down beside me. The dynamic is electric—two strangers and a couple, all vibrating with the understanding of exactly where this night is heading. Angelina's hand finds my thigh, squeezing it as if to say she's all in.

Brittany returns with four champagne flutes, the bubbles catching the golden light from the overhead chandelier. "To new friends," she toasts, her eyes flickering between me and Angelina with undisguised hunger.

We clink glasses, and I watch Tiffany's throat work as she swallows, imagining those same muscles contracting around my cock later. She catches me staring and deliberately licks a drop of champagne from her upper lip.

"So," Tiffany asks, setting her glass down and turning to face us directly, "are we going to pretend this is just about drinks, or can we skip to the part where we're all naked?"

Angelina laughs, a sound I rarely hear—genuinely relaxed and excited. "I like her directness," she tells me, then surprises me completely by leaning across my lap to press her lips against Tiffany's.

The sight of my married girlfriend kissing another woman sends a jolt of electric lust straight to my cock. Their lips move together tentatively at first, then with growing hunger as Tiffany's hand slides up to cup Angelina's face. When their tongues meet, visible between parted lips, I nearly groan aloud.

Brittany doesn't wait for an invitation. She kneels between my legs, pushing them apart to make room for her slender body. Her hands slide up my thighs, picking up where Tiffany left off with my belt. This time, I don't stop her.

"I've been dying to see what you're packing," she murmurs, successfully freeing my belt and popping the button on my pants. "Tiff said she bet it was huge."

"Why don't you find out?" I challenge, lifting my hips to help as she tugs my pants down.

My cock springs free, already rock hard from watching Angelina and Tiffany make out beside me. Brittany's eyes widen appreciatively, her hand wrapping around my shaft with gentle pressure.

"Fuck," she whispers, "you could do some damage with this thing."

"That's the plan," I reply, threading my fingers through her short hair and guiding her head toward my lap.

Angelina breaks her kiss with Tiffany, both of them turning to watch as Brittany's glossy lips part around the head of my cock. She takes me into the wet heat of her mouth, moaning around my length as she swallows me down.

"God, that's hot," Tiffany breathes, her hand sliding up Angelina's thigh, bunching the fabric of her dress. "Does he taste good, Brit?"

Brittany responds by taking me deeper, her tongue swirling around my shaft as her head bobs in a steady rhythm. 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. Brittany's skillful mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

Meanwhile, Tiffany has managed to unzip Angelina's dress, pulling it down to expose her perfect tits. She wastes no time taking one nipple into her mouth, sucking and flicking it with her tongue while her hand massages the other breast. Angelina's head falls back against the sofa, her eyes closing in pleasure as she surrenders to this new experience.

"Let's move this to the bedroom," I suggest, gently pulling Brittany off my cock. "More room to play."

We shed clothes as we stumble toward the massive king bed in the suite's main bedroom, hands grabbing and mouths tasting every new inch of exposed skin. By the time we reach the bed, we're all completely naked, a tangle of limbs and desire.

I push Tiffany onto her back, spreading her legs to reveal a perfectly waxed pussy already glistening with arousal. "You first," I tell her, positioning myself between her thighs. "I want to see if you're as wet as you look."

She whimpers in anticipation as I drag my cockhead through her slick folds, coating myself in her wetness before slowly pushing inside. Her pussy stretches around me, tight and hot, her back arching as she takes my full length.

"Oh fuck!" she cries out, her nails digging into my shoulders. "You're so fucking big!"

I establish a steady rhythm, my hips slapping against her thighs as I pound into her. The sight of her big tits bouncing with each thrust is hypnotic, her blonde hair splayed across the white pillows, her red lips parted in ecstasy.

Angelina and Brittany haven't been idle. They're beside us on the bed, Brittany on her back with Angelina between her legs, her face buried in the brunette's pussy. The sight of my girlfriend eating out another woman while I fuck a third is beyond erotic—it's a fantasy I never knew I needed fulfilled.

"How does she taste?" I ask Angelina, maintaining my pace inside Tiffany.

Angelina looks up, her chin glistening with Brittany's juices. "Delicious," she purrs. "Different than me. Sweeter."

Tiffany's pussy clenches around me at those words, her arousal clearly heightened by the taboo conversation. I increase my pace, driving into her harder, making her tits jiggle violently with each impact.

"I'm gonna cum," Tiffany gasps, her hands gripping the sheets. "Oh god, I'm gonna—"

She doesn't finish her sentence as her orgasm crashes through her, her body convulsing beneath me, her pussy spasming around my cock in rhythmic waves. I fuck her through it, prolonging her pleasure until she's a trembling, gasping mess beneath me.

When I finally pull out, Angelina immediately abandons Brittany to crawl toward me. Without a word, she takes my cock—still slick with Tiffany's juices—into her mouth, cleaning me with obvious relish. Her eyes never leave mine as she sucks her friend's flavor from my shaft, making satisfied humming noises around my length.

"Fuck, that's hot," Brittany whispers, watching wide-eyed as Angelina thoroughly cleans my cock.

Once she's satisfied, Angelina releases me with a wet pop. "Your turn," she tells Brittany, giving my cock a gentle stroke. "He tastes even better mixed with pussy."

Brittany doesn't need to be told twice. She scrambles across the bed, positioning herself on hands and knees, presenting her ass to me in obvious invitation. "Please," she begs, looking back at me over her shoulder. "I need that cock inside me."

I kneel behind her, guiding my shaft to her entrance, now slick from Angelina's attentions. With one firm thrust, I bury myself to the hilt, drawing a sharp cry of pleasure from Brittany's lips. Her pussy is tighter than Tiffany's, gripping me like a vise as I begin to move.

Tiffany, recovered from her orgasm, crawls over to join Angelina. They kiss deeply, sharing the taste of Brittany's pussy and my cock, their hands exploring each other's bodies with growing confidence. Tiffany breaks the kiss to lower her mouth to Angelina's tits, sucking and nibbling at her nipples while her hand slides between my girlfriend's legs.

As her skilled fingers continue to work their magic on Angelina's pussy, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Brittany's irresistible body, as they find their way to the round, firm curves of her ass. I give it a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips as I continue to drive into her from behind.

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

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

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

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

The sight before me is something out of a porn fantasy—Brittany on all fours taking my cock, Angelina lying beside us with Tiffany's face between her legs, the four of us connected in a circle of pleasure that keeps building with each passing second. This is only the beginning of our night together, and already it's exceeding every expectation.

As Brittany pushes back against me, taking my cock deeper with each thrust, I catch Tiffany's eye over Angelina's writhing body. She winks at me, then mouths words that send fresh heat surging through my veins: "I want to try something special next."

"Let's try something fun," Tiffany purrs, finally disengaging from Angelina's pussy. Her lips glisten with my girlfriend's juices as she crawls across the bed with feline grace. "Brit, lie on your back. I want to ride your face while Richard fucks me from behind." The command in her voice makes it clear she's done this before—orchestrated group sex with the confidence of a conductor leading an orchestra. Brittany complies immediately, sliding beneath Tiffany's upraised hips as I position myself behind her perfect ass.

"But here's the twist," Tiffany continues, looking back at me over her shoulder, her eyes dark with lust. "She's going to lick your balls while you fuck me."

The suggestion sends fresh blood rushing to my already hard cock. Brittany adjusts herself beneath Tiffany, her head positioned perfectly between her friend's thighs, looking up at me with eager anticipation.

"And I want to see everything," Angelina adds, moving to kneel beside us, her hand sliding down to touch herself as she watches.

I grab Tiffany's hips, guiding my cock to her entrance. She's dripping wet, her pussy making obscene squelching sounds as I push inside her once more. The position allows me to go deeper than before, drawing a sharp gasp from her lips as I bottom out.

"Oh fuck, yes!" she moans, pushing back against me. "Now fuck me hard."

I establish a rhythm, pulling back until just the head remains inside her before slamming forward again. Each thrust pushes her pussy closer to Brittany's waiting mouth, and soon I feel the incredible sensation of a warm, wet tongue lapping at my balls as they swing forward.

"Holy shit," I grunt, the dual sensation nearly overwhelming. Brittany's skilled tongue darts from my sack to Tiffany's clit and back again, creating a circuit of pleasure that has us both moaning.

Tiffany's pussy clenches tighter around me with each lick to her clit, her back arching to change the angle slightly. "Right there," she gasps, "don't stop!"

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

Brittany's tongue works overtime, somehow managing to stimulate both of us simultaneously. Her hands reach up to grip Tiffany's thighs, pulling her down harder against her mouth while her tongue focuses on her friend's clit. I can feel the vibrations of her moans against my balls, adding another layer of sensation to the already mind-blowing experience.

My left hand finds its way down to brush against Brittany's face, feeling the spot where her tongue meets Tiffany's clit. The bead of moisture that's building there coats my fingers as I circle the sensitive bud, adding to Brittany's oral ministrations. Tiffany 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 so fucking hot, Tiffany," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hip growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

"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 Brittany's eager tongue. The combination of sensations—tight pussy, wet tongue, the visual of these beautiful women arranged for my pleasure—pushes Tiffany over the edge.

Her entire body goes rigid, her pussy clamping down on my cock with vise-like pressure as an intense orgasm tears through her. She lets out a sound that's half scream, half sob, her body shuddering violently as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through her. Brittany doesn't let up, continuing to lick and suck at her clit, prolonging the orgasm until Tiffany is practically collapsing.

"Too much," she gasps, trying to pull away from Brittany's relentless tongue. "Oh god, I can't—"

I slow my thrusts, allowing her to catch her breath as her inner walls continue to pulse around my shaft. "Who said you were done?" I ask, tightening my grip on her hips to keep her in place. "I haven't cum yet."

Angelina chooses this moment to make her move, sliding off the bed to kneel on the floor directly in front of Tiffany's hanging head. "My turn," she says, her eyes meeting mine with unmistakable hunger. "I want you to fuck my face while you're still inside her."

The request is so unexpectedly filthy coming from Angelina that my cock throbs in response. I've trained her well over these months—transformed her from Jack's proper wife into a woman who begs to taste another woman's juices on my cock.

"Come here then," I command, still buried deep in Tiffany's trembling body.

Angelina positions herself perfectly, her mouth open and waiting. I pull out of Tiffany with a wet sound, my cock glistening with her juices as I guide it toward Angelina's eager lips. She takes me in without hesitation, moaning around my shaft as she tastes Tiffany on me.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my length, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes what doesn't fit in her mouth, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's skillful mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Fuck, that's hot," Tiffany murmurs, watching Angelina devour my cock. Despite her recent orgasm, she's clearly aroused by the display. "Let me taste too."

I pull out of Angelina's mouth and guide my cock to Tiffany's waiting lips. She takes me greedily, sucking her own juices from my shaft while maintaining eye contact with Angelina. The two women are inches apart now, taking turns servicing my cock in a display of shared submission that has my heart racing.

Brittany, not content to be left out, wriggles out from beneath Tiffany to join the other two. Now all three women are arranged before me—Angelina and Tiffany kneeling side by side with Brittany crouched slightly lower, all three with their mouths open, tongues occasionally meeting as they take turns sucking my cock.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, grabbing a fistful of Angelina's hair as I thrust into her mouth, then pulling out to do the same to Tiffany. I alternate between them, face-fucking each woman with increasing force, occasionally slapping my wet cock against their cheeks or letting them lick along the sides simultaneously.

"Please, Richard," Angelina whimpers when I pull out of her mouth, strings of saliva connecting my cock to her swollen lips. "I love watching you with them. It makes me so wet."

"Your cock is amazing," Brittany adds, taking her turn to swallow me down, her throat bulging slightly as she takes me deeper than either of the other two.

"Fuck our mouths," Tiffany demands, her hand reaching between her legs to touch herself as she waits her turn. "Use us however you want."

The sight of all three women debasing themselves for my pleasure, begging for my cock, sends me racing toward the edge faster than I expected. I grab my shaft, stroking it rapidly as I aim at their upturned faces. They instinctively move closer together, forming a perfect target of parted lips and eager tongues.

"I'm going to cum all over your pretty faces," I growl, my hand flying over my length. "Open wide."

They comply instantly, mouths open, tongues extended, faces tilted up toward me in perfect submission. The image is too much—three beautiful women waiting to be marked by my cum, their eyes glazed with lust and need.

My orgasm hits me like a freight train, pleasure exploding outward from my core as my cock pulses in my hand. The first thick rope of cum shoots across Angelina's forehead and into her hair. The second splashes over Tiffany's cheek and mouth, some landing on her tongue while the rest drips down her chin. The third hits Brittany directly between her eyes, making her flinch slightly before eagerly leaning forward for more.

I continue pumping, directing the remaining spurts to ensure each woman gets her fair share. By the time I'm finished, all three faces are decorated with white streaks, cum dripping down their flushed skin and pooling at the corners of their mouths.

What happens next exceeds even my expectations. The women turn to each other, licking my seed from one another's faces with obvious relish. Angelina leans forward to lick a drop from Tiffany's chin, while Brittany's tongue darts out to clean a streak from Angelina's cheek. They kiss deeply, sharing my cum between them, swapping it back and forth before finally swallowing.

"Fuck," I breathe, genuinely awestruck by the display of depravity before me. "That might be the hottest thing I've ever seen."

Angelina, her face still streaked with my cum despite the cleanup efforts, looks up at me with pride in her eyes. "See? I told you I'd enjoy watching you with other women."

Tiffany laughs, using her finger to collect a final drop from Brittany's eyebrow before sucking it clean. "And we're just getting started. The night is still young, and I have so many more positions I want to try."

"After a short break," I suggest, my cock already beginning to stir again despite the intensity of my recent release. At eighteen, recovery time is measured in minutes, not hours—a fact these three women seem eager to take advantage of.

Brittany stands, stretching her naked body like a satisfied cat. "I'll get more drinks," she offers, padding toward the suite's bar on unsteady legs. "We're going to need to stay hydrated."

Tiffany and Angelina collapse onto the bed beside me, their bodies glistening with sweat, faces still bearing faint traces of my cum. The night stretches before us, full of possibilities, and I'm already planning what configurations to try next. Three women, all mine to command—Vegas is definitely living up to its reputation.

Just as Brittany returns with fresh champagne, my phone buzzes on the nightstand. I glance at it, expecting perhaps a text from Jack wondering where we are. Instead, I see a message from a number I don't recognize:

"Suite 4212. Now. Come alone. I've been waiting. -E"

Eva Alba hasn't forgotten our appointment, it seems. And suddenly, this already extraordinary night is about to get even more interesting.


Chapter 7

I stare at Eva's message, my cock already hardening again despite having just covered three women's faces with cum moments before. The opportunity to fuck a Hollywood A-lister twice in one day isn't something I'm about to pass up. I show the text to Angelina, who reads it with raised eyebrows before meeting my gaze with a mixture of surprise and arousal.

"Eva Alba?" she whispers, careful not to let Tiffany and Brittany overhear. "The actress?"

I nod, already calculating how to make my exit without raising suspicion from our new playmates. "Remember what you said about watching me with other women?" I murmur against her ear. "Maybe next time it can be her."

Angelina's pupils dilate at the suggestion, her hand sliding down to stroke my rapidly stiffening cock. "Go," she says, pressing a quick kiss to my lips. "I'll keep these two entertained. Just make sure you tell me every detail later."

I stand, grabbing my discarded clothes from the floor. "Ladies," I announce to Tiffany and Brittany, who are still sharing champagne on the bed, "I need to step out for a bit. Business call from back home that can't wait."

"Hurry back," Tiffany purrs, running her finger down Brittany's naked thigh. "We'll keep your girlfriend company until you return."

"Don't wear her out completely," I warn with a smirk, pulling on my pants. "I've got plans for later."

I dress quickly, watching as Brittany's hand slides between Angelina's legs, picking up where they left off. The sight of my girlfriend surrendering to another woman's touch sends a fresh surge of arousal through me, making my mission to reach Eva even more urgent.

The hotel corridors are mercifully empty as I make my way to the elevators. It's well past midnight now, the typical Vegas party crowd already settled into casinos, clubs, or beds. I check my reflection in the elevator's mirrored wall, straightening my shirt and running a hand through my tousled hair. I still look thoroughly fucked—eyes bright with lingering arousal, lips slightly swollen, the faint scent of sex clinging to my skin despite my best efforts to clean up.

The elevator ascends to the 42nd floor, opening onto a hushed, luxurious corridor carpeted in deep crimson. Suite 4212 is at the end of the hallway—the presidential suite, according to the ornate numbering beside the door. I knock once, testing, but the door swings open at my touch, unlocked and waiting as promised.

I step inside, the suite immediately revealing itself as several times larger than even our generous penthouse. Floor-to-ceiling windows showcase the entire Strip from a height that makes the neon signs look like toys. The living room alone is bigger than most apartments, decorated in understated luxury with cream and gold accents.

"Eva?" I call out, closing the door behind me.

"In here," her accented voice replies from what must be the bedroom.

I follow the sound, passing through an elaborate dining area and a smaller sitting room before reaching a set of double doors left slightly ajar. I push them open, and the sight that greets me nearly stops my heart.

Eva Alba lies sprawled across an enormous king bed, wearing the most pornographic version of a French maid outfit I've ever seen. The black satin barely covers her ass, the white apron cut so low her tits nearly spill out completely. Fishnet stockings encase her toned legs, attached to a garter belt visible beneath the tiny skirt. Her dark hair is tied back in a ponytail, emphasizing her high cheekbones and full, red lips.

"You took your time," she purrs, rolling onto her side to face me properly. "I was beginning to think you preferred your little orgy downstairs."

Of course she knows what I've been doing. In a hotel like this, gossip travels fast, especially when it involves someone like me.

"How could I resist a private invitation?" I reply, shrugging off my jacket and starting on my shirt buttons. "Especially when it comes with such an enticing outfit."

Eva sits up, crossing her legs in a way that deliberately rides the skirt higher. "You like? I ordered it from the hotel's 'special services' menu. Thought you might appreciate the fantasy."

I finish undressing, my cock already fully erect again despite my recent activities. Eva's eyes drop to my crotch, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

"Impressive recovery time," she comments, uncrossing her legs and sliding to the edge of the bed. "But then, you are only eighteen. The benefits of youth."

I cross the room in three long strides, reaching the bed and grabbing her face in my hands. "Enough talk," I growl, crashing my mouth against hers in a kiss that's more possession than affection.

She responds immediately, her tongue meeting mine with equal hunger, her hands flying to my chest to feel the muscles there. I push her backwards onto the mattress, my body covering hers, my hardness pressing against the thin satin between her legs.

"Is this how you want it?" I ask, biting her lower lip hard enough to make her gasp. "Fast and rough? Like I'm punishing the naughty maid?"

"Yes," she hisses, arching against me. "Hard. Brutal. Make me feel it."

I rip the flimsy costume rather than waste time removing it properly, the sound of tearing fabric filling the room as I expose her perfect tits. They're even more impressive than I remember from our earlier encounter—full and round with dark nipples already hardened to tight peaks. I take one in my mouth, biting down harder than I would with most women, drawing a sharp cry from Eva's lips.

"Dios mío," she gasps, her hands clutching at my shoulders. "More. Harder."

I give her what she wants, kneading one breast roughly while my teeth work the other, leaving visible marks on the tanned skin. My other hand pushes between her legs, finding her already soaking wet through the thin satin panties. I push them aside rather than remove them, plunging two fingers into her without preamble.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her back arching off the bed. "Yes, like that!"

I finger her roughly, curling upward to find that spot inside her that makes her eyes roll back. Her pussy clenches around my digits, her arousal coating my hand as I add a third finger, stretching her in preparation for my cock. My thumb finds her clit, circling it with firm pressure that has her hips bucking wildly against my hand.

"You want this cock?" I growl, removing my fingers and positioning myself at her entrance. "Beg for it."

Eva's eyes flash with momentary defiance—she's not used to being commanded, even in bed—but it quickly melts into raw need. "Please," she whispers, her accent thicker with arousal. "Fuck me, Richard. I need your cock inside me."

I push just the tip in, teasing her, watching her face contort with frustration. "Not good enough," I tell her. "Beg properly. Tell me exactly what you want."

She grabs my ass, trying to pull me deeper, but I resist, holding myself back with iron control. "Please," she says again, more desperate now. "I need you to fuck me hard. Pound my pussy until I scream. Use me. Hurt me. Please, I'm begging you!"

Satisfied with her submission, I slam forward, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal thrust. Eva screams, her back arching sharply as I stretch her completely. She's tight—tighter than I expected from a woman her age—but so wet that I slide in despite her body's initial resistance.

"Oh fuck!" she gasps, her eyes wide with the shock of accommodating my size. "You're so big!"

I don't give her time to adjust, immediately establishing a punishing rhythm that has the headboard slamming against the wall. My hands grip her hips hard enough to bruise, lifting them slightly to change the angle, hitting deeper with each powerful thrust.

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.

"Harder," she demands, her nails raking down my back hard enough to draw blood. "Fuck me harder!"

I grab her by the throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. Her eyes widen, but she doesn't tell me to stop—if anything, her pussy gets wetter around my cock, her inner walls clenching tighter as I continue to pound into her.

"This how you like it?" I growl, maintaining my grip on her throat. "Being used like a cheap whore by a man half your age?"

"Yes!" she gasps, the word barely audible through my constricting fingers. "I love it!"

My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out 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 so fucking hot, Eva," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her throat growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

I can feel her getting close—her pussy fluttering around my shaft, her breathing becoming more erratic even through my grip on her throat, her eyes starting to roll back. I increase the pressure on her clit, rubbing faster, harder, in time with my relentless thrusts.

"Cum for me," I command, releasing her throat to slap her face lightly, shocking her. "Cum all over my cock, you fucking slut."

The combination of pain, pleasure, and degradation pushes her over the edge. Eva's entire body goes rigid beneath me, her back arching so sharply I fear it might snap. A primal scream tears from her throat as her pussy convulses around my cock, clamping down with surprising strength as waves of pleasure crash through her.

"FUCK! YES! OH GOD!" she wails, her voice carrying a raw, unfiltered quality I've never heard in her movies. This isn't the practiced moans of a woman used to performing—this is genuine, overwhelming pleasure that strips away all pretense.

I maintain my brutal pace through her orgasm, prolonging it, feeling her body spasm beneath me as I continue to hit that perfect spot inside her. Her legs wrap around my waist, heels digging into my lower back, pulling me deeper as if trying to take every inch of me inside her convulsing pussy.

As her climax begins to subside, her body going limp beneath me, I slow my thrusts slightly but don't stop. "We're not done yet," I tell her, watching her eyes widen with a mixture of exhaustion and renewed arousal. "Not even close."

"I need a moment," she gasps, her chest heaving with exertion. "That was—"

I cut her off with another hard thrust that makes her yelp. "I didn't ask what you need," I remind her, establishing a new rhythm. "We're just getting started."

The realization dawns in her eyes—she's not in control here. Despite her fame, her wealth, her status, in this room, she belongs to me. And judging by the fresh wetness I feel around my cock, that's exactly what she wants.

I continue pounding into Eva's still-quivering pussy, her body jerking with each thrust as aftershocks of her orgasm ripple through her. Her makeup is smeared, her hair a wild mess, the pristine maid outfit now hanging in tatters around her sweat-slick body. She looks thoroughly debauched—a far cry from the polished Hollywood star the public knows—and the sight only fuels my desire to wreck her further. I grab her legs, pushing them back toward her chest to change the angle, hitting even deeper inside her when suddenly the suite door clicks open.

"Eva? Are you in here?" a man's voice calls from the main room of the suite.

My blood freezes in my veins as I recognize the voice—her husband, the thin, older man I saw earlier at the pool. I immediately try to pull out, but Eva's legs lock around my waist with surprising strength, holding me deep inside her.

"Don't you dare stop," she hisses, her eyes flashing with something I can't quite interpret. "Keep fucking me."

"Your husband—" I start to object, but she cuts me off by clenching her pussy around my cock, sending waves of pleasure up my spine despite the panic of potentially being caught.

"Eva?" The voice is closer now, just outside the bedroom door.

I make one more attempt to withdraw, but Eva's grip only tightens, her heels digging into my lower back. "Trust me," she whispers, then raises her voice to call out, "In here, Robert! I have a surprise for you."

The bedroom door swings open, revealing her husband standing in the doorway. He freezes at the sight before him—his wife spread-eagled on the bed, her legs wrapped around me, my cock buried deep inside her. Our eyes lock over Eva's heaving body, and I brace myself for rage, for shouting, for the hotel security that will inevitably follow.

Instead, something entirely unexpected happens. Robert's expression shifts from shock to... interest. His eyes darken as they travel over the tableau we present, lingering where my body joins his wife's. Then, to my complete astonishment, he closes the door behind him and leans against it, his hand dropping to adjust what appears to be a growing erection in his pants.

"You started without me," he says quietly, his voice strained but not with anger—with arousal.

Eva laughs breathlessly beneath me. "Couldn't wait," she replies, rolling her hips to take me deeper, drawing a surprised groan from my throat. "He's even better than I told you he would be."

Understanding dawns like a bucket of ice water followed by immediate heat. This isn't an accidental discovery—this is planned, orchestrated. Eva's husband doesn't just know about her infidelity; he gets off on it. He's a willing cuckold, here to watch his wife get fucked by a younger, stronger man.

The realization sends a fresh surge of power through me, my initial shock transforming into renewed arousal. If they want a show, I'll give them a performance they'll never forget.

"Your wife's pussy is incredible," I tell Robert directly, maintaining eye contact as I slowly withdraw until just the head remains inside her, then slam back in with enough force to make Eva cry out. "So tight around my cock. You don't mind if I continue, do you?"

Robert's breath hitches, his hand now openly palming his erection through his expensive slacks. "Please," he says, his voice barely above a whisper. "Don't stop on my account."

That's all the permission I need. I turn my attention back to Eva, grabbing her throat again, squeezing harder this time. "You planned this, didn't you?" I growl, increasing the pace of my thrusts. "Wanted your pathetic husband to see you getting fucked by a real man?"

"Yes," she gasps, her eyes rolling back as I tighten my grip. "Wanted him to see—what he can't—give 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.

"Look at him," I command Eva, forcing her head to the side so she can see Robert, who has now unzipped his pants and taken out his disappointingly small cock. He strokes himself frantically as he watches us, his eyes never leaving the spot where my much larger shaft disappears into his wife. "Look at how pathetic he is, jerking his little dick while I stretch you open."

Eva moans at my words, her pussy clenching tighter around me. The humiliation of her husband clearly turns her on as much as it does him. I decide to push it further, to see just how depraved this Hollywood power couple truly is.

"Tell him," I demand, slapping her tits hard enough to leave red marks. "Tell him how much better my cock feels than his."

"Robert," Eva gasps, looking directly at her husband now. "His cock is so much bigger than yours. So much better. He fucks me like you never could. Like I've always needed to be fucked."

Robert groans, stroking himself faster, his face flushed with a combination of shame and intense arousal. I can see pre-cum leaking from his tip, evidence of just how much this twisted scenario excites him.

My left hand finds its way down to Eva'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 again," I tell her, not a question but a command. "You're going to cum all over my cock while your husband watches. Show him how a real man makes you feel."

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

I increase the pressure and speed of my fingers on her clit, timing the circles to match my increasingly brutal thrusts. Her breaths come in sharp, staccato gasps, her pussy fluttering around my shaft—telltale signs of her approaching climax.

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

Eva's second orgasm is even more intense than the first, her entire body convulsing beneath me as she screams loud enough to be heard throughout the hotel floor. Her pussy contracts violently around my cock, squeezing me with pulsating waves that nearly trigger my own release. I grit my teeth, fighting back the urge to cum—I'm nowhere near finished with her yet.

"Oh god! Fuck! RICHARD!" she wails, thrashing beneath me as pleasure overwhelms her system. Her nails dig into my forearms hard enough to draw blood, her legs still locked around my waist, keeping me buried deep inside her as she rides out the intense waves.

From the corner of my eye, I see Robert shudder and cum into his hand, unable to hold back at the sight of his wife's ecstasy. But unlike me, he's older, weaker—one orgasm is all he has to offer. I, on the other hand, am just getting started.

As Eva's second climax begins to subside, I flip her over without warning, manhandling her onto her stomach. She gasps in surprise as I pull her hips up, positioning her on all fours, her ass raised high. I re-enter her from behind in one smooth thrust, drawing a sharp cry from her lips.

"Watch closely, Robert," I call over my shoulder, establishing a new, even more aggressive rhythm. "Watch how your wife takes my cock like she was made for it."

Robert moves closer, settling into a chair beside the bed for a better view. His spent cock hangs limply from his open pants, but his eyes remain fixed on the action, hungry for more despite his physical limitations.

I grab a fistful of Eva's hair, yanking her head back at an angle that must be painful. "You like being watched, don't you?" I growl into her ear. "Like showing your husband what a whore you really are?"

"Yes," she sobs, tears of pain and pleasure streaming down her face. "I love it. Love showing him what I need."

I release her hair only to deliver a sharp smack to her ass, the sound echoing through the bedroom. A red handprint blooms on her tanned skin, quickly followed by another as I spank her in rhythm with my thrusts.

"Harder!" she begs, pushing back against me. "Spank me harder! Fuck me harder!"

I comply, alternating between harsh slaps to her reddening ass and brutal thrusts that have the headboard cracking against the wall. The sound of flesh hitting flesh fills the room, punctuated by Eva's increasingly desperate moans and Robert's labored breathing as he watches his wife being thoroughly dominated.

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 clit. The combination of the rough penetration, the spanking, and the psychological thrill of being watched pushes Eva toward a third orgasm faster than I would have thought possible.

"I'm cumming again," she announces, her voice breaking with the strain of so much pleasure. "Oh god, I'm cumming again!"

This orgasm seems to hit her from somewhere deeper, her entire body seizing up before collapsing forward onto the mattress, my cock still buried inside her as she trembles through waves of pleasure so intense they border on pain. She buries her face in the pillow, screaming into it as her pussy spasms around me, gushing wetness that soaks the sheets beneath us.

I don't slow down, continuing to pound into her oversensitive body, prolonging her orgasm until she's sobbing incoherently, begging me in a mixture of English and Spanish, though whether she's begging me to stop or continue is unclear even to her.

Through it all, Robert watches, his cock somehow hard again despite his age, stroking himself with renewed vigor as his wife comes completely undone beneath me.

"Please," Eva finally gasps when she can form words again, "my ass. I want you in my ass now."

The request sends a fresh jolt of arousal through me, my cock somehow growing even harder inside her at the thought of claiming her final hole. I look over at Robert, whose eyes have widened at his wife's request.

"Has he ever fucked you there?" I ask Eva, already knowing the answer from Robert's expression.

"No," she admits, turning her face to look at her husband. "He's always been too afraid of hurting me."

I pull out of her pussy, my cock glistening with her juices as I position it against the tight ring of her ass. "Then this is another first he gets to watch," I tell her, pressing forward slightly. "Another way he gets to see you surrender to me completely."

Robert leans forward in his chair, his hand working frantically over his cock as he prepares to watch me claim the part of his wife he's never been allowed to touch.

I press forward, the head of my cock meeting resistance at Eva's tight back entrance. Unlike her pussy, this hole isn't naturally lubricated, and I can feel her tensing in anticipation of the pain to come. I gather some of her abundant pussy juices on my fingers, rubbing them around her puckered hole to provide at least minimal lubrication.

"Relax," I command, slapping her ass sharply to make her yelp. "The more you tense up, the more it's going to hurt."

Eva nods, taking deep breaths, consciously trying to relax her muscles. Robert has moved even closer now, perched on the edge of his chair, his eyes wide with a mixture of jealousy and fascination as he watches me prepare to take his wife in a way he never has.

I press forward again, more insistently this time, feeling the tight ring of muscle slowly giving way to the pressure of my cockhead. Eva gasps sharply, her hands fisting in the sheets as the tip finally pops past the resistant muscle.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her entire body going rigid with the sudden intrusion. "It's too big!"

"Breathe," I instruct, pausing to let her adjust. "You can take it. Your husband wants to see you take it all."

She glances at Robert, who nods encouragement despite the conflict visible on his face. The mixture of arousal and jealousy in his expression is intoxicating—he wants to see this happen even as it kills him to watch another man claim his wife so completely.

I push forward slowly, inch by agonizing inch, feeling her body gradually accepting me despite its initial resistance. Eva's breath comes in shallow pants, her face contorted in a grimace that slowly transforms as pain gives way to a more complex sensation.

"Oh god," she moans once I'm about halfway in. "It burns, but... don't stop."

I continue my careful advance until I'm buried to the hilt, my balls resting against her pussy lips. The sensation is incredible—her ass grips me like a vise, hot and impossibly tight around my throbbing shaft. I hold still for a moment, savoring both the physical pleasure and the psychological victory of claiming her final hole under her husband's watchful gaze.

"That's it," I tell her, giving her ass another firm slap that makes her clench tighter around me. "You've got all of me now. Every inch of this cock that your husband could never give you."

Robert makes a small, strangled sound from his chair, his hand never stopping its movement on his own meager erection. The humiliation clearly feeds his arousal, his eyes fixed on the point where my cock disappears into his wife's stretched hole.

I begin to move, slowly at first, pulling back until just the head remains inside before pushing forward again. Each stroke becomes slightly easier as Eva's body adjusts, her initial pained whimpers gradually transforming into moans of pleasure.

"That's it," I encourage, increasing my pace as I feel her relaxing around me. "You're taking my cock in your ass so well. Such a good little whore."

"Yes," she gasps, pushing back against me, seeking more. "Fuck my ass harder. Show Robert how I need to be fucked."

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 tight ring squeeze with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

My hands grip her hips brutally hard, pulling her back to meet each forward thrust. The sight of my cock stretching her ass, disappearing into that forbidden hole while her husband watches helplessly, fills me with a primal sense of conquest. This isn't just sex anymore—it's a complete domination of both Eva and Robert, a reshaping of their marriage that can never be undone.

"Tell him how it feels," I command, reaching around to find her clit, rubbing it in time with my increasingly brutal thrusts. "Tell your husband what my cock is doing to your ass."

"It's so good," Eva moans, turning her face toward Robert. "His cock in my ass feels so fucking good. So full. So deep. Things you could never give me."

Robert's face flushes darker, his hand moving faster over his cock as his wife's words cut into him. I decide to twist the knife further, to push this cuckold fantasy to its limits.

"Your wife's ass belongs to me now," I tell him directly. "Just like her pussy. Just like her mouth. Every hole is mine to use how I want."

"Yes," Robert agrees, his voice strained with arousal. "They're yours. She's yours."

The submission in his voice, the complete surrender of his wife to my control, sends a fresh surge of dominance through me. I pull out of Eva's ass suddenly, making her cry out at the emptiness.

"On your back," I order, flipping her over roughly. "Head hanging off the edge of the bed."

She complies immediately, scrambling into position with her head tilted back over the side of the mattress, her throat exposed in a straight line. I move around to stand at the edge of the bed, my cock level with her upside-down face.

"Open," I command, and she obediently parts her lips.

I grab her head with both hands, holding it steady as I push my cock—still dirty from her ass—into her waiting mouth. The angle allows me to slide straight into her throat, bypassing any resistance. Eva gags immediately, her throat convulsing around my shaft as I push deeper than any normal blowjob would allow.

"That's it," I growl, beginning to fuck her face with the same brutality I used on her other holes. "Take it all."

My thrusts are merciless, my cock disappearing completely into her throat with each forward movement. Tears stream from Eva's eyes, running up into her hairline from the inverted position. Her makeup is completely ruined now, mascara creating dark trails across her temples. She gags and chokes with each thrust, her hands clawing at the sheets as she struggles to breathe around my invading length.

Robert has moved again, standing now for a better view of his wife's throat bulging with each of my thrusts. His hand never stops working his cock, his breathing becoming more ragged as he watches Eva being used so thoroughly.

"Look at her," I tell him, not slowing my pace. "Look how she takes my cock down her throat. Better than any of her movie performances, isn't it?"

"Yes," he agrees, his voice barely audible over the wet, choking sounds Eva is making. "It's beautiful."

I can see Eva's face darkening from the restricted blood flow in this position, combined with her limited ability to breathe around my cock. She's approaching her limit, her eyes starting to roll back, her struggles becoming weaker. I pull out just long enough to let her gasp a few desperate breaths.

"Please," she croaks, her voice wrecked from the throat-fucking. "Please cum on my face. I want Robert to see me covered in your cum."

The request sends a jolt of arousal straight to my core. I push back into her mouth but don't go as deep, allowing her to breathe through her nose as I fuck her lips and tongue rather than her throat. My hand wraps around the base of my shaft, stroking in time with my thrusts, feeling my release building rapidly after the intense stimulation of her ass and throat.

"Get ready," I warn, feeling the familiar tightening at the base of my spine. "Going to paint that famous face with my load."

I pull out completely, my hand flying over my length as I aim at her upside-down face. Eva opens her mouth wide, her tongue extended, eager to catch whatever she can. The sight pushes me over the edge—a Hollywood A-lister, thoroughly debauched, begging for my cum while her husband watches.

My orgasm tears through me with unexpected force, the first rope of cum shooting across Eva's forehead and into her hair. The second splashes across her nose and cheeks, and the third lands directly in her open mouth. I continue pumping, ensuring every inch of her famous face receives its share of my seed.

By the time I'm finished, Eva's face is completely covered in thick white streaks, cum dripping down her skin and pooling in her eye sockets, nostrils, and the corners of her mouth. The image is obscenely perfect—the kind of thing that would break the internet if ever leaked, the complete degradation of one of Hollywood's most beautiful women.

I turn to Robert, who stands transfixed by the sight of his defiled wife. "Clean her up," I command, not a request but an order.

His eyes widen, but I can see the darkening of arousal in them. This is the ultimate humiliation, the final step in his cuckolding fantasy—to taste another man's essence from his wife's skin.

"Now," I emphasize, my voice leaving no room for argument.

Robert moves forward on trembling legs, leaning over his wife's cum-covered face. With a visible swallow, he extends his tongue and takes the first tentative lick along her cheek, gathering my seed. Eva moans at the contact, her eyes finding her husband's as he continues his degrading task.

I step back, admiring my handiwork as Robert methodically cleans every drop of my cum from his wife's face, swallowing obediently. His own orgasm had apparently arrived during my facial, evidenced by the fresh stain on his expensive pants.

"Good boy," I mock when he's finished, Eva's face now glistening with his saliva rather than my cum. "You've earned the right to watch round two."

Eva's eyes widen at this, a mixture of exhaustion and renewed arousal in her gaze. "There's more?" she asks, her voice rough from the abuse her throat has taken.

I grab my still-hard cock, stroking it lazily as I look between the Hollywood power couple—both thoroughly conquered and remade according to my desires. "We're just getting started," I promise, already planning what degradations to visit upon them next. "The night is still young."


Chapter 8

The Vegas sun filters through the half-closed curtains of my hotel room, painting golden stripes across the rumpled sheets. I'm half awake, my body still recovering from the marathon sex sessions of the past few days—the orgy with Tiffany and Brittany, the depraved night with Eva and her cuckolded husband, and countless rounds with Angelina in between. As if summoned by my thoughts, I hear the soft click of the connecting door between our rooms, followed by Angelina's light footsteps as she slips inside, closing it quietly behind her.

"Jack's completely passed out," she whispers, her voice vibrating with excitement as she approaches the bed. "Too many scotches with the clients last night. He won't be up for hours."

I open my eyes fully to take her in. She's wearing only a sheer hotel robe that does nothing to hide her perfect body, her nipples visibly hard against the thin fabric, her skin still flushed from the shower she must have just taken. Despite everything I've done with other women over the past days, the sight of Angelina still sends blood rushing straight to my cock.

"Our flight's not until this afternoon," she continues, letting the robe slip from her shoulders to pool at her feet. "Thought we could have one more Vegas adventure before returning to reality."

I sit up, the sheets falling away to reveal my morning erection. "Haven't had enough yet?" I ask, my voice still rough with sleep. "After everything I've done to you this week?"

Angelina's eyes darken with lust as she crawls onto the bed, her movements deliberately slow and seductive. "I want more," she admits, settling between my legs and running her hands up my thighs. "I can't stop thinking about what you did with Eva. And those girls from the bachelorette party."

Of course, I've told her everything—every depraved detail of fucking Eva's ass while her husband watched, of covering all three women's faces with my cum. Angelina devoured these stories, getting wetter with each filthy revelation, begging me to fuck her harder as I described degrading other women.

"It was so hot," she continues, her hand wrapping around my cock, stroking slowly. "The idea of you with all these women. Dominating them. Making them do whatever you want." She leans down, her tongue darting out to lick the head of my cock. "It makes me want to be used even worse."

Something snaps inside me at her words—a primal, possessive instinct that overrides any lingering sleepiness. I grab her hair roughly, yanking her up from my cock and throwing her onto her back in one fluid movement. She gasps at the sudden aggression, but I can see the excitement flashing in her eyes.

"You want to be used?" I growl, looming over her, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand. "You want me to treat you like the fucking whore you are?"

"Yes," she whispers, her chest rising and falling rapidly with anticipation. "Please, Richard. Use me. Hurt me. I need it."

I don't waste time with foreplay or gentleness. She's been my sexual plaything for months—she knows exactly what she's asking for. I grab her thighs, shoving them apart roughly before positioning myself between them. My cock is already rock hard, and I can see her pussy glistening with arousal. With one brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, drawing a sharp cry from her lips.

"This what you want?" I snarl, grabbing her throat with one hand as I establish a punishing rhythm. "Being choked and fucked like a worthless slut?"

Her eyes roll back slightly as I apply pressure to her throat, cutting off just enough air to create that light-headed sensation she craves. Her pussy clenches tighter around me, confirmation that this is exactly what she needs.

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.

"You're my personal cum-slut, aren't you?" I growl, releasing her throat just enough to let her answer, my balls slapping against her ass with each powerful thrust.

"Yes," she gasps, the word barely audible through her constricted airway. "Yours. Only yours."

I increase the pressure on her throat again, watching her face flush darker as oxygen becomes limited. My other hand finds her clit, rubbing hard circles that have her hips bucking wildly beneath me despite the choking.

"This married pussy belongs to me," I tell her, driving deeper with each thrust. "Not your pathetic husband. Me. Say it."

I ease the pressure just enough for her to respond.

"Yours," she chokes out, tears streaming down her temples from the intensity. "My pussy belongs to you, Richard. All of me."

Her submission fuels my dominance, pushing me to be rougher, more degrading. I release her throat only to spit directly in her face, a glob of saliva landing on her cheek and sliding down to her parted lips.

"Open your mouth," I command, and when she does, I spit again, this time directly into her waiting mouth. "Swallow it."

She obeys without hesitation, swallowing my spit with obvious arousal, her pussy getting impossibly wetter around my pounding cock. This is what separates Angelina from the others—her willingness to be thoroughly debased, to surrender completely to my darkest desires.

"Fucking dirty whore," I snarl, slapping her face hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Taking my cock while your husband sleeps next door. What would he think if he saw you now? Begging for my cum like the slut you are?"

The degradation pushes her toward her first orgasm, her body tensing beneath me, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft. I can feel her getting close, see it in the way her eyes lose focus, the way her breath comes in shorter gasps.

"Cum for me," I demand, rubbing her clit faster, harder. "Cum all over this young cock."

Her orgasm hits her like a freight train, her back arching off the bed, her mouth opening in a silent scream as pleasure overwhelms her. Her pussy convulses around me in violent waves, her thighs trembling uncontrollably as I continue to pound into her, prolonging her climax.

"Oh god, Richard!" she finally cries out, her voice breaking with the intensity of her release. "Fuck! Yes!"

But I'm nowhere near finished with her. As soon as her first orgasm begins to subside, I flip her over onto her stomach, yanking her hips up to position her on all fours. I re-enter her from behind with one brutal thrust, drawing a sharp gasp from her still-sensitive body.

"We're just getting started," I tell her, grabbing her hair and pulling her head back at a painful angle. "Going to fuck every hole before we leave Vegas."

My free hand delivers a stinging slap to her ass, leaving a perfect red handprint on her pale skin. I follow it with another, and another, until both cheeks are glowing bright red and hot to the touch. Angelina whimpers beneath me, pushing her ass back against my hips, silently begging for more.

"You love being treated like garbage, don't you?" I taunt, keeping up the brutal pace of my thrusts. "Love being nothing but a set of holes for me to fuck?"

"Yes," she sobs, her face pressed into the mattress. "Use me. Fuck me. I'm your whore."

I reach around to find her clit again, rubbing it roughly as I continue to slam into her from behind. The dual stimulation quickly pushes her toward a second orgasm, her body still oversensitive from the first.

"Gonna cum again already?" I mock, feeling her pussy beginning to clench rhythmically around my shaft. "Pathetic slut can't even hold out. Cum then. Show me what a desperate whore you are."

Her second orgasm is even more intense than the first, her entire body convulsing beneath me as she screams into the pillow. Her pussy gushes around my cock, wetness running down her thighs and soaking the sheets beneath us.

I don't slow down, don't give her time to recover. I maintain my punishing rhythm through her climax, already pushing her toward a third. Angelina is reduced to incoherent noises now, a mixture of sobs, moans, and broken pleas as pleasure bordering on pain crashes through her oversensitive body.

"Can't—can't take anymore," she gasps, even as her hips continue to push back against me, seeking more.

"You'll take what I give you," I tell her, punctuating the statement with a particularly brutal thrust. "Every. Fucking. Inch."

I grab her shoulders, using them as leverage to pull her back onto my cock with each forward movement of my hips. The new angle allows me to hit even deeper, drawing a fresh wail of pleasure-pain from her lips.

"You belong to me," I remind her, my voice low and dangerous in her ear. "My personal married slut. My cum dump. Nothing more."

The degradation, combined with the relentless pounding and continued stimulation of her clit, triggers her third orgasm in rapid succession. This one seems to tear through her from somewhere deeper, her entire body going rigid before collapsing beneath me, only my grip on her hips keeping her ass raised to continue receiving my cock.

"Richard! Oh god! Fuck!" she screams, past caring if Jack or anyone else hears her. "I'm cumming again! Don't stop!"

I have no intention of stopping. I'm just getting started, my own orgasm still building as I use her quivering body for my pleasure. As her third climax begins to subside, I pull out suddenly, making her whimper at the emptiness.

"Turn over," I command, already planning my next assault on her thoroughly ravaged body. "Want to see your face when I fuck that tight ass."

Angelina rolls onto her back, her legs spread wide, her body glistening with sweat. Her hair is a tangled mess, her face flushed with exertion, her eyes glazed with the lingering effects of multiple orgasms. She looks utterly debauched—a far cry from the sophisticated wife Jack thinks he married.

I grab her ankles, pushing her legs back toward her chest to expose her puckered hole. "Gonna fuck this ass one more time before we go home," I tell her, positioning my cock against the tight entrance. "Make sure you remember who owns you."

As I begin to press forward, preparing to claim her final hole, I hear a sound that freezes the blood in my veins—the soft click of the connecting door opening behind us.

The sound of the door opening sends a jolt of adrenaline through my system, but instead of the panic most men might feel at being caught balls-deep in another man's wife, I feel a perverse thrill of excitement. I don't stop, don't pull away, don't even slow my movements as I look over my shoulder to see Jack standing frozen in the doorway, his morning stubble still visible on his slack-jawed face, his eyes wide with shock as he takes in the scene before him—his wife spread-eagled beneath me, her body covered in sweat and red marks from my hands, her hair tangled from my rough treatment, both of us clearly in the middle of intensely aggressive sex.

Time seems to suspend as our eyes lock. Jack's mouth opens and closes soundlessly, like a fish gasping for air. His face drains of color, then flushes deep red in rapid succession. He's clutching a bottle of aspirin in one hand, likely having come to borrow some for his hangover, now confronted with a reality his mediocre mind can barely process.

Angelina hasn't noticed him yet—her eyes are closed in anticipation of me entering her ass, her body still trembling from her multiple orgasms. I have a choice in this moment. I could stop, could pull away, could try to explain or apologize or make excuses. That's what most men would do.

But I'm not most men.

Instead, I smile directly at Jack, maintaining eye contact as I place my hands on Angelina's thighs, spreading them wider for his view. I want him to see everything—to witness exactly what his wife has become under my influence. The look of absolute devastation on his face only feeds my arousal, my cock somehow growing even harder despite the interruption.

"Richard?" Angelina questions, her eyes fluttering open at my momentary stillness. She follows my gaze, turning her head toward the doorway. A small gasp escapes her lips as she spots her husband. "Jack!"

For a heartbeat, genuine fear flashes across her face—not fear of him, but fear of losing the comfortable life she's built, the security and stability Jack provides while I provide the passion. But then something shifts in her expression, a realization that the moment of truth has arrived and can't be undone.

I make a split-second decision, pulling out of her completely and grabbing her by the hair. "On your knees," I command, yanking her roughly off the bed and onto the floor.

To my delight and Jack's visible horror, she complies instantly, dropping to her knees before me, her eyes now locked on her husband's as she assumes the submissive position. I stand before her, my cock jutting proudly at her face level, glistening with her juices.

"Open," I order, and without hesitation, she parts her lips, still maintaining that challenging eye contact with Jack.

I grab my shaft, stroking it rapidly, feeling my release building quickly after the extended foreplay and the unexpected thrill of being caught. Jack remains frozen in the doorway, seemingly unable to move, to speak, to do anything but watch as I prepare to mark his wife as mine in the most primal way possible.

"I'm going to cum all over that pretty face," I announce loudly enough for Jack to hear clearly. "Show your husband who you really belong to."

Angelina moans at my words, her mouth still open, her tongue extended slightly in eager anticipation. The sight pushes me over the edge—her willing submission before me, Jack's devastating witness to his own cuckolding.

My orgasm tears through me with incredible force, pleasure exploding from my core as my cock pulses in my hand. With precise aim, I direct the first thick rope of cum across her forehead and into her hair. The second splashes over her left cheek and mouth, some landing on her tongue while the rest drips down her chin. The third hits her right eye and cheek, making her flinch slightly before eagerly leaning forward for more.

I continue pumping, ensuring her face is thoroughly covered, deliberately making it as visually explicit as possible for Jack's benefit. By the time I'm finished, Angelina's face is decorated with thick white streaks, cum dripping down her flushed skin and pooling at the corners of her mouth. Some has landed in her hair, some on her breasts, but most coats her face in an unmistakable mask of my claiming.

Jack stands completely immobile, his expression a mixture of shock, betrayal, anger, and—most pathetically—arousal. Even in his horror, some primal part of him responds to the sight of his defiled wife, the same cuckold instinct I witnessed in Eva's husband days earlier.

Angelina, still on her knees, turns to face Jack fully. Without breaking eye contact, she runs her tongue over her cum-covered lips, deliberately, slowly collecting my seed before swallowing it with obvious satisfaction. The act is so brazenly defiant, so explicitly sexual, that I half expect Jack to finally snap—to rage, to attack, to do something, anything to reassert his dominance.

Instead, he stands there, silent and broken, as his wife rises gracefully to her feet, cum still dripping down her face.

"Jack," she says, her voice steady and controlled despite the obscene sight she presents. "This is part of our workout regime. You weren't supposed to see this."

I nearly laugh aloud at the absurdity of her excuse, at the desperate hope that he might actually believe something so ridiculous. But the most incredible thing happens—Jack's expression shifts from devastation toward confusion, a flicker of desperate hope lighting his eyes as his brain grasps at any explanation other than the obvious truth.

"Workout... regime?" he repeats, his voice cracking slightly.

Angelina nods, wiping a glob of my cum from her cheek with her finger. "Yes, honey. Richard has been incorporating some... specialized techniques into our training. It's very cutting-edge."

"What's that on your face, Angelina?" he asks, gesturing toward the obvious semen dripping down her chin.

Without missing a beat, she smiles at Jack. "It's a special skincare cream. Helps with muscle recovery and toning. Very expensive, very exclusive. Athletes use it all the time."

I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing. The "cream" is literally still dripping from her eyelashes, the scent of sex heavy in the air, her body marked with handprints and bearing all the signs of our aggressive fucking. There is no possible way any rational person could believe her explanation.

But Jack, in a display of denial so profound it borders on mental illness, nods slowly. "I... I didn't realize your training was so... intensive."

"The most effective techniques often look unusual to outsiders," I add helpfully, placing a possessive hand on Angelina's shoulder. "That's why I close the door. Some of these methods are proprietary."

Jack's eyes move between us, desperately searching for confirmation of this alternative reality where his wife isn't being sexually dominated by a teenager, where the substance coating her face isn't my cum but some legitimate "skincare cream."

"I'm sorry for barging in," he says finally, his voice small and defeated. "I just needed some aspirin. My head is killing me."

"There's some in my bathroom," I tell him generously, pointing toward the en suite. "Help yourself."

He nods mechanically and moves past us, careful not to look directly at his cum-covered wife, disappearing into the bathroom like a man sleepwalking through a nightmare he's choosing not to acknowledge.

Once he's out of earshot, I turn to Angelina, genuinely impressed by her quick thinking and brazen lie. "Skincare cream?" I whisper, raising an eyebrow.

She shrugs, wiping another streak of cum from her face. "He believes what he wants to believe. Always has."

"And he wants to believe his wife isn't a cum-hungry slut who fucks teenagers behind his back?"

"Exactly." A small, satisfied smile plays at her lips. "Men like Jack need their illusions. Makes them easier to control."

The bathroom door opens, and Jack emerges with the aspirin bottle, his eyes carefully averted from both of us. "I'll just... leave you to finish your, uh, workout. We should start packing soon, though. Flight's at four."

"We'll be done shortly, honey," Angelina assures him, still standing naked and cum-covered in the middle of the room.

Jack nods awkwardly and retreats through the connecting door, closing it firmly behind him. The moment he's gone, I can't hold back my laughter anymore.

"Holy shit," I gasp between chuckles. "He actually believed that? Skincare cream?"

Angelina grins, wiping more of my cum from her face and sucking it off her fingers. "Like I said, he believes what he needs to. It's easier than facing reality."

I shake my head in amazement, feeling a fresh surge of power coursing through me. I've just cum all over another man's wife while he watched, and rather than confronting us, he chose to accept the most transparent lie imaginable. The complete dominance I have established over both of them is intoxicating.

"What happens now?" I ask, genuinely curious about how she plans to navigate this new dynamic.

Angelina shrugs, heading toward the bathroom to clean up. "Nothing changes. Jack will convince himself he misinterpreted what he saw. I'll be extra attentive for a few days. And you—" she turns, giving me a look of pure desire despite the cum still covering parts of her face, "—you'll keep fucking me whenever and however you want."

As she disappears into the bathroom, I sit on the edge of the bed, marveling at the perfection of it all. In just one week in Vegas, I've fucked a Hollywood star and her cuckolded husband, participated in an orgy with three beautiful women, and completely solidified my ownership of Angelina while her husband watches and chooses delusion over confrontation.

And I'm only eighteen. My life is just beginning.

The rest of the world doesn't stand a chance.


Book 9


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.

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 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.


Book 10


Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

I'm lounging in a leather armchair in the hotel lobby, scrolling through game footage on my tablet, when I feel the weight of someone's gaze on me. Looking up, I immediately recognize the blonde from the janitor's closet making her way toward me with purposeful strides. Her cream suit has been replaced by a sleek black cocktail dress that hugs every curve, the neckline low enough to reveal the swell of impressive breasts that defy her age. There's something both predatory and elegant in the way she moves, like a lioness stalking prey at a watering hole but doing it in Christian Louboutins.

She doesn't hesitate or pretend our earlier encounter didn't happen. Instead, she slides gracefully into the chair opposite mine, crossing legs that would make women half her age jealous, the slit in her dress revealing a tantalizing glimpse of toned thigh.

"You're Richard," she states rather than asks, her voice husky and confident. Up close, I can see she's expertly made-up—just enough to enhance her natural beauty without trying to hide her age. She wears it well, the fine lines around her eyes speaking of experience rather than wear. "I must say, I was... impressed... with your performance earlier. You have a certain... intensity."

Her directness catches me slightly off-guard, though I don't show it. Most women—especially ones her age—would either pretend they hadn't seen what she saw or approach the subject with embarrassed circumlocution. Not this one. She meets my gaze steadily, a slight smile playing at the corners of lips painted the perfect shade of red.

"You caught the pre-game show," I reply with a smirk, setting my tablet aside. "Sorry about the cramped venue. Next time I'll make sure to book something with better seating for the audience."

She laughs, the sound rich and genuine, her blue eyes sparkling with amusement and something darker, more primal. "I appreciate a man who doesn't waste time with denials or apologies. So rare these days, especially in men your age."

"I never apologize for getting what I want," I tell her, leaning forward slightly. "And I always get what I want."

"I'm Isabella," she introduces herself finally, extending a manicured hand. I take it, noting the firmness of her grip, the deliberate way she lets her fingers linger against mine before withdrawing. "And I make no secret of the fact that I saw you with Angelina. Quite the show you two put on."

As her perfectly manicured hand touches mine, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. I can't help but imagine exploring Isabella's irresistible body, my hands finding their way to her mature curves. I picture giving her ass a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips. The brief contact of our hands feels charged with potential energy, fueled by our mutual awareness of what she witnessed and her obvious interest.

"Did you enjoy watching?" I ask boldly, my voice dropping to ensure our conversation remains private in the busy lobby.

A flush creeps up her neck, but her composure never wavers. "I found it... educational. Angelina is a lucky woman to have such a... thorough trainer."

The way she emphasizes "trainer" tells me she knows exactly what my relationship with Angelina really is. I wonder briefly if all these country club wives gossip about me, sharing notes on which of them has had a taste of the young quarterback. The thought only feeds my ego, my cock stirring slightly at the realization that my reputation precedes me.

"My son is playing tomorrow, too," Isabella says, changing the subject with practiced social grace, though the heated undercurrent remains in her tone. "Joseph."

The revelation hits me like a cold shower and a shot of adrenaline all at once. This gorgeous MILF isn't just any spectator—she's my rival's mother. The woman who walked in on me face-fucking Angelina is the woman who raised the quarterback trying to take my championship trophy. The coincidence is too delicious to be believed.

"Is that so?" I recover quickly, stepping closer into her personal space. The scent of her perfume—something expensive and subtle—fills my nostrils as I lower my voice further. "I'll have to try and be gentle with him then."

I deliberately let my gaze travel down her body, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the curve of her waist, before returning to meet her eyes. "But I'm not always a gentle man."

Rather than being offended by my blatant assessment, Isabella seems to blossom under it, her posture straightening slightly to emphasize her impressive figure. "I noticed that earlier. You were quite... forceful with Angelina. She seemed to be enjoying it immensely."

"Some women need that," I reply, the double meaning clear in my tone. "Need someone who doesn't hold back. Who takes what they want without apology."

"And you've figured that out already at your age? Impressive." Isabella shifts slightly in her chair, recrossing her legs in a movement that draws my eye deliberately. "Most men twice your age haven't mastered that lesson."

"I'm a quick study," I tell her, allowing a cocky grin to spread across my face. "And I've had plenty of... practical experience."

Isabella laughs again, but there's a breathiness to it now that wasn't there before. She leans forward, ostensibly to pick up her clutch from the side table, but the movement gives me a perfect view down the front of her dress—a view I'm certain she intends me to have.

"I've always had a weakness for younger men," she admits, her voice dropping to a near-whisper. "There's something about their... stamina that men my age simply can't match."

"A woman like you deserves stamina," I respond, boldly reaching out to brush an imaginary piece of lint from her shoulder, my fingers grazing the bare skin exposed by her dress. "Deserves someone who can keep up."

Our eyes lock, the sexual tension between us crackling like static electricity. There's no pretense here, no social niceties masking what we both want. She saw me at my most dominant, my most primal, and instead of being scandalized, she's drawn to it—to me.

"I'm in suite 1242," she says finally, standing with fluid grace. "After I make an appearance at this tedious team dinner, I plan to have a nightcap. Around eleven." She pauses, her eyes never leaving mine. "I'd welcome some company. Someone to discuss tomorrow's... matchup with."

I rise as well, not backing away from our proximity. Standing this close, I can see the flecks of darker blue in her eyes, the careful application of her makeup, the slight quickening of her pulse at the base of her throat.

"I should warn you," I tell her, my voice deliberately provocative. "I take competitions very seriously. I play to win—no matter who gets hurt in the process."

Isabella's smile turns predatory, a glint of something dangerous and exciting flashing in her eyes. "So does my son. Perhaps it's genetic." She reaches up, straightening my collar in a gesture that's both maternal and undeniably sensual. "Eleven o'clock, Richard. Don't be late."

As she walks away, her hips swaying with practiced allure, I find myself more intrigued than I've been in months. Angelina, Victoria, Eleanor—they all fell into my lap with minimal effort. But Isabella presents a new challenge. The mother of my rival, a woman clearly used to getting what she wants, who approaches sex with the confidence that comes from decades of experience.

Tomorrow, I'll crush her son on the football field. Tonight, if I choose to accept her invitation, I'll show her exactly why these country club wives can't get enough of me. The perfect pre-game warm-up for the championship—fucking the opponent's mother until she screams my name.

***

Isabella's offer is still echoing in my mind when I notice her walking across the lobby toward the hotel restaurant. My gaze follows her retreating figure, appreciating the way the black dress hugs her ass—impressive for a woman her age—when movement near the reception desk catches my eye. Standing there checking in is quite possibly the hottest girl I've seen since arriving in this town, and that's saying something considering the collection of MILFs I've been working my way through.

She's young—my age, maybe a year older at most—with the kind of body that makes even jaded hotel staff do double-takes. Blonde hair cascades down her back in loose waves, her tight blue dress showing off curves that manage to be both athletic and soft in all the right places. Her legs seem to go on forever, ending in heels that bring her to just below six feet—tall for a girl, but still a few inches shorter than me. When she turns slightly to sign the registration card, I get a profile view of breasts that strain against the fabric of her dress, perky and full without being fake.

I don't even realize I've started walking toward her until I'm halfway across the lobby. Something about her pulls me in—maybe it's the youth after a steady diet of older women, or maybe it's just the way she carries herself with a confidence that suggests she knows exactly how good she looks. Either way, I find myself standing next to her at the counter before I've consciously decided to approach.

"Let me guess," I say, leaning casually against the marble surface. "You're here for the championship game tomorrow."

She turns to me, and up close she's even more stunning—full lips, high cheekbones, and eyes so blue they seem almost unreal. Those eyes travel over me now, conducting the same assessment I just performed on her, and from the slight raising of her eyebrows, I can tell she likes what she sees.

"Good guess," she replies, her voice carrying just a hint of a Southern drawl that instantly makes my cock stir. "Though I'm more interested in the after-party than the game itself."

"The victory party, you mean," I correct her with a confident grin. "Since my team's going to win."

She laughs, the sound light and musical, her head tilting slightly to the side as she regards me more carefully. "Wait, are you...?"

"Richard Long," I confirm, extending my hand. "Quarterback."

"Tiffany," she responds, placing her hand in mine. Her skin is soft, her grip surprisingly firm as we shake. "Cheerleader. Well, ex-cheerleader. I graduated last year."

"A year older than me," I observe, deliberately holding onto her hand a moment longer than necessary. "I like that in a woman. Experience counts."

The comment draws another laugh, this one accompanied by a slight flush that colors her cheeks. "Aren't you playing tomorrow? Shouldn't you be, I don't know, watching game film or getting rest or something?"

"Already watched all the film I need to," I tell her, subtly moving closer so that we're standing just inside each other's personal space. "As for rest... I find other activities are better for pre-game preparation."

As our conversation continues, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. I can't help but imagine exploring Tiffany's irresistible body, my hands finding their way to her perfect curves. I picture giving her ass a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips. The chemistry between us is immediate and powerful, fueled by our mutual attraction.

Tiffany's about to respond when a shadow falls across us both. The temperature in the lobby seems to drop several degrees as a voice I recognize from the press conference cuts through our flirtation.

"Seriously, Tiff? This is what you're doing while I'm at team dinner?"

Joseph stands there in his team polo and slacks, his jaw clenched tight enough that I can see a muscle twitching beneath his skin. Up close, he's taller than I expected, maybe an inch shorter than me, with the kind of good looks that come from expensive grooming rather than natural gifts. His eyes—the same piercing blue as his mother's—dart between Tiffany and me, his expression darkening with each passing second.

"Joseph," Tiffany says, her tone cooling considerably. "I was just checking in. The desk clerk said my room wasn't ready yet."

"I see that," he replies, his gaze fixed on me now. Without looking away, he steps forward to drape his arm possessively around Tiffany's waist. "What I don't see is why you're chatting up my opponent the night before the game."

The word "opponent" comes out like a curse, his grip on Tiffany tightening visibly. She shifts uncomfortably but doesn't pull away, suggesting this isn't the first time he's displayed this kind of possessiveness.

"Just making conversation," I say with deliberate casualness, maintaining eye contact with Joseph while speaking as if Tiffany is the only one present. "Tiffany was telling me about the victory party tomorrow. I assume that's your team's party she'll be attending?"

Joseph's face flushes with anger at my obvious baiting. "Get your own fucking pussy," he snarls, dropping any pretense of civility. "She's with me."

I don't even flinch at his aggression, just let a slow smile spread across my face. "Funny, she didn't mention being with anyone. Must have slipped her mind."

Tiffany opens her mouth, perhaps to defuse the situation, but Joseph cuts her off. "Bet you think you can have any girl you want, don't you? Mr. High School Hotshot with the NFL scouts drooling over you."

I shrug, my casual confidence clearly infuriating him further. "I don't think it. I know it."

"Bet?" The word hangs between us, a challenge wrapped in a single syllable. Joseph's eyes narrow as he continues, "If I win tomorrow, you stay the fuck away from her. If you win..." He pauses, as if the possibility is too remote to even consider. "She's yours for the night."

The suggestion is so blatantly disrespectful to Tiffany that I expect her to immediately object, to tell Joseph exactly where he can shove his Neanderthal posturing. Instead, I notice something unexpected—a tiny, almost imperceptible nod of her head, accompanied by a flash of something like excitement in her eyes when he mentions her being "mine for the night."

The realization hits me instantly—she's not offended by being treated like a prize. She's turned on by it. The bet, as crude as it is, appeals to something primal in her, the same thing that made her receptive to my approach in the first place. She wants to be pursued, to be won, to be claimed. And more than that, something tells me she's secretly hoping I'll be the one doing the claiming.

I let my gaze linger on her for a moment, long enough to confirm my suspicion. The slight quickening of her breath, the way she subtly presses her thighs together, the darkening of her pupils—all signs I've become expert at reading in women. Tiffany doesn't just accept the terms of this bet; she's actively aroused by them.

Turning back to Joseph, I look him dead in the eye, letting him see the absolute certainty in my expression. "You're on."

He smirks, mistaking my quick acceptance for eagerness rather than the calculated move it is. He thinks he's protecting what's his, setting terms he's confident he can win. What he doesn't realize is that he's already lost—not just the game tomorrow, but Tiffany as well. I can see it in the way she looks at me when he's not watching, in the way she subtly shifts away from his possessive grip.

"Better get some rest," Joseph says, already turning away, pulling Tiffany with him. "You're going to need it when I destroy your defense tomorrow."

"Looking forward to it," I call after them, watching as Tiffany glances back over her shoulder, our eyes meeting in a silent promise that has nothing to do with football and everything to do with what happens after the final whistle blows.

As they disappear into the elevator, I can't help but smile to myself. Tomorrow just got a whole lot more interesting—a championship trophy, the chance to humiliate Joseph on his home field, and now the opportunity to take his girlfriend while I'm at it. Not to mention his mother waiting in suite 1242 later tonight.

Like I told Isabella, I play to win—no matter who gets hurt in the process. And by this time tomorrow, Joseph is going to be hurting in ways he can't even imagine yet.


Chapter 5

I'm sprawled across the hotel bed, remote in hand, flicking through channels without really seeing anything on the screen. The game tomorrow, Isabella's invitation, Tiffany's hungry eyes when Joseph made his stupid bet—it all swirls in my mind, keeping me too wired to sleep but not motivated enough to make the trip up to suite 1242. My cock stirs at the memory of Isabella's suggestive smile, the way her eyes undressed me in the lobby. Eleven o'clock has come and gone. Maybe I should have—a soft knock at my door cuts through my thoughts.

I pause, half-expecting it to be Coach with some last-minute strategy bullshit. Tossing the remote aside, I pad barefoot across the carpeted floor, not bothering to put on more than the basketball shorts I sleep in. When I swing the door open, the air rushes from my lungs.

Isabella stands in the hallway, a vision in a belted beige trench coat that stops mid-thigh, revealing long, toned legs ending in red-bottomed stilettos that make her calves look incredible. Her blonde hair, earlier pulled into an elegant updo, now falls in loose waves around her shoulders. Her makeup is softer, more bedroom than ballroom, but her eyes—those piercing blue eyes that her son inherited—burn with the same intensity I saw earlier.

"You didn't come to my suite," she says, her voice a husky purr that shoots straight to my cock. "So I thought I'd come to you instead."

Without waiting for an invitation, she steps forward, forcing me to back up as she enters my room. The door clicks shut behind her with an ominous finality, as if sealing a pact between us. The scent of her perfume—something expensive and intoxicating—fills my nostrils as she moves closer, closing the distance until I can feel the heat radiating from her body.

"I was watching some game footage," I lie, gesturing vaguely toward the TV where a rerun of Friends plays on mute.

Isabella's lips curl into a knowing smile. "Liar," she whispers, her hands moving to the belt of her coat. "But I forgive you. I think you'll make it up to me."

With deliberate slowness, she unties the belt, letting it hang loose at her sides. Then, with her eyes locked on mine, she reaches for the lapels and peels the coat open. My breath catches in my throat at what she reveals—nothing. Absolutely nothing. Her body, completely naked beneath the trench coat, is a masterpiece of mature femininity—full breasts that defy gravity, a flat stomach with just enough softness to be feminine, shapely hips that flare from a narrow waist, and a completely bare pussy that's already glistening with arousal.

She lets the coat slip from her shoulders, pooling at her feet, leaving her in nothing but those killer heels. "My son is an arrogant little prick who's about to learn a lesson," she purrs, stepping out of the puddle of fabric, closing the distance between us with predatory grace. "Both on and off the field."

Before I can respond, her hands are on my chest, pushing me backward until my legs hit the edge of the bed. I fall onto the mattress, looking up as she stands between my spread legs, a goddess preparing to accept worship.

"I've been thinking about what I saw earlier," she murmurs, sinking to her knees between my thighs. "How you controlled Angelina. How you made her take it." Her fingers hook into the waistband of my shorts, tugging them down with eager efficiency. My cock springs free, already hardening from the visual feast before me. "Now I want to show you what a woman with real experience can do."

Isabella wraps her hand around the base of my shaft, her touch electric against my skin. My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against the sensitive head, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Isabella's skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, her voice sultry and enticing.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

Her tongue darts out, tracing a wet path from base to tip in one long, torturous lick. Unlike Angelina's desperate, sloppy enthusiasm, Isabella's approach is refined, deliberate—the difference between fast food and fine dining. She takes her time, exploring every inch of my cock with careful attention, learning what makes my breath hitch, what draws a groan from deep in my chest.

When she finally takes me into her mouth, it's with expert precision—hot, wet suction that engulfs just the head at first, her tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge. One hand continues to stroke the shaft while the other cups my balls, massaging them with gentle pressure that has my toes curling against the carpet.

"Fuck," I mutter, threading my fingers through her blonde hair. It's softer than I expected, silky strands sliding between my fingers as I resist the urge to force her down further.

As if reading my mind, Isabella takes me deeper, inch by deliberate inch, maintaining perfect suction as she descends. There's no gagging, no hesitation—just a smooth, controlled engulfing that suggests years of practice. When I hit the back of her throat, she doesn't stop, doesn't panic like younger women might. Instead, she relaxes her throat muscles, allowing me to slide deeper until her nose presses against my pubic bone.

"Jesus Christ," I hiss, watching in awe as she holds there, her throat working around my length, before slowly withdrawing. Spit connects her lips to my cock in glistening strands as she looks up at me, her eyes watering slightly but filled with undeniable pride at her performance.

"That's how a real woman sucks cock," she says before diving back down, establishing a rhythm that's neither too fast nor too slow—a perfect pace designed to build pleasure without rushing toward completion.

Time seems to stretch as she worships my cock, alternating between deep throating and focusing on the sensitive head, between fast, eager bobs and slow, torturous licks. It's the best blowjob I've ever received, a masterclass in oral pleasure that has me fighting to maintain control.

Just when I think I might lose that battle, Isabella pulls away, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "I want you inside me," she says, rising to her feet with surprising grace for a woman her age.

She pushes me fully onto the bed, crawling up my body like a predatory cat, her breasts swaying hypnotically with each movement. Straddling my hips, she reaches between us to grasp my cock, positioning it at her entrance.

"I'm going to ride you," she announces, lowering herself until just the tip is inside her. "And you're going to lie there and take it."

With agonizing slowness, Isabella sinks down onto my cock, her pussy enveloping me in tight, wet heat that draws a groan from deep in my chest. Unlike the frantic bouncing of younger women, she establishes a grinding rhythm—hips moving in slow circles that take me deep inside her but never fully withdraw. Each rotation of her hips sends jolts of pleasure up my spine, the pressure constantly shifting, keeping me on edge without pushing me over.

"Tomorrow," she whispers, leaning forward so her breasts hang tantalizingly close to my face, "you're going to destroy my son on that field. You're going to break his spirit and his pride." Her internal muscles clench around me, drawing another groan from my lips. "I want you to ruin him, Richard. Make him understand what real power looks like."

The taboo nature of her words—a mother wishing destruction on her own son while fucking his rival—sends a fresh surge of arousal through me. I grab her hips, fingers digging into soft flesh as I thrust upward to meet her grinding motions.

"Is that what gets you off?" I ask, watching her eyes cloud with pleasure. "Betraying your own son?"

"What gets me off," she pants, increasing her pace slightly, "is power. And you, Richard Long, have more raw power in your little finger than Joseph has in his entire body."

Her words ignite something primal in me, a dark urge to completely dominate this woman who's used to being in control. Without warning, I grab Isabella's shoulders and flip her onto her back, the sudden movement drawing a startled gasp from her lips. Her surprise quickly morphs into excitement as I grab her ankles, lifting them high and pushing them back toward her shoulders. She's flexible for her age, her body yielding to my manipulation as I fold her nearly in half, her knees now on either side of her head, her pussy completely exposed and vulnerable to me.

"This is what you really want, isn't it?" I growl, positioning my cock at her entrance. "Not that slow grinding bullshit. You want to be fucked like the slut you are."

Her eyes widen, pupils dilating with arousal at my crude words. "Yes," she admits, her voice barely above a whisper. "Show me what you've got, boy."

The challenge in her tone, the slight emphasis on "boy"—as if reminding me of our age difference—fuels my determination to break her completely. Without another word, I slam into her with a single brutal thrust that drives the air from her lungs in a choked gasp. The position allows me to penetrate her deeper than before, my cock bottoming out against her cervix with each forward movement.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The bed frame grinds against the wall, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

"Is this how you like it?" I demand, establishing a punishing rhythm that has the headboard slamming against the wall. "Getting destroyed by a cock young enough to be your son's teammate?"

"God, yes," she moans, her perfectly manicured nails digging into my forearms hard enough to leave half-moon indentations in my skin. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. "Tell me how much you want it," I command. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against my chest, sending electric shockwaves through my entire body.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers find their way to my hair, tugging gently as she whimpers. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

As I continue to pound into her, I shift my weight slightly, transferring my grip from her thighs to her throat. My hand wraps around her elegant neck, squeezing just enough to restrict her blood flow without cutting off her air completely. Her reaction is immediate—her pupils dilate further, her pussy clenching tighter around my cock, her hands flying up to grasp my wrist not to remove it but to encourage the pressure.

"You like being choked by a teenager?" I ask, tightening my grip incrementally, watching her face flush with a mixture of oxygen deprivation and arousal. "Your pussy gets tighter when I choke you."

She can't respond verbally, but her body answers for her—inner walls contracting rhythmically around my shaft, thighs trembling on either side of my hips. I maintain the pressure for several more thrusts before releasing her throat, allowing her to gasp in a desperate breath.

"Yes," she chokes out, her voice raspy from the constriction. "Do it again. Harder."

I comply, wrapping my fingers around her throat once more, this time squeezing with enough force that I can feel her pulse racing beneath my palm. Her face flushes darker, her eyes beginning to roll back slightly as oxygen becomes limited. Far from being concerned, I'm intoxicated by the power, by the trust this powerful woman is placing in me to take her right to the edge.

"Your pussy gets tighter when I choke you," I observe, feeling her inner walls contracting rhythmically around my shaft. "You like being helpless, don't you? The big, important club owner's wife, reduced to a piece of fuckmeat for a teenager."

I release the pressure momentarily, allowing her to draw a desperate breath. Her chest heaves, her gold necklace catching the light as it rises and falls with her rapid breathing. The sight of this wealthy, sophisticated woman completely at my mercy awakens something darker in me.

Without warning, I gather saliva in my mouth and spit directly onto her face. The glob lands on her cheek, sliding slowly toward her parted lips. Rather than being disgusted, Isabella moans, her tongue darting out to lick at it eagerly.

"Do it again," she begs, her voice thick with need. "Spit in my mouth this time."

The request sends a fresh surge of arousal through me. I gather more saliva, then lean down until our faces are inches apart. Her mouth opens expectantly, and I let the spit fall directly between her lips. She accepts it eagerly, swallowing it down with a moan that vibrates through her entire body.

"Look at you," I growl, maintaining my relentless pace. "Joseph's perfect mother. Taking my spit, my cock, begging for more like a cheap whore." I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back at a painful angle. "That's all you are, isn't it? A rich, useless whore who needs a young cock to make her feel alive."

Her reaction to the degradation is explosive—her back arches off the mattress, her pussy clenching so tightly around me that it nearly pushes me out. "Yes!" she cries, her voice breaking on the word. "I'm your whore! Use me! Ruin me!"

I redouble my efforts, driving into her with a fury that borders on violence. The room fills with the obscene soundtrack of our coupling—the wet slapping of flesh on flesh, her increasingly desperate moans, the headboard hammering against the wall with enough force that I'm sure neighboring rooms can hear us.

"This pussy belongs to me now," I tell her, punctuating each word with a brutal thrust. "Whenever I want it, however I want it. Understand, whore?"

"Yes!" she gasps, her body writhing beneath me as another orgasm approaches. "Yours! It's yours!"

I release her hair to wrap my hand around her throat again, cutting off her words and her air in one motion. With my other hand, I find her clit, rubbing hard, fast circles that have her body tensing beneath me, her approaching orgasm evident in the way her movements become less coordinated, more frantic.

"Gonna cum while I choke you?" I growl, increasing the pressure on her throat again. "Gonna squeeze this cock with that tight married pussy?"

Her response is a full-body shudder, her back arching off the mattress as her orgasm crashes through her. Her pussy convulses around my cock, milking it with powerful contractions that nearly push me over the edge. I maintain my grip on her throat through her climax, prolonging it, watching her face contort with pleasure intensified by oxygen deprivation.

Only when her spasms begin to subside do I release her throat, allowing her to gulp air as I continue to pound into her over-sensitive pussy. My own release is building rapidly now, pressure coiling at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with impending orgasm.

"Fuck," Isabella gasps when she can finally speak again, her voice hoarse and broken. "No one's ever... never like that..." She can't even form complete sentences, her mind clearly scrambled by the intensity of what we've just done.

I slow my pace slightly, savoring the sensation of her pussy still fluttering with aftershocks around my shaft. "We're not done yet," I inform her, already planning my next move. "I'm going to use every hole before I'm finished with you."

Her eyes widen at the promise, a mixture of apprehension and anticipation crossing her features. "Whatever you want," she whispers, completely surrendered now. "I'm yours."

I withdraw from Isabella's still-pulsing pussy, my cock glistening with her juices, harder than ever despite the intense fucking we've just done. With rough hands, I flip her over onto her stomach, enjoying the small grunt of surprise that escapes her lips. I position her exactly how I want her—ass raised in the air, face pressed against the mattress, back arched in a perfect curve that showcases the elegant line of her spine. Her skin is flushed with arousal, a light sheen of sweat making it gleam in the dim hotel lighting.

"Look at this perfect MILF ass," I murmur, running my palms over the smooth globes of her buttocks, squeezing hard enough to leave temporary white imprints of my fingers on her flesh. "Going to cover it with my cum."

Isabella moans into the mattress, wiggling her hips in eager anticipation. "Do it," she urges, her voice muffled by the sheets. "Mark me. Show me who owns me now."

I position myself behind her, one knee on the bed, the other foot planted firmly on the floor for leverage. My cock hovers just inches from her glistening pussy, but I don't enter her again. Instead, I wrap my hand around my shaft, beginning to stroke slowly, building toward my own release after ensuring she's had multiple orgasms already.

"Beg for it," I command, slapping her ass hard with my free hand, watching the flesh jiggle from the impact, a red handprint blooming instantly. "Tell me how badly you want a teenager's cum all over your back."

"Please," she whimpers, turning her head to the side so I can see her profile—eyes half-lidded with pleasure, lips swollen from our earlier kissing. "I need it. Need to feel you marking me. Claiming me."

The sensation of my hand working my cock sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Isabella's own breathy moans fill the hotel room, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of my hand slapping against my slick shaft. The knowledge that this sophisticated woman, the mother of my rival, is eagerly awaiting my cum like a pornstar pushes me closer to the edge.

I feel the familiar tightening in my balls, the pressure building at the base of my spine that signals my approaching orgasm. My hand speeds up, grip tightening as I prepare to paint Isabella's back with my release. She arches further, offering herself to me completely, vulnerable and eager.

"Going to cum," I grunt, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I chase my pleasure. "Going to cover this perfect ass with—"

The door to my hotel room crashes open with such force that it bounces against the wall, the sudden noise like a gunshot in the sexually charged atmosphere. For a split second, I think it might be housekeeping or perhaps Coach with a last-minute strategy session. But the strangled sound of shock that follows tells me exactly who it is before I even look up.

Joseph stands in the doorway, frozen in horror, his face draining of all color as his brain struggles to process the scene before him—his mother, naked, ass in the air, face pressed into the mattress, while his rival kneels behind her, cock in hand, clearly about to cum all over her. His mouth opens and closes several times, no sound emerging beyond that initial choked gasp.

Time seems to stretch between us, a moment of perfect, terrible realization for Joseph as every piece clicks into place—why his mother came to this hotel, who she was meeting, what they've been doing. I can almost see the sequence of emotions flash across his face in rapid succession—shock, denial, comprehension, and finally, devastating humiliation.

In that suspended moment, I make a decision that speaks volumes about who I am. Rather than stopping, rather than offering some weak excuse or apology, I maintain eye contact with Joseph and increase the speed of my strokes. My free hand grips Isabella's ass harder, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her slightly closer.

"Richard?" she questions, sensing the change in atmosphere but unable to see what's happened from her position.

"We have an audience," I inform her, my voice steady despite the adrenaline now mixing with my arousal. "Your son decided to join us."

Isabella's body tenses momentarily, but instead of pulling away in shame or horror, she turns her head to look back over her shoulder. When she sees Joseph standing there, her reaction is not what either of us might have expected—her pussy visibly clenches, a fresh wave of arousal evident in the way her thighs suddenly glisten with moisture.

"Joseph," she breathes, her voice thick with a combination of embarrassment and—unmistakably—heightened excitement. The taboo of being caught by her own son seems to push her further into the throes of depravity rather than snapping her out of it.

The expression on Joseph's face shifts from shock to utter betrayal, his eyes filling with tears he's too proud to let fall. But he remains frozen, unable to tear his gaze away from the obscene tableau.

My orgasm, briefly delayed by the interruption, now rushes back with redoubled intensity, spurred by the public humiliation we're inflicting on my rival. My hand becomes a blur on my cock, the head swelling, veins standing out prominently as I reach the point of no return.

"Fuck, here it comes," I announce, making sure Joseph can hear every word. With deliberate precision, I aim my cock directly at Isabella's ass, making sure to give Joseph the clearest possible view as the first thick rope of cum erupts from my shaft.

It lands in a white streak across Isabella's right ass cheek, quickly followed by a second that crisscrosses the first. The third and fourth pulse land in the small of her back, pooling slightly in the dip of her spine. I continue stroking, milking every last drop as I cover her ass and lower back with my seed, marking her as thoroughly as possible while her son watches in helpless horror.

The sight of my cum on Isabella's perfect ass, glistening under the hotel room lights, combined with the knowledge that Joseph is witnessing his mother's complete degradation at my hands, makes this orgasm particularly intense. Each pulse sends waves of pleasure radiating through my body, my cock jerking in my hand as it delivers load after load onto Isabella's eagerly offered flesh.

When the final drops have been squeezed out, I casually wipe the head of my cock on Isabella's thigh, then look directly at Joseph. His face is a mask of utter devastation, his entire worldview clearly shattered in the span of a few moments.

"Just warming up for tomorrow," I tell him with a smirk, as casual as if we're discussing the weather rather than the fact that I've just sexually claimed his mother before his eyes. "On and off the field."

Isabella turns her head fully now, meeting her son's gaze with none of the shame or regret he's clearly desperate to see. Instead, her eyes reflect pure, unadulterated lust, her lips curving into a small smile that tells him everything he needs to know about where her loyalties now lie.

"Joseph," she says softly, making no move to cover herself or wipe away my cum that's now slowly running down the curve of her ass. "You should have knocked."

It's the final straw. With a sound that's half-sob, half-scream of rage, Joseph stumbles backward, nearly tripping over his own feet in his desperation to escape. He turns and flees, the door slamming behind him with such force that the walls shake.

The silence that follows is broken only by our heavy breathing and the distant sound of Joseph's footsteps racing down the corridor. I run my palm over Isabella's cum-streaked ass, smearing it into her skin like a claim of ownership.

"That went well," I observe dryly, the understatement drawing a slightly hysterical laugh from Isabella.

"He's completely broken," she says, rolling onto her side, apparently unconcerned about the mess on her back and ass. "You've destroyed him before the game even started."

"That was the plan," I remind her, lying down beside her, basking in the aftermath of both sexual satisfaction and psychological victory. "But I'm not done with either of you yet."

Her eyes darken with renewed desire, her hand finding my semi-hard cock, already beginning to stroke it back to life. "I'm counting on it," she purrs, leaning in to capture my lips in a kiss that promises more depravity to come. "The night is still young, and there are so many more ways to ruin my son."


Chapter 6

Bass thumps through the luxury hotel, the pre-game celebration spilling across multiple floors and filling every available space with bodies, booze, and barely contained energy. I move through the crowd like a shark through water, nodding at teammates, brushing off overeager fans, my mind already focused on tomorrow's game—and more immediately, on the two women who've been eyeing me from across the VIP lounge for the past hour. Cassandra, a statuesque blonde with tits that defy both gravity and subtlety, raises her martini glass in my direction, her red lips curving into an invitation I have no intention of declining. Beside her, Genevieve's dark eyes follow my every movement, her olive skin and jet-black hair providing the perfect contrast to her friend's Nordic coloring.

The encounter with Isabella and Joseph earlier has left me energized rather than drained, my confidence soaring to new heights with the knowledge that I've already conquered my opponent psychologically before we even take the field. My body craves more conquest, more validation of the power I wield over these rich, bored country club wives who see me as their ticket to feeling young and desirable again.

I make my way across the lounge, ignoring the hands that reach out to touch me, the voices calling my name. When I reach their table, both women straighten, adjusting their postures to better display their assets—Cassandra thrusting her impressive chest forward, Genevieve crossing her legs to emphasize their length beneath her tight black dress.

"Ladies," I greet them, not bothering with introductions. "Enjoying the party?"

"More now," Cassandra purrs, her accent faintly European—Swiss or German, perhaps. Her hand reaches out to touch my forearm, manicured nails trailing lightly over my skin. "You are Richard, yes? The quarterback everyone is talking about."

"The one who's going to win tomorrow," I confirm, letting my gaze travel openly over both their bodies, making no attempt to hide my assessment or my approval.

"We have a private celebration upstairs," Genevieve says, her voice deeper than her friend's, with a husky quality that speaks of expensive cigarettes and aged whiskey. "The penthouse suite. Much more... comfortable than this crowd."

I don't need to be asked twice. Within minutes, we're in the elevator, the three of us alone as it climbs toward the top floor. The moment the doors close, both women move closer, Cassandra pressing against my left side, Genevieve against my right. Four hands begin exploring immediately—running over my chest, down my arms, one boldly cupping the growing bulge in my pants.

"So young," Cassandra murmurs appreciatively, her breath hot against my neck. "So firm everywhere."

"I can think of better adjectives than 'firm,'" Genevieve adds with a throaty laugh, her palm pressing more insistently against my cock. "Massive comes to mind."

The elevator dings as we reach the penthouse level, the doors sliding open to reveal a private foyer leading to a single suite. Genevieve produces a keycard from her clutch, her hand steady despite the multiple martinis I watched her consume downstairs. The suite beyond the door is exactly what I'd expect—opulent to the point of excess, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the city, a massive bed dominating one wall, and a wet bar gleaming with crystal decanters in the corner.

But I have no interest in the decor. The moment the door closes behind us, I take control, grabbing Cassandra by the waist and pulling her against me for a bruising kiss. Her lips part instantly, her tongue eager as it meets mine. I can feel Genevieve behind me, her hands sliding around to unbutton my shirt, her lips pressing hot kisses to the back of my neck as she works.

"We've been watching you all night," Cassandra admits when I finally break the kiss, her lipstick smeared, eyes already glazed with desire. "Talking about what we'd do if we got you alone."

"Show me," I challenge, stepping back to allow them space. "Both of you. On your knees. Now."

They exchange a glance that's part surprise, part excitement at my directness. There's no hesitation—both women sink gracefully to their knees on the plush carpet before me, looking up with identical expressions of eagerness. Genevieve reaches for my belt while Cassandra works on my shirt buttons, their movements synchronized as if they've done this before—shared a man between them, worked in tandem to pleasure him.

As my shirt falls open and my pants are deftly unbuttoned, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore these women's irresistible bodies, as they find their way to the curves of their heads, fingers tangling in blonde and black hair. I give each a gentle squeeze, feeling their scalps tense beneath my fingertips. Our breathing grows heavier, fueled by our insatiable lust.

"Ah, fuck," I groan when my cock springs free, the cool air of the suite a stark contrast to the heat of their eager hands. "That's it."

"My God," Cassandra breathes, her eyes widening at the sight of my fully erect shaft. "You're even bigger than we hoped."

Without further preamble, she leans forward, taking the head of my cock between her painted lips. The visual is stunning—this sophisticated blonde MILF with her mouth stretched wide around my girth, red lipstick leaving traces on my skin as she works her way down my length.

Not to be outdone, Genevieve moves lower, her tongue finding my balls, licking and sucking with expert attention that sends jolts of pleasure up my spine. The dual sensation—Cassandra's hot mouth enveloping my cock while Genevieve worships my sack—has me gripping their hair tighter, guiding their movements to maximize my pleasure.

They establish a rhythm, trading places every few minutes—Genevieve taking my cock deep into her throat while Cassandra attends to my balls, then switching again, ensuring every inch of me receives their devoted attention. The wet, slurping sounds of their eager ministrations fill the suite, punctuated by my occasional grunts of approval and their muffled moans of enjoyment.

"Enough," I finally command, pulling them both away from my cock, which stands glistening with their combined saliva. "Cassandra, on the balcony. Now."

Her eyes widen slightly at the public nature of the request—the balcony, while private, is still technically outdoors, visible from certain angles to neighboring buildings. But rather than objecting, she appears thrilled by the exhibitionist opportunity, already moving toward the glass doors that lead outside.

The night air is cool against my heated skin as I follow her onto the balcony, Genevieve close behind. Without needing to be told, Cassandra bends forward over the waist-high railing, her dress riding up to reveal she's wearing nothing underneath. Her pussy glistens in the city lights, already wet from the anticipation and the foreplay.

"Perfect," I growl, stepping behind her and running my hands over the globes of her ass. "Hold the railing tight. You're going to need it."

With one swift movement, I position my cock at her entrance and thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in her welcoming heat. Cassandra cries out, her back arching, hands gripping the railing so tightly her knuckles turn white. I set an immediate, punishing pace—hard, deep thrusts that have her tits bouncing beneath her dress, her moans carrying into the night air.

As my cock disappears inside of her, I gasp around her neck, my hips pumping. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Cassandra's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her nails dig into the railing, urging me on. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the night air, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

Genevieve, not content to merely watch, drops to her knees behind us, her face level with the point where our bodies join. I feel her hot breath first, then her tongue, darting out to lick my balls as they slap against Cassandra's pussy with each forward thrust. The additional stimulation draws a groan from deep in my chest, my pace faltering momentarily before resuming with even greater intensity.

"Don't stop," Cassandra begs, her voice strained with pleasure. "Oh god, don't stop. Fuck me harder!"

I give her what she wants, gripping her hips with bruising force as I increase the power of my thrusts. Meanwhile, Genevieve's tongue grows bolder, moving from my balls to trace the rim of Cassandra's pussy where my cock stretches it wide, then up to circle her clit with deliberate pressure.

"Fuck!" Cassandra cries out, her internal muscles clenching rhythmically around my shaft as Genevieve's skilled tongue pushes her toward orgasm. "Right there! Don't stop! I'm going to cum!"

The sensation of her pussy contracting around me, combined with Genevieve's tongue occasionally flicking against my balls and the base of my cock, creates a perfect storm of pleasure that has me gripping Cassandra's hair, yanking her head back at a painful angle as I continue to pound into her from behind.

"Take it," I growl into her ear, my voice harsh with exertion. "Take every fucking inch."

"Yes! Yes!" she chants, her body going rigid as her orgasm crashes through her. Her pussy spasms around my cock, trying to milk my release, but I'm not ready to finish—not with another woman still waiting her turn.

I maintain my punishing rhythm through Cassandra's climax, fucking her through the waves of pleasure until she's whimpering with the intensity, her legs trembling beneath her as she struggles to remain standing. Only then do I withdraw, my cock slick with her juices, still rock hard and ready for more.

Genevieve looks up at me from her kneeling position, her lips glistening with the evidence of her oral attentions, her eyes dark with desire. "My turn?" she asks, the question both eager and challenging.

Instead of answering verbally, I grab her arm and pull her to her feet, already planning how I'm going to take her next. The night is young, my stamina legendary, and I have every intention of thoroughly exhausting both these women before I'm done with them.

I guide both women back inside, my cock still glistening with Cassandra's juices, my appetite for dominance only heightened by the balcony encounter. The massive king-size bed beckons, its crisp white sheets about to be defiled in ways the hotel staff could never imagine. Genevieve moves with fluid grace despite her obvious arousal, her dark eyes never leaving my face as she backs toward the bed. Cassandra follows, her legs still unsteady from her intense orgasm, blonde hair disheveled from my rough handling, her lipstick smeared across her chin and cheeks.

"Strip," I command, enjoying the way both women immediately comply, fingers flying to zippers and clasps with eager efficiency. Genevieve's black dress slides down her body like liquid shadow, revealing olive skin unmarred by tan lines and a lithe, yoga-toned physique that belies her age. Her small, perfect breasts stand firm without the support of the discarded lace bra, dark nipples already hard with anticipation.

Cassandra's disrobing is equally enticing—her curves more dramatic, more voluptuous than her friend's. Heavy breasts spill free from their expensive confines, the pale flesh marked with faint red lines from the tight bra. Her stomach bears the slight softness of motherhood, but her legs remain long and toned, ending in a carefully maintained landing strip of blonde hair above her sex.

"On the bed, Genevieve," I direct, stroking my cock slowly as I watch them. "On your back. Legs spread."

She climbs onto the mattress with catlike grace, positioning herself in the center of the bed before spreading her legs wide, exposing herself completely to my gaze. Her pussy is already slick with arousal, but it's not what I'm interested in right now.

"I want your ass," I inform her, moving to the edge of the bed, grabbing her ankles and pushing them back toward her head, folding her nearly in half. The position exposes her puckered hole, tight and inviting. "Cassandra, get the lube from my bag."

Cassandra retrieves the small bottle I always carry, her expression betraying both surprise at my preparedness and excitement at what's to come. She hands it to me, then stands beside the bed, awaiting further instructions.

"Prepare her," I order, passing the bottle back to Cassandra. "I want to watch you get her ready for my cock."

A slow smile spreads across Cassandra's face as she accepts the bottle, clearly enjoying this new role. She climbs onto the bed, positioning herself between Genevieve's spread legs. With deliberate showmanship, she drizzles the clear liquid directly onto Genevieve's exposed hole, then begins working it in with her fingers—first one, then two, stretching and preparing the tight ring of muscle while Genevieve moans beneath her ministrations.

The sight of the blonde working her fingers into the brunette's ass has my cock throbbing with renewed urgency. I stroke myself slowly, maintaining my hardness while enjoying the sapphic display before me. Cassandra adds a third finger, twisting her wrist as she pushes deeper, drawing a sharp gasp from Genevieve.

"She's ready," Cassandra announces after several minutes of this exquisite torture, withdrawing her fingers and wiping them on the sheets. "Nice and loose for you."

I position myself between Genevieve's spread legs, the head of my cock pressing against her well-lubricated entrance. "You want this?" I ask, applying just enough pressure to create the promise of penetration without actually pushing inside.

"Yes," she hisses, her dark eyes locked on mine, pupils dilated with desire. "Fuck my ass. I need it."

Without further preamble, I push forward, the head of my cock breaching the tight ring of muscle. Genevieve's body tenses at the intrusion, a small sound of pain-laced pleasure escaping her lips. I don't stop, don't give her time to adjust—just continue my forward progress until I'm fully seated inside her, my balls resting against the curve of her ass.

"Fuck," I grunt, the tight heat enveloping me drawing a groan from deep in my chest. "So fucking tight."

I begin to move, establishing a rhythm that has Genevieve clutching at the sheets, her back arching off the mattress. The sensation is incredible—the gripping tightness of her ass combined with the visual feast of her body writhing beneath me, her small breasts bouncing with each thrust.

"Cassandra," I call, not slowing my pace. "Sit on her face. I want to watch her eat your pussy while I fuck her ass."

Cassandra's eyes light up at the command. She moves quickly, straddling Genevieve's head, facing me so we're looking at each other over the length of Genevieve's body. Slowly, deliberately, she lowers herself until her pussy hovers just above Genevieve's mouth.

"Lick me," she instructs her friend, reaching down to spread herself open, offering better access. "Make me cum while he fucks your tight little ass."

Genevieve's response is immediate—her tongue extending to run through Cassandra's folds, drawing a satisfied moan from the blonde. The visual is intoxicating—Cassandra's expression of bliss as she's serviced, her heavy breasts swaying slightly as she begins to rock against Genevieve's mouth, her hands coming up to pinch and twist her own nipples for added stimulation.

I increase my pace, driving into Genevieve's ass with growing force. Each thrust pushes her face harder against Cassandra's pussy, creating a perfect circuit of pleasure—my cock in Genevieve's ass forcing her tongue deeper into Cassandra, whose moans of approval encourage me to thrust harder still.

"Harder, baby!" Cassandra pants, her nails digging into her own thighs as she grinds down on Genevieve's face. "Give it to her harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Genevieve's muffled moans vibrate against Cassandra's pussy, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. The wet, obscene sounds of three bodies engaged in pure hedonism fill the penthouse suite—the slick noises of Genevieve's tongue working Cassandra's folds, the lubricated glide of my cock pumping in and out of her stretched ass, our combined panting and moaning creating a symphony of debauchery.

I grab Genevieve's thighs, pushing them further back, changing the angle to hit even deeper inside her. The new position draws a strangled cry from her, the sound muffled by Cassandra's pussy but unmistakably one of intense pleasure. Her hands fly up to grip Cassandra's ass, pulling the blonde down harder against her mouth, her enthusiasm for her task clearly heightened by the anal pounding I'm delivering.

"She's going to make me cum," Cassandra announces, her voice strained, her movements becoming less coordinated as her pleasure builds. "Oh fuck, her tongue... right there, don't stop!"

Watching Cassandra approach orgasm while I continue to thrust into Genevieve's ass pushes me closer to my own release. My pace becomes more frantic, my grip on Genevieve's thighs tightening enough to leave bruises, the sound of my hips slapping against her ass filling the room.

Cassandra comes first, her back arching dramatically, a cry tearing from her throat as she grinds down hard against Genevieve's mouth, riding out her orgasm on her friend's face. The sight of her climax—head thrown back, blonde hair cascading down her back, breasts heaving with each panting breath—combined with the increasingly tight clenching of Genevieve's ass around my cock, signals that it's time for my own release.

With a growl, I withdraw completely, earning a whimper of protest from Genevieve. "Both of you, on your knees," I command, already stroking my slick cock rapidly. "In front of me. Now."

Cassandra dismounts from Genevieve's face, revealing the brunette's features glistening with the evidence of the blonde's pleasure. Both women scramble to position themselves on their knees at the edge of the bed, their faces upturned, lips parted in anticipation of what's to come.

"Open your mouths," I instruct, my hand a blur on my shaft as I feel my orgasm building rapidly. "Going to cover both your pretty faces."

They comply instantly, tongues extended, eyes locked on my cock as I approach the point of no return. The sight of these two sophisticated MILFs kneeling before me, faces already marked by their previous activities—Cassandra's smeared lipstick, Genevieve's mouth and chin wet with Cassandra's juices—pushes me over the edge.

With a guttural groan, I explode, the first thick rope of cum landing across Genevieve's forehead and into her dark hair. I adjust my aim for the second, painting a white stripe across Cassandra's cheek and mouth, some landing on her extended tongue. I continue stroking, directing each subsequent burst to ensure both women receive equal coverage—across Genevieve's nose and lips, then Cassandra's forehead, back to Genevieve's waiting mouth.

By the time my orgasm subsides, both their faces are thoroughly decorated with my seed, white streaks glistening on their flushed skin. To my delight and approval, they turn toward each other without prompting, beginning to lick my cum from one another's faces. Cassandra's tongue traces a path through the mess on Genevieve's cheek, collecting my seed before kissing her deeply, sharing the load between them.

"Fuck," I breathe, watching them swap my cum between their mouths, their tongues visibly tangling in an erotic display of complete submission to my desires. "You two are perfect little cumsluts."

They break their kiss, looking up at me with identical expressions of satisfied depravity, their faces a mess of saliva, cum, and smeared makeup. Cassandra reaches up to collect a drop from Genevieve's eyebrow, bringing it to her mouth and swallowing it with deliberate showmanship.

"Anything for our champion," she purrs, her voice hoarse from her earlier cries of pleasure. "Consider this your good luck celebration for tomorrow's game."

I look down at them—these two wealthy, sophisticated women reduced to cum-covered playthings for my entertainment—and feel a surge of confidence about tomorrow's match. With Joseph already psychologically broken and my body thoroughly satisfied by multiple women, I know with absolute certainty that the championship trophy is as good as mine.

"Ladies," I say, already reaching for my phone to capture this debauched image for my private collection, "this is just the beginning of our celebration. The real party starts after I win tomorrow."


Chapter 7

I hit the turf hard, driven down by Joseph's defensive line for the third time this quarter. Pain radiates through my shoulder as I push myself up, spitting out grass and frustration in equal measure. The scoreboard taunts me with its harsh truth—we're down by fourteen points at halftime, my passes have been off target, and Joseph's smug face every time our paths cross makes me want to forget the game entirely and just pummel him into the ground. The whistle blows, signaling the end of the second quarter, and I jog toward the tunnel with my head down, ignoring the disappointed murmurs from our section of the stands. In the locker room, Coach is already pacing, his face flushed with anger, ready to tear into us the moment everyone's inside.

"What the hell was that?" he explodes, slamming his clipboard against a locker with enough force to make the metal door buckle. "You're playing like you've never seen a football before! Especially you, Long! Where's your head at today?"

I slump onto the bench, tugging off my helmet and running a hand through my sweat-soaked hair. The question isn't entirely rhetorical—my head is definitely not in the game. Despite all my conquests, despite breaking Joseph psychologically with Isabella, I can't seem to find my rhythm on the field. Every time I drop back to pass, I see Joseph's devastated face from last night, but instead of fueling me, it's distracting me, making me second-guess my timing, my reads, everything.

The rest of Coach's tirade washes over me, technical adjustments and motivational clichés blending into white noise as I stare at the floor, trying to center myself. Around me, my teammates sit in various states of dejection and determination, some already making adjustments to equipment, others getting treatment for minor injuries from the training staff.

"Long!" Coach's voice cuts through my fog. "Dr. Shaw wants to check that shoulder. Go see her now, be back in ten."

I nod, pushing myself up from the bench and heading toward the medical suite adjacent to the locker room. My shoulder isn't really bothering me—that last hit was jarring but nothing serious. But I welcome the brief escape from Coach's fury and the team's collective disappointment.

The medical suite is quiet compared to the charged atmosphere of the locker room, the lighting softer, the air cooler and scented faintly with antiseptic. Dr. Shaw stands by an examination table, her dark hair pulled back in the same severe bun from our previous encounter, her white coat immaculate over a blue blouse and pencil skirt.

"In here," she says, gesturing not to the main examination area but to a small private office off to the side. I follow her without question, stepping into the compact space dominated by a desk covered with medical journals and a computer displaying what looks like X-ray images.

The door closes behind me with a soft click, followed by the more definitive sound of a lock engaging. Dr. Shaw turns to face me, her professional demeanor shifting subtly, her eyes reflecting a different kind of intensity than during my physical examination.

"You need to get your head in the game," she says without preamble, her voice low but firm. "Whatever's going on out there, it's not the Richard Long who aced his physical yesterday."

"I know," I admit, rolling my shoulder experimentally. "I can't seem to—"

"Shh," she interrupts, stepping closer, her perfume—subtle and clinical—filling my nostrils. "I've been watching you. In the medical field, we understand that sometimes the body affects the mind, and sometimes..." her hand reaches out, trailing down my chest to rest just above the waistband of my football pants, "the mind affects the body."

Before I can process her meaning, Dr. Shaw is sinking to her knees in front of me, her fingers deftly working at the fastenings of my uniform pants. My body responds immediately, blood rushing south at the mere implication of what she's about to do.

"Doctor—" I begin, glancing nervously at the door.

"Evelyn," she corrects, freeing my rapidly hardening cock from its confines. "And don't worry. These walls are soundproof for patient confidentiality. We have seven minutes before anyone comes looking for you."

All further protests die on my lips as she takes my cock into her mouth without hesitation, her technique as skilled and precise as every other aspect of her professional demeanor. Unlike Isabella's worship or Cassandra and Genevieve's shared enthusiasm, Dr. Shaw's approach is clinical in its efficiency—she knows exactly where to lick, how much pressure to apply, when to swirl her tongue around the head and when to take me deeper.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Dr. Shaw's skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, her voice sultry and enticing despite the professional setting.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

True to her word, she doubles her efforts, one hand massaging my balls while the other maintains a firm grip on my shaft, her mouth working in perfect synchronization. The sight of the team doctor on her knees in her private office, still in her white coat as she sucks me off with professional dedication, is surreal and intensely arousing.

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind begins to clear, the frustrations of the first half fading as pleasure takes center stage. It's as if each expert stroke of her tongue washes away another missed pass, another defensive breakdown, another smirk from Joseph.

"That's it," Dr. Shaw murmurs, pulling back briefly to speak, her hand continuing to stroke me. "Let everything else go. Focus on this feeling. On winning."

Something shifts inside me—a realization that this is exactly what I needed. Not strategy adjustments or motivational speeches, but a pure, primal release to clear my head and reconnect with the confidence that makes me unstoppable both on and off the field.

With newfound clarity and purpose, I grab Dr. Shaw by the shoulders, pulling her to her feet. "Turn around," I command, my voice leaving no room for argument. "Bend over the desk."

Her eyes widen briefly in surprise—clearly she expected to finish me with her mouth and send me back to the locker room. But she complies without hesitation, turning to face her desk, bending at the waist and bracing her hands on the polished surface. I step behind her, hiking her skirt up around her waist to reveal a pair of practical black panties—not the lace or silk I've become accustomed to with my other conquests, but somehow even more arousing in this context.

I yank the underwear down to her knees with one rough motion, exposing her pussy already slick with arousal. Clearly, servicing me has affected her as much as it has me. Without preamble, I position my cockhead at her entrance and thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion that draws a stran
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As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind begins to clear, the frustrations of the first half fading as pleasure takes center stage. It's as if each expert stroke of her tongue washes away another missed pass, another defensive breakdown, another smirk from Joseph.

"That's it," Dr. Shaw murmurs, pulling back briefly to speak, her hand continuing to stroke me. "Let everything else go. Focus on this feeling. On winning."

Something shifts inside me—a realization that this is exactly what I needed. Not strategy adjustments or motivational speeches, but a pure, primal release to clear my head and reconnect with the confidence that makes me unstoppable both on and off the field.

With newfound clarity and purpose, I grab Dr. Shaw by the shoulders, pulling her to her feet. "Turn around," I command, my voice leaving no room for argument. "Bend over the desk."
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I yank the underwear down to her knees with one rough motion, exposing her pussy already slick with arousal. Clearly, servicing me has affected her as much as it has me. Without preamble, I position my cockhead at her entrance and thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion that draws a strangled gasp from her lips.

"Oh god," she breathes, her professional composure cracking as I fill her completely. "Richard—"

"Quiet," I growl, grabbing a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back at a painful angle. "You wanted to get my head in the game. This is how I get there."

I establish an immediate, punishing pace—hard, deep thrusts that have her medical journals and pens scattering across the desktop with each impact. The desk itself creaks beneath our combined weight, the legs scraping slightly against the floor as I drive into her with savage intensity.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The desk grinds against the floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

"Harder," she pants, her nails digging into the polished wood of her desk. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Dr. Shaw's own breathy moans fill the small office, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. Her white coat bunches around her waist, the symbol of her professional authority now just another layer of fabric rumpled by our frenzied coupling.

With each thrust, I feel myself reconnecting with the confidence, the power, the absolute certainty of my own dominance that makes me unstoppable on the field. It's as if Dr. Shaw's body is the conduit through which I'm accessing the swagger that's been missing all game—the knowledge that I am simply better, stronger, more deserving of victory than anyone else.

"You feel amazing," Dr. Shaw gasps, her voice strained with pleasure. "So big, so strong—ah!"

I cut off her words by tightening my grip on her hair, using it as a handle to pull her back against me with each forward thrust. My other hand slides around to find her clit, rubbing it in tight, fast circles that have her inner walls clenching rhythmically around my shaft.

"Going to make you cum," I tell her, maintaining my relentless pace. "Going to make you cum on my cock right here in your professional office while my team waits for me."

The taboo nature of our location—her professional space, during halftime of the championship game—adds an edge to every sensation. We have minutes, not hours, to complete this encounter, and the time pressure only intensifies the urgency, the primal need to claim and be claimed.

Dr. Shaw's body tenses beneath me, her breathing becoming more erratic as my fingers continue their skilled assault on her clit. "I'm close," she warns, her voice barely above a whisper, as if even now she's concerned about being overheard despite her earlier assurance about soundproofing. "Don't stop, please don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. I redouble my efforts, driving into her with even greater force, the desk now skidding slightly across the floor with each powerful thrust. The room fills with the obscene soundtrack of our coupling—wet slapping sounds, her increasingly desperate moans, my own grunts of exertion and pleasure.

"Cum for me," I command, my voice low but intense. "Cum on this cock while I fuck you over your own desk."

Her body obeys instantly, convulsing around me as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her pussy clenches violently around my shaft, her back arching, a cry tearing from her throat that she muffles by biting down on her own forearm. I maintain my punishing rhythm through her orgasm, prolonging it, watching her body shake beneath me as the pleasure overwhelms her.

The clock in my head is ticking—we have maybe two minutes before I need to be back in the locker room. My own release is building rapidly now, spurred by the tight contractions of her pussy around my cock and the knowledge that this quick, dirty fuck is exactly what I needed to reset my focus for the second half.

"Where do you want it?" I grunt, feeling my orgasm approaching rapidly. "Where should I cum?"

"Inside," Dr. Shaw gasps without hesitation, her voice still trembling from the aftershocks of her climax. "I'm on birth control. I want to feel you fill me."

That's all I need to hear. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, my cock pulsing as I empty myself in hot, thick spurts. The sensation is incredible—her pussy still fluttering with aftershocks, milking every drop of cum from my shaft as I grind against her, prolonging the pleasure for both of us.

"Fuck," I groan, my body jerking with each powerful ejaculation. "Taking every fucking drop."

Dr. Shaw moans beneath me, her hands clawing at her desk as if trying to anchor herself against the overwhelming sensations. For several long moments, we remain locked together, both breathing heavily, my cock still buried inside her as the last pulses of my orgasm subside.

Finally, reality reasserts itself. The clock on her wall shows we have less than a minute before I need to be back with my team. I withdraw slowly, watching with satisfaction as a trickle of my cum immediately follows, sliding down her inner thigh. Dr. Shaw straightens, turning to face me with flushed cheeks and bright eyes, her professional demeanor reassembling itself even as she reaches for a tissue to clean the evidence of our encounter from between her legs.

"Better?" she asks, a knowing smile playing at the corners of her lips as she pulls her panties back into place and smooths down her skirt.

I tuck myself away, refastening my uniform pants with steady hands. The fog that clouded my mind during the first half has completely lifted, replaced by crystal clarity and absolute certainty of what I need to do in the second half.

"Much better," I confirm, already turning toward the door. "Thanks for the... treatment, Dr. Shaw."

"Evelyn," she corrects again, her voice returned to its professional timbre despite what we've just done. "Now go win this game, Richard. Show them what you're truly capable of."

As I reach for the door handle, I look back over my shoulder at her—still slightly disheveled despite her best efforts, my cum still inside her beneath the pristine white coat and professional demeanor. "I always win," I tell her, the confidence in my voice absolute. "On and off the field."

***

I stride back into the locker room with thirty seconds to spare before we need to head back onto the field, my entire being humming with renewed purpose and clarity. The tension that had knotted my shoulders throughout the first half is gone, replaced by the loose, confident swagger that's my natural state. My teammates notice the change immediately—heads turning, conversations pausing as I move through the space radiating the energy of a predator, of someone who knows exactly what he wants and how to take it. Coach gives me an appraising look, his earlier fury replaced by cautious hope as he sees the transformation in my demeanor.

"Where the hell have you been?" he demands, though the bite in his voice has softened considerably.

"Getting my head in the game," I reply with a smirk, rolling my shoulders as if testing my range of motion. "Dr. Shaw knows exactly what I needed."

If he notices the double meaning in my words, he doesn't show it. Instead, he nods briskly, gesturing for the team to gather around. "Listen up! Second half strategy is simple—protect Long, give him time to work, and we can still win this thing. Defense, I need three and outs. Special teams, field position is crucial. Everyone clear?"

The team responds with various affirmations, but their eyes keep drifting to me, sensing the shift in my energy, feeding off it like smaller predators recognizing the alpha has returned to the hunt. As we break the huddle and move toward the tunnel, our center, a hulking senior named Braxton, falls into step beside me.

"You good now?" he asks, his voice low. "Because first half was rough, man."

"I'm better than good," I assure him, clapping him on the shoulder pad. "Just make sure your blocks hold. I'm about to put on a fucking clinic out there."

The confidence in my voice isn't bravado—it's absolute certainty. Dr. Shaw's "treatment" has cleared away all the mental fog, all the distractions. I feel like I can see the entire field in slow motion, can anticipate every defensive shift before it happens. My body thrums with energy, my muscles loose and responsive, my mind laser-focused on the task ahead.

As we emerge from the tunnel into the roar of the crowd, I seek out Joseph on the opposite sideline. He's surrounded by teammates, but he might as well be standing alone for how isolated he looks. Even from this distance, I can see the haunted expression on his face, the way he keeps his gaze fixed straight ahead rather than risk meeting my eyes. Breaking him with Isabella was just the first stage—now I'm going to complete his destruction where everyone can witness it.

The kickoff sails through the air, and the second half begins. From the first snap, it's clear that something fundamental has changed. The offensive line that seemed porous in the first half now forms an impenetrable wall around me. Receivers who struggled to get separation are suddenly finding open spaces. But more importantly, I'm seeing everything—every defensive shift, every disguised blitz, every potential broken coverage.

My first pass is a laser-guided missile that threads between two defenders to hit our tight end twenty yards downfield. The second is a perfectly timed screen that our running back takes for fifteen more. The third is a deep bomb that drops right into our receiver's hands in the end zone. Touchdown. Just like that, we're back in the game.

Joseph's team gets the ball, but our defense, energized by the sudden offensive explosion, forces a quick three and out. When we get the ball back, I waste no time orchestrating another scoring drive, this one culminating in a rushing touchdown where I fake a handoff, keep the ball, and sprint untouched into the corner of the endzone. As I cross the goal line, I make sure to look directly at Joseph on the sideline, pointing at him in a gesture that every camera captures and the crowd immediately reacts to with a mixture of cheers and boos.

By the start of the fourth quarter, we've completely erased the deficit and taken a three-point lead. Joseph's game has fallen apart—his passes sailing wide, his decision-making hesitant, his body language screaming defeat even as his coaches try desperately to restore his confidence. Every time the camera finds him, his mother's face flashes in my mind—the way she looked with my cum dripping down her ass while her son watched in horror. The memory only fuels my performance, adding an edge of savagery to each perfect throw, each masterful read.

The defining moment comes with four minutes left in the game. Joseph drops back to pass on third and long, desperately trying to mount a comeback of his own. Our defensive end beats his blocker, forcing Joseph to scramble right. I can see it all unfolding from our sideline, can predict what's about to happen with perfect clarity. Joseph panics, throws across his body—and our linebacker steps directly into the passing lane, snatching the ball from the air.

The interception return brings us to their twenty-yard line with a chance to put the game away for good. Coach calls for a conservative run play, looking to burn clock and maybe get a field goal. But as I jog onto the field, I shake my head at him.

"I want to throw," I tell him, not asking permission but informing him of what's about to happen. "Right now. Touchdown. End this thing."

He studies my face for a moment, then nods. "Your call, Long. Make it count."

In the huddle, I change the play to a post route for our fastest receiver. "Get open," I tell him. "I'll find you."

The ball is snapped, and I drop back, feeling time slow down around me. The defensive line surges forward but can't penetrate our protection. Linebackers drop into coverage, safeties backpedal, cornerbacks press our receivers at the line. I see it all, process it instantly, and find the one seam in their defense—a tiny window that will exist for less than a second as our receiver breaks across the middle.

The ball leaves my hand before he's even made his cut, a perfect spiral that hits him in stride as he crosses the goal line. Touchdown. Game over. Championship secured.

The sideline erupts, players and coaches streaming onto the field even though there are still three minutes on the clock. In the ensuing chaos, I find myself face to face with Joseph, who's wandered onto the field in a daze, looking like a man who's lost everything.

"Good game," I tell him with a smirk, extending my hand in a gesture of mock sportsmanship. As our palms meet, I pull him slightly closer, dropping my voice so only he can hear. "Your mother sends her regards. She'll be at my celebration party later if you want to watch me fuck her again."

The color drains from his face, his hand going limp in mine. I can see him struggling not to break down right there on national television, fighting to maintain the last shreds of his dignity. It's the final twist of the knife—the complete and utter destruction of my rival, both on the field and off it.

The final minutes of the game pass in a blur of victory formation and celebration. When the clock hits zero, I'm hoisted onto my teammates' shoulders, the championship trophy passed up to me as cameras flash from every angle. In the stands, I can see Angelina jumping up and down, Victoria applauding with elegant restraint, Eleanor beaming with pride. Isabella stands apart from the other parents, her eyes locked on me rather than searching for her defeated son.

As I raise the trophy above my head, soaking in the adulation of the crowd and my teammates, I catch sight of Dr. Shaw on the sideline. She offers a small, knowing smile, a subtle adjustment of her white coat the only indication of our halftime activities. I wink at her, a silent acknowledgment of the role she played in this victory.

Later, there will be parties and celebrations, more conquests and triumphs. Tiffany, won fair and square in my bet with Joseph, awaits me. The Royal Oaks wives will continue to serve my needs whenever I demand it. College scouts will line up to offer me scholarships, and eventually, the NFL will come calling.

But for now, I savor this perfect moment—the culmination of my dominance both on and off the field. I am Richard Long, unstoppable force, conqueror of women and opponents alike. And this championship trophy is just the beginning of what I'm going to take simply because I can.

The field beneath me, the crowd around me, the women watching me with hungry eyes—all of it belongs to me now. Not through wealth or social standing, but through the most primal form of dominance imaginable. I've proven what I've always known: I always win, and I always take what I want.

As the celebration continues around me, I already know what—or rather, who—I want next. In a world full of trophies for the taking, there's always another conquest waiting, another victory to be claimed, another boundary to be crossed. And I, Richard Long, will stop at nothing to claim them all.


Chapter 8

The championship victory still pulses through my veins as I sit alone in the locker room, the last of my teammates having cleared out to join the celebration. Sweat glistens on my skin, the sweet scent of triumph clinging to me like expensive cologne. I'm savoring this moment, this perfect culmination of dominance both on and off the field, when I hear the soft click of the door opening behind me. I don't need to turn around to know who it is—the light floral scent that cuts through the masculine musk of the locker room tells me everything I need to know. Tiffany has come to pay her debt.

"You won," she whispers, and I hear the definitive sound of the lock engaging.

I turn slowly on the bench, taking in the sight of her. She's changed from the game into a tight white crop top that shows off her toned midriff and a pair of denim shorts that hug the curves of her ass perfectly. Her blonde hair cascades over her shoulders, slightly tousled as if she's been running her fingers through it nervously. Her blue eyes hold mine for a moment, a mixture of apprehension and undeniable excitement swimming in their depths.

"A bet's a bet," I reply, my voice low and confident. I make no move toward her, just sit there in nothing but a towel wrapped around my waist, letting her come to me. This is her surrender, her acknowledgment of my victory, and I want her to cross the distance between us of her own accord.

She doesn't hesitate. With each step she takes toward me, I can see the rise and fall of her chest quickening, her cheeks flushing with color. When she reaches me, she drops to her knees in one fluid motion, her hands coming to rest on my thighs, fingertips digging slightly into the muscle there.

"I keep my promises," she murmurs, her gaze now level with the bulge already forming beneath my towel. Without further preamble, she tugs the fabric aside, exposing my cock—still slightly damp from the post-game shower, already beginning to stiffen under her hungry gaze.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Tiffany's skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, her voice sultry and enticing.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

Without breaking eye contact, she lowers her head and takes me into her mouth. The sudden wet heat enveloping my cock draws a hiss of pleasure from between my teeth. Unlike the country club MILFs with their practiced techniques, Tiffany's approach is all youthful enthusiasm—eager, almost desperate, as if she's been fantasizing about this moment for longer than she'd care to admit.

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Tiffany's body, as they find their way to her golden hair. I give it a gentle tug, feeling her moan around my shaft in response. Our eyes lock as she bobs her head, fueled by our insatiable lust.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her lips stretch around my girth, her saliva making my cock glisten in the harsh fluorescent lighting of the locker room. "Show me what that pretty mouth can do."

She takes me deeper, her throat constricting around the head of my cock as she pushes herself to the limit. Her hands grip my thighs for leverage, nails digging into the skin hard enough to leave half-moon imprints. The slight pain only enhances my pleasure, adding an edge to the warm, wet suction of her mouth.

I let her work for a few more minutes, enjoying the sight of Joseph's girlfriend on her knees before me, servicing my cock with an eagerness that tells me she's been wanting this for a long time. But as good as her mouth feels, I want more. I want to claim every part of her, to leave no doubt about who truly owns her now.

With one smooth movement, I grab her under the arms and lift her up, depositing her onto the bench beside me. She gasps in surprise at the sudden shift, her eyes wide with anticipation. I waste no time in positioning myself between her spread legs, my hands already working at the button of her shorts.

"I've been thinking about this all game," I tell her, tugging the denim down her legs with enough force that she has to brace herself against the bench to avoid being pulled with them. "Every touchdown, every perfect pass—I was thinking about claiming my prize."

The shorts come off in one quick motion, revealing a pair of pink lace panties already darkened with her arousal. I hook my fingers into the delicate fabric and tear it away with a sharp rip that echoes through the empty locker room. Tiffany gasps, but the sound isn't of protest—it's pure, undiluted excitement.

"Richard," she breathes, reaching for me, pulling me toward her. "Please."

I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock teasing her slick folds but not yet pushing inside. I want her to beg for it, to verbalize her surrender.

"Tell me what you want," I demand, my voice steady despite the throbbing need pulsing through my cock. "Say it."

"Fuck me," she whimpers, her hips lifting off the bench in a desperate attempt to impale herself on my length. "Please, Richard, fuck me. I need it."

That's all I need to hear. With a single, powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her to the hilt. The sensation is electric—her pussy tight and hot around me, her inner walls gripping my cock like they're afraid I might pull away. I pause for a moment, savoring the feeling of her completely filled with me, watching her face as she adjusts to my size.

"Oh my god," she moans, her back arching off the bench. "You're so big...so fucking deep."

I begin to move, establishing a rhythm that's deliberately slow and deep. Each thrust is measured, calculated to hit every sensitive spot inside her. I want her to feel every inch, to remember this fuck long after the night is over. My hands grip her hips, controlling the pace, keeping her exactly where I want her.

"Is this what you've been waiting for?" I ask, watching her face contort with pleasure as I drive into her. "Is this why you let Joseph make that bet? Because you wanted me all along?"

Her only response is a broken moan, her eyes closing as she surrenders completely to the sensations. I take that as confirmation, a smirk playing at the corners of my mouth as I continue my steady, relentless pace. Each thrust drives her further up the bench until her head is nearly hitting the lockers behind us. I adjust our position, pulling her toward me so her ass is at the very edge of the seat, giving me the perfect angle to penetrate even deeper.

The locker room fills with the sounds of our coupling—the wet slap of skin on skin, her increasingly desperate moans, my controlled breathing punctuated by occasional grunts of pleasure. This isn't just sex; it's a conquest, a victory lap after already winning the most important game of my life so far.

And as I feel her pussy beginning to clench around me, her thighs trembling with approaching orgasm, I know that the night is just beginning. This is only the first of many prizes I'll claim before dawn breaks.

I'm just starting to find my perfect rhythm with Tiffany, my cock sliding in and out of her tight pussy with deliberate, measured strokes, when the locker room door crashes open with enough force to bounce against the wall. The sound echoes through the space like a gunshot, but I don't stop—don't even falter in my steady pace. I know exactly who it is without looking. Joseph stands in the doorway, face contorted with rage and humiliation, fists clenched at his sides as he takes in the scene before him: his girlfriend spread out beneath me, impaled on my cock, her face a mask of ecstasy.

"Get the fuck off her!" he screams, his voice cracking with emotion. He takes a step forward, but there's hesitation in his movement, the memory of our previous encounters—of his mother on her knees before me—clearly flashing through his mind.

Tiffany's body tenses beneath me, her eyes flying open at the sound of Joseph's voice. For a split second, I think she might try to push me away, to cover herself, to offer some explanation or excuse. Instead, her pussy clenches tightly around my cock, a fresh wave of wetness flooding her channel. The intrusion, the being caught, the public humiliation—it's turning her on even more.

I turn my head slowly to look at Joseph, maintaining my steady rhythm inside Tiffany without missing a beat. "She's mine for the night, remember?" I say, my voice calm and controlled, a stark contrast to his emotional outburst. "A bet's a bet."

Joseph's face drains of color, the fight visibly leaking out of him as the reality of the situation sinks in. He made the bet himself, put Tiffany up as the prize in his arrogance and certainty that he would win. Now he has to face the consequences of his failure, just like he had to face the sight of his mother being claimed by me.

"You can't—" he starts, but I cut him off.

"I can, and I am," I tell him, punctuating my words with a particularly deep thrust that draws a high, keening moan from Tiffany. "Now, you've got two choices. You can leave and preserve what little dignity you have left, or you can sit down and watch how a real man fucks her."

I nod toward a metal folding chair in the corner of the locker room. "Your choice."

For a long, tense moment, Joseph stands frozen, his eyes darting between my face and Tiffany's writhing form. I can see the war raging inside him—pride versus humiliation, anger versus defeat, love versus self-preservation. Finally, something breaks. His shoulders slump, his eyes drop to the floor, and he shuffles toward the chair like a man walking to the gallows.

"That's what I thought," I say, not bothering to hide my contempt. "Sit there and watch. Maybe you'll learn something."

With Joseph now seated just a few feet away, I turn my full attention back to Tiffany. Her eyes are wide, pupils dilated with a heady mixture of arousal and shame. The knowledge that her boyfriend is watching her being fucked by his rival has taken her excitement to a new level. I can feel it in the way her pussy pulses around me, in the flush spreading across her chest and neck, in the desperation of her breathing.

"Harder," she whispers, her voice so low that only I can hear it. "Please, Richard. Harder."

Who am I to deny such a polite request? I grab her hips with bruising force, lifting her ass slightly off the bench to change the angle. Then I begin to really fuck her—deep, powerful thrusts that have the bench creaking beneath us, her tits bouncing with each impact, her mouth falling open in silent screams of pleasure.

"That's it," I growl, loud enough for Joseph to hear every word. "Take this cock. Show him who you really belong to."

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The bench grinds against the floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Ugh!" she begs, and I'm powerless to resist.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin.

I risk a glance at Joseph. He's watching with a mixture of devastation and unwilling fascination, his face a study in conflicting emotions. I notice the slight bulge in his track pants—despite everything, despite his humiliation and heartbreak, he's getting aroused watching his girlfriend being thoroughly fucked by his rival. It's the final insult, the ultimate proof of his inferiority.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, turning my attention back to Tiffany. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against my chest through her thin top, sending electric shockwaves through my entire body.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers find their way to my hair, tugging gently as she whimpers. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

I increase my pace even further, driving into her with a fury that has sweat beading on my forehead. The bench beneath us begins to slide slightly across the floor with each powerful thrust, the metal legs scraping against the tiles in a rhythm that matches our coupling.

"Look at him," I tell Tiffany, nodding toward Joseph without breaking my stride. "Look at him while you take my cock."

She turns her head, her eyes finding Joseph's across the short distance. Their gazes lock, and I feel her pussy clench tightly around me, a fresh wave of arousal flowing from her core. The taboo nature of the situation—being fucked by one man while looking into the eyes of another, being claimed so thoroughly in front of her boyfriend—pushes her closer to the brink.

"Oh god," she moans, her body beginning to shake beneath me. "I'm going to—I can't—"

"Not yet," I command, slowing my pace deliberately, drawing out her pleasure, keeping her on the edge. "Not until I say so."

She whimpers in frustration, her nails digging into my shoulders hard enough to leave marks. I don't care. In fact, I welcome it—each scratch a badge of honor, proof of the pleasure I'm giving her that Joseph never could.

"Please," she begs, the word barely audible through her panting breath.

"Tell him," I demand, maintaining my slower, deeper rhythm. "Tell Joseph who's fucking you better. Tell him who owns this pussy now."

For a brief moment, I see a flicker of resistance in her eyes—a last gasp of loyalty or compassion for the boyfriend watching his world crumble. But it's quickly overwhelmed by the pleasure coursing through her body, by the primal need for release that trumps all social niceties and emotional attachments.

"Richard," she moans, her eyes still locked with Joseph's. "Richard fucks me so much better. His cock—oh god—it's so deep, so good."

Joseph makes a choked sound, somewhere between a sob and a groan, but he doesn't move from the chair. Doesn't try to stop us. Just sits there, a passive observer to his own humiliation, watching as I claim what was once his in the most primal way possible.

"That's right," I say, my voice thick with triumph and arousal. "And don't you fucking forget it—either of you."

With Joseph thoroughly defeated in his chair and Tiffany writhing beneath me in pleasure, I decide it's time to escalate this little show—to push the boundaries of her submission and his humiliation even further. I withdraw from her suddenly, my cock slick with her juices, standing tall and proud between us. Before she can protest the emptiness, I grab her hips and flip her over in one smooth motion. "Head off the bench," I command, positioning her so her upper body hangs upside down off the edge, her throat perfectly aligned with my standing height. Her eyes widen with understanding, a mixture of fear and excitement flashing across her face as she realizes what's coming next.

"Open wide," I tell her, my cock hovering just inches from her inverted face. She obediently parts her lips, her eyes darting briefly toward Joseph—making sure he's watching—before returning to focus on the task at hand. I brush the head of my cock against her lips, coating them with the mixture of her juices and my pre-cum, a visual marking that has Joseph shifting uncomfortably in his seat.

Without further warning, I push forward, sliding my cock into her waiting mouth. The upside-down angle creates an almost perfect straight shot down her throat, allowing me to penetrate deeper than would be possible in a traditional position. Tiffany gags slightly as the head of my cock hits the back of her throat, but she quickly adjusts, relaxing her jaw and throat to accommodate my length.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her throat bulge visibly as I push deeper. "Take it all."

I establish a steady rhythm, my hands gripping either side of her head to control the depth and pace. Each forward thrust has her gagging slightly, her throat contracting around my shaft in a way that sends waves of pleasure up my spine. Saliva begins to pool at the corners of her mouth, occasionally spilling down (or rather, up) her face to dampen her hair on the floor below.

As my cock disappears inside of her throat, I gasp around her exposed neck, my hips pumping. I can feel her throat muscles clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm as best she can from her inverted position, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Tiffany's submission is evident in the way her body trembles and her hands grasp at my thighs, not pushing away but pulling me closer. The sound of her choking and gasping fills the locker room, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

"Look at that, Joseph," I say, not breaking my stride. "Look how well she takes my cock down her throat. Ever seen her gag like this for you?"

Joseph doesn't respond verbally, but the tortured expression on his face is answer enough. He's never had Tiffany like this—never pushed her to these limits, never experienced the raw power of completely dominating a woman's body and watching her revel in the submission.

I continue fucking Tiffany's throat for several more strokes, enjoying the tight, wet heat of her mouth and the obscene sounds of her struggle to accommodate me. Tears form at the corners of her eyes, running up into her hairline due to her inverted position. Her mascara begins to smear, creating dark tracks across her temples—physical evidence of her thorough face-fucking.

When I finally withdraw from her mouth, she gasps for air, her chest heaving with the effort. Her lips are swollen and red, glistening with saliva and pre-cum. Without giving her time to fully recover, I pull her back onto the bench properly, positioning her on all fours with her ass facing me and her head pointed directly at Joseph. This way, her boyfriend has a perfect view of her face—every expression, every emotion—as I take her from behind.

"Beg for it," I demand, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint on the pale flesh. "Beg for my cock in your pussy."

"Please," she whimpers, her voice raspy from the throat fucking. "Please fuck me, Richard. I need your cock inside me."

"Where? Say exactly where you want it."

"My pussy," she moans, pushing her ass back toward me in desperation. "Fuck my pussy. Please, I need it so bad."

With a single, powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her once more. The sensation is even more intense than before—her pussy somehow tighter and wetter after the change in position and the taboo thrill of being throat-fucked in front of her boyfriend. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back at an angle that forces her to maintain eye contact with Joseph as I pound into her from behind.

"Harder!" she pants, her nails digging into the bench for purchase. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Tiffany's own breathy moans fill the locker room, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. The wet slapping sound of my hips meeting her ass creates an obscene soundtrack that echoes off the metal lockers, amplifying our debauchery.

Tiffany's hands grip the edges of the bench, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Tiffany," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hair growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

I can tell she's getting close—her moans becoming more desperate, her rhythm faltering as pleasure overtakes her ability to coordinate her movements. I increase the pressure and speed of my fingers on her clit, determined to push her over the edge while Joseph watches, to let him see exactly what her orgasm looks like when she's being properly fucked.

"Come for me," I command, my voice low but intense. "Come on my cock while he watches. Show him what a real man does to you."

That's all it takes to push her over the edge. Tiffany's entire body goes rigid, her back arching sharply as a scream tears from her throat. Her pussy contracts violently around my cock, gripping and releasing in waves of pleasure that threaten to pull my own orgasm from me. Her face, visible to Joseph in perfect detail, contorts in an expression of pure ecstasy—eyes rolled back, mouth open in a silent scream as the initial cry fades, cheeks flushed with blood and exertion.

"That's it," I encourage, maintaining my pace through her climax, prolonging it with each continued thrust. "Let him see how good it feels."

As her orgasm begins to subside, I feel my own release building rapidly. The tight clench of her pussy around my shaft combined with the psychological thrill of dominating both Tiffany and Joseph pushes me dangerously close to the edge. But I have no intention of finishing inside her—I want my victory to be visible, unmistakable, a claiming that can be seen rather than just felt.

With perfect timing, I withdraw from her still-pulsing pussy and flip her over onto her back. "Face and tits," I grunt, already stroking my slick cock with my right hand. "Going to cover you."

Tiffany looks up at me through half-lidded eyes, her body still trembling from her intense orgasm. She cups her breasts, pushing them together to create the perfect target, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in anticipation. The sight of her—sprawled on the locker room bench, pussy swollen and glistening from our fucking, face flushed with pleasure, presenting her breasts for my cum—is enough to trigger my release.

With a final few strokes, I explode, the first rope of cum landing across her right cheek and into her blonde hair. The second paints a white stripe across her parted lips, some of it landing on her tongue which she immediately swallows. The third and fourth pulses cover her breasts, decorating the tanned skin with streaks of white that begin to run down the slopes of her perfect mounds.

I continue stroking until I've emptied every drop onto her willing body, marking her as thoroughly as possible while Joseph watches in silent agony. When I'm finally spent, I look down at my handiwork—Tiffany covered in my seed, a visual testament to my complete victory both on and off the field.

I tuck myself back into my shorts and turn to Joseph, who sits frozen in his chair, a dark wet spot visible on the front of his track pants. The pathetic fuck actually came in his pants just from watching.

"Thanks for the bet," I tell him with a smirk. "Best prize I've claimed all day."

I give Tiffany a pat on the thigh before reaching for my towel. "Clean yourself up and meet me at the victory party later. I'm not done with you yet." I walk past Joseph without another glance, completely dismissing him now that I've taken what I wanted. The night is still young, and I have other conquests waiting for me in my hotel suite.


Chapter 9

The door to my presidential suite swings open under my palm, revealing the rewards of victory already laid out before me. My body still hums with the electricity of the championship win, muscles loose and warm from exertion, mind sharp with the absolute certainty of my dominance both on and off the field. The scent hits me first—expensive perfume mingling with the unmistakable musk of arousal—before my eyes adjust to the dimmed lighting and lock onto the two figures waiting on my king-sized bed.

Angelina and Isabella recline against the headboard, a matched set of mature perfection clad in identical black lace lingerie that leaves nothing to the imagination. Their blonde hair cascades over bare shoulders, their lipstick matching shades of provocative red, their eyes—one pair blue, one hazel—glittering with hungry anticipation as they track my entrance.

"There he is," Angelina purrs, rising to her knees. Her breasts strain against the delicate lace of her bra, nipples visibly hard beneath the thin fabric. "The man of the hour."

"The champion," Isabella adds, her voice carrying that husky quality that's been driving me wild since our first encounter. She moves to kneel beside Angelina, their bodies forming a tableau of mature feminine perfection. "We've been waiting to properly celebrate your victory."

I drop my duffel bag, kick the door closed behind me, and stand there for a moment, drinking in the sight of them—mother and wife, both claimed by me, both here to service me after my public triumph. The knowledge that Joseph is somewhere in this same hotel, destroyed both emotionally and professionally, only heightens my arousal.

"Quite the welcome committee," I observe, my voice low and confident as I stalk toward the bed. My cock already stirs beneath my sweatpants, the memory of how these two women feel, taste, and sound when I'm inside them fueling my desire.

They move in tandem, crawling to the edge of the bed with feline grace. Isabella reaches me first, her fingers sliding beneath my t-shirt, pushing it upward to reveal my abs. "We thought the champion deserved a special reward," she murmurs, her breath hot against my skin as she presses her lips to my stomach.

Angelina works my sweatpants down, freeing my already hardening cock. "Mmm, looks like someone's ready for his victory lap," she says, her manicured hand wrapping around my shaft with familiar skill.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my cock, causing shivers down my spine. She grips me tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" Isabella whispers, her voice sultry and enticing as her hands explore my chest.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into Angelina's hand. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," Angelina purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

Before I can take control as I usually do, they spring their trap. With surprising strength, both women push me backward onto the bed. I fall onto the mattress, momentarily caught off guard by their assertiveness. They waste no time—Isabella pins my shoulders down while Angelina straddles my thighs, their teamwork suggesting they've planned this ambush carefully.

"Tonight," Isabella informs me, leaning down to whisper in my ear, "we're in charge. At least for the first round."

Angelina slides off me and repositions herself at the edge of the bed, lying back so her head hangs upside down over the side. The position puts her throat in a straight line, her mouth at perfect height for me to stand and enter. She reaches up, peels off her bra to free those perfect tits, then stretches her arms overhead, opening her mouth in clear invitation.

"Fuck my mouth, champion," she commands, her upside-down position making her voice sound slightly different, but no less arousing. "I want to feel those balls slapping against my nose while you choke me with that big cock."

I rise from the bed, positioning myself in front of her inverted face. Her lips, painted that perfect shade of red, form an obscene O as she waits, tongue extended slightly in anticipation. Isabella kneels beside her, helping to steady Angelina's shoulders, her eyes dark with desire as she watches.

"Give it to her hard," Isabella encourages, one hand moving to caress Angelina's exposed breasts. "She's been begging for it since your game-winning touchdown."

I grasp my cock, guiding it to Angelina's waiting lips. The angle is perfect—her throat forms a straight channel that I can slide directly into. I push forward, watching as my shaft disappears between those painted lips, feeling the wet heat of her mouth envelop me. In this position, I can see her throat bulge slightly as I push deeper, her esophagus stretching to accommodate my girth.

"Fuck," I hiss, gripping the base of my shaft to control my entry. "Your throat feels amazing like this."

Angelina moans around my cock, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. I establish a rhythm, starting slow but quickly building to more forceful thrusts that have my balls slapping against her nose and forehead with each forward movement. The wet, choking sounds she makes as I fuck her throat are obscenely loud in the suite, her hands reaching up to grab my thighs, not to push me away but to pull me deeper.

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but guide Angelina's movements, as I find myself tightening my grip on her hair. I give a gentle tug, feeling her moan around my shaft in response. She looks up at me with those hungry eyes, fueling our insatiable lust.

Meanwhile, Isabella has stripped off her lingerie entirely and positioned herself over Angelina's body. She straddles her face, lowering her pussy until it makes contact with Angelina's mouth. From my position, I can see everything—Isabella's back, the curve of her ass, the way she reaches forward to brace herself against Angelina's stomach as she begins to grind against her face.

"God, your wife has a talented tongue," Isabella moans, her hips making small circles as Angelina begins to service her. "Almost as good as her throat, wouldn't you say?"

The sight before me is almost too perfect to be believed—my rival's mother riding my girlfriend's wife's face while I fuck said wife's throat. The layers of betrayal, of dominance, of complete sexual conquest represented in this tableau have my cock harder than it's ever been.

I increase my pace, thrusting more forcefully into Angelina's mouth, watching her throat bulge with each entry. Her fingers dig into my thighs, urging me on, even as she struggles to breathe around my shaft and continue licking Isabella simultaneously. The wet, gagging sounds she makes only fuel my desire, her throat muscles contracting around my cockhead each time I hit the back.

"That's it," Isabella encourages, looking back over her shoulder to watch me fucking Angelina's mouth. "Use her throat. She loves it. Don't you, Angelina?"

The only response is a gurgling moan that vibrates through my shaft, drawing a hiss of pleasure from between my teeth. I grab Angelina's head with both hands now, holding her steady as I establish a punishing rhythm that has her throat bulging visibly with each thrust. The sensation is overwhelming—tight, wet heat that grips my cock differently than a pussy, the added visual stimulation of watching Isabella grind against her face, the knowledge that I own these women completely.

"Fuck," I grunt, feeling my balls tighten with approaching release. "Your throat feels so fucking good."

I withdraw from Angelina's throat with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting the head of my cock to her gasping, red-smeared lips. Her chest heaves as she gulps down air, eyes watering, makeup smeared—the perfect picture of a well-used throat. But I'm not done with these two yet. My gaze shifts to Isabella, still grinding against Angelina's face, her back arched in pleasure, her blonde hair cascading down her spine in waves that bounce with each roll of her hips.

"My turn," I announce, moving around the bed to position myself behind Isabella. My cock glistens with Angelina's saliva, hard as steel and ready to claim my next prize. I grab Isabella's hips, halting her grinding motions for a moment as I line myself up with her entrance.

"Yes," Isabella hisses, looking back over her shoulder at me with eyes glazed by lust. "Fuck me while I ride her face. I want to feel that championship cock inside me."

I don't need to be told twice. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt in Isabella's waiting pussy. She's soaking wet—whether from her own arousal or from Angelina's tongue, I can't tell and don't care. All that matters is the tight, wet heat that engulfs my shaft, drawing a groan from deep in my chest.

"Fuck, you're tight," I grunt, establishing an immediate, hard rhythm that has my balls slapping against her clit with each forward motion. "Still so tight for a MILF who's taken this cock so many times."

Isabella moans in response, her back arching further, her hands bracing against the mattress on either side of Angelina's body. The position allows her to push back against my thrusts while continuing to grind down on Angelina's eager mouth. The dual stimulation has her trembling already, her inner walls clenching around my shaft in rhythmic pulses that tell me she's close to the edge.

As her skilled pussy continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Isabella's irresistible body, as they find their way to the round, firm curves of her ass. I give it a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips. Our bodies move together in a passionate dance, fueled by our insatiable lust.

"Ah, Richard," Isabella gasps between moans, her voice sultry and seductive even in the throes of pleasure.

"Isabella, you're so fucking hot," I groan, my desire for her only growing stronger. Squeezing and kneading her ass, I feel like I'm losing control.

"Take me, Richard. Make me yours," she whispers, her voice dripping with lust.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. "Tell me how much you want it," I command. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against Angelina's stomach, sending electric shockwaves through Isabella's entire body.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers find their way to Angelina's hair, tugging gently as she whimpers. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. Angelina moans beneath us, her sounds muffled by Isabella's pussy grinding against her mouth. I slam into Isabella over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

But I'm not ready to limit myself to just one of them. Not when I have two gorgeous MILFs at my disposal.

"On your hands and knees," I command, withdrawing from Isabella's pussy. "Both of you. Side by side."

They respond immediately, scrambling to obey. Isabella dismounts from Angelina's face, allowing the latter to catch her breath and shift position. Within moments, they're both on all fours on the king-sized bed, their asses raised in perfect presentation, their heads turned to watch me over their shoulders. The sight is a testament to my complete dominance—two mature, beautiful women, positioned like offerings for my pleasure.

"Perfect," I murmur, moving behind them to admire the view. Their asses form a matched pair of pale globes, though Isabella's has a slightly more athletic tone from her tennis sessions, while Angelina's is softer, rounder. Both display the slight redness from my earlier handling, their pussies visibly wet and ready between their spread thighs.

I position myself behind Angelina first, grabbing a handful of her blonde hair as I guide my cock to her entrance. With one smooth thrust, I bury myself inside her, drawing a cry of pleasure from her lips. "That's it," I growl, establishing a hard, fast rhythm. "Take this cock like the slut you are."

After a dozen deep thrusts that have Angelina's body jerking forward with each impact, I withdraw and shift to Isabella, entering her with equal force. "Fuck!" she gasps, pushing back to meet my thrusts. "So big... so hard..."

I alternate between them, switching every few strokes, keeping them both on edge as I sample their bodies like the feast they are. The contrast between them is exquisite—Angelina's pussy slightly tighter, Isabella's wetter, both gripping my cock with hungry need that speaks to how thoroughly I've conquered them.

"Harder!" Angelina pants, her nails digging into the bedsheets. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Their own breathy moans fill the large suite, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the room, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

I decide to escalate, to push the boundaries further. Withdrawing from Isabella's pussy, I reposition slightly, the head of my cock now pressing against her tighter hole. She tenses momentarily, then relaxes, pushing back against me in silent permission.

"Yes," she hisses as I begin to penetrate her ass, the tight ring of muscle gradually yielding to my persistent pressure. "God, yes... take my ass too."

Inch by inch, I work my way inside her, feeling her body tremble as she adjusts to the invasion. Once fully seated, I pause briefly, then begin a series of shallow thrusts that gradually increase in depth and force. The tightness is incredible, her ass gripping my cock like a vise, drawing guttural groans from my throat.

After establishing a rhythm with Isabella, I withdraw and turn my attention to Angelina's ass. She's already reaching back, spreading herself open in eager anticipation. "My turn," she demands, wiggling her hips enticingly. "Fill my ass with that big cock."

I comply, pressing forward until I breach her tight hole. The sensation draws a cry from her lips, a mixture of pain and pleasure that only increases as I push deeper. Soon I'm fucking her ass with the same intensity I used on Isabella, my hands gripping her hips with bruising force.

I continue alternating between them, moving from pussy to ass and back again, treating their bodies as my personal playground. My hands deliver sharp, stinging smacks to their upturned asses, leaving red handprints that bloom like badges of ownership on their pale skin. I pull their hair, forcing their backs to arch at painful angles that allow me to penetrate even deeper.

"Whose are you?" I demand, delivering another hard slap to Isabella's ass as I pump into her pussy. "Tell me who owns you both!"

"Yours!" they cry in near-unison, their voices breaking with the force of their shared submission. "We're yours, Richard!"

The declaration of ownership, combined with the visual feast of these two sophisticated MILFs reduced to whimpering, eager playthings for my pleasure, sends a surge of pure dominance through me. This is power—real power. Not the championship trophy, not the accolades from coaches and scouts, but this: having women who should be far beyond my reach begging for my cock, submitting to my every whim.

"That's right," I growl, continuing to alternate between them, taking whatever hole I desire from whichever woman catches my fancy at that moment. "My trophies. My prizes. My fucktoys to use however I want."

Their only response is to push back harder against my thrusts, their bodies offering themselves up for my continued use, their moans and whimpers creating a soundtrack of complete surrender that drives me toward the edge of control.

The pressure builds at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with the unmistakable approach of release. I've been edging myself by switching between these two perfect MILFs, sampling their bodies like the finest buffet, but even my legendary stamina has its limits. Especially after the championship game, the celebrations, and now this extended session with Angelina and Isabella—my body demands release, demands to mark these two women as thoroughly mine as everything else I've conquered today.

"I'm close," I grunt, withdrawing from Angelina's ass, my cock glistening with lube and her essence. "On your backs. Now. Both of you."

They move with eager efficiency, flipping over and positioning themselves side by side in the center of the massive bed. Without being told, they scoot closer together until their shoulders touch, their faces turned toward each other—they know exactly what I want, what I need to complete this victory celebration.

"Faces together," I direct, stroking my cock as I kneel between their spread legs, positioning myself for the perfect angle. "I want to cover you both at once."

Isabella and Angelina press their cheeks together, creating a canvas of mature feminine beauty for me to decorate. Their lipstick is smeared, their eye makeup running slightly from the exertion of our activities, their blonde hair tangled and damp with sweat—the picture of thoroughly fucked MILFs awaiting the final act of their debasement.

"Open your mouths," I command, my hand a blur on my shaft as I approach the edge. "Stick out your tongues."

They comply instantly, mouths open, pink tongues extended and touching at the tips, creating a bridge between them. The sight is almost unbearably erotic—these two sophisticated women, normally so composed and proper in their country club settings, now eagerly awaiting my cum on their faces like the most dedicated pornstars.

"Fuck," I hiss, feeling the first pulses of my orgasm build. "Going to cover you both. Mark you as mine."

"Do it," Isabella urges, her blue eyes dark with lust as she maintains her position. "Cover us, champion. We've earned your cum."

"Please," Angelina adds, her hand reaching up to cup one of her breasts, pinching the nipple as she waits. "Give us everything you've got."

That's all the encouragement I need. With a guttural groan, I explode, the first thick rope of cum shooting across both their faces, landing in a stripe that connects Isabella's forehead to Angelina's cheek. The second burst hits their extended tongues directly, pooling on that obscene bridge they've created. I continue stroking, directing each subsequent pulse to ensure maximum coverage—across Angelina's nose and lips, then Isabella's chin and mouth, back and forth until both their faces are thoroughly painted with my seed.

The sight of them covered in my cum, victory-fueled and more copious than usual, sends aftershocks of pleasure through my body. White streaks glisten on their flushed skin, dripping slowly down their cheeks, catching in their eyelashes, pooling at the corners of their mouths. It's a masterpiece of dominance, the perfect visual representation of my complete conquest.

"Beautiful," I breathe, milking the final drops onto Isabella's waiting tongue. "You look perfect like this. Both of you marked by me."

The women turn to each other, and without prompting, begin to kiss deeply, sharing the cum between their mouths. Their tongues visibly tangle, trading my seed back and forth in an erotic display that has my spent cock twitching with renewed interest. Isabella's hand comes up to cup Angelina's cheek, smearing my cum further into her skin as she deepens the kiss.

I sit back on my heels, admiring the tableau before me—my rival's mother and my married conquest making out passionately, their faces covered in my cum, their bodies bearing the red marks of my ownership. This moment, even more than the trophy presentation or the scout's congratulations, feels like the true culmination of my victory.

The women break their kiss, a thin strand of saliva and cum connecting their lips briefly before breaking. They turn to me with identical expressions of satisfied depravity, their eyes heavy-lidded, their smiles lazy and content.

"That was..." Angelina begins, her voice hoarse from all the moaning.

"Incredible," Isabella finishes, her finger collecting a drop of cum from her cheek and bringing it to her mouth to suck clean.

I'm about to suggest we move to the shower for round two when a sharp, insistent knocking on the suite door shatters our post-orgasmic bubble.

"Richard? Angelina? You in there?" Jack's voice calls through the door, the sound of a key card sliding into the lock following immediately. "I brought champagne to celebrate!"

"Shit!" I hiss, scrambling off the bed. "It's your husband!"

Panic flashes across Angelina's cum-covered face. "Fuck! The master key!"

For a moment, we're frozen in tableau—two cum-drenched blonde MILFs and a naked teenager caught in the worst possible scenario. Then survival instinct kicks in. I grab the comforter, yanking it up and over us as Isabella and Angelina frantically wipe their faces with the sheet beneath us. We manage to arrange ourselves under the covers, still completely naked but at least appearing decent, mere seconds before the door swings open.

Jack Pitt strides into the suite, a bottle of expensive champagne in one hand, three glasses dangling from the fingers of the other. He's a study in contradictions—fifty years old but with the stooped posture of someone decades older, dressed in expensive clothing that somehow still looks rumpled and ill-fitting on his slight frame. His thick glasses magnify eyes that blink rapidly as they adjust to the dimmer lighting of the suite.

"There you all are!" he exclaims, seemingly oblivious to the tension in the room or the smell of sex that must surely permeate the air. "I've been looking everywhere! The team said you'd probably be up here."

I clear my throat, adopting my most innocent expression—difficult to maintain considering Isabella's hand is currently under the covers, resting on my thigh dangerously close to my still-sensitive cock. "Jack! Hey! We were just, uh, having a post-game discussion."

"Yes," Angelina chimes in, her voice remarkably steady considering her face was covered in cum less than a minute ago. "Isabella was giving us some insights from a rival perspective. Very educational."

Jack laughs, setting the glasses down on the nearby desk and beginning to work on the champagne cork. "Discussing the game in bed? You athletes and your comfort priorities! Well, no matter. We need to toast our champion!"

He seems completely unaware of the absurdity of the scene—his wife in bed with his friend's wife and the teenage quarterback, all suspiciously under the covers. His obliviousness would be comical if it weren't such a relief.

"Haha, having a team slumber party in here! Well done," he continues, the champagne cork popping with a loud sound that makes us all flinch for different reasons. "Isabella, I didn't expect to see you celebrating with our side after Joseph's, well, difficult day, but it's very sporting of you."

Isabella's smile is tight but convincing. "I can appreciate exceptional talent when I see it, regardless of team loyalties."

Jack pours three glasses of champagne, then looks around the room as if only now realizing there are no additional seating options besides the bed. "Mind if I join you for a quick toast?"

"Actually," I interject before he can approach, "we're pretty tired from all the... discussion. Maybe we could rain check the champagne? Early flight tomorrow for Isabella, and Angelina and I have that breakfast with the scouts."

"Oh! Of course, of course," Jack nods, setting down the bottle. "I'll leave this here for you. Isabella, please give my best to Joseph. Such a shame about the game, but that's sports for you! One winner, one loser."

If he only knew how completely his words applied to more than just the football game—how thoroughly Joseph has lost everything that matters, including his mother's loyalty. The irony almost makes me laugh out loud.

Jack backs toward the door, still smiling vacantly. "Angelina, don't be too late coming back to our suite. You know how I need my white noise machine to sleep, and I can never find the right setting without you."

"I won't be long, Jack," she promises, her hand visibly clenching in the comforter to contain her reaction to his pathetic dependency.

The door closes behind him, and for a moment, none of us move or speak. Then, like a dam breaking, we all exhale at once, tension dissolving into relieved laughter that borders on hysteria.

"Jesus Christ," Isabella gasps, throwing back the covers to reveal our still-naked bodies. "That was close."

"Not really," I reply with a cocky grin, gesturing toward the door Jack just exited through. "He wouldn't have seen anything even if we were still going at it. Man's blind as a bat without those glasses, and oblivious even with them."

Angelina rolls her eyes, but her smile betrays her amusement. "That's my husband you're talking about."

"That's your husband who just walked in on you in bed with two other people and didn't bat an eye," I counter, already reaching for her again, my cock stirring back to life. "Now, where were we before we were so rudely interrupted? I believe I was claiming my championship prizes."

The women exchange a glance that's equal parts exasperation and desire, then move toward me in perfect synchronization. The champagne Jack brought will stay on ice for now—we have better ways to celebrate my victory, and the night is still young. After all, I'm Richard Long, and I always get what I want.


Book 11


Chapter 1

My cock disappears inside of Angelina, her ass pressed against the window as I pound into her from behind. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length with every thrust. She matches my rhythm, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Angelina's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her nails dig into the glass, leaving steamy prints as evidence of our forbidden affair. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the bedroom, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony that echoes off the high ceilings of her mansion.

The championship victory still pulses through my veins, making me harder, more aggressive than usual. My hands grip her hips with bruising force, fingerprints already forming on her perfect skin as I slam into her repeatedly. From this height, anyone looking up at the sprawling mansion could see Angelina's tits pressed against the glass, her mouth open in silent screams of pleasure as an 18-year-old football star destroys her pussy from behind.

"This pussy belongs to me," I grunt, my voice a low growl against her ear. "Say it."

"Yes," she moans, her voice breathy and desperate. "It's yours, Richard. All yours."

I've been fucking this rich, blonde MILF for months behind her pathetic husband's back. Jack thinks I'm just her personal trainer, hired to keep his trophy wife in shape while he's busy with his corporate empire. He has no idea that while he's closing deals downtown, I'm upstairs closing my hands around his wife's throat while she begs for my teenage cock.

"Harder," Angelina pants, her nails digging into the window frame for support. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Angelina's own breathy moans fill the bedroom, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. Her blonde hair cascades down her back, sticking to her sweat-slicked skin as I yank it roughly, pulling her head back at an angle that forces a gasp from her lips.

"Look at you," I taunt, watching her reflection in the glass. "Forty years old and taking an eighteen-year-old's cock like your life depends on it. What would your country club friends say if they could see you now?"

Her pussy clenches tighter at my words, a fresh wave of arousal coating my shaft. This is what gets her off—the taboo, the danger, the power imbalance between us. The same woman who hosts charity galas and sits on museum boards is now pressing her tits against her bedroom window while her husband's star quarterback recruit pounds her from behind.

Angelina's hands grip both sides of the window frame, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Angelina," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hips growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

Her massive tits bounce and press against the cold glass with each forward thrust, her nipples hardening from both arousal and the temperature difference. I reach around to grab one, squeezing roughly, feeling its weight and softness in my palm. For a woman her age, Angelina's body defies gravity—firm in all the right places, soft where it counts, maintained through expensive treatments and rigorous workouts that I supposedly supervise.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against the glass, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body as she whimpers.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers find their way to the glass, clawing at the smooth surface as she whimpers. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

Three months ago, she was just another bored housewife watching me from the sidelines as I dominated the field. Now she's dominated by me in her own bedroom, her expensive lingerie scattered across the floor, her wedding ring glistening on the finger that's pressed against the window as she braces for another powerful thrust.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The window grinds against her tits, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

"I'm going to cum," she warns, her voice hitching as her body begins to tense. "Oh god, Richard, you're going to make me cum so hard."

"Do it," I growl, increasing the pressure of my fingers on her clit, circling faster, pushing her toward the edge. "Cum on my cock like the slut you are. Show me what I do to you."

Her entire body goes rigid, a strangled cry escaping her throat as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her pussy contracts violently around my shaft, trying to milk my own release, but I hold back, not yet ready to finish. I continue pounding into her through her orgasm, prolonging it, watching her face contort with pleasure in the reflection of the glass.

This is what I live for—the power, the control, the absolute submission of women who should be far beyond my reach. At eighteen, I've conquered more pussy than most men will in a lifetime, and Angelina Pitt—rich, sophisticated, married Angelina—is just another trophy on my shelf.

"That's it," I murmur as her orgasm subsides, her body going slack against the window. "But we're just getting started."

The rhythmic slapping of my hips against Angelina's ass is interrupted by the sharp buzz of my phone on the nightstand. I don't miss a beat, continuing to pound into her as I reach over to grab it. The screen lights up with "UNKNOWN CALLER," and I smirk, knowing most people would let it go to voicemail in my position. But I'm not most people. I slide my finger across the screen and bring the phone to my ear, never slowing the relentless pace of my cock driving into Angelina's tight pussy.

"Hello?" I answer, my voice impossibly calm and controlled despite the exertion. Angelina's eyes widen, her head turning to look back at me in shock. I place my free hand on the back of her head and roughly push her face back against the window, asserting my control.

"Mr. Long? This is Marcus Henley from the White House Office of Public Engagement," comes the crisp, professional voice. "Do I have a moment of your time?"

"Of course, sir," I reply, maintaining my composed tone while delivering a particularly deep thrust that makes Angelina bite her lip to stifle a moan. "What can I do for you?"

As Henley launches into formal pleasantries, I grip Angelina's hair tightly, pulling her head back at an uncomfortable angle.

"Be quiet," I whisper, covering the phone briefly. Then back to my call: "Yes, I'm still here, just had to adjust something."

My eyes roll back into my head when Angelina exhales a hot breath against the glass, causing shivers down my spine. I grip her hip tightly, my fingers wrapping around the curve with surprising strength as I stroke in and out, making my breath catch slightly in my throat. Her skillful pussy works its magic on me, clenching and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars, yet I maintain perfect composure on the phone.

"Does that feel good?" Angelina whispers, her voice barely audible.

"Hell, yes," I groan, then smoothly transition: "I mean, yes sir, winning the championship was an incredible honor. The team worked very hard."

"Trust me," I whisper to Angelina, my eyes locked onto her reflection in the window, "I'm just getting started."

As Henley drones on about American exceptionalism and the importance of celebrating young talent, I slow my pace slightly but increase the force of each thrust, driving deeper into Angelina with every forward motion. The desk beneath the window begins to knock against the wall, and I pull Angelina back from the glass slightly to avoid creating too much noise on the call.

"President Davis was particularly impressed with your performance in the final quarter," Henley explains, oblivious to my concurrent performance. "He would like to invite you to the White House for a special recognition ceremony next week. Your triumph embodies the American spirit of perseverance and excellence."

My cock twitches inside Angelina at the news. The fucking President of the United States wants to meet me. I maintain my steady rhythm, processing this development while Angelina's pussy continues to grip me tightly. My hands find their way to her perfect ass, spreading her cheeks to watch my shaft disappear inside her repeatedly.

"I'd be honored, Mr. Henley," I respond, my voice betraying none of the exertion or the pride swelling in my chest. "Please convey my gratitude to President Davis."

As Henley begins explaining the logistics of the visit, I increase my pace again, fucking Angelina with renewed vigor. The contrast between the formal conversation in my ear and the primal act I'm performing creates a heady power trip that makes my cock even harder inside her.

"Harder, baby!" Angelina pants, forgetting herself for a moment, her nails digging into the windowsill. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

I clamp my hand over her mouth, pressing her face against the cool glass as I thrust more forcefully. "Yes, that date works perfectly," I say into the phone, my voice steady despite the growing tension in my balls. "I'm writing it down right now."

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low breath that I disguise as contemplative consideration of the White House schedule. Angelina's muffled moans vibrate against my palm, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with Henley's detailed explanation of security protocols.

"Is there anything special I should prepare for the visit?" I ask Henley, maintaining the charade of normality while driving Angelina toward another orgasm.

Angelina's hands grip both sides of the window frame, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My free hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out against my palm, her walls gripping me tighter.

"You're so fucking hot," I whisper to her between Henley's sentences, my grip on her hip growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with Henley's measured speech patterns, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and power.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me!" Angelina mouths silently against my palm, and I'm powerless to resist.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency building in my core. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. I can feel my orgasm approaching rapidly, a tightening pressure at the base of my spine that threatens to explode at any moment.

"Yes, Mr. Henley, I accept the invitation," I confirm as my rhythm becomes more erratic, my control slipping as pleasure builds. "I look forward to meeting the President."

"Excellent, Mr. Long," Henley responds. "We'll send a formal—"

I don't hear the rest of his sentence as my orgasm crashes through me with unexpected force. My cock pulses inside Angelina, pumping thick ropes of cum deep into her married pussy. I bite my lip to maintain silence, my entire body rigid with pleasure as I empty myself completely inside her.

"—transportation details by email," Henley concludes, unaware that I've just marked Angelina as mine in the most primal way possible.

"Perfect," I manage to respond, my voice only slightly strained as the final pulses of my orgasm subside. "Thank you for the invitation. I'll see you next week."

I end the call and toss the phone onto the bed, still buried deep inside Angelina, my cum leaking around my shaft and dripping down her thighs.

"Did you just—" she begins, her voice trembling.

"Accept an invitation to the White House while filling your pussy with my cum?" I finish for her, giving her ass a hard slap that echoes through the bedroom. "Yes, I did."

I pull out slowly, watching with satisfaction as a thick stream of white follows, evidence of my complete ownership of her body. "And you're going to keep every drop inside you while you make me breakfast," I command, turning her around to face me. "Consider it your patriotic duty."


Chapter 2

I sit at the marble kitchen counter, watching Angelina's ass sway as she prepares my eggs. Her blonde hair is pulled into a messy bun, still disheveled from my rough handling upstairs. There's a slight wobble to her walk, a subtle limp that comes from being thoroughly fucked by someone half her age. My cum is still inside her—I made sure of that, ordering her not to clean up before coming downstairs. The thought of my seed leaking into her designer panties while she cooks makes my cock twitch with renewed interest, despite having emptied myself completely just twenty minutes ago.

"How do you want your toast?" she asks, her voice still slightly hoarse from screaming my name.

"Dark, like how I just left your pussy," I reply with a smirk, enjoying the flush that immediately colors her cheeks.

She's dressed in yoga pants and a loose tank top—the perfect "just finished working out" outfit to maintain our cover. I'm in athletic shorts and a fitted t-shirt that shows off my championship physique. To anyone walking in, we look exactly like what Jack believes us to be: dedicated trainer and committed client, fresh from an intense morning session. Only the faint scent of sex lingering in the air tells the real story.

The sound of the front door opening sends Angelina into immediate domestic mode, her posture straightening as she flips the eggs with newfound focus. I lean back on the stool, assuming the casual posture of a professional doing his job, nothing more.

"Honey? You home?" Jack's voice calls from the foyer, followed by the thump of his briefcase hitting the console table.

"In the kitchen!" Angelina responds, her voice perfectly modulated now—no trace of the woman who was begging for my cock against the bedroom window just thirty minutes ago.

Jack appears in the doorway, his meek physique a laughable contrast to my athletic frame. At fifty, he's already developing the soft paunch of middle age, his thinning hair and wire-rimmed glasses completing the image of corporate mediocrity. He smiles at the sight of us, completely oblivious to the fact that I've marked his wife as mine in every room of his multi-million dollar home.

"Richard! Good to see you, son. How was the workout?" he asks, clapping me on the shoulder like we're old friends.

"Intense," I answer truthfully. "Really made her sweat."

Angelina nearly chokes on air, turning the sound into an unconvincing cough as she slides a plate of perfectly cooked eggs in front of me. Jack nods approvingly, looking at his wife's body with the satisfied expression of a man admiring the results of someone else's work.

"Well, it's paying off. You look fantastic, honey," he tells her, kissing her cheek chastely. I fight back a laugh, knowing that just upstairs I had my tongue halfway down her throat while my cock was buried inside her.

"Richard's program is very... thorough," Angelina responds, meeting my eyes briefly over her husband's shoulder.

As Jack pours himself coffee, completely unaware of the undercurrent between us, I allow myself to savor the moment. There's something intoxicating about sitting here in this man's kitchen, eating food his wife prepared after I fucked her senseless, while he smiles and treats me like the helpful young man keeping his trophy wife in shape. The power of it—the complete dominance over both of them—is better than any post-victory high.

"Oh, I almost forgot to mention," I say casually, cutting into my eggs. "I got an interesting phone call this morning."

"Oh?" Jack turns, mug in hand, his expression politely curious.

"The White House called. President Davis wants to honor me for the championship win next week. Official ceremony, the works."

Jack's coffee mug freezes halfway to his lips, his eyes widening behind his glasses. The news has the exact effect I anticipated—immediate awe, followed by calculation of how this might benefit him personally. Angelina, to her credit, feigns surprise perfectly, gasping as if this is the first she's heard of it.

"The White House? The President?" Jack sets his mug down with a thunk. "Richard, that's incredible! Absolutely incredible!"

His enthusiasm is almost comical, his thin frame practically vibrating with excitement as he paces the kitchen. I can see the wheels turning behind his eyes, the connections and opportunities he's mentally mapping out.

"You'll need representation, of course," he says, stopping abruptly. "Someone to handle the media inquiries, the endorsement opportunities that will come from this. As your personal manager—"

"Manager?" I interrupt, raising an eyebrow.

"Well, yes!" Jack's voice rises with excitement. "I've been managing Angelina's career for years, and with my business connections, I could open doors for you that would otherwise remain closed." He leans forward, lowering his voice conspiratorially. "These opportunities need to be leveraged correctly, Richard. Struck while the iron is hot."

I pretend to consider his offer, taking a deliberate bite of toast while he waits expectantly. Inside, I'm laughing at the absurdity—this man wants to "manage" me, completely unaware that I'm managing to fuck his wife every chance I get.

"I suppose having someone with experience wouldn't hurt," I finally concede, watching his face light up with undisguised glee.

"Excellent! I'll clear my schedule immediately. And Angelina should come too, of course," Jack adds, turning to his wife. "It would be good publicity for your wellness initiative, darling. The three of us at the White House—think of the photo opportunities!"

Angelina nods, a small smile playing at the corners of her lips. "I wouldn't miss it," she says, her eyes meeting mine with a look that promises more hotel room encounters.

"That settles it then," I say, finishing my eggs and standing up. "The three of us will go to the White House." I extend my hand to Jack, who shakes it enthusiastically, completely oblivious to the fact that these same fingers were buried inside his wife less than an hour ago.

"This is the beginning of something big, Richard," Jack declares, his face flushed with anticipation. "Very big indeed."

"Oh, I'm counting on it," I reply, throwing a wink at Angelina when Jack turns away. She blushes deeply, knowing exactly what kind of "big" things await her in Washington.


Chapter 3

The White House East Room gleams with old money and power, all polished wood and historical artifacts that are meant to impress visitors with the weight of American legacy. I stand with perfect posture, shaking hands and smiling for photos, playing the role of humble athletic champion while inwardly dismissing the pageantry. Jack hovers at my shoulder like an anxious terrier, interjecting himself into conversations and handing out business cards to anyone who looks remotely influential. Angelina maintains her socialite poise, though I catch her stealing glances at me when Jack isn't looking, the memory of our morning fuck still evident in the slight flush that colors her cheeks whenever our eyes meet.

A hush falls over the room as President Davis makes his entrance, flanked by Secret Service agents. At seventy, he's older than he appears on television, his dyed hair and makeup not quite concealing the age spots and jowls that the cameras forgive. He carries himself with the practiced swagger of a man who was born into wealth and has never questioned his right to power. His eyes, small and calculating, sweep the room before landing on me.

"Ah, the young champion arrives!" he announces, voice booming for the benefit of the press. He approaches with his hand extended, his smile not quite reaching his eyes. "Richard Long. The sensation of amateur athletics."

"Mr. President," I respond, matching his grip with precision—firm enough to command respect but not so aggressive as to seem challenging. "Thank you for the invitation. It's an honor."

"You've got quite the arm on you, son," he says, maintaining the handshake longer than necessary, as if testing me. "Quite the... physical gifts. Almost primitive, the way you dominated that final quarter. Like watching a thoroughbred among ponies."

I recognize the backhanded compliment for what it is—the casual racism and classism of old money dismissing natural talent as something animalistic rather than the result of discipline and intelligence. I've heard variations of this my entire life from men like Davis, who view athletics as the appropriate channel for young men from my background.

"Thank you, sir. Though I'd attribute it more to preparation and strategy than raw physicality," I counter smoothly, watching his eyes narrow slightly at my articulate response.

Behind Davis, two women enter the room, and the air shifts perceptibly. The First Lady, Elizabeth, glides in like a vision from another era—elegant, composed, with a regal bearing that makes her husband look coarse by comparison. At forty-two, she's a stunning contradiction to the man she married—her red hair perfectly styled, her figure showcased in a tasteful but form-fitting navy dress that hints at curves maintained through disciplined exercise rather than surgery.

My eyes immediately register what others might miss—the slight tightness around her smile, the practiced way she holds herself at a careful distance from her husband. This is a woman trapped in a loveless marriage, going through the motions with perfect precision while something hungry and unfulfilled lurks behind her eyes. When those eyes land on me, I see a flash of something primal and immediate—interest, assessment, desire—before her social mask reasserts itself.

"Mrs. Davis," I say, taking her offered hand. Instead of shaking it, I bring it to my lips in a gesture that walks the line between appropriate and suggestive. "A pleasure."

"The pleasure is mine, Mr. Long," she responds, her voice low and controlled, but I catch the slight quickening of her pulse at her wrist under my fingers. "Your performance in the championship was remarkable."

"I have many remarkable performances in me," I reply, holding her gaze a beat longer than socially acceptable.

The moment is interrupted by the arrival of a younger woman who practically bounces into our circle. Tiffany Davis, the President's daughter and notorious party girl, makes no attempt to hide her immediate interest in me. At twenty-one, she's all blonde exuberance and barely contained sexuality, her dress shorter and tighter than White House protocol would typically allow, her makeup designed to draw attention to full lips and eyes that assess me like I'm the main course at a buffet she can't wait to sample.

"So you're the football star everyone's talking about," she says, extending her hand but standing close enough that her perfume—expensive but slightly too strong—envelops me. "I watched your game. That last-minute throw? Insanely hot."

"Tiffany," President Davis says sharply, his displeasure at her forwardness evident. "Mr. Long is here to be honored for his athletic achievements, not his... aesthetic appeal."

"Can't it be both?" Tiffany challenges with a laugh, still holding my hand, her thumb making a subtle caress across my palm that her father can't see.

I maintain my composed expression, though internally I'm mapping the dynamics of this dysfunctional family with precision. Davis, the controlling patriarch who views me as a useful primitive. Elizabeth, the elegant prisoner who sees in me perhaps an escape, even if temporary. And Tiffany, the rebellious daughter using her sexuality as a weapon against her father's authority.

"Richard comes from quite humble beginnings," President Davis continues, steering the conversation back to safer ground. "It's remarkable what natural aptitude can accomplish, even without the advantages of proper breeding and education."

"I believe determination often counts more than circumstances of birth," I respond, my voice remaining respectful while my eyes convey that I see through his thinly veiled condescension. "America is built on that principle, isn't it, Mr. President?"

A flash of irritation crosses his features before his political mask reasserts itself. "Indeed, indeed. A true American success story. We'll be recognizing your... unique contributions tomorrow at the formal ceremony."

Elizabeth's eyes meet mine again, a glimmer of appreciation for my subtle pushback evident in their depths. Tiffany, less subtle, leans in slightly and whispers, "There's a party in the residence later. Private. You should come."

"Tiffany," Elizabeth interjects with practiced smoothness, "perhaps you could show Mr. Long the portrait gallery while your father speaks with his manager?" Her tone is perfectly proper, but there's an undercurrent of awareness in the glance she throws her stepdaughter—she knows exactly what Tiffany is doing.

"I'd be delighted to see more of the White House," I say, nodding respectfully to the President before turning my attention to his wife. "Though I hope I'll have the pleasure of more conversation with you later, Mrs. Davis."

"Elizabeth," she corrects me softly. "And I'm certain our paths will cross again, Mr. Long. The White House can feel quite... intimate once the formal events conclude."

As Jack eagerly steps forward to discuss "business opportunities" with a clearly disinterested President Davis, I follow Tiffany toward the hallway, feeling Elizabeth's eyes tracking my departure. Both women want me—that much is obvious. And as I've proven time and again, what I want, I take.

This White House visit just got considerably more interesting.


Chapter 4

I stalk through the darkened corridors of the White House long after the official functions have ended, my footsteps silent on the plush carpeting. The guest quarters they've assigned me are comfortable but boring, and I have no intention of spending the entire night alone when there are so many opportunities within these historic walls. A sliver of light catches my attention—the massive library door left slightly ajar, a warm glow spilling into the hallway. I push it open wider to find Angelina standing alone, running her fingers over leather-bound first editions, her silk nightgown barely visible beneath a matching robe. She turns at the sound of the door closing behind me, her eyes widening briefly before darkening with immediate understanding of why I've sought her out.

"Richard," she whispers, glancing nervously toward the door. "We can't. Not here."

I don't bother responding to her token protest. Instead, I close the distance between us in three long strides, my hands immediately finding her waist and spinning her around to face one of the enormous antique desks that dominates the center of the room. This piece of furniture has probably witnessed hundreds of years of American history, presidential decisions that shaped nations, documents that changed the world. Now it's going to witness me claiming this married MILF while her husband sleeps two floors above us.

"We shouldn't," she murmurs, even as her body betrays her, leaning forward over the polished mahogany surface without resistance.

"But we are," I state simply, pushing her nightgown up around her waist to reveal she's wearing nothing underneath. "You knew I'd come looking for you. That's why you're not wearing panties."

Her silence is confirmation enough. I run my hand over the curve of her exposed ass, feeling goosebumps rise on her skin at my touch. The library is magnificent—two stories of bookshelves reaching toward an ornate ceiling, priceless artifacts in glass cases, portraits of stern-faced historical figures staring down at us from gilded frames. The perfect setting for desecration.

With one hand planted firmly between her shoulder blades to keep her pressed against the desk, I use the other to free my already hard cock from my pajama bottoms. The head brushes against her entrance, finding her already slick with anticipation despite her verbal hesitation.

"Defiling the President's house with your married cunt," I whisper, yanking her hair back sharply so I can speak directly into her ear. "What would all those important men in the portraits think of you now, bent over like a whore in this sacred space of American history?"

A whimper escapes her lips, her pussy clenching around nothing at my words. The taboo of our location clearly excites her as much as it does me. Without further warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt inside her in one powerful motion that slides the heavy desk forward an inch on the carpet.

"Oh god," she gasps, the sound echoing in the cavernous room. "Richard—"

I clap my hand over her mouth, muffling her cries as I establish a brutal rhythm, my hips slamming against her ass with enough force to rattle the desk with each thrust. My cock disappears inside of her repeatedly, her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm despite her precarious position, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Angelina's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her muffled moans vibrate against my palm, urging me on. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the library, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony among the silent books.

"Harder, baby!" she pants when I finally remove my hand from her mouth, her nails digging into the priceless wood. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Angelina's own breathy moans fill the grand library, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. The portrait of some stern former president stares down at us from above the fireplace, his painted eyes seeming to follow our obscene display with frozen disapproval.

Angelina's hands grip both sides of the desk, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Angelina," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hair growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Ugh!" she begs, and I'm powerless to resist.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. I pull her head back further by her hair, arching her spine at an almost painful angle, asserting complete dominance over her body.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command. I grab her lush, round ass with my free hand, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her breasts drag across the polished surface of the desk, her nipples hardening from the friction.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her voice is desperate, pleading, the refined socialite completely gone, replaced by a woman consumed by raw need. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The desk grinds against the historic carpet, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

Suddenly, her entire body goes rigid beneath me, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with incredible pressure as she's overtaken by a powerful orgasm. She bites down on her own forearm to muffle her scream, her body convulsing with waves of pleasure that seem to go on and on as I maintain my relentless pace, fucking her through every spasm.

"That's it," I growl, watching her come apart beneath me. "Cum all over this historic desk while I fuck you."

Her orgasm seems to trigger a second one immediately, her body unable to process the overload of sensation as she trembles violently, tears of pleasure leaking from the corners of her eyes. I maintain my grip on her hair, keeping her pinned in place as I continue to pound into her oversensitive pussy, extending her pleasure to the point of near-pain.

There's something supremely satisfying about watching this wealthy, sophisticated woman completely lose control in this symbol of American power. It's not just Angelina I'm conquering, but everything she represents—the elite social circle that would normally be closed to someone like me, the rules and boundaries that are supposed to keep people in their assigned places. With every thrust into her married pussy, I'm defying the social order, asserting my dominance in the very heart of the establishment.

As her orgasm finally subsides, leaving her limp and gasping against the desk, I slow my pace but don't stop. I'm not nearly finished with her yet, and the night is still young. There are many more rooms in this historic house that I intend to defile before dawn.

The door to the library creaks slightly, the sound almost imperceptible beneath Angelina's labored breathing as she recovers from her intense orgasm. But my senses, heightened by adrenaline and arousal, catch it immediately. I don't turn my head, don't give any outward indication that I've noticed, but through my peripheral vision, I see a flash of copper-red hair and the pale oval of a face in the shadows of the doorway. Elizabeth stands frozen, her breath catching in her throat as she takes in the scene before her—the young athlete still fully embedded in the quivering socialite bent over a priceless historical artifact. Her eyes widen, but she makes no move to leave or announce herself. Instead, she retreats slightly deeper into shadow, becoming a silent, captive audience to our debauchery.

A surge of fresh excitement courses through me, my cock somehow growing even harder inside Angelina's spent pussy. The First Lady of the United States is watching me fuck another man's wife in her own house—could there be any greater conquest? Any more definitive proof of my absolute dominance? I make a split-second decision to give her a show she'll never forget, a performance that will haunt her dreams and leave her aching with need for me.

"I want to see that pretty mouth at work," I announce to Angelina, loud enough for our hidden observer to hear. With deliberate roughness, I withdraw my cock from her pussy and spin her around to face me. "On your knees."

Angelina complies immediately, dropping to the carpet between me and the door where Elizabeth lurks—the perfect position to give the First Lady an unobstructed view of what's about to happen. My cock stands proud before Angelina's face, glistening with her juices, the veins standing out prominently along the thick shaft. Angelina licks her lips in anticipation, her gaze fixed on my erection with hungry reverence.

"Open wide," I command, gripping the base of my shaft with one hand while the other tangles in her blonde hair, positioning her head exactly where I want it.

Without hesitation, she parts her lips, her tongue extending slightly in eager welcome. But instead of allowing her to set the pace, I thrust forward forcefully, pushing my cock past her lips and immediately to the back of her throat in one brutal movement. Her eyes widen in surprise, watering slightly as she gags around my intrusion, but I give her no time to adjust or retreat.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. I grip her head tightly, my fingers wrapping around her skull with surprising strength as I stroke in and out of her mouth, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's skillful throat works its magic on me, constricting and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" I ask loudly, directing the question seemingly to Angelina but my eyes deliberately shifting to the shadowed doorway where I can now clearly see Elizabeth's outline. She's moved slightly forward, unable to resist the magnetic pull of the scene before her.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking into Angelina's mouth. "Don't stop."

I maintain eye contact with the darkness where Elizabeth stands, making sure she knows that I'm aware of her presence, that this display is partly for her benefit. I see her shift slightly, the subtle movement of her hand perhaps dropping to her side, or perhaps slipping beneath the silk of her nightgown. The thought of the First Lady touching herself while watching me face-fuck Angelina is almost enough to make me cum right then.

"Trust me," I mouth silently in Elizabeth's direction, "I'm just getting started."

As Angelina's skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images of having both these sophisticated women at once. My hands can't help but explore Angelina's body, as they find their way to her hair, gripping it tightly at the roots. I give it a vicious tug, feeling her moan around my shaft in response. The vibration sends pleasure shooting up my spine, drawing a grunt from deep in my chest that echoes through the library.

"Fuck," I growl, loud enough for Elizabeth to hear clearly. "Take it deeper."

I thrust harder, faster, watching Angelina's mascara begin to run as tears form in her eyes from the rough treatment. Her hands grab at my thighs, not to push me away but to steady herself as I use her mouth with increasing vigor. The wet, obscene sounds of her gagging and slurping fill the room, creating an erotic soundtrack that seems to draw Elizabeth a half-step further into the light.

Now I can see her fully—the First Lady in a pale blue silk nightgown that clings to curves more impressive than I had guessed at under her formal wear earlier. Her red hair falls loose around her shoulders, her chest rising and falling rapidly with her quickened breathing. Her lips are parted slightly, her eyes wide and dark with undeniable arousal as she watches me dominate Angelina's throat. Her right hand is indeed beneath her nightgown, moving in small, rhythmic circles that leave no doubt about what she's doing to herself.

The sight of Elizabeth pleasuring herself while watching our forbidden act sends a fresh surge of arousal through me. I grab Angelina's head with both hands now, holding her still as I pump my hips with increasing speed, fucking her face with abandon. Spit runs down her chin, pooling on her nightgown and the expensive carpet beneath her knees. Her makeup is completely ruined, her carefully cultivated socialite image destroyed as I reduce her to nothing more than a receptacle for my pleasure.

"Harder! Faster!" I command myself, matching actions to words as I drive my cock relentlessly into Angelina's willing throat. Each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her chin.

I'm getting close now, the tightening in my balls signaling my approaching orgasm. I could finish down Angelina's throat, but that would deprive Elizabeth of the visual climax I want to give her—the final, irrefutable proof of my conquest.

"I'm going to cum on your face," I announce, my voice thick with lust. "And you're going to thank me for it."

I pull out suddenly, leaving Angelina gasping for air, her lips swollen and slick with saliva. My hand replaces her mouth, stroking rapidly up and down my shaft as I aim directly at her upturned face. With a final grunt of pleasure, I explode, the first thick rope of cum landing across her right cheek and into her hair. The second paints a white stripe across her parted lips and chin, some landing on her extended tongue. I continue stroking, directing each subsequent burst to ensure maximum coverage—across her nose, her forehead, her left cheek—until her once-beautiful face is thoroughly decorated with my seed.

Through it all, I maintain unbroken eye contact with Elizabeth, letting her see my pleasure, my power, my complete dominance over another woman of her social standing. The message is clear: this could be you next. The flush that spreads across her chest and neck tells me the message is received and welcomed.

"Thank you," Angelina whispers obediently, cum dripping from her chin onto her expensive nightgown.

A small, barely audible gasp escapes Elizabeth's lips as she witnesses this final act of submission. Her hand moves faster beneath her nightgown, her breathing becoming more erratic. For a moment, I think she might orgasm right there in the doorway. But some last vestige of self-preservation kicks in, and she slips away into the darkness of the hallway, her footsteps hurried but silent on the thick carpet.

I look down at Angelina, cum-covered and kneeling at my feet, completely unaware that we've had an audience to our defilement of the presidential library. I tuck myself back into my pajama bottoms, already planning my next conquest in this historic house.

"Clean yourself up and get back to your room," I instruct Angelina, running a possessive hand through her messed hair. "Your husband might wake up and wonder where his wife has gone."

As she scrambles to comply, I turn my thoughts to Elizabeth, picturing her hurrying back to her bedroom, her pussy throbbing with a need that her ancient husband hasn't satisfied in years. She'll be lying awake, reliving what she witnessed, her fingers working desperately between her legs as she imagines herself in Angelina's place.

And before this White House visit is over, I'll make sure that imagination becomes reality.


Chapter 5

I stroll through the historic halls of the White House the morning after my library conquest, my fingers trailing along the ornate wallpaper as I savor the memory of Angelina bent over that priceless desk. The taste of victory lingers sweeter than the coffee from breakfast, knowing I've already claimed one powerful woman within these hallowed walls. My cock stirs at the thought of our hidden audience—the First Lady herself, watching from the shadows as I defiled a socialite in her husband's domain. I wonder if she'll avoid me today, pretend nothing happened, or if the hunger I glimpsed in her eyes will drive her to seek me out.

The answer comes sooner than expected. I'm exploring a lesser-used corridor lined with portraits of stern-faced cabinet members from some forgotten administration when I feel rather than hear someone behind me. A subtle shift in the air, the faint scent of expensive perfume—clean, floral, but with an undercurrent of something darker. I turn slowly, already knowing who I'll find.

Elizabeth stands at the junction of two hallways, her copper-red hair swept into an elegant chignon that emphasizes the graceful length of her neck. Her navy blue dress hugs curves that remained hidden under yesterday's more formal attire, the neckline dipping just low enough to hint at the swell of her breasts. Her eyes meet mine without embarrassment or shame—instead, there's a directness there that surprises me, a hunger that makes no attempt to hide itself.

"Mr. Long," she says, her voice low and controlled but with an unmistakable tremor beneath the surface. "I believe we have something to discuss."

I raise an eyebrow, playing innocent. "Mrs. Davis. What might that be?"

She glances in both directions, confirming we're alone, then takes a step closer. "I saw you," she purrs, the two words carrying the weight of confession and invitation all at once. "Last night. In the library with Mrs. Pitt."

I don't bother denying it. Instead, I close the distance between us, invading her personal space with deliberate intent. She doesn't back away.

"And did you enjoy the show, First Lady?" I ask, my voice dropping to match her hushed tone.

A flush spreads across her chest, crawling up her neck to stain her cheeks. "There's a private study through here," she whispers, ignoring my question but answering it all the same. Her hand finds my wrist, her grip surprisingly firm as she tugs me toward an unmarked door I would have walked past without noticing.

The study is small but elegant—leather-bound books lining mahogany shelves, a Tiffany lamp casting warm light across an antique writing desk. Elizabeth closes the door behind us, the decisive click of the lock engaging sending a clear message about her intentions.

"We don't have much time," she says, but there's no rush in her movements as she approaches me. Unlike Angelina's frantic need or Tiffany's youthful impatience, Elizabeth moves with the measured grace of a woman who knows exactly what she wants and sees no reason to hurry the experience.

She sinks to her knees before me with regal poise, maintaining eye contact as she settles onto the Persian carpet. Her hands rest lightly on my thighs, thumbs tracing small circles that gradually move higher.

"I've been thinking about this since last night," she admits, her voice barely above a whisper. "Watching you with her... I haven't been able to think of anything else."

My cock is already hardening against my pants, the outline visible as Elizabeth's gaze drops to admire it. Unlike Angelina's desperate pawing or Tiffany's grabby enthusiasm, Elizabeth's approach is almost reverential. She undoes my belt with deliberate slowness, each clink of metal and whisper of leather a prelude to the main event. The button on my pants follows, then the zipper, the sound seeming impossibly loud in the quiet study.

When she finally frees my cock, a small gasp escapes her lips—genuine appreciation rather than theatrical performance. "My God," she breathes, one hand wrapping around the base with surprising strength, the other cupping my balls with gentle curiosity.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Elizabeth's skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, her voice sultry and enticing.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

Her mouth descends on me with exquisite patience, first just the head disappearing between her lips as she gauges my size, then gradually taking more with each downward movement. Unlike Angelina's performance-oriented technique, Elizabeth approaches my cock like a connoisseur sampling a rare vintage—savoring, appreciating, deriving as much pleasure from giving as receiving.

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Elizabeth's body, as they find their way to her perfect copper hair. I give it a gentle tug, feeling her moan around my shaft in response. Our eyes lock as she bobs her head, fueled by our insatiable lust.

Her pace is maddeningly slow—deliberate swirls of her tongue around the head, the perfect pressure as she hollows her cheeks on the upstroke, the tantalizing hint of teeth that never quite bites down. It's the blowjob of a woman who's spent decades perfecting her technique, who knows men's bodies better than they know themselves.

But I didn't get where I am by ceding control, even to the First Lady of the United States. I grab a fistful of her perfectly styled hair, tightening my grip until I see the flash of surprise in her eyes.

"Enough teasing," I growl, using my hold on her hair to guide her movements. "I want to fuck that pretty presidential mouth."

Her eyes widen, but I feel her pussy clench through the fabric of her dress where it presses against my leg—the idea excites her as much as it does me. I begin thrusting into her mouth, setting a pace far more aggressive than her languorous exploration. Her hands grip my thighs for stability as I take control, forcing her to accommodate my length and girth on my terms rather than hers.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her lips stretch around my shaft, her expertly applied lipstick beginning to smudge. "Take it deeper."

She gags slightly as I hit the back of her throat, but rather than backing off, she forces herself to relax, to open wider for me. Tears spring to her eyes from the effort, mascara threatening to run, the perfectly composed First Lady coming undone one thrust at a time.

I fuck her mouth with increasing intensity, my free hand gripping her jaw to feel my cock sliding in and out. Her throat constricts around me when I push particularly deep, the involuntary spasm sending waves of pleasure up my spine. Saliva builds at the corners of her mouth, eventually spilling down her chin in thin rivulets that threaten the neckline of her expensive dress.

"You like being used like this, don't you?" I demand, my voice harsh with arousal. "The First Lady on her knees, choking on cock while her husband hosts diplomats downstairs."

A muffled moan is her only response, her eyes rolling back slightly as I thrust particularly deep. I hold her there for a moment, feeling her throat convulse around my head, watching the panic and pleasure war in her expression before I allow her to pull back for air.

"Answer me," I command as she gasps for breath, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my cock.

"Yes," she admits, her composure completely shattered, voice raspy from the rough treatment. "I love it. Please, don't stop."

I reward her honesty by plunging back into her waiting mouth, establishing a brutal rhythm that has her gagging repeatedly, each choked sound fueling my arousal. I can feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, pressure mounting with each thrust into her willing throat.

"Going to cum," I warn her, gripping her hair tighter to ensure she can't pull away. "And you're going to swallow every fucking drop."

Her eyes meet mine, watering but defiant, accepting the challenge. I thrust deep one final time, holding her head firmly against my pelvis as the first pulse of cum shoots directly down her throat. She swallows reflexively around me, the rippling sensation prolonging my release as rope after rope fills her mouth. When I finally loosen my grip, allowing her to pull back slightly, some of my seed spills from the corners of her lips, stark white against her flushed skin.

Elizabeth swallows one last time, then daintily wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, somehow managing to look elegant even in complete debauchery. She looks up at me with newfound respect and lingering desire, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she catches her breath.

"The President has meetings until noon," she informs me, her voice husky from the throat-fucking I've just given her. "My private quarters are on the third floor, east wing. The agents change shifts at eleven forty-five, leaving a three-minute window when the hallway is unmonitored."

I tuck myself away, already planning how I'll claim the rest of her. "I'll be there," I promise, reaching down to help her to her feet. "And Elizabeth? Wear something easy to remove. I won't waste time with complicated buttons."

A shiver runs through her at my command, her pupils dilating with renewed desire. "Yes, Richard," she whispers, the First Lady of the United States submitting completely to a teenage quarterback's demands.

***

I slip through the east wing corridor at exactly eleven forty-five, counting down the seconds in my head as I navigate the labyrinth of the White House's residential section. True to Elizabeth's intelligence, the Secret Service agents are nowhere to be seen during this brief window—a scheduling gap that the First Lady has clearly noted and exploited before. Her door is unlocked as promised, and I enter without knocking, already hard at the thought of claiming the most powerful woman in America on a replica of the very desk where her husband signs legislation and meets world leaders.

Elizabeth stands by the window, backlit by morning sunlight that sets her copper hair aflame. She's changed from her formal dress into a simple silk wrap that clings to her curves, secured by a single tie at her waist—easy access, just as I commanded. The private sitting room adjoining her bedroom is decorated in subdued elegance, historical paintings and antiques creating an atmosphere of refined power. But what catches my attention immediately is the desk dominating the center of the room—a perfect smaller-scale replica of the Resolute Desk, the symbol of presidential authority now positioned for my personal conquest.

"You came," she says, a slight tremor in her voice betraying her excitement.

"Not yet," I reply with a smirk, closing the distance between us in three purposeful strides. "But I will. Multiple times."

Without preamble, I grab her by the shoulders and spin her around, bending her over the desk with enough force to make her gasp. My hand tangles in her hair, pushing her face against the polished wood surface while my other hand yanks at the silk tie of her wrap. The garment falls open, revealing she's completely naked underneath—no lingerie, no barriers between my hands and her flesh.

"Such an obedient First Lady," I mock, running my palm over the curve of her ass, feeling her shiver at my touch. "I bet your husband has no idea what a whore you really are."

Her body tenses at the degradation, but I feel the unmistakable rush of wetness between her thighs when my fingers probe her pussy. She's already soaked, her arousal coating my fingers as I slide them through her folds, teasing but not penetrating.

"Please," she whispers, the word barely audible against the desktop.

"Please what?" I demand, delivering a sharp smack to her ass that leaves a perfect red handprint on her pale skin. "Be specific, Elizabeth. What do you want the big, strong quarterback to do to you?"

"Fuck me," she moans, pushing her ass back against my hand. "I need your cock inside me. Now."

I free my cock from my pants, already rock hard from the power trip of having the First Lady begging for me. The head brushes against her entrance, finding her slick and ready. But instead of slamming into her as I did with Angelina, I penetrate Elizabeth with deliberate slowness—one excruciating inch at a time, forcing her to feel every centimeter of my invasion.

"Oh God," she gasps as I finally bottom out inside her, my hips pressed flush against her ass. "You're so deep...so much bigger than—"

I cut her off by grabbing her hair and yanking her head back at a painful angle. "Than your husband?" I finish for her, my voice a low growl against her ear. "Is that what you were going to say? That I'm bigger than the President of the United States?"

She whimpers in response, neither confirming nor denying, but her pussy clenches around me, giving me all the answer I need. I establish a rhythm of slow, deep, punishing strokes—withdrawing almost completely before driving back in with enough force to push her against the desk, rattling the replica presidential seal.

"Answer me," I demand, punctuating my command with another hard slap to her ass. "Am I bigger than your husband?"

"Yes!" she cries out, abandoning the last shreds of her dignity. "Yes, you're so much bigger. He hasn't fucked me properly in years."

That admission spurs me on, igniting a fire of possession and domination. My hands grip her hips with bruising force as I increase the power of each thrust, still maintaining that torturous slow pace that ensures she feels every inch of me claiming her.

"Look at you," I taunt, watching her face in profile, her cheek pressed against the desk where her husband's policies are drafted. "The First Lady of the United States, bent over like a common whore, taking cock from a teenager while the President meets with his cabinet."

My words have the desired effect—her pussy floods with fresh arousal, her inner walls gripping me tighter as degradation heightens her pleasure. I reach around to find her clit, circling it with my thumb as my cock continues its relentless invasion.

"Harder," Elizabeth pants, her nails digging into the edge of the desk. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Elizabeth's own breathy moans fill her private sitting room, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

Elizabeth's hands grip both sides of the desk, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Elizabeth," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hair growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

I grab a handful of her copper hair, wrapping it around my fist like reins to control a prized mare. With each powerful thrust, I pull her head back further, arching her spine at an almost painful angle. My other hand delivers a series of sharp smacks to her ass, watching the pale flesh turn pink then red under my assault.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Ugh!" she begs, and I'm powerless to resist.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against the polished desktop, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body as she whimpers.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers claw at the polished wood as she whimpers. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

"You're my presidential whore now," I growl, emphasizing each word with a particularly deep thrust. "This pussy belongs to me, not to your husband, not to the country. To me."

"Yes!" she agrees immediately, her voice breaking with need. "I'm yours! Your whore! Oh God, I'm going to cum!"

Her entire body goes rigid beneath me, a strangled cry escaping her throat as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her pussy contracts violently around my shaft, squeezing me with an intensity that tells me it's been far too long since she's experienced an orgasm of this magnitude. I maintain my relentless pace through her climax, prolonging it, feeling her tremble and shake beneath me as pleasure overwhelms her.

"That's it," I encourage, not slowing as she comes down from her peak. "But I'm not done with you yet."

I feel my own release building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine with each thrust into her still-pulsing channel. The power of fucking the First Lady—of making her cum harder than she has in a decade—pushes me toward the edge faster than I'd like.

"Going to fill this presidential pussy," I announce, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I approach orgasm. "Going to pump you full of teenage cum right on this fucking desk."

"Yes," Elizabeth moans, pushing back against me, taking me deeper. "Cum inside me. I need it."

With a final thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and explode, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her welcoming heat. The sensation is electric—claiming the wife of the most powerful man in the world by marking her insides with my seed. Each pulse of my cock draws a whimper from Elizabeth, her body milking every drop from me as if desperate for this final proof of her submission.

We're still joined, my softening cock inside her cum-filled pussy, when heavy footsteps in the hallway jolt us back to reality. Elizabeth tenses beneath me, panic flashing across her face.

"Davis," she whispers urgently. "He sometimes stops by between meetings."

I withdraw quickly, cum immediately leaking down her thighs as she scrambles to close her wrap. The footsteps are closer now, accompanied by the unmistakable sound of the President's voice talking to someone—probably a Secret Service agent.

"Behind the curtains," Elizabeth hisses, pointing to the heavy drapes flanking the large windows.

I tuck myself away and dive behind the thick fabric just as the door handle turns. Through a small gap, I watch Elizabeth hastily smooth her hair and perch on the edge of a chair, crossing her legs to hide the evidence of our coupling still trickling down her thighs.

President Davis blusters into the room, his attention focused on some papers in his hand. "Elizabeth, did you move my speech for the education summit? I can't find the—" He looks up, finally noticing his wife's flushed face and slightly disheveled appearance. "Are you feeling well? You look feverish."

"Just a bit warm," she replies, her voice remarkably steady considering my cum is currently soaking into the fabric of her chair. "I thought I might lie down for a bit before lunch."

Davis nods distractedly, already turning back toward the door. "Have Marjorie bring you some tea. I need you in top form for the Governor's dinner tonight."

He leaves as abruptly as he entered, never noticing the scent of sex hanging in the air or the wet spot on his wife's chair. The moment the door closes, Elizabeth's eyes find mine through the gap in the curtains, a mixture of relief and renewed arousal dancing in their depths.

"I need to clean up," she says, uncrossing her legs to reveal the mess I've made of her. "But tonight, after the Governor's dinner... my husband takes sleeping pills. He'll be out by eleven."

I step out from behind the curtain, already planning what I'll do to her next time. "Eleven it is," I agree, adjusting myself in my pants. "And Elizabeth? Bring the First Daughter. I think it's time Tiffany joined our little party."

The shock on her face quickly melts into intrigued consideration. "She's been eyeing you since you arrived," Elizabeth admits. "Like mother, like daughter, I suppose."

I leave her sitting there, marked inside and out as mine, already contemplating my next conquest in the presidential family.


Chapter 6

I lounge by the White House pool in the late afternoon sun, my body stretched out on a chaise like I own the place. The water glistens blue and inviting, but I'm more interested in reflecting on my morning conquest of the First Lady—the taste of her submission still sweet on my tongue, the memory of her pussy clenching around me as she came harder than she has in years. Two women down in this presidential palace, with more to follow. I close my eyes behind designer sunglasses, planning my next moves like a chess master contemplating which piece to capture next. The sound of high-heeled sandals clicking on concrete tells me a new opportunity has just arrived.

I don't immediately open my eyes, letting anticipation build as the footsteps pause directly beside my chaise. The scent of coconut suntan oil and expensive perfume—youthful and sweet, not mature like Elizabeth's more subtle fragrance—wafts over me, confirming my suspicion about who's standing there, casting a shadow across my chest.

"Enjoying our facilities, Mr. Quarterback?" Tiffany's voice drips with flirtation, each syllable calculated to attract attention.

I push my sunglasses up onto my head, opening my eyes to find exactly what I expected: the First Daughter standing over me in what can barely be classified as a swimsuit. The microscopic bikini is electric blue, the triangles of fabric covering her nipples so small they reveal more than they conceal. The bottoms are little more than a string between her legs, the side ties sitting high on her hips, emphasizing the toned length of her thighs and the perfect roundness of her ass. At twenty-one, Tiffany Davis possesses the kind of body that makes men stupid—all golden tan, perky tits, and the confidence of a young woman who knows exactly how to use what she has.

"I'd enjoy them more with company," I respond, letting my gaze travel slowly up her body with deliberate appreciation.

She preens under my scrutiny, shifting her weight to push one hip out, a practiced pose that draws attention to her curves. "I could give you a... personal tour," she suggests, her tongue darting out to moisten her glossy lips.

I sit up, swinging my legs over the side of the chaise, forcing her to take a small step back. My movement brings me eye-level with her flat stomach, the tiny diamond stud in her navel catching the sunlight. Unlike her mother's more subtle seduction, Tiffany's approach is direct, almost aggressive in its simplicity.

"I want to fuck the famous quarterback," she announces, her voice dropping to a husky whisper but maintaining that entitled tone of someone who's never heard the word "no." "I've been thinking about it since you arrived. Daddy would have an absolute fit."

The mention of her father adds a thrill to her proposition—the forbidden aspect clearly turning her on as much as my physicality. I stand up, using my height advantage to assert immediate dominance, forcing her to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact.

"Follow me," I command rather than ask, already turning toward a cabana at the far end of the pool area. I don't look back to see if she's obeying—I know she will.

The cabana is larger than it appeared from a distance, furnished with comfortable lounge seating and offering privacy through bamboo screens and strategically placed plants. I enter first, hearing Tiffany's heels click behind me. The moment she steps inside, I close the distance between us, my hand going to her throat in a gesture that's both possessive and threatening.

"Let's get something straight," I tell her, applying just enough pressure to make her pulse jump beneath my fingers. "You don't fuck me. I fuck you. Understood?"

Her pupils dilate, a flush spreading across her chest that has nothing to do with the heat. Instead of being intimidated, she's further aroused by my aggression.

"Yes," she whispers, her body swaying toward mine despite the hand at her throat.

"Good girl," I murmur, releasing her neck only to push down firmly on her shoulders. "On your knees."

She drops immediately, the concrete floor of the cabana surely uncomfortable against her bare knees, but she shows no sign of discomfort. Her eyes are locked on the bulge already forming in my swim shorts, her hands reaching up to stroke me through the fabric.

"I've wanted to taste this cock since I first saw you," she admits, tugging at the waistband of my shorts. "Let me show you what I can do."

I allow her to pull my shorts down, freeing my semi-hard cock. Unlike her mother's measured appreciation or Angelina's experienced assessment, Tiffany's reaction is pure, uninhibited lust—a soft gasp followed by an eager lick of her lips.

"Fuck, you're huge," she breathes, wrapping her hand around my shaft, her fingers unable to meet around the girth. "Even bigger than I imagined."

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Tiffany's skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, her voice sultry and enticing.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand. "Don't stop."

Without further preamble, she leans forward and takes me into her mouth, her lips stretching wide to accommodate my size. There's no teasing, no slow buildup like Elizabeth—Tiffany attacks my cock with the enthusiasm of youth, immediately trying to take as much as she can. She gags slightly as I hit the back of her throat, but instead of backing off, she pushes forward, determined to prove herself.

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Tiffany's body, as they find their way to her golden hair. I give it a gentle tug, feeling her moan around my shaft in response. Our eyes lock as she bobs her head, fueled by our insatiable lust.

Saliva builds at the corners of her mouth, eventually spilling down her chin and onto her breasts as she works me with sloppy, eager strokes. The wet, obscene sounds of her enthusiastic blowjob fill the cabana, punctuated by her occasional gag when she takes me particularly deep. Unlike Elizabeth's controlled technique, Tiffany's approach is messy, enthusiastic, and utterly debauched—the difference between refined wine and cheap tequila shots, both intoxicating in their own way.

"That's it," I encourage, tightening my grip on her hair. "Choke on it."

She moans around my length, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine. Her hands aren't idle—one continues to stroke the base of my shaft in rhythm with her mouth, the other alternates between cupping my balls and slipping down to rub herself through her tiny bikini bottoms. The sight of the President's daughter getting herself off while sucking my cock is almost too perfect.

"Such a good little cocksucker," I taunt, pushing her head down further, forcing her to take more of me. "Is this how you got through college? On your knees for anyone with a big cock?"

Her pussy visibly clenches at my degrading words, a wet spot forming on the thin fabric of her bikini. She pulls back slightly, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening cock.

"Only the biggest ones," she pants, looking up at me through mascara-smudged eyes, her hand continuing to pump my shaft. "And yours is definitely the biggest."

"Better than those college boys?" I ask, guiding her mouth back to my cock with firm pressure on the back of her head. "Better than those trust fund pricks you usually fuck?"

She nods as best she can with her mouth full of my cock, her eyes rolling back slightly as I hit the back of her throat again. The contrast between Tiffany and her mother is fascinating—Elizabeth trying to maintain her dignity even as she submits, while Tiffany throws herself into debauchery with reckless abandon, getting off on being treated like a whore.

I fuck her face with increasing intensity, my hands holding her head steady as I thrust into her willing mouth. Tears form at the corners of her eyes, mascara beginning to streak down her cheeks, her perfectly applied makeup ruined by her enthusiastic service. The wet, gagging sounds she makes only spur me on, each choke and sputter a badge of honor as I push her limits.

"Look at you," I growl, watching her struggle to take my length. "The President's precious daughter on her knees in a pool cabana, gagging on cock like a common slut. What would Daddy say if he could see you now?"

Her response is a desperate moan and increased fervor, her hand moving from her own pussy to grab my ass, pulling me deeper into her throat as if trying to prove just how far she'll go to defy her father's control. The political rebellion played out in sexual submission—classic daddy issues that I'm all too happy to exploit.

I feel my orgasm building but hold it back. As good as Tiffany's eager mouth feels, I have other plans for the First Daughter—plans that involve bending her over and claiming every hole before I'm done with her. I pull out of her mouth suddenly, leaving her gasping and disoriented, lips swollen and glistening with saliva.

"Stand up," I command, already planning the next stage of her debasement. "I'm not finished with you yet."

Tiffany rises from her knees on shaky legs, her bikini top askew from her enthusiastic blowjob, revealing more of her perky tits than it conceals. Her lips are swollen, mascara smudged beneath her eyes, the picture of debauchery already—and I've barely started with her. I grab her shoulders and spin her around roughly, my hand between her shoulder blades pushing her down until she's bent over the lounge chair, her perfect ass presented to me like an offering. She looks back over her shoulder, blonde hair falling across her face, eyes wild with lust and anticipation of what comes next.

"Arch your back," I command, delivering a sharp smack to her ass that echoes in the confined space of the cabana. "Show me how badly you want this cock."

She complies immediately, hollowing her spine and pushing her ass higher, the position emphasizing the perfect globes of her cheeks. The tiny strip of fabric covering her pussy is soaked through, evidence of her arousal from sucking me off. I run my finger along the damp material, feeling her shiver at even this light touch.

"Please," she whimpers, wiggling her hips impatiently. "Don't tease me."

Another hard smack lands on her other cheek, leaving a perfect red handprint on her tanned skin. "I decide when and how you get fucked," I remind her, hooking my finger under the string of her bikini bottoms. "Not you."

With deliberate slowness, I pull the wet fabric aside rather than removing it completely, exposing her pussy while keeping her technically clothed—somehow more degrading than full nudity. Her cunt is perfectly waxed, glistening with arousal, the pink lips swollen and ready. I run the head of my cock through her folds, coating myself in her juices but not yet pushing inside.

"Fuck," she hisses as I brush against her clit, her hands gripping the edges of the lounge chair so tightly her knuckles turn white. "Richard, please!"

"Please what?" I taunt, positioning my cockhead at her entrance but still not penetrating. "Tell me exactly what you want the quarterback to do to the President's daughter."

"Fuck me," she moans, pushing back against me, trying to force me inside. "Stick that big cock in my pussy. Hard. I need it so bad."

I grab her hips with both hands, holding her steady as I finally thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful stroke that drives her forward against the lounge chair. The sensation is incredible—her pussy tight and hot around me, gripping my cock like a velvet vise.

"Oh my GOD!" she cries out, her voice echoing dangerously in the cabana. "You're so fucking big!"

Her walls clench rhythmically around me as I bottom out inside her, her body adjusting to my size with a mixture of pain and pleasure that has her trembling beneath my hands. Unlike her mother's controlled responses or Angelina's experienced accommodation, Tiffany's reaction is raw and unfiltered—her body almost overwhelmed by the invasion but craving more nonetheless.

I establish an immediate, punishing rhythm—hard, fast strokes that have the lounge chair creaking beneath our combined weight. Each thrust drives a desperate sound from Tiffany's throat, her moans growing louder with each impact of my hips against her ass.

"You need to be quieter," I warn, though I make no effort to slow my pace. "Unless you want the entire Secret Service to know you're getting fucked by the quarterback your daddy invited to the White House."

The reminder of our location and the forbidden nature of our coupling only seems to excite her more, her pussy flooding with fresh arousal that makes obscene squelching sounds with each thrust. I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The lounge chair grinds against the cabana floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

"Harder," Tiffany pants, her nails digging into the fabric of the lounge chair. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Tiffany's own breathy moans fill the cabana, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. Her tiny bikini top has been pushed up by her movement against the chair, her tits now completely exposed, nipples dragging against the textured fabric with each thrust.

Tiffany's hands grip both sides of the lounge chair, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Tiffany," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hip growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

The sudden sound of footsteps on the pool deck outside the cabana freezes us both mid-thrust. Tiffany's head whips around, panic flashing in her eyes as the footsteps draw closer. Without hesitation, I clamp my hand over her mouth, pressing her face down into the lounge chair to muffle any sounds as I resume fucking her, now with added urgency from the threat of discovery.

"Shh," I whisper, not slowing my pace at all. "Someone's coming."

I can hear a man whistling now—probably a groundskeeper or maintenance worker—his shadow visible through the bamboo screens as he passes directly in front of our cabana. The danger of being caught fucking the President's daughter only heightens the intensity, my cock somehow growing even harder inside her as adrenaline mixes with arousal.

Tiffany's eyes are wide with a mixture of fear and excitement, her pussy clenching rhythmically around me as the possibility of exposure pushes her closer to orgasm. I maintain my hand firmly over her mouth, feeling her hot breath against my palm as she struggles to remain quiet. The wet sounds of my cock plunging into her soaked pussy seem impossibly loud in the tense silence we're trying to maintain.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Ugh!" she tries to beg against my hand, the words muffled but the intent clear.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency created by our precarious situation. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin—a sound that seems dangerously audible with the groundskeeper so close.

The shadow pauses just outside our cabana, the whistling stopping as if the man is listening for something. Tiffany freezes beneath me, her entire body rigid with tension, her pussy squeezing my cock so tightly it's almost painful. I don't stop fucking her—instead, I slow to deep, grinding thrusts that maintain the pleasure without creating as much noise.

"Tell me how much you want it," I whisper directly into her ear, keeping my voice low enough that only she can hear. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against the lounge chair fabric, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body as she whimpers against my hand.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" she tries to say, the words unintelligible against my palm but the desperate plea in her eyes unmistakable. The raw desire in her muffled voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other despite—or perhaps because of—the danger.

After what feels like an eternity, the groundskeeper resumes whistling and continues past our cabana, his footsteps gradually fading as he moves to another area of the pool. Only then do I remove my hand from Tiffany's mouth, allowing her to gulp in air as I immediately resume my punishing pace.

"Oh my god," she gasps, her voice still hushed but vibrating with heightened arousal. "That was so fucking hot. I almost came when he stopped."

"You like that?" I growl, pounding into her with renewed vigor now that the immediate danger has passed. "You like knowing someone could walk in and see the President's precious daughter getting her pussy destroyed?"

"Yes!" she admits shamelessly, pushing back to meet each thrust. "I'm so close, Richard. Please don't stop!"

I have no intention of stopping. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back at a painful angle that forces her back to arch even more dramatically. My other hand continues its assault on her clit, circling the sensitive bud with increasing pressure as I feel her body tensing beneath me, on the verge of release.

"Cum for me," I command, my voice low but intense. "Cum on my cock like the little slut you are."

Her entire body goes rigid at my words, her pussy clamping down on my cock with incredible force as waves of pleasure crash through her. I clamp my hand over her mouth again just in time to catch the scream that tears from her throat, the sound muffled against my palm as her orgasm rips through her with surprising violence. Her inner walls ripple and clench around my shaft, her thighs trembling as she struggles to remain standing through the intensity of her release.

I continue fucking her through her climax, maintaining my relentless pace as she shudders and convulses around me. The sight of the President's daughter completely coming apart on my cock, her body wracked with pleasure I've given her, is almost enough to push me over the edge—but I hold back. I have other plans for Tiffany Davis, and this poolside fuck is just the beginning.

As the wave of her orgasm subsides, I pull out of her tight sheath, leaving behind a string of my essence clinging to her inner walls. She gasps for air, her eyes fluttering open as if trying to regain focus. Her wet hair clings to her face and neck, dampening her skin with sweat and pool water. The scent of sex lingers heavily in the humid air around us.

"That was... incredible," Tiffany murmurs, her voice hoarse from pleasure.

I grin wolfishly down at her, taking in the way her chest rises and falls rapidly with each breath. "You're not done yet," I say, my voice a low rumble that vibrates against her quivering body.

Without warning, I spin her around so that she's bent over the edge of the pool. Her heart-shaped ass is presented to me like an offering, begging for more. And I intend to give it to her.

My fingers probe between her cheeks, finding her entrance still slick with arousal. With one swift push, I fill her up once again, this time using my index finger as a tease before adding a second digit. She arches her back, moaning softly as I begin to work her from behind. My other hand grips her slender waist, holding her in place as I thrust into her slowly at first, then faster, harder.

The rhythmic slapping of our bodies against the cool water echoes through the otherwise silent night. The scent of chlorine mixes with our sweat and desire, creating an intoxicating aphrodisiac. Tiffany's soft whimpers turn into loud moans with each thrust, her body trembling underneath mine.

Her climax hits her hard, her muscles clenching around my fingers in a vice-like grip. This time, there's no holding back—I let go, my own release exploding deep inside her. We stay locked together, panting heavily as we ride out the last waves of pleasure.

Finally, I pull out of her, watching as she collapses onto the concrete pool deck, spent but satisfied. I catch my breath, feeling victorious. Not only have I had her—a woman who was once untouchable—but I've also taken control of something much bigger than just her body. The power I hold over her is intoxicating, addictive.

"Clean yourself up," I command. "I want round two with you later."


Chapter 7

The soft click of my guest room door opening pulls me from a light doze. I don't bother reaching for the lamp—I know exactly who would dare enter uninvited at this hour. The White House has settled into its nighttime rhythm, the hallways patrolled by Secret Service agents at predictable intervals, the staff retired to their quarters, the President and First Lady supposedly asleep in their separate bedrooms. I remain still, watching through half-lidded eyes as Tiffany's silhouette slips inside, her body briefly illuminated by the hallway light before she closes the door behind her, plunging the room back into darkness broken only by moonlight filtering through the curtains.

"I know you're awake," she whispers, the rustling of fabric suggesting she's already removing whatever minimal clothing she wore for her clandestine visit. "I couldn't stop thinking about this afternoon."

"Lock the door," I command, my voice carrying easily through the quiet room without needing to rise above a whisper.

The metallic click of the lock engaging is immediately followed by the soft padding of her bare feet across the plush carpet. As she approaches the bed, moonlight catches her naked body, revealing she's come to me wearing absolutely nothing—not even the tiny bikini from our pool encounter. Her blonde hair falls loose around her shoulders, her body a study in silver and shadow in the dim light.

"Eager, aren't you?" I observe, sitting up against the headboard, the sheets falling to my waist to reveal my bare chest. "Sneaking naked through the White House to get more cock."

"I had to wait until Daddy took his sleeping pill," she explains, reaching the edge of the bed. "Nothing could keep me away after what you did to me today."

I move with sudden, violent speed, grabbing her wrist and yanking her onto the bed with enough force to draw a surprised gasp from her lips. Before she can recover, I flip her onto her back, positioning her so her head hangs off the edge of the mattress, her throat forming a perfect straight line from her mouth to her chest.

"If you wanted more, you should have just said so," I growl, already hardening at the thought of what I'm about to do to her. "Open wide."

Tiffany's eyes widen with understanding and anticipation, her lips parting obediently as I stand at the edge of the bed, my cock level with her inverted face. I grip the base of my shaft, guiding the head to her waiting mouth, rubbing it against her lips in teasing circles before pushing forward with deliberate slowness.

The upside-down angle creates an entirely new sensation, her throat opening before me in a straight path that allows for deeper penetration than would be possible in a conventional position. I watch with satisfaction as my cock disappears into her mouth, stretching her lips wide, the outline of my shaft visible as it bulges against the delicate skin of her throat.

"That's it," I encourage as I feel the tight restriction of her throat around my cockhead. "Relax and take it all."

A gagging sound escapes her as I push deeper, her throat convulsing around me in involuntary resistance. Unlike our earlier encounter by the pool, where I allowed her some control of the blowjob, this time I'm taking what I want—using her throat like it's nothing more than a warm, wet hole for my pleasure. I grip her head with both hands, holding her steady as I begin to thrust, establishing a rhythm that has her choking and gasping with each forward motion.

"This is what you came for, isn't it?" I taunt, watching tears form at the corners of her eyes as she struggles to breathe around my invasion. "To be used like the whore you are?"

She can't respond verbally with my cock buried in her throat, but her hands reach up to grab my thighs, not pushing away but pulling me closer, urging me deeper. The President's daughter, literally choking on cock in a White House guest bedroom, wanting more despite her obvious discomfort.

As my cock disappears inside of her throat, I gasp around her neck, my hips pumping. I can feel her throat muscles clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm as best she can from her inverted position, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Tiffany's submission is evident in the way her body trembles and her hands grasp at my thighs, not pushing away but pulling me closer. The sound of her choking and gasping fills the bedroom, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. I grip her head tightly, my fingers wrapping around her skull with surprising strength as I stroke in and out of her throat, making my breath catch in my throat. Tiffany's throat works its magic on me, constricting and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" I ask mockingly, knowing she can't possibly answer with her throat stuffed full of cock.

A gurgling sound is her only response, her face beginning to turn red from the combination of being upside-down and having her airway repeatedly blocked by my thrusts. Saliva builds rapidly, running from the corners of her mouth up into her hair and onto the floor in thick rivulets. The wet, obscene sounds of her choking fill the room—sloppy, desperate noises that would horrify her father if he could hear his precious daughter being used so thoroughly.

"Harder! Faster!" I command myself, increasing the speed and force of my thrusts. My cock drives all the way into her throat, and each thrust ends with my balls slapping against her face.

I pull out completely for a moment, allowing her to gasp desperately for air, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening cock. Her makeup is completely ruined—mascara running down her forehead due to her inverted position, lipstick smeared across her cheeks and chin. She looks utterly debauched, and I've barely started with her.

"Please," she rasps, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment, "more."

"Trust me," I purr, positioning my cock at her lips again, "I'm just getting started."

I thrust back into her waiting mouth with renewed vigor, fucking her face with brutal intensity that has the entire bed shaking beneath us. I grab her breasts roughly, pinching and twisting her nipples as I continue to ravage her throat, adding pain to the overwhelming sensations already assaulting her body. Her muffled moans vibrate around my shaft, the dual stimulation of pain and being used clearly pushing her toward some kind of subspace where discomfort and pleasure blend into pure submission.

"Take it all," I growl, pushing deeper than before, feeling her throat expand to accommodate me in a way that seems impossible. "Every fucking inch."

Tiffany's eyes are rolling back, tears flowing freely now, her face a mask of mascara, saliva, and pure surrender as I use her throat with increasing brutality. Her body has gone almost limp beneath me, accepting whatever I choose to give her, her hands now weakly grasping at the bedsheets rather than my thighs. She's given herself over completely to being nothing more than a receptacle for my pleasure.

I maintain the punishing pace, watching her struggle for each breath whenever I withdraw slightly, only to rob her of oxygen again with the next thrust. The power is intoxicating—having the daughter of the most powerful man in the world reduced to a gagging, drooling mess beneath me, willingly surrendering her body for my use.

"This is what you were made for," I tell her, gripping her throat from the outside, feeling my cock moving within it as I continue to thrust. "Being a throat for me to fuck whenever I want."

The pressure of my hand around her neck combined with my cock filling her throat has her making desperate, animal sounds—primal noises of struggle and surrender that only fuel my dominance. I can feel my orgasm building with each thrust into her constricting throat, the tight, wet heat combined with the visual of her complete degradation pushing me closer to the edge.

But I pull back, denying myself release. As satisfying as it would be to flood her throat with cum, I have other plans for Tiffany tonight—plans that involve claiming the one hole I haven't yet conquered. I withdraw completely, leaving her gasping and disoriented, her chest heaving as she gulps in much-needed oxygen.

"Get on your hands and knees," I command, already planning the next stage of her debasement. "Face down, ass up. Now."

Tiffany scrambles to obey my command, flipping over with clumsy urgency, her body still recovering from the intense throat fucking. She assumes the position I ordered—face down into the mattress, ass raised high, knees spread wide to present herself for whatever I have planned next. The moonlight streaming through the window illuminates her perfect body, highlighting the curve of her spine, the toned globes of her ass, the glistening evidence of her arousal already coating her inner thighs. She has no idea what I'm about to take from her, but the anticipation has her trembling, her breath coming in quick, shallow pants as she waits for my next move.

I stand behind her, admiring the view—the President's daughter presented like an offering, her body marked with red handprints from our earlier encounters, her holes already used and claimed except for one. I run my hands over the curve of her ass, squeezing the firm flesh appreciatively before delivering a sharp smack that echoes in the quiet room.

"You've been wanting this all day, haven't you?" I ask, reaching for the small bottle of lube I keep in my bag. Always prepared—a philosophy that's served me well throughout my conquests.

"Yes," she admits, her voice still raspy from having her throat fucked. "I want everything you can give me."

"Everything?" I echo, squeezing a generous amount of lube onto my fingers. "Are you sure about that? Because I'm about to take the one hole you've been saving."

Her body tenses as understanding dawns, her head turning slightly so she can look back at me over her shoulder. "My ass?" she whispers, a note of apprehension finally breaking through her bravado. "I've never—"

"I know," I cut her off, my slick finger already circling her puckered entrance. "That's what makes it so perfect. Taking something no one else has had."

I press my finger against her tight ring of muscle, feeling the resistance as her body instinctively tries to deny entry. "Relax," I command, applying steady pressure. "The more you fight it, the more it'll hurt."

A small whimper escapes her as my finger finally breaches her, sliding into her virgin ass up to the first knuckle. Her muscles clench around the intrusion, her entire body going rigid with the unfamiliar sensation.

"Oh god," she gasps, her hands fisting in the sheets. "It feels so strange."

"This is nothing," I tell her, working my finger deeper, feeling her gradually relax around me. "Wait until you feel my cock stretching this tight little hole."

I add more lube, then introduce a second finger alongside the first, the increased girth drawing a hiss of discomfort from Tiffany. Her body tries to reject the invasion, but I persist, scissoring my fingers to stretch her, preparing her for what's to come. Despite her discomfort, I notice her hips moving slightly, pushing back against my hand—her body confused by the mix of pain and unexpected pleasure as I brush against sensitive nerve endings.

When I add a third finger, a strangled cry escapes her, quickly muffled as she buries her face in the pillow. I work my fingers in and out of her gradually widening hole, watching with satisfaction as her resistance gives way to acceptance, her body learning to accommodate the invasion.

"I think you're ready," I announce, withdrawing my fingers and leaving her ass gaping slightly, clenching around emptiness. I pour more lube directly onto my cock, stroking myself to spread it evenly, my shaft glistening in the moonlight. "Grab that pillow. You're going to need it."

Tiffany clutches a pillow beneath her chest, her knuckles white with anticipation. I position my cockhead against her slick, partially stretched entrance, applying gentle but insistent pressure. The resistance is immediate and significant—her virgin hole fighting against an intrusion far larger than my fingers.

"Breathe," I instruct, maintaining steady pressure. "Push out like you're trying to force me away. It sounds counterintuitive, but it helps."

She follows my direction, and I feel the tight ring of muscle relax marginally. I seize the opportunity, pushing forward with more force. The head of my cock breaches her suddenly, popping past the tight ring of muscle with an audible gasp from Tiffany that quickly transforms into a muffled scream against the pillow.

"Fuck!" she cries, her voice distorted by the pillow, her entire body going rigid with pain. "Stop, stop, it's too much!"

I pause but don't withdraw, allowing her body time to adjust to the invasion. My hand strokes soothingly down her spine, a momentary kindness in the midst of her claiming. "The worst part is over," I tell her, though we both know that's not entirely true. "Your ass is already taking my cockhead. Just relax and let it happen."

Tears stream down her face, visible in profile as she turns her head slightly to gasp for air. The sight of the President's daughter crying as I take her ass for the first time only heightens my arousal, my cock throbbing inside her tight passage.

"Please," she whimpers, but there's confusion in her voice—she doesn't specify whether she's begging me to stop or continue, perhaps unsure herself as her body begins to adjust to the unfamiliar fullness.

I make the decision for her, pushing forward with deliberate slowness, watching in fascination as inch after inch of my cock disappears into her previously virgin hole. The pressure is incredible—her ass gripping me like a vise, so tight it's almost painful for me as well. But the power of claiming this final territory, of taking what no one else has ever had, makes any discomfort worthwhile.

"Breathe through it," I encourage as I continue my relentless advance. "Your ass was made for this. Made to be fucked by me."

Her body shudders beneath me, a complex mixture of pain and unwilling pleasure as I finally bottom out inside her, my hips pressed firmly against her ass cheeks. I remain still for a moment, savoring the conquest—Tiffany Davis, the President's wild child daughter, skewered on my cock in the most taboo way possible, in a bedroom of the White House itself.

"Please," she moans into the pillow, her voice muffled but the desperation clear. "I need—I don't know what I need."

"I know exactly what you need," I assure her, withdrawing slightly before pushing back in with more force than before. Her body jerks forward with the thrust, another cry disappearing into the pillow. "You need to be fucked until you don't know where you end and I begin."

I establish a rhythm, each thrust starting slow but ending with increasing force. The lube makes obscene squelching sounds as I pump in and out of her gradually loosening hole. Her discomfort is still evident in the tension of her body, the occasional whimper or gasp, but something else is emerging—a reluctant pleasure as her body acclimates to the invasion, as nerve endings she didn't know existed come alive under my assault.

"Harder!" I command myself, grabbing her hips with both hands to hold her steady as I increase my pace. "Faster!"

My thrusts grow more brutal, each one driving her forward into the mattress before I yank her back onto my cock. The bed frame creaks beneath us, the headboard occasionally thumping against the wall despite my efforts to keep our activities relatively quiet. The risk of discovery adds another layer to the experience—the President's daughter being anally violated in a guest bedroom, Secret Service agents patrolling just outside the door, completely unaware.

"Fuck me! Ugh!" Tiffany begs into the pillow, her body now actively pushing back to meet each thrust, pain giving way to a pleasure she never expected to find. Her ass clenches rhythmically around my invading shaft, her body learning to enjoy what was initially just endured.

My cock drives all the way into her ass, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her pussy. The dual stimulation has her reaching between her legs, her fingers finding her clit, rubbing desperately as I continue to pound her previously virgin hole.

"Tell me how much you want it," I demand, delivering a sharp slap to her ass that leaves yet another red handprint on her flesh. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against the bedsheets, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body as she whimpers.

"Please, Richard... fuck my ass harder! I need you!" Her voice is barely comprehensible through the pillow, but the raw desire is unmistakable. The same girl who was crying in pain minutes ago is now begging for more, her body conquered completely, her submission total.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The bed grinds against the floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her ass clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

Her body suddenly goes rigid beneath me, a scream muffled by the pillow as an unexpected orgasm crashes through her—triggered by the combination of her fingers on her clit and my cock stretching her ass beyond its limits. The contractions of her orgasm squeeze my cock even tighter, pulling me closer to my own release.

"I'm going to cum," I warn her, my rhythm faltering as pressure builds at the base of my spine. "Going to pull out and cover you with it."

With a final thrust, I withdraw completely from her gaping ass, flipping her over onto her back in one smooth motion. She lies before me, chest heaving, face tear-streaked, body trembling from the intensity of her orgasm and the sudden emptiness where my cock had been stretching her wide.

I straddle her chest, my cock positioned between her breasts as I stroke myself rapidly, chasing my release. "Open your mouth," I command, my voice thick with approaching orgasm. "And don't you dare close your eyes. I want you to watch every second of this."

Tiffany complies immediately, her mouth falling open, her eyes fixed on my cock as I pump my fist up and down my shaft. The pressure builds rapidly, and with a final grunt of pleasure, I explode—the first thick rope of cum landing across her right cheek and into her golden hair. The second paints a white stripe across her parted lips and chin, some landing on her tongue which she immediately swallows. I continue stroking, directing each subsequent burst to ensure maximum coverage—across her nose, her forehead, her left cheek—before the final pulses decorate her breasts with streaks of white that begin to run down the slopes of her perfect mounds.

By the time I'm spent, Tiffany's face and chest are thoroughly coated with my seed, her once-perfect features now a mess of white streaks and smears. She looks up at me with a mixture of exhaustion and satisfaction, her tongue darting out to lick away the cum that's within reach.

"Your phone," I demand, gesturing toward her discarded purse on the floor beside the bed. "Where is it?"

Confusion crosses her cum-covered face, but she points to her purse without question. I retrieve her phone, quickly finding the camera app and returning to the bed. "Smile for Daddy," I mock, capturing several photos of her debauched state—face and tits covered in cum, ass still gaping slightly from its recent violation, the President's daughter thoroughly marked as mine.

"A souvenir for my collection," I explain, showing her the photos before sending them to my own phone. "And insurance, should I ever need it."

Rather than objecting, Tiffany actually seems aroused by the idea of being immortalized in such a state. "Send me copies," she requests, her voice hoarse from screaming into the pillow. "I want to look at them when I'm alone."

I'm about to respond when a sharp knock at the door freezes us both in place. Tiffany's eyes widen in panic, her body tensing beneath me.

"Richard? Are you awake?" Jack's voice calls through the door, followed by another impatient knock. "I need to talk to you about tomorrow's schedule."

"Shit," Tiffany whispers, scrambling off the bed, cum still dripping down her face and chest. "If he sees me here—"

"Closet," I direct, already pulling on a pair of pants. "Now."

She grabs her discarded clothes and darts into the walk-in closet, pulling the door nearly closed behind her. I run a hand through my hair, taking a moment to compose myself before approaching the door, cracking it open just enough to reveal my face and bare chest.

"Jack," I greet him, making my voice sound groggy with interrupted sleep. "It's after midnight. What's so important it can't wait till morning?"

Jack stands in the hallway in a bathrobe, his thinning hair disheveled, glasses perched haphazardly on his nose. He looks exactly like what he is—a middle-aged man desperately trying to insert himself into the affairs of the powerful, completely oblivious that I'm fucking both his wife and now the President's daughter.

"Sorry to disturb you," he says, trying to peer past me into the room. "But there's been a change to tomorrow's itinerary. The President wants to meet with you privately before the public ceremony. A photo opportunity just the two of you."

"Great," I respond flatly, deliberately blocking his view. "Is that all?"

"Well, I was thinking we could discuss approach. This is a significant opportunity to position you as more than just an athlete. The President doesn't offer private audiences to just anyone—"

"Jack," I interrupt, "it's late, and I need my rest before tomorrow. We can talk strategy at breakfast."

He seems about to protest, but something in my expression makes him reconsider. "Of course, of course. Rest is important. We'll talk in the morning."

As he turns to leave, he pauses, sniffing the air with a puzzled expression. "Do you smell something... odd? Almost like—"

"Goodnight, Jack," I say firmly, closing the door in his face before he can identify the unmistakable scent of sex that permeates the room.

I wait until his footsteps fade down the hallway before moving to the closet, opening the door to find Tiffany crouched naked among my hanging clothes, cum still drying on her face, her expression a mixture of fear and suppressed laughter.

"That was close," she whispers, stepping out of the closet. "I should clean up and go."

I grab her arm, pulling her against me, my free hand finding her throat in a possessive grip. "Not yet," I tell her, already feeling myself hardening again at the sight of her marked with my cum. "I'm not done with you. And tomorrow, after your father shakes my hand in the Oval Office, all I'll be thinking about is how I stretched his daughter's ass open in a White House bedroom while he slept down the hall."

Tiffany's pupils dilate, her body melting against mine at the reminder of her complete debasement. "Use me again," she begs, all pretense of the sophisticated First Daughter gone. "Any way you want."

And as I push her back onto the bed, I'm already planning how I'll conquer the entire First Family before my White House visit is through. Elizabeth and Tiffany are mine already—perhaps I'll find a way to take them both together, mother and daughter sharing my cock while the President remains oblivious to how thoroughly I've claimed his women. The thought alone is enough to make me rock hard as I prepare to use Tiffany's body once more, cementing my dominance over everyone in this historic house.


Chapter 8

I check the angle of my phone one last time, making sure the camera lens peeks out perfectly from between the leather-bound books on the antique table. The Lincoln Bedroom glows with soft lamplight, casting long shadows across the historic space where presidents have slept for generations. Soon, I'll be defiling not just the First Lady, but the very sanctity of this room—and capturing every moment of her degradation for the world to see. My cock hardens at the thought as I hit record, then slip my phone back into its hiding place, the camera aimed directly at the bed where Elizabeth Davis will soon be writhing beneath me.

The text message is simple: "Lincoln Bedroom. Midnight. Come alone." I add, "Wear that blue silk nightgown," knowing it'll look perfect on camera—the First Lady's expensive taste becoming evidence of her identity when the video leaks. I hit send and imagine her in some White House meeting, feeling her phone vibrate against her hip, a flush creeping across her pale skin as she reads my demand.

She replies almost instantly: "The President is taking his medication now. I'll be there in twenty minutes."

Everything is falling into place. I pace the historic room, running my fingers over artifacts that have witnessed centuries of American history. The four-poster bed with its ornate headboard stands imposing in the center, antique furniture creating the perfect stage for what I'm about to do. I position myself with practiced precision, ensuring that no matter how wild things get, my face will never be visible to the camera.

The door opens without a knock. Elizabeth slips inside, closing it silently behind her. Just as ordered, she's wearing the blue silk nightgown that clings to every curve of her body, the material thin enough to reveal the outline of her nipples already hardening in anticipation. Her copper hair falls loose around her shoulders, and in the dim light, she looks younger, vulnerable—the perfect victim for my calculated trap.

"Richard," she whispers, moving toward me with that elegant grace that's made her America's beloved First Lady. "I couldn't stop thinking about you all day."

I don't reply. Instead, I close the distance between us in two long strides, grabbing her throat with enough force to make her gasp, but not enough to leave marks that can't be explained away. I want her recognizable in the video, not visibly assaulted.

"Tonight," I growl into her ear, "you're nothing but a hole for me to use. Understand?"

Her pupils dilate at my words, her pulse quickening beneath my fingertips. "Yes," she breathes, her body melting against mine despite—or perhaps because of—my brutality.

I spin her around roughly, bending her over the antique writing desk where Lincoln supposedly drafted portions of the Emancipation Proclamation. Now it'll witness the complete submission of the First Lady to an eighteen-year-old quarterback. I yank her nightgown up over her hips, revealing she's wearing nothing underneath—already trained to expect my desires.

"Fucking whore," I spit, loud enough for the camera to pick up. "The First Lady of the United States, bare-assed and ready to be fucked in a historical landmark."

My hand comes down hard on her ass, the sharp crack echoing in the high-ceilinged room. Elizabeth gasps, her body jerking forward against the desk. I deliver another slap, then another, watching the pale flesh turn pink, then red under my assault. Each blow is perfectly angled for the camera to capture her face in profile, her expressions of pain and pleasure documented in high definition.

My cock strains against my pants as I continue spanking her, the sound of skin hitting skin creating an obscene soundtrack in this sacred space. When her ass is properly marked with my handprints, I turn her to face me, shoving her roughly against the desk. Her nightgown has slipped off one shoulder, exposing a perfect breast that rises and falls with her rapid breathing.

"On your knees," I command, already unbuckling my belt. "Show America what their First Lady does behind closed doors."

Elizabeth sinks to the carpet, her eyes locked on mine as she assumes her position. I grab a fistful of her copper hair, positioning her head precisely where the camera will have the clearest view. She reaches for my cock with trembling hands, but I slap them away.

"No hands. Just your mouth. I want to see how far down your throat the First Lady can take a teenager's cock."

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She takes me into her mouth with practiced skill, her lips stretching wide around my girth. I grip her hair tightly, my fingers wrapping around the base of her skull with surprising strength as I stroke in and out of her throat, making my breath catch as the sensation overwhelms me. Elizabeth's skillful mouth works its magic on me, her tongue swirling and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does the President know what a fucking champion cocksucker his wife is?" I taunt, loud enough for the microphone to pick up every word. "Does he know you're on your knees for a high school student?"

Her eyes water as I thrust deeper, forcing her to take more of me than she's prepared for. Mascara begins to run down her cheeks, dark streaks that mark her degradation. Perfect for the camera—the elegant First Lady reduced to a gagging, drooling mess, her carefully crafted image destroyed with each thrust into her willing mouth.

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with thoughts of what this video will do when it's released. My hands find their way to her hair, gripping it tightly at the roots as I control her movements. I give it a vicious tug, feeling her moan around my shaft in response. The vibration sends pleasure shooting up my spine, drawing a grunt from deep in my chest.

"Get up," I command, pulling her roughly to her feet. "On the bed. Now."

She scrambles to obey, moving to the historic four-poster bed where countless distinguished guests have slept. I grab her nightgown and tear it down the middle, the sound of ripping silk echoing in the quiet room. Elizabeth gasps, but makes no move to cover herself as she lies back on the presidential sheets, her legs already parting in invitation.

I position myself between her thighs, deliberately turning her body at the perfect angle for the camera to capture every detail of what's about to happen. The First Lady spread open on Lincoln's bed, about to be fucked by a teenager while her husband sleeps elsewhere in the White House—a visual that will destroy not just her reputation, but the entire presidency.

"Beg for it," I demand, rubbing the head of my cock through her folds, finding her already wet and ready. "Let's hear the First Lady beg for cock."

"Please," she whispers, her voice carrying in the quiet room. "Please fuck me, Richard. I need you inside me."

"Louder," I growl. "I want to hear exactly what you want."

"Fuck me!" she cries out, all pretense of dignity abandoned. "Please, I need your cock inside me now!"

With a single, powerful thrust, I enter her, watching her back arch off the mattress as she takes my full length. The conquest is complete, and every second is being recorded for posterity—and for the destruction I have planned.

I grab Elizabeth's hips with bruising force, slamming into her repeatedly as her legs wrap around my waist. Her copper hair splays across the presidential pillows, her face contorted in pleasure and pain as I use her body with calculated ferocity. The historic bed creaks beneath us, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing off the walls of the Lincoln Bedroom. I glance briefly toward the hidden phone, confirming its red recording light still blinks, capturing every thrust, every moan, every moment of the First Lady's complete degradation at my hands.

"You're nothing but my personal White House whore, aren't you?" I growl, making sure my voice is clear enough for the microphone to pick up while keeping my face angled away from the lens. "Say it. I want to hear the First Lady admit what she really is."

"Yes," she gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders as I pound into her. "I'm your whore, Richard. Your personal slut."

I grab her face roughly, my fingers pressing into her cheeks, forcing her to look directly at me—and unwittingly, straight toward the camera. "First Lady slut," I correct her, punctuating each word with a particularly brutal thrust. "Say it right."

"I'm your First Lady slut," she moans, her eyes glazing over with a mixture of humiliation and arousal. The degradation only seems to heighten her pleasure, her pussy clenching tighter around my cock with each filthy admission.

I withdraw suddenly, leaving her empty and gasping, before flipping her onto her stomach with enough force to make her bounce against the mattress. I yank her hips up, positioning her on all fours, her ass raised high, face pressed against the sheets—the perfect doggy-style angle for the hidden camera to capture her face and body simultaneously.

"Spread your legs wider," I command, slapping her ass hard enough to leave another red handprint. "Show my camera what a filthy presidential whore you are."

She doesn't question the slip about the camera, too far gone in her lust to register my words as anything beyond dirty talk. Her thighs spread wider, presenting her swollen pussy to me like an offering. I thrust back into her with a single savage movement that sends her lurching forward on the bed, a cry tearing from her throat that's loud enough to echo down the historic hallway outside.

"Quiet," I hiss, grabbing her hair and yanking her head back at a painful angle. "Unless you want the Secret Service to find the First Lady being fucked like a cheap hooker."

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Elizabeth's own breathy moans fill the bedroom, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. The wet slapping sound of my hips meeting her ass creates an obscene soundtrack that rises above the creaking of the antique bed frame.

Elizabeth's hands grip the sheets, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Elizabeth," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hair growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

I feel her body tensing, her pussy clenching around me in telltale spasms that signal her approaching orgasm. My fingers increase their pressure on her clit, working her toward the edge with deliberate skill.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her face contort in the throes of pleasure, making sure the camera captures every detail of her expression. "Cum for me. Let me see the First Lady lose control."

Her entire body goes rigid beneath me, a strangled cry escaping her lips as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her pussy contracts violently around my shaft, trying to milk my own release, but I hold back, not yet ready to finish. I continue pounding into her through her orgasm, prolonging it, watching her face distort with ecstasy in a way that will be unmistakable to anyone viewing the video.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Ugh!" she begs, and I'm powerless to resist.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. I pull her head back further by her hair, arching her spine at an almost painful angle.

As her first orgasm subsides, I flip her over again without withdrawing, twisting her body beneath me so she's on her back once more, legs spread wide, face fully visible to the camera. I hook her knees over my shoulders, folding her nearly in half as I continue to drive into her with unrelenting force.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command. I grab her lush breasts, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I squeeze them roughly. Her nipples harden under my touch, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body as she whimpers.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers find their way to my hair, tugging gently as she whimpers. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

"You belong to me now," I growl, emphasizing each word with a particularly deep thrust. "This presidential pussy is mine. Say it."

"Yours," she agrees immediately, her voice breaking with need. "I'm yours! Your First Lady slut! Oh God, I'm going to cum again!"

Her second orgasm hits even harder than the first, her back arching off the mattress, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure too intense for sound. The sight of America's beloved First Lady completely undone by my cock, her carefully cultivated public image shattered by raw sexual abandon, sends a surge of power through me that's almost as intoxicating as the physical pleasure.

I give her no time to recover, immediately shifting position again. I sit back on my heels, pulling her onto my lap, her legs straddling me, her back to the camera. In this position, her face is hidden against my neck, but the camera will capture the perfect view of my cock disappearing inside her as she rides me, the First Lady actively participating in her own defilement.

"Ride me," I command, gripping her hips to guide her movements. "Show me how badly the First Lady needs teenage cock."

Elizabeth braces her hands on my shoulders, rising and falling on my shaft with increasing urgency. Her rhythm grows erratic as a third orgasm builds rapidly, her overstimulated body unable to process the continued assault of pleasure.

"I can't," she gasps, her thighs trembling with the effort of movement. "Too much—going to cum again—"

"You'll cum when and how I tell you to," I growl, taking control again, thrusting upward to meet her downward movements. "My First Lady slut doesn't get to decide when she's had enough."

The combination of physical stimulation and verbal degradation pushes her over the edge again, her third orgasm ripping through her with enough force to leave her collapsed against me, trembling and incoherent, completely conquered by pleasure. The camera continues to record every second of her surrender, documenting the complete sexual ownership of one of the most powerful women in America.

I push her sweat-soaked body off me, laying her back on the rumpled sheets, her legs spread wide, her chest heaving as she gasps for breath. The perfect image for my finale—the First Lady of the United States used, exhausted, and waiting for more.

I feel the familiar tightening at the base of my spine, the pressure building with each thrust into Elizabeth's overstimulated body. Her eyes are half-closed in exhaustion, her third orgasm having drained whatever energy she had left. But I'm not finished with her yet. The grand finale is still to come—the money shot that will make this video impossible to dismiss as a fake, that will leave no doubt about the identity of the woman being thoroughly degraded on screen. I grab her hair again, yanking her head up so she's looking directly at me.

"I'm going to cum," I announce, my voice thick with approaching release. "And you're going to wear it all over your pretty First Lady face."

Her eyes widen slightly at my words, but she doesn't protest. She's too far gone in submission, too thoroughly conquered to do anything but accept whatever I choose to give her. I pull out abruptly, leaving her empty and gaping on the historic bed. With one hand still gripping her hair, I use the other to position her exactly where I want her—sitting up against the ornate headboard, her face and chest perfectly aligned with the hidden camera.

"On your knees," I command, guiding her to the center of the bed. "Hands behind your back. Push those tits out."

She complies immediately, assuming the position with a grace that seems absurd given the depravity of the situation. The First Lady of the United States, kneeling naked on the Lincoln Bed, breasts thrust forward, waiting to be covered in the cum of an eighteen-year-old quarterback. The perfect final image for my video.

"Look at me," I instruct, positioning myself in front of her, my cock level with her face as I stroke it rapidly. "And don't you dare close your eyes. I want you to watch every second of this."

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. I grip my cock tightly, my fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as I stroke up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. The sight of Elizabeth—disheveled, used, waiting for my cum—works its magic on me, bringing me closer to the edge with every stroke.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, her voice sultry and enticing despite her exhaustion.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily as I stroke faster. "Don't move."

"Trust me," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm not going anywhere."

I direct her gaze with my free hand, tilting her chin at just the right angle. "Look there," I command, knowing she thinks I'm pointing at some spot on the wall but actually directing her to stare straight into the camera lens hidden among the books.

Her copper hair is a tangled mess around her face, her makeup smeared by sweat and tears, her lips swollen from my rough use of her mouth earlier. She looks nothing like the poised, elegant First Lady seen in official photographs, and that contrast is exactly what will make the video so devastating.

As I stroke myself toward completion, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images of the destruction this video will cause. My hand works faster, the pleasure building to an almost unbearable peak. I grab a fistful of Elizabeth's hair, holding her head steady as I aim the head of my cock directly at her face.

"Here it comes, First Lady slut," I growl, feeling the first pulse of my orgasm rising from deep within. "Take your presidential pearl necklace."

With a final grunt of pleasure, I explode, the first thick rope of cum landing across her right cheek and into her copper hair. The second paints a white stripe across her parted lips and chin, some of it landing on her tongue which she instinctively swallows. I continue stroking, directing each subsequent burst to ensure maximum coverage—across her nose, her forehead, her left cheek—before the final pulses decorate her breasts with streaks of white that begin to run down the slopes of her perfect mounds.

"Don't move," I command again as I continue milking every last drop onto her face, making sure the camera captures every detail of her defiled state. "Just stay exactly like that and look straight ahead."

Elizabeth remains frozen in position, cum dripping down her face onto her breasts, her eyes fixed on the point where the camera lens hides among the books. The expression on her face is exactly what I need—a mixture of satisfaction, humiliation, and complete surrender that will be unmistakable to anyone who sees the video. This isn't just a woman having sex; this is the First Lady thoroughly debased and reveling in her debasement.

I step back to admire my handiwork, my spent cock still in hand. "Perfect," I murmur, drinking in the sight of her covered in my seed, the evidence of her complete conquest by a teenager dripping down her refined features. The camera is still recording, capturing every second of her degradation for posterity.

I turn away from her, tucking myself back into my pants and straightening my clothes as if nothing unusual has happened. I move casually toward the table where my phone is hidden, pretending to check the time while actually confirming the recording is still active and has captured everything I need. The red light blinks steadily—all according to plan.

"Don't clean yourself up yet," I instruct, turning back to where Elizabeth still kneels on the bed, cum starting to dry on her face and chest. "I want to remember you exactly like this—America's beloved First Lady marked as my personal whore."

She says nothing, her breath still coming in short gasps, her body bearing the evidence of our encounter in the form of red handprints, finger-shaped bruises beginning to form on her hips and thighs, and of course, my seed drying on her skin. The physical reminder of her submission that she'll carry with her into tomorrow's official duties.

I move toward the door, pausing with my hand on the knob to look back at her one final time. The contrast is striking—the elegant, historic room with its presidential artifacts surrounding the thoroughly defiled woman on the bed, the juxtaposition of American dignity and absolute degradation in one perfect tableau.

"Goodbye, Mrs. Davis," I say formally, as if we've just concluded a business meeting rather than a marathon sex session. "I trust you can find your own way back to your quarters."

I don't wait for her response. I slip out into the hallway, closing the door softly behind me, leaving Elizabeth alone with the still-recording camera, a used mess on the presidential sheets. The evidence of her downfall—and by extension, her husband's—already safely captured and ready for distribution to the world.

As I walk through the silent White House corridors back to my guest room, I can't help but smile at how perfectly my plan has unfolded. By this time tomorrow, the political landscape of America will be forever changed—and I'll be the one who changed it, even if no one ever knows it was me.


Chapter 9

I wake before dawn, a sense of purpose driving me from the comfortable guest bed while the White House still sleeps. The thumb drive feels small in my palm—an insignificant piece of technology holding enough explosive content to bring down a presidency. I retrieve the burner laptop from beneath the false bottom of my suitcase, a precaution I'd planned weeks before even receiving the White House invitation. Some might call it paranoia; I call it strategy. As the machine boots up, I replay select moments from last night's video in my mind, the image of the First Lady covered in my cum bringing a smile to my face that would terrify Elizabeth if she could see it.

The laptop is pristine—purchased with cash at a big box store three states away, never connected to any network associated with me, wiped clean of any identifying information. I plug in the thumb drive containing the video I transferred from my phone after returning from the Lincoln Bedroom last night. The file loads immediately, the first frame displaying Elizabeth on her knees, her copper hair unmistakable even in the dimly lit room.

I hit play, watching a few seconds to confirm the quality. The camera angle is perfect—capturing every detail of Elizabeth's face and body while showing nothing of mine except occasionally my torso or the back of my head. The audio is crystal clear, every degrading command and her enthusiastic responses recorded with perfect fidelity. There will be no question about the authenticity of this video, no possibility of dismissing it as a deepfake or body double.

"Beautiful," I murmur to the empty room, hitting pause on a particularly damning frame where Elizabeth stares directly into the camera, my cum dripping down her face, her expression one of complete submission. This single still image would be enough to destroy her, but I have twenty-seven minutes of high-definition video that will obliterate not just her reputation but the entire Davis administration.

I connect the burner laptop to a mobile hotspot—also purchased anonymously, activated with a prepaid card—and navigate to a temporary email service. Creating new accounts takes minutes, each with randomized usernames that can't be traced back to me. I work methodically, creating five different accounts to distribute the video, ensuring that even if some news outlets hesitate, others will run with the story.

The subject line comes to me with perfect clarity as I begin drafting the first email: "A Private Tour of the White House." Simple but effective, with just enough innuendo to ensure curious recipients will open the attachment. The body of the email is equally straightforward:

"The attached video shows First Lady Elizabeth Davis engaged in sexual activities in the Lincoln Bedroom last night. The individual with her is not President Davis. This is being sent to multiple news outlets simultaneously."

No additional context, no demands, no manifesto—nothing that might betray personality or motive. Just the cold, hard facts and the devastating video evidence.

I attach the file, watching the progress bar as it uploads. While I wait, I compile my list of recipients—not just the obvious major networks, but also tabloids, political blogs from both sides of the aisle, international news services, and several prominent political journalists known for breaking scandals. I want this to hit from all directions simultaneously, making it impossible to contain.

The first email sends with a quiet whoosh sound that seems absurdly mundane given the chaos it's about to unleash. I move methodically through the remaining accounts, sending identical messages to different combinations of recipients, ensuring maximum coverage. By the time I send the final email, the sun is just beginning to rise over Washington, light filtering through the curtains of my guest room. In newsrooms across the country and around the world, producers and editors are already starting their days, unaware that within minutes, they'll be making decisions that will alter American political history.

I shut down the laptop, disconnect the hotspot, and remove the thumb drive. Later today, both the laptop and hotspot will be smashed and disposed of in separate dumpsters as I make my way home. The thumb drive will meet a more thorough end—physically destroyed, the pieces scattered across different locations. Nothing can ever connect me to this leak.

My phone—my regular phone, not the one used for recording—buzzes with a text from Jack: "Breakfast in 30 minutes. President wants to see us before the ceremony."

The irony nearly makes me laugh out loud. By the time that ceremony is scheduled to take place, there's a good chance it will have been canceled amidst the unfolding scandal.

I head to the shower, turning the water as hot as I can stand it, letting it wash over me as I imagine the video already landing in inboxes, being opened by bleary-eyed producers who suddenly find themselves fully awake as they realize what they're seeing. The First Lady of the United States, on her knees, covered in another man's cum, looking directly into the camera with an expression that cannot be explained away as anything but willing participation.

How long before the first outlet breaks the story? An hour? Two? Some might hesitate, seeking comment from the White House or verification of the video's authenticity. Others will rush to be first, knowing that in today's digital media landscape, being first often matters more than being thorough. By the time I finish breakfast with Jack and Angelina, the first reports might already be circulating on social media. By lunch, it will be inescapable. By dinner, the Davis presidency will be effectively over.

I step out of the shower and dry off, dressing in the suit I've chosen for today's now-doomed ceremony. The game has always been too easy. Taking Angelina from her pathetic husband. Conquering the First Lady and her daughter in the White House itself. And now, delivering the final play—a political assassination of an arrogant president via video that will echo through history.

I straighten my tie, flash a practiced smile at my reflection, and prepare to go downstairs for what will likely be the last peaceful meal the White House serves before all hell breaks loose.

***

I return to my room after sending the videos, the countdown to chaos ticking in my head like a time bomb. When I open the door, I find Angelina perched on the edge of my bed, her blonde hair falling in perfect waves around her shoulders, her expression a storm of emotions I can read like a book. She's wearing a tight red dress that hugs every curve, making it clear she's not wearing anything underneath. Her legs are crossed, one high heel dangling from her manicured toes, and she's radiating a mixture of fury and desire that promises this won't be a calm conversation.

"Well, well," she says, her voice dripping with venom. "Look who finally decided to come back to his room." She uncrosses her legs slowly, deliberately, giving me a flash of what lies beneath the dress. "Finished fucking the First Family?"

I close the door behind me, locking it with a decisive click. "Been keeping tabs on me, Angelina?"

She stands, her movements fluid and predatory as she stalks toward me. "The walls have ears in this place, Richard. And the maids talk." Her hand connects with my cheek in a sharp slap that echoes in the quiet room. "You think I don't know you've been balls deep in that aging redhead and her slut daughter?"

I grab her wrist before she can slap me again, squeezing just tight enough to make her gasp. "Jealous?"

"Of those White House whores?" she scoffs, but I can see the truth in her eyes—she is jealous, furiously so. "Please. They're just political trophy wives and privileged brats playing at being bad. Forget those old whores." Her free hand reaches for my crotch, squeezing my already hardening cock through my pants. "You need a real woman. Someone who knows exactly what to do with this magnificent cock."

In one swift movement, I spin her around and shove her face-down onto the bed, her ass raised perfectly as her dress rides up around her waist. Just as I suspected, she's wearing nothing underneath. Her pussy is already glistening, her arousal betraying how much her own jealous anger turns her on.

"Is that what you are? A real woman?" I taunt, unbuckling my belt and dropping my pants to the floor. "Because right now you look like a desperate housewife begging for attention."

"Fuck you," she spits over her shoulder, but she's pushing her ass higher, spreading her legs wider in blatant invitation.

"No, Angelina," I correct her, positioning myself behind her, the head of my cock brushing against her entrance. "I'm going to fuck you. Hard enough to make you forget you're even married to that pathetic excuse for a man."

I thrust into her with a single powerful stroke that drives the breath from her lungs and sends her lurching forward on the bed. She's tight but ready, her body accepting my invasion with a wet heat that tells me she's been fantasizing about this since I left her the night before.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against the sheets, causing shivers down my spine. I grip her hips tightly, my fingers wrapping around the curves with surprising strength as I stroke in and out, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's skillful pussy works its magic on me, clenching and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, her voice sultry and enticing despite being pressed into the mattress.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily as I drive deeper. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," she purrs, looking back at me with fire in her eyes, "I'm just getting started."

As I pound into her from behind, my mind races with thoughts of what's happening elsewhere in the White House. Is Elizabeth still in bed, unaware of the video that's already making its way to newsrooms? Is the President going about his morning routine, oblivious to the fact that his presidency is about to implode? The power of it—knowing what's coming while everyone else remains in the dark—sends a surge of adrenaline through me that translates into even more aggressive thrusts.

My hands find their way to Angelina's lush, round ass, as they squeeze and knead the firm flesh. I give it a hard slap, watching the skin redden instantly beneath my hand. Our tongues had tangled together earlier, but now it's all primal grunts and the slap of skin against skin as I drive into her repeatedly.

"Ah, Richard," Angelina gasps between thrusts, her voice sultry and seductive despite being muffled by the bedding.

"Angelina, you're so fucking hot," I groan, my desire for her only growing stronger as I pound into her. Squeezing and kneading her ass, I feel like I'm channeling all my triumph and anticipation into each powerful thrust.

"Take me, Richard. Make me yours," she whispers, her voice dripping with lust.

I pull out suddenly, flipping her onto her back with enough force to make her bounce against the mattress. I want to see her face, want to watch her come apart beneath me as I reclaim her after my conquests of the First Family. I tear her dress down the middle, exposing her perfect breasts with their already hardened nipples.

"Mine," I growl, positioning myself between her spread legs, driving back into her with a force that makes the bed frame creak in protest.

"Yours," she agrees, her nails digging into my shoulders, drawing blood as I establish a punishing rhythm. "All yours."

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Angelina's own breathy moans fill the guest room, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter. Her legs wrap around my waist, her high heels still on, the points digging into my lower back with each thrust, adding pain to the overwhelming pleasure.

Angelina's hands grip both sides of my back, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Angelina," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hair growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Ugh!" she begs, and I'm powerless to resist.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. I wrap one hand around her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly, watching her eyes widen with the added thrill of controlled danger.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, tightening my grip on her throat. I grab her lush, round ass with my free hand, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against my chest, sending electric shockwaves through my entire body.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers find their way to my hair, tugging sharply as she whimpers. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The bed grinds against the floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

"Only me," she demands between gasps, her eyes locked on mine. "Promise me. Only me from now on."

I don't answer—we both know it would be a lie. Instead, I kiss her roughly, biting her lower lip hard enough to draw blood, my hips never slowing their relentless pace. In this moment, with my plan in motion and chaos about to engulf the White House, I'm content to lose myself in Angelina's body, to let her believe she's the one I choose over all others.

At least until the storm breaks and we see what new opportunities arise from the wreckage.

I'm pounding into Angelina with relentless force, her body writhing beneath mine in approaching ecstasy, when my peripheral vision catches the digital clock on the nightstand—it's been nearly two hours since I sent the emails. Enough time for verification, for executive decisions to be made, for the story to break. Without breaking my rhythm, I reach for the remote control on the bedside table, my cock still buried deep inside her as I hit the power button. The wall-mounted TV flickers to life, automatically tuned to a 24-hour news network. Angelina starts to protest, confused by my sudden interest in television during sex, but her words die in her throat as the somber-faced anchor appears on screen, the red "BREAKING NEWS" banner flashing below him.

"Breaking news: a scandal of unprecedented proportions is rocking the White House this morning," the anchor announces, his voice deliberately grave. "We must warn viewers that the information we're about to share is of an extremely sensitive and explicit nature."

I wrap my hand around Angelina's throat, my grip tightening just enough to keep her attention split between the brutal fucking I'm giving her and the unfolding destruction on screen. The anchor continues, explaining that multiple news outlets have received what appears to be authentic video footage of First Lady Elizabeth Davis engaged in explicit sexual activities with an unidentified man in what experts have confirmed is the Lincoln Bedroom of the White House.

The screen shows a heavily censored still image from my video—pixelated in strategic areas but unmistakably Elizabeth on her knees, her face and copper hair clearly visible despite the digital blurring of her exposed body and the cum on her face. Even with the censorship, there's no doubt about who it is or what she's doing.

"Richard," Angelina gasps, her eyes wide with shock as she looks from the screen to my face, comprehension dawning in her expression. "Did you—"

I cut her off with a particularly hard thrust that drives the breath from her lungs, my hips slamming against hers with enough force to make the headboard bang against the wall. "Watch," I command, nodding toward the TV where a panel of stunned experts has joined the anchor, their faces masks of disbelief as they struggle to maintain professional composure while discussing what the anchor keeps referring to as "the graphic and humiliating video."

"The White House has not yet responded to our requests for comment," the anchor continues, "but sources close to the administration describe the mood as 'apocalyptic' as staff attempt to manage what may be the most devastating presidential scandal in American history."

Angelina's body tenses beneath me as the full implications sink in, her eyes darting between my face and the unfolding news coverage. I see the moment when terror and arousal collide within her—the realization that she's currently being fucked by the same man who just destroyed the First Lady, possibly the same man in that video, the man who holds her reputation and marriage in his hands just as easily as he holds her throat.

"You did this," she whispers, not a question but an awed statement. "You fucked her and recorded it."

Instead of answering, I increase my pace, pounding into her with new intensity as I watch my handiwork unfold on national television. My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency I feel as I witness the culmination of my plan. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin.

"Tell me how much you want it," I demand, tearing my eyes away from the screen to focus on Angelina's face. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against my chest, sending electric shockwaves through my entire body as I claim her completely while the world burns around us.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her voice trembles with conflicting emotions—fear of what I'm capable of, awe at my audacity, and overwhelming lust at being fucked by a man powerful enough to bring down a presidency. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other against the backdrop of political destruction.

On screen, the news coverage intensifies as more details emerge. A legal analyst explains the potential criminal implications—privacy violations, potential security breaches, questions about how someone gained access to the Lincoln Bedroom for such purposes. A political correspondent speculates on resignation scenarios, impeachment possibilities, the end of Davis's political career. A body language expert analyzes the uncensored portions of the still image, concluding that the First Lady appears to be a "willing and enthusiastic participant" in the recorded activities.

"Look at what I've done," I growl into Angelina's ear, my voice low and dangerous. "The most powerful family in America, brought to their knees by my cock. Just like you."

The combination of my words, my relentless thrusting, and the surreal scenario unfolding around us pushes Angelina toward the edge. I can feel her body tensing beneath me, her pussy beginning to contract around my shaft as her orgasm builds. Her eyes remain fixed on the television, watching American history being rewritten in real time while the architect of that destruction pounds into her mercilessly.

"I'm going to cum," she moans, her voice tight with approaching release. "Oh god, Richard—what have you done—"

On screen, the anchor delivers the killing blow: "Sources within the White House are now confirming that emergency meetings are underway with senior staff and legal counsel. One senior official, speaking on condition of anonymity, stated bluntly that the presidency as we know it is 'over.'"

The word "over" triggers something in Angelina—a dam breaking, a final surrender. Her entire body convulses beneath me, a scream tearing from her throat as she experiences what might be the most powerful orgasm of her life. Her pussy contracts violently around my cock, milking me with spasms so intense they border on painful. The sight of her coming completely undone—not just from physical pleasure but from the perverse thrill of fucking the man who just toppled an administration—drives me over the edge as well.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The bed grinds against the floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

"I'm cumming," I growl, driving deep one final time as my release erupts inside her. Rope after rope of hot cum floods her pussy as I maintain eye contact, making her feel every pulse, every throb of my orgasm while the TV continues to narrate the unraveling of the Davis presidency in the background.

We're still joined, both gasping for breath, sweat-slicked and trembling from the intensity of our climax, when the first pounding on the door starts—frantic, urgent knocks that can only belong to one person.

"Richard! Angelina! Are you in there? Have you seen the news?" Jack's voice is pitched high with panic, a stark contrast to our post-orgasmic haze. "We need to leave immediately! The White House is in complete chaos!"

I withdraw from Angelina slowly, watching my cum leak out of her onto the expensive sheets. She looks dazed, caught between satiation and shock, her body bearing the marks of my possession while her mind tries to process what she's just participated in.

"Get dressed," I tell her calmly, already pulling on my pants with unhurried movements. "Your husband is having a meltdown."

"Richard!" Jack calls again, the knocking growing more insistent. "For God's sake, answer me!"

I walk to the door, still shirtless, and open it just enough to reveal my bare chest and tousled hair. Jack stands in the hallway, his face ashen, tie askew, looking like he's aged ten years since breakfast.

"We were just finishing a training session," I tell him with perfect composure, gesturing vaguely toward where Angelina is frantically pulling her torn dress back on. "What's happening?"

"The First Lady—there's a video—we need to get out of here before the press—" He can't even form complete sentences, his eyes darting nervously down the hallway where I can hear raised voices and hurried footsteps as the White House staff scrambles to contain the uncontainable.

"Give us two minutes," I say, closing the door in his face before he can protest.

I turn back to Angelina, who's staring at me with a mixture of fear and awe, her blonde hair a tangled mess, her makeup smeared, her dress barely holding together where I tore it.

"We should hurry home before things go crazy," I say, as if I'm not the direct cause of that coming craziness. I pull on my shirt, watching her struggle to compose herself while the TV continues to broadcast the death throes of the Davis administration—all because of a video that will never be traced back to the quarterback who was supposed to be honored today.

We exit the room, stepping out into a White House now forever changed by my calculated revenge. Behind us, the TV continues its breathless coverage of what will soon be known as the greatest scandal in presidential history, all orchestrated by the young athlete walking calmly through the chaos he created, already planning his next conquest.


Book 12


Chapter 1

I slam my cock into Angelina's tight pussy from behind, gripping her hips with bruising force as I watch her face press into the expensive silk sheets of her marriage bed. My body is still buzzing with the power I've brought back from Washington—the fall of a presidency, the conquest of a First Lady and her daughter, all by my hand and cock. And now I'm back where it all started, with my married MILF bent over and taking my teenage cock while her pathetic husband thinks I'm just her personal trainer.

"Fuck, I missed this pussy," I growl, watching my shaft disappear between her perfectly rounded ass cheeks, the contrast between my youth and her mature body making my cock throb with renewed hardness.

The master bedroom of her and Jack's mansion is as pretentious as the man himself—all designer furniture and custom silk sheets worth more than what most families spend on a month's rent. The irony isn't lost on me as I pound into his wife, turning their marital sanctuary into my personal playground. The sheets will reek of our fucking long after I'm gone, though Jack's too oblivious to ever notice.

I give her ass a vicious slap, watching the flesh jiggle and redden beneath my palm. "You're my filthy fucking slut, aren't you?" I snarl, tangling my free hand in her blonde hair and yanking back hard enough to make her neck arch at a painful angle.

"Yes! God, yes!" she gasps, her voice throaty with desire. "I'm your slut, Richard!"

For months now, I've been coming to this house under the pretense of being Angelina's personal trainer. Jack, in his infinite wisdom, thought hiring an 18-year-old quarterback to keep his wife in shape was a brilliant idea. If only he knew the kind of "workouts" we've been doing while he's away on business trips or stuck in meetings. The 40-year-old MILF with the body of a college cheerleader has been getting the kind of training her husband could never provide.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath and moans my name, causing shivers down my spine. I grip her hips tighter, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I drive into her with punishing force. Angelina's pussy works its magic on me, clenching and spasming around my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Look at you, taking my teenage cock like you were made for it," I taunt, delivering another stinging slap to her other cheek. The impact leaves a perfect red handprint on her tanned skin. "Jack ever fuck you this good?"

"Never," she moans, her words muffled by the pillow she's clutching. "He could never—oh fuck—never fuck me like this!"

I've heard the same words from Elizabeth Davis, from her daughter Tiffany, from countless women who've discovered what it means to be properly fucked by someone who knows exactly how to use what he's got. The fall of the Davis presidency is still making headlines—I saw the news playing at the airport when I landed this morning—but all I could think about was getting back inside Angelina, reclaiming what was mine before Washington.

I lean forward, my chest pressing against her back as I bite the sensitive junction between her neck and shoulder. The sharp pain makes her pussy clench around me, drawing a gasp from both of us. "You missed this cock while I was gone, didn't you? Bet you watched the news, saw what was happening, and frigged your desperate cunt thinking about me."

"Every day," she admits, turning her face so I can see her profile, her lips parted, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "I came so hard watching the scandal unfold, knowing you were there, knowing what you're capable of."

That's why we work so well together, Angelina and I. She's smart enough to recognize my power, to submit to it willingly while still maintaining her outward appearance of the perfect housewife. And I'm more than happy to give her what her meek husband can't—the thrill of being used, of being nothing more than a hole for my pleasure.

I straighten up, grabbing both her wrists and pinning them to the small of her back with one hand. The position forces her chest deeper into the mattress, her ass raised even higher. "Spread your legs wider," I command, using my knees to nudge her thighs further apart.

When she complies, I reward her with a series of deep, grinding thrusts that have her moaning into the pillow again. I can feel her body tensing, the telltale fluttering of her inner walls signaling an approaching orgasm. I reach around with my free hand, finding her clit and applying firm, circular pressure.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling her whole body begin to shake. "Cum on my cock like the desperate MILF slut you are."

Her orgasm hits with explosive force, her pussy clamping down on my shaft with almost painful intensity. She screams into the pillow, her whole body convulsing as waves of pleasure crash through her. I maintain my relentless pace, fucking her through each spasm, prolonging her climax until she's a trembling, incoherent mess beneath me.

"Good girl," I praise, slowing my thrusts to let her catch her breath. "But we're not done yet. I've got weeks of fucking to catch up on, and your husband won't be home for hours."

Washington might have given me a taste of ultimate power—bringing down a presidency with nothing more than my cock and a hidden camera—but there's something uniquely satisfying about being back here, reclaiming my first conquest. Angelina was the beginning, the wife who showed me just how easily I could take what I wanted from powerful men.

"Turn over," I command, withdrawing from her and flipping her onto her back in one smooth motion. "I want to see your face when I fill you up with my cum."

She looks up at me with a mixture of exhaustion and renewed desire, her blonde hair a tangled mess around her flushed face, her mascara smeared from tears of pleasure. The perfect picture of a well-fucked woman—and we're just getting started.

Washington might be in chaos because of me, but my conquest is far from complete. There's an entire town of wives and daughters waiting to discover what it means to be truly satisfied. And I plan to use Angelina's house—her husband's house—as the center of my new empire.

I hover over Angelina's trembling body, her legs spread wide as I position myself between her thighs again. My cock, slick with her juices, nudges against her entrance as I grab her throat with one hand, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp. "Ready for round two already?" I taunt, watching her eyes widen with a mixture of fear and anticipation. I don't wait for an answer before slamming back into her with enough force to make the headboard bang against the wall.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her back arching off the mattress as I establish a punishing rhythm. I keep my hand on her throat, feeling her pulse racing beneath my palm as I control her breath, her pleasure, her very existence in this moment.

"This is what you thought about while I was gone, isn't it?" I growl, leaning down to bite her earlobe hard enough to draw a whimper. "Getting fucked like the whore you are while your husband works to pay for this house I'm defiling you in."

Her only response is a strangled moan as my grip on her throat tightens slightly. I release her neck only to grab her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand while the other reaches down to slap her tits. The sharp sound of skin on skin fills the room, followed by her gasping inhale as pain and pleasure merge into one overwhelming sensation.

"Harder!" she begs, her hips rising to meet each thrust. "Fuck me harder, Richard!"

I'm powerless to resist her pleas. My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. The wet, obscene noises of our coupling only drive me to greater ferocity, treating her body like it's mine to use however I please—because it is.

I can feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, pressure mounting with each thrust into her willing heat. The way her pussy grips me, the sight of her writhing beneath me, her wedding ring catching the light as her hands strain against my hold—it all pushes me closer to the edge.

"I'm going to fill this married pussy," I announce, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I approach release. "Going to pump you full of teenage cum right in the bed you share with your pathetic husband."

Just as the words leave my mouth, we hear it—the distinctive sound of tires on gravel, a car pulling into the driveway. Angelina's eyes fly open, panic replacing the lust that had glazed them over.

"Shit!" she gasps, trying to scramble away from me. "That's Jack! He's not supposed to be home for hours!"

Instead of releasing her, I tighten my grip on her wrists and slam into her with renewed force. The danger, the possibility of discovery, only heightens my arousal. I laugh at her panic, the sound low and cruel in the suddenly tense atmosphere.

"Don't move," I command, pistoning into her even harder than before. "You're going to take every fucking drop."

"Richard, please!" she whispers urgently, her eyes darting toward the bedroom door. "He can't find us like this—he'll—"

I silence her with another brutal thrust that drives the breath from her lungs. "He'll what? Finally realize his wife prefers teenage cock? That she's nothing but a cum dump for the local quarterback?"

We hear the front door open downstairs, followed by the cheerful whistling that signals Jack's arrival. The familiar tune echoes up the staircase, growing louder as he presumably heads for the stairs. Angelina's entire body tenses beneath me, her pussy clenching around my cock in fear rather than pleasure.

"He's coming upstairs," she hisses, real terror in her eyes now. "Richard, I'm serious—"

"So am I," I growl, maintaining my relentless pace. The approaching footsteps and whistling only push me closer to the edge, the forbidden thrill of potentially being caught balls-deep in another man's wife sending electricity through my veins.

The whistling grows louder, Jack's footsteps now clearly audible on the stairs. I feel my orgasm approaching with unstoppable force, driven by the danger and Angelina's fear. Her struggles beneath me only enhance the sensation as I hold her down, using her body for my pleasure regardless of the consequences.

"I'm cumming," I announce, just loud enough for her to hear. "Taking what's mine."

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself deep inside her and explode, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her unprotected pussy. Each pulse sends waves of pleasure crashing through me, my grip on her wrists tightening to the point of pain as I empty myself inside her.

The whistling is right outside the door now. With superhuman speed born of panic, Angelina shoves me off her the moment my grip relaxes. I roll to the side as she yanks the covers up over both of us. I lie flat on the far side of the king-sized bed while she feigns sleep in the middle, pulling the comforter up to her chin just as the bedroom door swings open.

"Honey, I'm home! Forgot my wallet!" Jack's cheerful voice fills the room, completely oblivious to what just transpired in his marital bed. He walks in without hesitation, not even questioning why his wife would be napping in the middle of the day.

I lie perfectly still, hidden by the bulk of Angelina's body and the rumpled bedding, my heart pounding not from fear but from the sheer thrill of it all. My cock is still semi-hard, wet with our combined fluids, as I listen to Jack's footsteps crossing the room.

"Didn't mean to wake you," he says softly, his voice tender with a love and respect that I violate every time I fuck his wife. I hear the sound of him retrieving something from the dresser—his wallet, presumably—before his footsteps retreat toward the door.

The moment the door clicks shut behind him, I emerge from my hiding place, rising up on one elbow to look down at Angelina. Her eyes are wide, her chest rising and falling rapidly with adrenaline and lingering fear. My cum is already leaking from her pussy, staining the expensive sheets her husband will sleep on tonight.

"That was close," she giggles, the danger now past enough that she can find humor in our near-discovery.

"Too close," I reply, but there's no real concern in my voice. Instead, I'm already planning, calculating my next move. "Good thing I'm throwing a party tonight. A masquerade Halloween party."

Her eyebrow raises in question, but I can see the interest sparking in her eyes, replacing the fear that had gripped her moments ago.

"Jack's out of town on business tonight, so the house is ours." I run my hand possessively down her naked body, feeling her shiver beneath my touch. "I'm inviting everyone. And I mean everyone."

The possibilities stretch before us like a buffet of debauchery, and I plan to feast until I'm satisfied—which might just be never.


Chapter 2

I'm still riding the high of nearly getting caught balls-deep in Angelina when my phone buzzes in the cup holder of my car. I've just left her place after making plans for tonight's party, my body still humming with satisfaction from fucking her while her husband was in the house. I grab my phone at a red light, expecting maybe a text from one of the countless women I've conquered, but what I see makes me grin with predatory interest—a message from Coach Miller's number, but the content makes it clear who's really doing the inviting.

The text contains a picture that makes my cock stir to life again despite having just emptied myself inside Angelina. It's a stunning, leggy blonde with tits that look too perfect to be real, pouting at the camera in a pose that screams desperation for attention. She's wearing a tiny white tank top that barely contains her massive breasts, her hard nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric.

The message beneath reads: "My wife Vanessa is so proud of you for winning the championship. We'd be honored if you'd come over and let her... properly thank you for your hard work. We're very discreet."

I laugh out loud in my empty car. Coach Miller—the man who screams himself hoarse on the sidelines, who demands perfection and discipline from his players—is pimping out his trophy wife to his star quarterback. The power I hold over people never ceases to amaze me.

The light turns green, and I accelerate, already deciding to accept this unexpected invitation. I recognize the address he's sent; it's in Silver Oaks, the gated community where all the town's wealthiest residents live in their McMansions, pretending their lives aren't as empty as their marriages. I've been there before, of course—there's no shortage of bored housewives looking for a young stud to fill them up while their husbands work late.

I text back a simple "On my way" and turn my car toward Silver Oaks. The championship game was just two weeks ago—my final glorious performance as the high school quarterback before graduation. The town is still buzzing about it, my name on everyone's lips after I broke the state record for passing yards in a single game. Apparently, Coach Miller's wife has been buzzing about it too, in more ways than one.

The drive to Silver Oaks takes me through town, past all the storefronts still displaying congratulatory signs for the championship team. My face smiles back at me from posters in shop windows, the golden boy who brought glory to our small town. If only they knew what their hero was really like—how many of their wives and daughters I've had on their knees before me, begging for my cock.

I pull up to the security gate at Silver Oaks, where the guard recognizes me immediately. "Mr. Long! Congratulations on the championship!" he exclaims, already lifting the barrier without asking who I'm visiting. That's the kind of respect that comes with being me—doors literally open without question.

Coach Miller's house is one of the larger ones in the community, a sprawling Mediterranean-style mansion with a circular driveway and perfectly manicured landscaping. I park my car right in front, not bothering with any pretense of discretion. Let the neighbors see whose car is visiting the Millers on a weekday afternoon—I have nothing to hide.

I ring the doorbell and hear hurried footsteps approaching from inside. When the door swings open, I'm greeted by the sight of Coach Miller himself, looking nothing like the commanding presence he projects on the football field. Here, in his own home, he appears smaller somehow, his shoulders slightly hunched, his eyes unable to meet mine directly. He's wearing pressed khakis and a polo shirt, the uniform of middle-aged men trying to look younger than they are.

"Richard! Sir! Please, come in," he says, actually stepping back and bowing his head slightly as he gestures for me to enter.

The "sir" doesn't escape my notice—nor does the way he practically genuflects as I walk past him into the marble-floored entryway. On the field, he's "Coach" or even "Mr. Miller," and I'm just "Long." But here, in his home, with his wife waiting to service me, the power dynamic has completely shifted.

"Nice place, Coach," I remark casually, looking around at the high ceilings and expensive artwork that decorates the walls. Family photos show Miller with his blonde bombshell wife at various charity events and vacations, both of them smiling the tight, forced smiles of people who've forgotten what happiness actually feels like.

"Thank you, Richard. We're so honored you could come." Miller wrings his hands nervously, looking like he's about to sweat through his carefully pressed shirt. "Can I get you anything? A drink perhaps? Water, soda, beer?" He adds the last option with a conspiratorial whisper, as if offering alcohol to an 18-year-old is the most daring thing he'll do today, when he's about to watch that same 18-year-old fuck his wife.

"I'm good," I reply dismissively. "Where's Vanessa? Her... appreciation was mentioned."

Miller's face flushes red, a combination of embarrassment and what I recognize as arousal. "Of course, of course. She's in the living room. Right this way."

He leads me through their immaculate house, past a formal dining room with a table that could seat twenty, through a gourmet kitchen that looks like it's never been used, and into a spacious living room with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking a backyard paradise complete with pool and cabana.

As I enter the room, my eyes immediately lock onto Vanessa Miller, lounging on a white leather sectional that probably cost more than some people's cars. In person, she's even more stunning than in the photo—a living Barbie doll with impossibly long legs, a tiny waist, and tits that defy both gravity and believability. She's wearing nothing but a tiny thong and a football jersey with my number on it, the fabric barely reaching the top of her thighs.

Her eyes light up when she sees me, a predatory gleam that tells me she's been waiting for this opportunity for a long time. She uncrosses and recrosses her legs slowly, giving me a deliberate flash of the thong barely covering her clearly waxed pussy.

"Richard," she purrs, her voice a practiced blend of sex and honey. "I've been waiting to properly congratulate our championship quarterback."

I step further into the room, leaving Coach Miller hovering anxiously in the doorway. My presence seems to fill the space, dominating it just as I dominate the football field. Just as I'm about to dominate his wife while he watches.

"Is that right?" I reply, my voice deliberately casual as I approach the couch where Vanessa waits like an offering on an altar. "I think it's time we discussed exactly what form that congratulation is going to take."

Vanessa uncrosses her legs again, deliberately slower this time, making sure I get a good look at the tiny strip of fabric barely covering her pussy. "I've been such a bad girl, thinking about you on the field," she purrs, running her manicured fingers along the hem of my jersey that's stretched across her massive tits. "I think I need a real man to punish me for winning the championship without him." Her eyes flick toward her husband standing nervously in the doorway, the deliberate emasculation making my cock harden instantly.

Coach Miller shifts his weight from one foot to the other, wringing his hands like he's on the sidelines watching his team blow a fourth-quarter lead. The man who barks orders at grown men all day can barely look me in the eye as I stand before his wife. "Honey, why don't you show Richard your... appreciation," he stammers, his voice cracking on the last word.

I don't wait for a second invitation. I step forward, towering over Vanessa where she sits on the couch. Without warning, I grab a fistful of her perfectly highlighted blonde hair and yank her head back, forcing her to look up at me. The sharp gasp that escapes her glossy lips tells me everything I need to know—she likes it rough, and her husband is too much of a pussy to give her what she craves.

"On your knees," I command, my voice hard with authority. "Now."

Vanessa practically melts off the couch, sliding to the floor in front of me with practiced ease. She kneels on the plush carpet, her back straight, tits thrust forward, looking up at me with eager anticipation. Coach Miller takes a few hesitant steps into the room, settling into an armchair with a direct view of his wife about to service me.

I unbutton my jeans and lower the zipper slowly, enjoying the way Vanessa licks her lips as she watches. My cock springs free, already rock hard from the power trip of having my coach's trophy wife on her knees before me. I don't give her the satisfaction of touching it herself. Instead, I grab her hair again and pull her face toward my crotch.

"Open," I order, and her mouth falls open immediately, tongue extended like a good little cocksucker. I guide the head of my cock to her waiting lips, then thrust forward without warning, pushing halfway into her mouth in one stroke.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath around my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She takes me deeper, her lips stretching wide around my girth. I grip her hair tightly, my fingers wrapping around the blonde strands with surprising strength as I stroke in and out of her mouth, making my breath catch in my throat. Vanessa's skillful tongue works its magic on me, swirling and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" Coach Miller asks from his chair, his voice tight with a mixture of humiliation and arousal as he watches his wife take my cock.

"Your wife's a better cocksucker than she is a football coach's wife," I reply coldly, not even bothering to look at him as I thrust deeper into Vanessa's eager mouth. "Maybe if you spent less time on play diagrams and more time teaching her how to properly swallow cock, she wouldn't need to invite high school boys over."

The insult lands exactly as intended—Miller shifts uncomfortably in his seat, but his hand moves to his crotch, rubbing himself through his khakis as he watches his wife being degraded. Vanessa moans around my cock at my words, the vibration sending waves of pleasure up my spine.

I tighten my grip on her hair and begin thrusting more forcefully, watching as her mascara starts to run from the tears forming in her eyes. "That's it," I encourage as she gags slightly. "Choke on it. Show your husband how a real man's cock deserves to be worshipped."

Vanessa's hands come up to grip my thighs, not pushing me away but pulling me closer, urging me to use her throat however I want. Saliva builds at the corners of her mouth, eventually spilling down her chin and onto the jersey with my number on it. The wet, obscene sounds of her enthusiastic blowjob fill the living room, punctuated by her occasional gag when I push particularly deep.

From the corner of my eye, I can see Coach Miller now openly palming himself through his pants, his breathing becoming more ragged as he watches his wife debase herself. The power I hold over both of them is intoxicating—the man who commands respect on the football field reduced to a voyeur in his own home, stroking himself as I face-fuck his wife.

"You like being used like this, don't you?" I demand, looking down at Vanessa's tear-streaked face. "The coach's perfect wife, on her knees choking on teenage cock while her husband watches. What would the other football moms think if they could see you now?"

She can only respond with a muffled moan, her mouth too full of my cock to form words. I thrust deeper, feeling the back of her throat constrict around my head, watching her eyes water as she fights her gag reflex. Her hands move from my thighs to my ass, pulling me deeper, silently begging for more despite—or perhaps because of—her discomfort.

"Fuck her mouth, Richard," Coach Miller encourages from his chair, his voice strained. "She loves it rough."

"I don't need you to tell me how to fuck your wife," I snap, not breaking my rhythm. "Shut the fuck up and watch. That's all you're good for."

I grab Vanessa's head with both hands now, holding her skull firmly as I begin to thrust with punishing force. Each forward movement drives my cock deeper into her throat, making her gag and choke around my length. Spit and pre-cum drip down her chin, soaking the front of the jersey as I use her mouth like a personal fleshlight.

"This is what a champion deserves," I growl, making sure Miller can hear every word. "This is my reward for carrying your pathetic excuse of a team to victory."

Vanessa's hands drop from my ass to between her own legs, her fingers pushing aside the tiny thong to rub her clearly soaking pussy. The sight of her pleasuring herself while being throat-fucked sends another surge of arousal through me. She's getting off on this—on being used in front of her husband, on being nothing more than a hole for my pleasure.

I pull out suddenly, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the head of my cock. She gasps for breath, her chest heaving, makeup completely ruined, looking every bit the well-used slut she is. Before she can recover, I slap my wet cock against her face, leaving shiny trails across her cheeks and forehead.

"Who owns this mouth?" I demand, gripping her chin to force her to look up at me.

"You do," she pants, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "Please, use me however you want."

I glance at Coach Miller, who's watching with a mixture of shame and undeniable arousal, his hand still working inside his pants. "Did you hear that, Coach? I own your wife's mouth. And I'm just getting started with what else I own."

I grab Vanessa by her hair again, yanking her to her feet with enough force to make her gasp. Without a word, I spin her around and bend her over the back of the white leather couch, positioning her so she's facing directly toward her husband. Her ass, barely covered by the tiny thong, is presented to me like an offering, while her face is turned toward Coach Miller, ensuring he'll see every expression of pleasure and pain I wring from her.

"Watch closely, Coach," I command, hooking my finger under the string of her thong and pulling it aside rather than removing it completely. The sight of her exposed, glistening pussy with that thin strip of fabric still clinging to one side is somehow more degrading than if she were completely naked. "You see this, Coach?" I growl at Miller as I slap my cock against her entrance, coating myself in her abundant wetness. "This is how a real man fucks your wife. This is my reward."

Miller just nods weakly from his armchair, his hand still working inside his pants as he stares with a pathetic mixture of shame and arousal. His wife is bent over their expensive furniture, about to be fucked by his star player, and all he can do is watch and jerk off like the cuckold he is.

I position my cock at Vanessa's entrance and thrust forward with brutal force, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. The impact drives her forward against the couch, a scream tearing from her throat that fills their cavernous living room.

"Oh my GOD!" she cries out, her knuckles turning white as she grips the leather for support. "You're so fucking big!"

Her pussy clamps down around me like a vise, hot and tight and so wet it makes obscene squelching sounds as I immediately establish a punishing rhythm. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair with one hand, yanking her head back so she's forced to look at her husband as I claim her body.

"Look at him," I command, my other hand coming down hard on her ass cheek, leaving a bright red handprint. "Look at your pathetic husband while a real man fucks you."

Vanessa's eyes lock with Miller's, her face contorting with pleasure as I pound into her from behind. Each thrust forces a grunt or gasp from her lips, the sounds growing louder and more desperate as I increase my pace.

"Is this what you wanted, Coach?" I taunt, delivering another sharp smack to Vanessa's other ass cheek. "To see your trophy wife get railed by the star quarterback? To know she's taking a cock bigger and better than yours?"

Miller doesn't answer, but the flush spreading across his face and the rhythmic movement of his hand in his pants tell me everything I need to know. He's getting off on his own humiliation, on watching his wife being used by someone younger, stronger, and more dominant than himself.

I grab Vanessa's hips with both hands now, digging my fingers into her flesh hard enough to leave bruises as I slam into her repeatedly. The force of my thrusts pushes her against the couch with each impact, the expensive furniture sliding slightly on the hardwood floor.

"Tell your husband how it feels," I demand, punctuating my command with a particularly deep thrust that makes her gasp. "Tell him what a real cock feels like."

"It's so good," she moans, her voice breaking as I maintain my relentless pace. "So big... filling me up... fuck!"

The power I hold over both of them is intoxicating. I've reduced the commanding presence of Coach Miller to nothing more than a voyeur in his own home, watching as I take complete ownership of his wife. And Vanessa, the picture-perfect football wife who smiles for photos at charity events and team dinners, is now bent over her own furniture, being used like the whore she truly is.

"Harder!" Vanessa pants, her nails digging into the leather couch. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

I'm powerless to resist her pleas. My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. The wet, obscene noises of our coupling fill the room, providing a soundtrack to Miller's humiliation.

"Look at your slutty wife," I say to Miller, who hasn't taken his eyes off us for a second. "Begging for more while you sit there jerking your pathetic dick. This is why you invited me here, isn't it? Because you can't fuck her like she needs to be fucked."

I release one of Vanessa's hips to deliver another stinging slap to her ass, watching the flesh jiggle and redden beneath my palm. She cries out, but pushes back against me, meeting my thrusts with equal force.

"You're nothing but a fucking whore," I tell her, grabbing her hair again and pulling her head back at a painful angle. "A cock-hungry slut who needs a teenager to fuck her properly because her husband is useless."

"Yes!" she agrees immediately, her voice breaking with need. "I'm your whore! Fuck me like the slut I am!"

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The couch grinds against the floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

Coach Miller watches with glazed eyes as his wife is thoroughly defiled on their expensive furniture. I can see the wet spot forming on the front of his khakis where he's already cum in his pants like the pathetic excuse for a man he is. But he doesn't look away—he can't—transfixed by the sight of his perfect wife being transformed into my personal plaything.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" Vanessa cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Vanessa," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hair growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

I reach around with my free hand, finding her clit and rubbing it in tight circles as I continue to pound into her from behind. The dual stimulation pushes her over the edge almost immediately, her body tensing beneath me as waves of pleasure crash through her.

"I'm cumming!" she screams, loud enough that I'm sure the neighbors can hear through the expensive windows. "Oh God, I'm cumming on your cock!"

Her pussy contracts violently around my shaft, squeezing me with incredible force as her orgasm tears through her. I maintain my relentless pace through her climax, prolonging it, feeling her tremble and shake beneath me as pleasure overwhelms her.

"That's it," I encourage, not slowing as she comes down from her peak. "Cum for me. Show your husband what a real man can do to you."

Vanessa collapses forward onto the couch, her body limp with satisfaction, but I'm not done with her yet. I pull her back up by her hair, forcing her to arch her back as I continue to drive into her oversensitive pussy, ensuring that Coach Miller can still see every expression that crosses her face.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, delivering another stinging slap to her already reddened ass. I grab her lush, round cheeks, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" she begs, her words barely coherent through her gasps and moans. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

Coach Miller shifts in his chair, his eyes never leaving the spot where my cock disappears inside his wife. The knowledge that I'm fucking her better than he ever has, that she's cumming harder than she ever has with him, is written all over his face—a mixture of jealousy, arousal, and complete submission to his place in the hierarchy. He knows now, without a doubt, who the real man is in this room.

I feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, pressure mounting with each thrust into Vanessa's tight heat. I could easily pump her full of cum, marking her insides as my territory, but Coach Miller suddenly finds his voice from the armchair where he's been watching.

"Please, sir," he whimpers, his voice barely audible above the wet slapping sounds of sex. "Cum on her face. She... she likes that."

The "sir" makes me smirk—my football coach, the man who's supposed to command my respect on the field, now begging me to defile his wife in yet another way. The request isn't surprising; men like Miller always want to see their wives debased, covered in another man's seed. It's the ultimate visual confirmation of their own inadequacy, and apparently, Coach Miller craves that particular humiliation.

"You want to see your wife's face covered in my cum?" I ask, maintaining my brutal pace as Vanessa moans beneath me. "You want to watch her lick up a teenager's load like the whore she is?"

"Yes," Miller admits, his eyes fixed on where my cock disappears inside his wife. "Please."

I don't bother responding to his pathetic begging. Instead, I give Vanessa a few final, punishing thrusts before pulling out completely. She whimpers at the sudden emptiness, her pussy gaping slightly, glistening with her arousal. Without a word, I flip her onto her back on the couch, throwing her legs over the backrest so she's splayed open, her head hanging slightly off the seat cushion.

I climb onto the couch, straddling her chest, my cock positioned just inches from her face. Her mascara is completely ruined, black streaks trailing down her cheeks from the rough face-fucking earlier. Her lips are swollen, her hair a tangled mess—she already looks thoroughly used, and I haven't even finished with her yet.

"Open wide," I command, gripping my shaft and beginning to stroke it rapidly. "Don't you dare close your eyes. I want you looking at me when I cover that pretty face."

Vanessa obeys immediately, her mouth falling open, tongue extended, eyes locked on mine as I work myself toward release. She reaches up to cup my balls with one hand, the gentle pressure and massage contrasting with my rough strokes.

My eyes roll back into my head as I feel my orgasm approaching, causing shivers down my spine. I grip my cock tightly, my fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as I stroke up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. The sight of Coach Miller's wife beneath me, eagerly awaiting my cum, works its magic on me, bringing me right to the edge.

"Here it comes," I growl, my voice thick with approaching release. "Take it all like a good slut."

With a final grunt of pleasure, I explode—the first thick rope of cum landing across her right cheek and into her blonde hair. The second paints a white stripe across her parted lips and chin, some landing on her tongue which she immediately swallows. I continue stroking, directing each subsequent burst to ensure maximum coverage—across her nose, her forehead, her left cheek—before the final pulses decorate her massive tits with streaks of white that begin to run down the slopes of her perfect mounds.

By the time I'm spent, Vanessa's face and chest are thoroughly coated with my seed, her once-perfect features now a mess of white streaks and smears. She looks up at me with a mixture of exhaustion and satisfaction, her tongue darting out to lick away the cum that's within reach of her mouth.

I reach down, using my index finger to collect a particularly large glob of cum from her cheek. Without warning, I push my finger into her mouth, making her taste my seed directly.

"Clean it," I order, watching as she obediently sucks my finger, her eyes never leaving mine as she performs this final act of submission.

From the corner of my eye, I can see Coach Miller has moved closer, standing at the end of the couch to get a better view of his cum-covered wife. The front of his khakis is stained with his own release, but he's still staring with a mixture of awe and humiliation at what's transpired in his living room.

I climb off the couch and off Vanessa, tucking myself back into my jeans with casual indifference. I don't offer to help clean her up or ask if she's satisfied—we all know this wasn't about her pleasure, but about my dominance and Miller's submission.

"Thanks for the reward, Coach," I say, zipping up my jeans and straightening my shirt as if I've just finished a routine workout instead of destroying his marriage. "Good to know my hard work on the field is appreciated."

Miller nods weakly, unable to form words as he stares at his wife—the woman he married, the mother of his children, now lying exhausted on their expensive couch with another man's cum drying on her face and tits. The jersey with my number on it is rumpled and stained, a perfect symbol of how thoroughly I've claimed her.

"You might want to clean her up," I suggest with a smirk. "Unless you want the maid to see what you two get up to when no one's around."

Vanessa doesn't move, still spread across the couch in a post-orgasmic haze, cum dripping from her face onto the white leather that will likely never come completely clean. She's marked now—my territory—and both she and her husband know it.

I walk toward the door without another word, not bothering to look back at the devastation I've left in my wake. Coach Miller follows me like a trained dog, opening the front door with trembling hands.

"Will you... come back sometime?" he asks, his voice barely above a whisper.

I laugh, the sound harsh and dismissive. "Maybe. If I get bored. Or maybe I'll send some of my teammates over instead. Vanessa looks like she could handle a whole offensive line."

The color drains from his face at the suggestion, but I can see the spark of arousal in his eyes at the same time—the conflicting emotions of a true cuckold who both fears and craves his own humiliation.

I step outside into the afternoon sun, breathing in the fresh air that doesn't smell like sex and submission. My phone buzzes in my pocket—probably Angelina confirming details for tonight's party. I've got a full schedule ahead of me: a masquerade party where I'll likely add several more conquests to my list, maybe even some mothers and daughters together if I play my cards right.

"See you at practice, Coach," I call over my shoulder as I walk to my car, not bothering to wait for his response. Behind me, the door closes on a broken man returning to his cum-covered wife, left to clean up the mess I've made of both her and their marriage.

As I drive away from Silver Oaks, I'm already thinking about who might show up at tonight's party. The coach's wife was just an appetizer—the main course is yet to come. In this town, I'm the king, and every woman is mine for the taking. Their husbands, fathers, and boyfriends might not know it yet, but they'll all end up just like Coach Miller—watching from the sidelines as I claim what's rightfully mine.


Chapter 3

I step through the doors of the high-end costume shop, the bell above the door announcing my arrival with a soft chime. My body still hums with the afterglow of conquest—Coach Miller's trophy wife bent over her own couch, her husband watching from the sidelines as I claimed what was mine. Power courses through my veins like a drug, heightening my awareness of everything around me: the rich scent of leather masks and costumes, the soft lighting casting shadows across ornate displays, and the pretty brunette behind the counter who suddenly freezes when she sees me walk in. Her eyes widen with recognition, her lips parting slightly in that familiar look I've come to know so well—pure, unadulterated want.

The shop is empty except for us, the late afternoon lull perfect for my purposes. I need a mask for tonight's party at Angelina's—something simple but effective. The girl behind the counter can't be more than twenty, a college student working part-time judging by the textbook hastily shoved under the counter as I approached. She's cute in that girl-next-door way, with a tight little body barely contained by her store uniform: a black button-up shirt strained across perky tits and skinny jeans that hug her ass in all the right ways.

"Can I help you find something?" she asks, her voice hitching slightly. She tucks a strand of brown hair behind her ear, a nervous gesture that makes my cock stir. The nametag pinned to her shirt reads "Chloe."

I approach the counter with deliberate slowness, enjoying the way her eyes track my movement like prey watching a predator. "I need a mask," I tell her. "For a party tonight."

"Oh my god," she suddenly blurts out, a blush creeping up her neck. "You're Richard Long, aren't you? The quarterback? I was at the championship game last Friday—you were amazing!"

I smile, not bothering with false modesty. "Thanks. It was a good game."

"Good?" Her eyes practically sparkle with admiration. "You broke the state record! Everyone's talking about you!" She comes around the counter, forgetting whatever professional distance she was trying to maintain. "I can't believe you're actually in our shop! I'm like, your biggest fan!"

The way her eyes roam over my body tells me she's a fan of more than just my football skills. I can practically see the fantasies playing out behind those eager eyes—the same fantasies that countless women before her have turned into reality in my presence.

"I'm Chloe," she adds unnecessarily, pointing at her nametag. "So what kind of mask are you looking for? We have everything from basic to really elaborate ones."

"Something simple," I reply, watching her eyes follow my hands as I gesture. "Black, classic. Nothing too flashy."

"For a masquerade, right?" She bites her lower lip, clearly trying to imagine me in formal wear with a mask. "I have some amazing Venetian-style ones that would look incredible on you. They're over here."

She leads me to a display of handcrafted masks, her ass swaying in front of me like a metronome. I could reach out and grab it right now if I wanted to—she'd probably thank me for it—but I hold back, enjoying the anticipation, the game of it all.

"These are handmade in Italy," she explains, picking up a simple black mask with subtle silver accents around the eyes. Her fingers caress the smooth surface almost lovingly. "The craftsmanship is incredible."

I take it from her, our fingers brushing briefly. I don't miss the slight intake of breath, the way her pupils dilate at the contact. "I'll try this one," I decide.

"Great choice. It'll really bring out your eyes," she gushes, then seems embarrassed by her enthusiasm. "Um, the dressing rooms are in the back if you want to try it on properly. You need to make sure the strap fits correctly."

"Lead the way," I tell her, letting my voice drop slightly lower, watching her reaction.

She practically trips over herself to guide me to the back of the store, past racks of elaborate costumes and accessories. The dressing room is small but private, with a full-length mirror and a narrow bench along one wall.

"Here you go," she says, holding the curtain open for me. "If you need any help with the adjustment, just let me know. Those straps can be tricky sometimes."

I brush past her deliberately, making sure our bodies touch. "Thanks, Chloe. I might need that help."

The curtain closes behind me, and I'm alone in the small space. I strip off my shirt, figuring it'll give her something to look at when she inevitably finds an excuse to check on me. The mask fits perfectly against my face, the black leather contrast making my eyes look even more intense. I secure the strap behind my head, adjusting it slightly to sit comfortably.

The effect is striking—mysterious and dangerous. The mask covers just the upper half of my face, emphasizing the sharp line of my jaw and the fullness of my lips. I look like a predator, which is exactly what I am. The thought makes my cock twitch in anticipation.

I examine myself in the mirror, turning to see the effect from different angles. With my shirt off, the mask adds an air of dangerous mystique to my already imposing physique. Tonight's party is going to be a hunting ground, and I'm dressed for the kill.

Just as I expected, a soft knock interrupts my thoughts. "Richard?" Chloe's voice is barely above a whisper. "It's just me, Chloe. I need to check if the strap is adjusted right."

The eagerness in her voice is transparent, but I appreciate the initiative. She's making this almost too easy—but then again, they always do. I wait a moment before answering, letting her anticipation build.

"Come in," I finally say, not bothering to put my shirt back on. "I think the strap might be a little tight."

Chloe slips into the tiny dressing room, her eyes wide as they take in my bare chest. The space is so small that I can feel the heat radiating from her body, smell the sweet vanilla of her perfume. She swallows hard, a flush creeping up her neck as she stares at me through the mirror.

"Let me see," she whispers, her voice husky with barely contained desire.

She steps closer, close enough that her breasts brush against my back as she reaches up to touch the strap of my mask. Her fingers are cool against my skin, deliberately lingering as they trace the leather band around to the back of my head.

"It needs to be snug, but not too tight," she explains, her breath warm against my neck as she stands on her tiptoes to reach. "We want it to stay on all night."

Her words carry a double meaning that makes my cock stir in my jeans. I watch her in the mirror, enjoying the way her eyes keep dropping to my chest, my abs, and lower. She's not even trying to hide her interest anymore.

"How does that feel?" she asks, her fingers still tracing the strap, touching the sensitive skin at the nape of my neck.

"Good," I tell her, my voice deliberately low. "Your hands are very... skilled."

She bites her lower lip, gathering courage. "I'm good with my hands," she says, then surprises me by letting her fingers trail down from the mask strap to my shoulder, then across my chest. Her touch is light, almost reverential, as she traces the definition of my muscles. "So strong," she murmurs, more to herself than to me.

I turn to face her, forcing her to step back slightly in the cramped space. The mask enhances the intensity of my gaze, making her breath catch visibly. "The mask looks perfect," I tell her, watching her pupils dilate. "What else can you help me with, Chloe?"

Her hand, which had been hovering uncertainly between us, moves with sudden decisiveness to my stomach, her fingers tracing the line of hair that disappears into my jeans. She follows it down until her palm is pressing against the prominent bulge straining against the denim.

"Oh my god," she breathes, her eyes widening as she feels the size of me. "I knew you'd be big."

Her hand applies gentle pressure, stroking me through my jeans. My cock responds immediately, hardening further under her touch. I make no move to stop her, simply watching her face as she explores me, enjoying the power I hold in this moment.

Without a word, Chloe drops to her knees in front of me, her eyes never leaving mine as she sinks down. The position of supplication, of worship, suits her. Her fingers fumble with my belt buckle, trembling slightly with eagerness or nervousness—probably both.

"I've thought about this," she confesses, working my zipper down. "Ever since I saw you play. I used to imagine what it would be like to..."

She trails off as she frees my cock from my boxers, her words failing her as she takes in the size of me. Her eyes go round, her mouth forming a perfect O of surprise and desire. I'm used to this reaction—women always underestimate just how big the star quarterback really is, even when they're expecting something impressive.

"Jesus," she whispers, wrapping her hand around the base. Her fingers can't quite close around my girth. "It's huge."

I say nothing, letting her admire me, letting the anticipation build. Her other hand joins the first, stroking slowly up my shaft with a gentle pressure that tells me she's done this before, but not with anyone my size.

When she finally leans forward and takes the head into her mouth, my eyes roll back into my head as she exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She sucks gently at first, just the tip, her tongue swirling experimentally around the sensitive ridge. Her inexperience with a cock my size is evident, but her enthusiasm makes up for it.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice thick with pleasure. "Take more."

She responds by sliding her lips further down my shaft, taking as much as she can, which isn't even half my length. I can feel her struggling to accommodate me, her jaw stretching uncomfortably wide. The sight of her pretty face distorted around my cock sends a surge of power through me.

I grab a fistful of her brown hair, not roughly, but firmly enough to let her know who's in control. "Relax your throat," I instruct, guiding her head forward slightly. "Breathe through your nose."

She whimpers around my cock but does as she's told, relaxing her jaw and throat muscles. I push forward gently, feeding her another inch, feeling the tight constriction of her throat as she struggles not to gag. Her eyes water, but she doesn't pull away.

"Good girl," I murmur, starting a slow rhythm, guiding her head back and forth on my cock. "That's how you suck a real man's cock."

She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes what she can't fit in her mouth, making my breath catch in my throat. Chloe's eager mouth works its magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers when I allow her to pull back for a breath, her voice sultry and enticing despite her inexperience.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore Chloe's irresistible body, as they find their way to her hair, gripping it tighter as I begin to take more control. I give it a tug, feeling her moan around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine.

"Take it deeper," I command, my voice rough with desire. Her eyes widen, but she obediently opens wider, relaxing her throat as I push forward with more force. She gags as I hit the back of her throat, but I don't relent, holding her in place for a moment before allowing her to pull back.

"Ah, fuck," I groan as she chokes slightly, tears forming at the corners of her eyes. The mascara begins to run, black streaks marking her submission. She pulls back, gasping for air, but immediately returns to her task, determined to please me.

I tighten my grip on her hair and begin to thrust more deliberately, fucking her face with increasing intensity. Each forward motion makes her gag, her throat convulsing around my cockhead in a way that sends waves of pleasure through me. Saliva builds rapidly, running from the corners of her mouth down her chin in thick rivulets.

The wet, sloppy sounds of her choking fill the small dressing room—obscene, desperate noises that only fuel my dominance. She's making no effort to be quiet, apparently unconcerned about who might hear her getting face-fucked in the back of the shop.

"That's it," I growl, feeling my pleasure mounting as I use her mouth. "Take it all."

Her hands move to grip my thighs, not pushing away but pulling me closer, urging me deeper despite her obvious discomfort. The college shop girl, on her knees in a dressing room, choking on the cock of the town's star quarterback—and loving every second of it.

I hear voices from somewhere in the store—another customer has entered, breaking the private bubble of our encounter. But rather than stopping, the danger of discovery only heightens my arousal. I continue thrusting into Chloe's eager mouth, watching her eyes widen at the realization we might be caught.

The thought of someone pulling back the curtain to find her on her knees, mascara streaking down her face, my cock buried in her throat—it's almost enough to push me over the edge. But I have other plans for Chloe before I'm finished with her.

I pull back, withdrawing my cock from Chloe's swollen lips with a wet pop. Her face is a mess—mascara streaking down her cheeks, lips reddened and puffy from the rough treatment. She looks up at me with dazed eyes, still on her knees, waiting for instruction. Without a word, I grab her arm and haul her to her feet, spinning her around to face the small bench in the dressing room. "Bend over," I command, my voice low and dangerous. She complies immediately, bracing herself on the bench, her ass pushing back toward me in blatant invitation.

I run my hands over her hips, feeling the curve of her ass through her tight jeans. She's breathing heavily, her anticipation palpable in the small space. I don't waste time with gentleness—I grab the waistband of her jeans and yank them down in one swift motion, taking her panties with them. The garments catch around her thighs, restricting her movement. Perfect.

"Oh god," she gasps as the cool air hits her exposed skin. Her pussy is soaking wet, glistening in the dressing room's harsh light. My cock throbs at the sight, still slick from her mouth.

"You're fucking drenched," I observe, running a finger through her folds, collecting her arousal. "Sucking cock really gets you going, doesn't it?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice small and breathless. "Please, Richard..."

I press the head of my cock against her entrance, teasing her, watching her squirm with need. "Please what?" I demand, enjoying her desperation.

"Please fuck me," she whimpers, trying to push back against me, but the jeans around her thighs limit her movement. "I've wanted this for so long."

With a single powerful thrust, I drive my cock into her, burying myself to the hilt. The sudden invasion forces a strangled cry from her throat that echoes in the small space. I clamp my hand over her mouth immediately, muffling the sound.

"Quiet," I hiss into her ear, my body pressed against her back. "Unless you want everyone in the store to hear what a slut you are."

Her pussy clenches around me at the degrading word, revealing just how much she gets off on being called names. I start moving, establishing a hard, fast rhythm that has the bench creaking beneath us. Each thrust drives her forward, her hands scrambling for purchase on the smooth surface.

I grab a fistful of her hair with my free hand, yanking her head back to arch her spine, changing the angle of penetration. The new position lets me hit spots that have her moaning into my palm, her body trembling with each impact.

From somewhere in the store, I hear voices—another customer talking to someone, maybe another employee. The footsteps sound like they're getting closer to the dressing area. Chloe's body tenses around me, her pussy squeezing my cock as fear mingles with her arousal.

"Someone's coming," she whispers against my palm, panic in her voice.

"So am I, if you keep squeezing me like that," I growl, not slowing my pace. In fact, I increase it, the danger of discovery only making my cock harder, my thrusts more savage.

The footsteps pause just outside the dressing area. I hear a woman's voice asking about sizes of some costume. Chloe's entire body is rigid with tension now, but I continue pounding into her, one hand still clamped firmly over her mouth to stifle her involuntary moans.

As my cock disappears inside of her, I gasp around her neck, my hips pumping. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Chloe's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her nails dig into the bench, urging me on. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the tiny space, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

"Harder, baby!" she pants against my palm, her words muffled but the desire clear. "Give it to me harder!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Chloe's own breathy moans vibrate against my hand, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

Chloe's hands grip both sides of the bench, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly against my palm, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy but thankfully muffled by my hand. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Chloe," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hair growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

The footsteps finally move away from the dressing area, but the close call has heightened everything. My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency I feel. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, my voice a harsh whisper in her ear. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. She's so petite that I can almost wrap my hands around her entire waist, controlling her movements completely.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers grip the edges of the bench, her knuckles white with the strain. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The bench grinds against the floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out against my hand, making me even hungrier for more.

I feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, a familiar tightening that signals I'm close. I could easily empty myself inside her—she seems the type to be on birth control—but the thought of marking her, of leaving her with a visible reminder of our encounter, is too appealing to resist.

"I'm going to cum," I warn her, my rhythm growing erratic as I approach the edge. "Going to cover that perfect ass with my load."

She whimpers in response, pushing back against me with renewed enthusiasm. I can feel her own orgasm approaching in the way her pussy pulses around my cock, the fluttering contractions signaling she's close.

With a final thrust, I pull out completely, my cock slapping wetly against her ass as I take myself in hand. I stroke rapidly, aiming at her back as the pressure builds to an unbearable peak. With a guttural groan, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting across her lower back and ass. The first spurt reaches all the way up to her shoulder blades, the rest painting her ass in stripes of white that immediately begin to run down the curves of her flesh.

I milk every last drop onto her skin, watching with satisfaction as my seed marks her as mine, however temporarily. She's still trembling, her own orgasm having hit just as I pulled out, her face pressed against the bench as she tries to catch her breath.

I tuck myself back into my jeans, zipping up and buckling my belt while she remains bent over, cum-covered and disheveled. I remove the mask, placing it on the bench beside her head.

"I'll take it," I tell her casually, as if we've just completed a normal transaction. "You can ring me up when you're done cleaning yourself up."

She looks back at me over her shoulder, her expression a mixture of satisfaction and disbelief at my casual dismissal. "You're just... leaving me like this?"

"Thanks for the help with the fitting," I reply with a smirk, already pulling the curtain aside. "The mask is perfect."

I step out of the dressing room, leaving her there with her jeans around her thighs, my cum cooling on her skin, and the realization that she's nothing more than another conquest in a long line of women who've served my needs.

As I browse the store waiting for her to compose herself, I check my phone. A text from Angelina confirms that everything is set for tonight's party. Perfect timing. This little appetizer with Chloe has only whetted my appetite for the main course to come.


Chapter 4

I pull into Angelina's driveway just as the sun begins to set, the Venetian mask sitting on my passenger seat like a dark promise of things to come. My body still hums with satisfaction from the encounter at the costume shop, but I'm already anticipating the night ahead. Angelina's house—her husband's house—is all lit up, warm light spilling from the windows like an invitation. Like she's been waiting for me. I grab the mask and head to the front door, not bothering to knock as I step inside. It's already my territory, claimed like everything else I desire.

The house smells of expensive perfume and something cooking—preparations for tonight's party already underway. I follow the sounds of movement to the kitchen, where I find Angelina setting up a laptop on the marble counter. She's wearing a simple sundress that hugs every curve of her MILF body, her blonde hair cascading down her back in loose waves. When she turns and sees me, her face lights up with that mixture of desire and excitement I've come to expect.

"There you are," she says, her eyes dropping to the mask in my hand. "Perfect timing. Jack's calling in for his nightly check-in soon."

I smirk, placing the mask on the counter. "Is that right?"

"Mmm," she nods, a mischievous glint in her eye. "He always calls around this time when he's away. Wants to make sure his perfect little wife is behaving herself."

The irony isn't lost on either of us—Jack's oblivious wife-checking ritual occurring right before she hosts a sex party in his house. I cross the kitchen to her, sliding my hands around her waist from behind, pulling her ass against my crotch.

"And are you?" I whisper against her ear, "Behaving yourself?"

She laughs, pressing back against me. "What do you think?"

Before I can respond, a notification sound chimes from the laptop. Angelina straightens, smoothing down her dress. "That's him. Get behind me, out of the frame."

I step back, positioning myself directly behind her but just out of view of the webcam. She takes a deep breath, putting on her "wife face"—a mask more effective than any I could buy at a costume shop—and accepts the video call.

Jack's face fills the screen, tired-looking and slightly rumpled in what appears to be a generic hotel room. His thinning hair is sticking up on one side, and his glasses sit slightly crooked on his nose. The perfect picture of mediocrity.

"Hi, honey! How's the trip?" Angelina asks, her voice syrupy sweet, completely transformed from the lustful woman of moments ago.

"Exhausting," Jack sighs, launching into a detailed account of his meetings, the clients, the dinner that ran too long. His voice drones on, a monotonous backdrop to my thoughts.

I study Angelina's body from behind, admiring the way her dress hugs her ass. She shifts her weight slightly, and I know it's an invitation. Jack can't see anything below her shoulders due to the counter and the angle of the laptop.

I slide my hands slowly up the back of her thighs, under the hem of her dress. She stiffens slightly but continues nodding at whatever boring story Jack is telling. My fingers trace the edge of her lacy underwear, teasing along the waistband.

"The Johnson account is proving more complicated than we anticipated," Jack continues, completely unaware that I'm now slipping my fingers under the elastic of his wife's panties, pulling them down her thighs inch by inch.

"That sounds challenging," Angelina responds, her voice remarkably steady even as I drop to my knees behind her, lifting her dress to expose her perfect ass. She steps out of her panties without missing a beat in the conversation, widening her stance slightly to give me better access.

I lean forward, my hands spreading her ass cheeks, exposing her most intimate parts to my gaze. I can see her pussy already glistening with arousal, but it's her tight puckered hole that draws my attention. I blow gently against it, watching her body tense at the unexpected sensation.

"—and then Thompson suggested we restructure the entire proposal," Jack rambles on, completely oblivious to what's happening on the other end of the call.

I extend my tongue and trace a slow, deliberate circle around Angelina's asshole. Her body jerks slightly at the contact, but she manages to convert it into a casual shift of position. I press my face closer, my tongue flattening against her puckered entrance, applying firm pressure.

"That's... that's interesting," she manages, her voice only slightly strained. "What did you think of that idea?"

I work my tongue against her tight hole, feeling it flutter and relax under my persistent attention. My hands grip her ass cheeks, kneading the firm flesh as I continue my assault on her most forbidden entrance. She tastes clean, with a hint of expensive soap—she was expecting this, prepared for it.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a shuddering breath, causing shivers down my spine. I press my tongue harder against her asshole, feeling the resistance give way as the tip penetrates her slightly. Angelina's body responds immediately, pushing back against my face, silently begging for more.

"Everything okay, honey?" Jack asks, his voice tinged with concern, finally noticing something off about his wife's demeanor.

"Fine!" she gasps, her knuckles white where they grip the counter edge. "Just... a little heartburn!"

I smirk against her ass, rewarding her quick thinking by plunging my tongue deeper into her tight hole. At the same time, I slide my hand between her legs from behind, finding her clit with practiced ease. The dual stimulation has her legs trembling, threatening to give out beneath her.

"Did you take your medication?" Jack asks, the concern of a dutiful husband evident in his voice, completely unaware that the real cause of his wife's discomfort is my tongue buried in her ass.

"Yes, yes," she assures him, her voice higher than normal. "It'll pass in a minute."

I continue my relentless assault, my tongue circling and probing her asshole while my fingers work her clit in tight circles. Her pussy is dripping wet now, her arousal coating my fingers as I tease her. The knowledge that she's seconds away from falling apart while her oblivious husband watches only fuels my determination to push her further.

Angelina's hands grip both sides of the counter, her body rocking subtly back and forth with each movement of my tongue, meeting my rhythm. My left hand finds its way down to her dripping pussy, sliding two fingers inside her while my thumb continues to work her clit. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"What was that?" Jack asks, frowning at the screen.

"Nothing!" Angelina says too quickly. "Just... stubbed my toe a little."

I have to suppress a laugh at her increasingly desperate excuses, the vibration of my amusement transferring directly to her sensitive flesh. She reaches back with one hand, grabbing my hair in a grip that borders on painful, silently pleading with me to ease up—or perhaps to continue, it's hard to tell.

I respond by curling my fingers inside her, finding that rough, spongy spot that makes her knees buckle. At the same time, I press my tongue more firmly against her asshole, working it inside her with insistent pressure. The combination has her fighting to maintain her composure, her whole body trembling with the effort not to cry out.

"Well, I should let you go," Jack says finally, glancing at his watch. "It's getting late here, and I have an early meeting tomorrow."

"Oh, yes," Angelina manages, her voice strained. "You should get some sleep!"

"I'll call again tomorrow night," Jack promises, completely missing the look of mingled relief and frustration on his wife's face. "Well, you have a good night, honey. Don't wait up for me!"

"Goodbye!" Angelina squeaks, her finger hovering over the disconnect button as she fights the orgasm that's threatening to overtake her.

The second Jack's face disappears from the screen, Angelina slams the laptop shut and lets out a strangled moan, her body finally free to react to the pleasure I've been building. "You fucking bastard," she gasps, but there's no real anger in her voice—only desperate need.

I give her asshole a final, long lick before pulling back slightly. "Turn around," I command, already standing up behind her. "Your husband's gone. Now it's time for you to get properly fucked."

I stand up, my cock already straining against my jeans as Angelina grips the counter with white knuckles, her breathing ragged from my tongue's assault on her ass. She's trembling with need, her pussy visibly wet and swollen, ready to be filled. I take my time unbuckling my belt, enjoying how she squirms with impatience, how her body instinctively pushes back toward me in silent begging. "You want this cock?" I ask, freeing my hard length from my jeans, letting it slap against her ass cheek. "The same cock you were hiding from your husband not thirty seconds ago?"

"Yes," she hisses, looking back over her shoulder at me, her eyes glazed with lust. "Please, Richard, don't tease me anymore."

I laugh softly, running my cock up and down her slit, coating the head in her abundant wetness. "But teasing you is half the fun, especially when you're trying so hard not to let dear Jack know what a slut his wife really is."

The sight of Angelina bent over the kitchen counter sends a jolt of electricity through my entire body. Her sundress is bunched up around her waist, leaving her completely exposed from the waist down. Her back arches beautifully, her legs spread wide in an open invitation for me to claim her. My heart races as I drink in the erotic image—Angelina's flawless body on display, ready and waiting for me.

"Come on, Richard," she purrs, casting a sultry glance over her shoulder. "I need you inside me."

Without hesitation, I step forward, my hands finding purchase on her slender hips. The air around us is heavy with desire, our breaths mingling as I press myself against her. I can feel the heat radiating from her core, beckoning me closer.

"Are you ready for this?" I ask, wanting to hear her beg for it one more time.

"Just fuck me already," she pleads, her impatience evident in her voice. "Stick that big cock in my pussy."

That's all the encouragement I need. With deliberate slowness, I press the head of my cock against her entrance, watching as her body yields to the pressure, her lips parting to accept me. I push forward with tortuous restraint, entering her inch by inch, feeling her stretch around me, her body accepting the invasion with a wet heat that draws a groan from deep in my chest.

"Fuck! Richard…" Angelina moans as I sink deeper into her, her hands scrambling for purchase on the smooth marble counter. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, her pussy gripping me like a velvet vise.

"Shit, Angelina, you feel so fucking good," I grunt, my grip on her hips tightening as I continue my slow advance. Each inch brings with it a wave of pleasure that threatens to consume me entirely, sending shivers down my spine.

I take my time, making sure she feels every centimeter of my cock as it disappears inside her. The contrast between this deliberate penetration and the rushed, hidden pleasure of moments ago only heightens the sensation for both of us. I watch her face in profile, seeing the mix of ecstasy and impatience as I maintain my torturously slow pace.

"Faster," she urges, trying to push back against me, to take me deeper more quickly. "Please, I need it harder."

I tighten my grip on her hips, holding her firmly in place. "No," I tell her, my voice low and commanding. "You'll take it exactly how I give it to you. Slow, so you can feel every... single... inch."

I punctuate my words with small, shallow thrusts, never giving her the deep penetration she craves. My control over her pleasure is absolute, and we both know it. She whimpers in frustration but doesn't argue, her body surrendering to my dominance.

When I'm finally buried to the hilt inside her, I pause, savoring the moment. Angelina's pussy clenches around me, trying to draw me deeper, to encourage movement. I reach forward, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair, pulling her head back to arch her spine at a more severe angle.

"This is what you wanted while Jack was droning on about his meetings, isn't it?" I whisper into her ear, still not moving my hips. "To be bent over your kitchen counter with my cock buried inside you, stretching you open?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible. "I've been thinking about it all day."

"Such a faithful wife," I mock gently, finally beginning to withdraw, dragging my cock almost completely out of her before pushing back in with the same deliberate slowness. "Talking to your husband with another man's tongue in your ass."

The mention of her infidelity makes her pussy clench around me, a reaction I've noticed before. Her shame turns her on, adds an extra layer to her pleasure. I establish a rhythm that's calculated to drive her mad—slow, deep thrusts that let her feel every ridge and vein of my cock but never give her the hard pounding she's silently begging for.

As my cock disappears inside of her, I gasp around her neck, my hips maintaining that controlled pace. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She tries to match my rhythm, her body moving in time with mine, but I hold her firmly, preventing her from speeding things up. The wet sounds of our coupling fill the kitchen, mixing with her increasingly desperate moans.

"Please," she pants, looking back at me with pleading eyes. "Harder, please!"

"Not yet," I tell her, maintaining the same torturous pace. "I want you desperate for it first. I want you ready to scream my name when I finally give you what you need."

My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it with feather-light touches that tease rather than satisfy. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter, but still I refuse to increase my pace.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Please!" she cries out, her voice laced with frustration. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction, but I control it, channel it into maintaining my dominance.

"You're so fucking hot, Angelina," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hair growing tighter as I continue to drive into her with the same measured force. The slow rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and power.

I can feel her getting closer despite my teasing pace, her body betraying her as her pussy pulses around my shaft. I immediately ease the pressure on her clit, denying her the stimulation she needs to tip over the edge.

"Not yet," I command. "You don't get to cum until I say so."

A strangled sob of frustration escapes her throat, her body trembling with the effort of holding back her orgasm. "Please, Richard... let me cum. I need it so badly!"

"Tell me what you are," I demand, still maintaining that slow, deliberate pace. "Tell me what kind of wife talks to her husband while another man's cock is inside her."

"I'm a slut," she responds immediately, past the point of pride. "Your slut. Please, just let me cum!"

I consider her request, feeling my own orgasm building at the base of my spine despite my measured pace. Her confession, her complete submission, pushes me closer to the edge than I expected.

"Together," I decide, finally increasing the speed and force of my thrusts slightly. "You can cum when I do."

The change in rhythm draws a grateful moan from Angelina, her body responding immediately to the increased stimulation. I press harder on her clit, working it in tight circles as I drive into her with more force, but still not giving her the pounding she craves.

"Yes, yes, like that," she encourages, her voice breaking with need. The sound of our bodies meeting grows louder, more urgent, as I gradually increase the pace.

I feel the familiar tightening at the base of my spine, the pressure building with each thrust. Angelina's body is coiled like a spring beneath me, trembling on the edge of release but waiting for permission, completely under my control.

"Now," I finally growl, driving into her with full force for the first time. "Cum for me now."

The command, combined with the sudden increase in intensity, sends her over the edge immediately. Her pussy clamps down around my cock with incredible force, rippling and pulsing as her orgasm tears through her. The sensation is overwhelming, triggering my own release as I continue to thrust into her convulsing body.

We remain locked together, both of us riding out the waves of pleasure that crash through us. I maintain my grip on her hair, keeping her body arched perfectly as I fill her with each pulse of my cock. Her moans have transformed into incoherent whimpers, her body completely surrendered to the sensation.

As our orgasms begin to subside, I don't pull out immediately. I stay buried inside her, letting her feel the occasional aftershock that makes my cock twitch within her depths. My hand releases her hair, moving to stroke down her spine in an almost tender gesture—a momentary kindness before I inevitably return to using her body for my pleasure.

"That was just the warm-up," I tell her, still inside her, already planning how I'll take her next. "We have hours before the party starts, and I intend to use every minute of them."

I slowly withdraw from Angelina's still-pulsing pussy, watching her body shudder with aftershocks of her orgasm. The momentary tenderness vanishes as quickly as it appeared, replaced by a darker urge to truly claim her, to mark her as mine in the most primal way possible. Without warning, I grab a fistful of her blonde hair and yank her head back sharply.

"We're not done," I growl into her ear, feeling her body tense with anticipation. "Now I'm going to fuck you like the cheating slut you are."

A whimper escapes her lips, a sound of pure submission that only fuels my dominance. I reposition myself behind her, spreading her legs wider with my knee, forcing her to brace herself more firmly against the kitchen counter. My cock, still slick with our combined fluids, hardens rapidly as I press against her entrance once more.

"Is this what you think about when Jack fucks you?" I taunt, driving into her with a single brutal thrust that makes her cry out. "Do you close your eyes and pretend it's me stretching you open, filling you up?"

"Yes," she admits breathlessly, her honesty revealing how completely she's surrendered to me. "Always you."

I grab her hips with bruising force, pulling her back to meet each powerful thrust as I establish a punishing rhythm. Gone is the teasing slowness of before—now each movement is designed to claim, to dominate, to remind her who she really belongs to.

"You love it, don't you?" I grunt, my hips slapping against her ass with enough force to push her against the counter with each impact. "Talking to your pathetic husband while I'm balls-deep inside you."

She can only moan in response, words beyond her as I pound into her relentlessly. The wet, obscene sounds of our coupling echo in the kitchen, the slap of skin on skin creating a primal rhythm that drowns out everything else. I tighten my grip on her hair, using it like a handle to control her movements, to pull her back onto my cock with even more force.

"What would Jack think if he could see you now?" I continue, my voice rough with exertion and arousal. "His perfect wife bent over the kitchen counter, taking a teenager's cock like she was made for it, begging for more while his voice is still hanging in the air."

The mention of her husband's name makes her pussy clench around me involuntarily, a reaction that tells me everything I need to know about how much the taboo of our situation turns her on. The shame of her betrayal is its own aphrodisiac, heightening her pleasure in ways her marriage never could.

As my cock disappears inside of her, I gasp around her neck, my hips pumping with relentless force. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm now, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Angelina's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her nails dig into the marble counter, urging me on. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the kitchen, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

"Harder, baby!" she pants, her nails scratching against the smooth surface. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

The sensation of our bodies colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Angelina's own breathy moans fill the space, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

Angelina's hands grip both sides of the counter, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust, meeting my hips. My left hand finds its way down to her clit, rubbing circles around it, feeling the bead of moisture that's building there. She cries out softly, her walls gripping me tighter.

"Ah, fuck, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Angelina," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her hair growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our hips meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Ugh!" she begs, and I'm powerless to resist.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. The counter edge must be digging into her hips, probably leaving bruises that she'll have to explain away to her husband, but neither of us cares. The pain is just another layer to her pleasure, another reminder of who really owns her body.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command. I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples must be scraping against the cool marble through her dress, sending electric shockwaves through her entire body as she whimpers.

"Please, Richard... fuck me harder! I need you!" Her fingers grip the edge of the counter white-knuckled, her entire body taut with desperate need. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The counter grinds against the floor, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

I feel the familiar tightening at the base of my spine, pressure building with each thrust into Angelina's willing heat. The way her pussy grips me, the sight of her bent over her own kitchen counter, the knowledge that we're fucking in the same spot where she prepares meals for her oblivious husband—it all pushes me closer to the edge.

"I'm going to cum," I warn her, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I approach release. "Going to pull out and cover you with it."

With a final, powerful thrust, I withdraw completely, my cock slapping wetly against her ass as I take myself in hand. I stroke rapidly, aiming at her back as the pressure builds to an unbearable peak. With a guttural groan, I explode, thick ropes of cum shooting across her lower back and ass. The first spurt reaches all the way up to her shoulder blades, marking the back of her dress, the rest painting her ass in stripes of white that immediately begin to run down the curves of her flesh.

I milk every last drop onto her skin, watching with satisfaction as my seed marks her as mine, however temporarily. She's still trembling beneath me, her body rocked by another small orgasm triggered by the debasement of being covered in cum while still wearing the dress she'd spoken to her husband in.

"Look at you," I say, admiring my handiwork as cum drips down the curves of her ass, some of it sliding between her cheeks and down her thighs. "Covered in cum in your own kitchen. What would the neighbors think?"

She looks back over her shoulder, her face flushed with exertion and lingering pleasure. "They'll find out tonight," she says, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "Some of them are coming to the party."

I tuck myself back into my jeans, zipping up as I consider the possibilities of tonight's masquerade. "How many guests are we expecting?" I ask, watching as Angelina straightens up, cum still dripping down her legs as she smooths her rumpled dress.

"About thirty," she says, reaching for a kitchen towel to clean herself up. "Maybe more."

I grin at that, enjoying how my reputation precedes me. "And they're all bringing masks?"

"As instructed," she confirms, wiping my cum from her thighs. "Though I suspect many of them will be wearing masks of a different kind—pretending they're not desperate to be your next conquest."

I retrieve my Venetian mask from the counter where I'd left it, holding it up to examine it in the kitchen light. The simple black design will let me move through the crowd like a shadow tonight, selecting my prey at will, while everyone else scrambles to hide their true desires behind their own disguises.

"Perfect," I say, setting the mask down and glancing at the clock. "We have a few hours before guests arrive. Plenty of time for you to clean up... and for me to dirty you again."

Angelina smiles, a knowing look in her eyes. "I need to shower," she says, dropping the soiled towel into the sink. "Care to join me? We can discuss the... seating arrangements for tonight."

I follow her toward the master bathroom, already planning which of her friends I'll take first at the party. Tonight is just beginning, and I intend to make it a night that no one in this town will ever forget—especially the wives and daughters who will leave with my mark on them, inside them, the way Angelina does every time I visit.

Her husband's house. My playground. Just the way I like it.


Chapter 5

I survey the sea of flesh and fantasy from my makeshift throne, a large leather chair positioned in the center of Angelina's living room like a king holding court. The masquerade is in full swing around me, bodies moving through the dim light like erotic specters, faces hidden behind elaborate masks that only enhance their forbidden allure. My own Venetian mask rests comfortably against my face, turning me into a nameless god among these desperate mortals who've come to worship at my altar of pleasure. The air is thick with perfume, alcohol, and the unmistakable scent of arousal – a heady mixture that fuels the fire already burning in my veins.

Around me, women in various states of undress move through Angelina's lavish home, their inhibitions melting away behind the anonymity of their masks. Some wear little more than lingerie and heels, while others still cling to the remnants of modesty in cocktail dresses that won't last the night. Their husbands, boyfriends, and fathers are all conveniently absent – some out of town like Jack, others deliberately uninvited. Tonight, this house belongs to me, and these women belong to me. All of them.

I take a slow sip of expensive whiskey, savoring the burn as I watch a blonde in a peacock mask grinding against another woman near the fireplace, both of them casting glances in my direction to ensure I'm watching their performance. I am, but I'm not impressed enough to join them. Not yet. The night is young, and I have other games in mind first.

Angelina appears at my side, leaning down to whisper in my ear. Even in her elaborate silver mask, I recognize the curve of her lips, the scent of her skin. "Everything to your liking?" she asks, her hand resting possessively on my shoulder.

"Perfect," I reply, gesturing to the makeshift poker table set up in front of my chair. "Let's get the real entertainment started."

She smiles, turning to the crowd with practiced grace. "Ladies! Who wants to join our champion for a friendly game of poker?"

The response is immediate – eager hands raising, bodies pressing forward. I scan the offerings with a predator's eye, mentally sorting through which of these masked women I want to claim first. My gaze settles on a statuesque redhead in a gold filigree mask that does nothing to hide her full lips or the generous cleavage spilling from her low-cut top. Beside her, a petite Asian woman in a black lacquered mask catches my attention, her slender body wrapped in a tight silk dress that hugs every delicate curve.

"You two," I point, watching as they exchange excited glances. "Join me."

The crowd parts to let them through, murmurs of envy rippling through the room. The redhead takes her seat first, crossing long legs that immediately draw my attention. The Asian woman moves with delicate precision, her dark eyes gleaming with anticipation behind her mask.

"I'm a terrible poker player," the redhead purrs, her voice carrying the slight slur of someone who's had just enough champagne to lower her guard.

"Then you'd better be ready to lose," I reply, shuffling the deck with practiced ease. "This is strip poker. Every hand you lose, something comes off."

The Asian woman giggles softly, her fingers playing with the thin strap of her dress. "And if you lose?" she asks, her accent subtle but exotic.

I smirk, dealing the cards with a flick of my wrist. "I don't lose."

The game begins, and I can feel the energy in the room shift as the crowd gathers to watch. Women press closer, drinks in hand, whispering behind their masks as they observe the unfolding spectacle. The first hand goes exactly as planned – the redhead loses badly, her inexperience obvious or perhaps deliberate.

"Top," I command, not bothering to soften the order with false politeness.

She hesitates for just a moment, then reaches for the hem of her blouse, pulling it over her head with a theatrical flourish that makes her breasts bounce beneath a lacy black bra. The crowd cheers, and I see her nipples harden at the attention, visible even through the fabric.

The second hand goes to the Asian woman, who loses with a pout that seems practiced. "Dress," I tell her, watching as she stands and slowly slides the silk up her thighs, over her hips, finally pulling it off to reveal a matching bra and thong set in deep crimson.

As the game progresses, the tension in the room thickens. Both women are now topless, their bras discarded on the growing pile of clothing beside the table. The redhead's breasts are full and heavy, topped with pale pink nipples that stand at attention in the cool air. The Asian woman's are smaller but perfectly shaped, her dark nipples hard as pebbles under my gaze.

"You're good at this," the redhead comments, her eyes dropping to the substantial bulge in my pants as I deal the next hand.

"I'm good at everything," I reply, watching as she shifts in her seat, unconsciously pressing her thighs together. The movement isn't lost on me – she's getting wet just from being exposed like this, from being the center of attention.

The next hand seals the Asian woman's fate, her skirt joining the pile of discarded clothing. Her thong is barely there, a thin strip of fabric that does nothing to hide the damp patch between her legs. The redhead loses shortly after, sliding her tight skirt down her legs with a shimmy that makes every man in the room adjust himself discreetly.

My eyes roll back into my head when the Asian woman exhales a hot breath as she loses the next hand, causing shivers down my spine. I watch her slide her crimson thong down her slender legs with tantalizing slowness, revealing a perfectly waxed pussy that glistens with arousal.

The redhead is the last to surrender her final piece of clothing, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her lace panties and dragging them down with deliberate slowness. When she sits back down, completely naked except for her mask and heels, she spreads her legs just enough to give me a clear view of what she's offering.

I lean back in my throne, examining the two naked women before me like a conqueror surveying newly claimed territory. Both are flushed with arousal and embarrassment, their bodies on display not just for me but for the entire party. The knowledge that I've reduced them to this – stripped of clothing and dignity in a room full of strangers – sends a surge of power through me that's more intoxicating than any drug.

"Looks like I win," I announce, raising my glass in a mocking toast to their nakedness. The crowd around us cheers, the sound sending a visible shiver through both women as they realize just how public their exposure has become.

The night is just getting started, and I've only begun to satisfy my appetite for domination. These two are merely the first course in what promises to be a feast of submission. Behind my mask, I smile at the thought of what comes next.

The redhead leans forward, her naked breasts swaying slightly with the movement, full lips curving into a pout behind her gold mask. "I'm out of clothes," she says, her voice deliberately childlike despite the very adult display of her naked body. "What do I bet now?" Her eyes flicker to the Asian girl beside her, who's tracing slow circles around her own nipple with a perfectly manicured finger, clearly enjoying the attention of the crowd surrounding us. The question hangs in the air, thick with possibility, as everyone waits for my response.

I take my time answering, enjoying the power of the moment. My eyes travel from the redhead's full, heaving breasts to the Asian girl's smaller, perfectly formed ones, down to the naked pussies they've both so eagerly exposed. The crowd around us has grown, pressing closer, the air charged with voyeuristic excitement.

"You can bet your mouths," I finally say, my voice low and commanding, leaving no doubt about my meaning. "Both of you."

A collective gasp ripples through the onlookers. The redhead's lips part in surprise before curving into a hungry smile. The Asian girl's eyes widen behind her mask, but her tongue darts out to wet her lips in anticipation.

"Right here?" the redhead asks, glancing at the crowd surrounding us.

"Right here," I confirm, leaning back in my throne-like chair, spreading my legs slightly. "You lost. Time to pay up."

Without further hesitation, both women slide from their chairs to their knees before me, the redhead giggling with nervous excitement, the Asian girl moving with graceful purpose. The sight of these two beautiful, naked women kneeling at my feet sends a surge of power through me that makes my already hard cock throb painfully against the confines of my pants.

"Go ahead," I command, making no move to help them. "Take it out."

The Asian girl reaches for my belt first, her slender fingers working the buckle with practiced ease. The redhead joins in, unzipping my pants with slow deliberation, her eyes never leaving mine as she drags the zipper down tooth by tooth. Together, they tug my pants and boxers down just enough to free my cock, which springs up between them, fully erect and impressively large.

"Oh my god," the redhead whispers, her eyes widening at the size of me. "It's huge."

The Asian girl says nothing, but her sharp intake of breath tells me everything I need to know about her reaction. Around us, the party guests press closer, drinks in hand, masks hiding their identities but not their avid interest in the show unfolding before them.

"Ladies first," I tell the redhead, tangling my fingers in her fiery hair and guiding her toward my cock.

She doesn't resist, leaning forward eagerly to run her tongue along the underside of my shaft from base to tip in one long, slow lick. My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against the sensitive head, causing shivers down my spine. She grips my cock tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat.

"Does that feel good?" she whispers, her voice sultry and enticing.

"Hell, yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," she purrs, her eyes locked onto mine, "I'm just getting started."

She takes me into her mouth then, her lips stretching wide around my girth, her tongue working the sensitive underside as she begins to bob her head. The wet, hot suction of her mouth draws a groan from deep in my chest, loud enough that several party guests cheer in response.

As her skilled mouth continues to work its magic on my cock, my mind races with erotic thoughts and images. My hands can't help but explore her irresistible body, as they find their way to her hair, gripping it tightly as I guide her movements. I give it a tug, feeling her moan around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine.

After a minute of her enthusiastic attention, I pull her off my cock by her hair, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening head. "Your turn," I tell the Asian girl, who's been watching intently, her small hand already between her own legs.

She doesn't need to be told twice, eagerly leaning forward to replace her companion. Where the redhead was enthusiastic, the Asian girl is precise, her technique refined and deliberate as she swirls her tongue around the head before taking me deeper than I expected, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size.

"Fuck," I hiss, surprised by her skill. She takes me all the way to the base, her nose pressing against my stomach, before slowly withdrawing, her tongue working the underside of my shaft with expert pressure.

The crowd around us is growing rowdier, encouraged by my obvious pleasure. I hear whispers, gasps, the unmistakable sounds of other people getting turned on by the show we're putting on. Somewhere in the periphery of my vision, I notice other couples and groups starting their own explorations, inspired by our public display.

I grab both women by their hair, positioning them on either side of my cock. "Together now," I command, watching as they exchange glances before leaning in to share me between them.

The sight of their tongues meeting on my shaft, one pale pink, one darker, sends a jolt of pleasure through me that's almost enough to finish me then and there. They work in tandem, one licking the base while the other sucks the head, then switching, their mouths occasionally meeting in brief, saliva-slick kisses around my girth.

"Harder, baby!" I pant, my hips involuntarily thrusting upward. "Take it deeper!"

The sensation of their mouths colliding sends a shudder down my spine, and I can't help but let out a low moan. Their own breathy moans fill the small space between us, each one more erotic than the last as they mingle with the rhythmic sounds of our passionate encounter.

The redhead takes me deep into her throat, gagging slightly as the head hits the back, tears forming at the corners of her eyes and causing her mascara to run in black rivulets down her cheeks. When she pulls back, gasping for air, the Asian girl immediately takes her place, bobbing up and down rapidly, her small hands cupping my balls with surprising firmness.

"Ah, fuck, yes!" I cry out, my voice laced with ecstasy. Their enthusiastic service spurs me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot," I pant between groans, my grip on their hair growing tighter as they continue their dual assault on my cock. The primal rhythm of their bobbing heads seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

I feel the familiar tightening at the base of my spine, pressure building with each slide of their wet mouths over my sensitive flesh. I could easily finish in one of their eager throats, but I want more. I want to mark them, to leave visible evidence of their submission for everyone to see.

"I'm going to cum," I warn them, pulling both women off my cock and holding them by their hair, their faces inches from my throbbing shaft. "Open your mouths. Show me your tongues."

They comply instantly, tilting their faces up toward me, mouths open, tongues extended like obedient pets waiting for a treat. The sight of them, on their knees, masked faces upturned, completely submitting to my will, pushes me over the edge.

My thrusts grow faster, harder as I stroke myself right at the edge. My cock drives forward, and each stroke ends with the sound of my hand slapping against the base as I hold the two women in position. "Tell me how much you want it," I command, feeling my release approaching.

"Please, Richard... cum on us! We need it!" the redhead begs, her fingers digging into my thighs. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in the moment.

I give them what they want, my hand pumping with all the force I can muster. With a final grunt, I explode, the first rope of hot cum landing across the redhead's cheek and into her open mouth. I turn slightly, directing the next spurt onto the Asian girl's extended tongue and lips. I continue to stroke, painting both their faces with thick stripes of white, marking their foreheads, chins, and the bridges of their masks.

By the time I'm spent, both women are thoroughly coated, cum dripping down their cheeks and chins onto their naked breasts. The crowd around us erupts into applause and cheers, the sound washing over me like a wave of validation. The two women, still on their knees, exchange cum-covered smiles before leaning toward each other and sharing a deep, messy kiss that draws even more excited responses from our audience.

I tuck myself back into my pants, satisfied but already thinking about who will be next. The night is still young, and there are so many more women to claim before dawn breaks.


Chapter 6

The crowd disperses after my display with the two women, breaking into smaller clusters of exploration and debauchery throughout Angelina's house. I straighten my mask and zip up, surveying my domain with satisfaction as I spot couples and groups forming in darkened corners, on couches, even against walls – all inspired by the precedent I've set. My thirst momentarily slaked but nowhere near quenched, I wander through the party, accepting drinks and congratulatory touches from masked admirers. The night is still young, and I'm just getting started.

Music pulses through the house, the bass throbbing in time with my heart as I watch bodies writhing on Angelina's makeshift dance floor. The masks create an atmosphere of forbidden anonymity – neighbors, friends, perhaps even teachers from the local high school, all abandoning their public personas to indulge in the fantasy I've created for them. The power of it – knowing that tomorrow these same women will pretend not to recognize each other in grocery store aisles or at PTA meetings – sends a fresh surge of arousal through me.

I spot Angelina across the room, her silver mask catching the light as she gathers a group in the center of the living room, moving furniture to clear a space on the hardwood floor. Curious, I make my way toward her, accepting another drink from a topless brunette whose mask can't hide her desperate desire to be noticed.

"Spin the bottle!" Angelina announces, her voice carrying over the music as she holds up an empty wine bottle. "Who's feeling nostalgic for a little teenage fun?"

The irony isn't lost on me – the only actual teenager in the room being invited to play a game these adults probably haven't touched since high school. The group forms quickly, women in various states of undress settling onto the floor in a circle. Some have lost most of their clothing already, while others remain relatively covered, though not for long if I have any say in the matter.

I take my place in the circle directly across from Angelina, who gives me a knowing smirk as she places the bottle in the center. "Our champion goes first," she declares, nodding toward me.

The women titter with excitement, adjusting their positions to showcase their assets. I lean forward, giving the bottle a casual flick of my wrist, watching it spin across the polished hardwood. It rotates several times before gradually slowing, finally coming to rest pointing toward a woman in a skintight black catsuit and an ornate feathered mask.

She's older than most in the circle – a MILF with curves that strain against the confines of her outfit. Even with the mask covering half her face, I can tell she's beautiful in that polished, maintained way of women who have resources and time to perfect their appearance. Her lips, painted a deep crimson, part slightly as the bottle stops on her, her chest rising and falling more rapidly beneath the tight material of her catsuit.

"Seven minutes in heaven!" someone shouts, and the cry is immediately taken up by the rest of the circle. "Seven minutes! Seven minutes!"

The MILF in the catsuit looks at me through her mask, a mixture of nervousness and excitement evident in her body language. I stand, extending my hand to her with the confidence of someone who knows he won't be refused. She hesitates for only a second before placing her gloved hand in mine, allowing me to pull her to her feet.

"There's a walk-in closet in the hallway," Angelina informs us, pointing the way with an exaggerated wink. "Don't do anything I wouldn't do!"

The laughter that follows us down the hall is knowing and envious. Everyone in that circle wishes they were the one I'm leading away. Everyone except perhaps this woman, whose hand trembles slightly in mine. Whether from fear or anticipation, I can't tell yet – but I know which one it will be by the time our seven minutes are up.

The closet is larger than I expected, a walk-in with enough space to move around, though not enough to escape each other. A single dim bulb casts shadows across coat hangers and stored linens. I pull the woman inside and close the door behind us, the click of the latch sealing us in our private darkness.

For a moment, we stand in silence, the muffled sounds of the party penetrating the door, her breathing audible in the small space. I don't waste time with pleasantries or permission – that's not why we're here, not why she followed me into this closet.

Without warning, I push her against the wall, my hands finding her shoulders first, then sliding down to grip the high collar of her catsuit. The material is some kind of stretchy synthetic, tight but not indestructible. I grip the neckline and pull sharply, the fabric giving way with a satisfying rip that echoes in our enclosed space. Her gasp is immediate and aroused as cool air hits her suddenly exposed skin.

"What are you—" she begins, but I silence her with a rough kiss, my tongue invading her mouth the same way I'll soon invade her body. She tastes like expensive champagne and lipstick, her initial resistance melting almost immediately as her tongue meets mine.

I tear the catsuit further, ripping it open all the way down to her navel, exposing perfect breasts that defy gravity in a way that suggests surgical enhancement. I don't care – real or fake, they're mine for these seven minutes. My hands find her nipples, already hard in the cool closet air, pinching them just hard enough to make her cry out against my mouth.

"Quiet," I command, pulling back to look at her. In the dim light, her eyes are wide behind her mask, her lipstick smeared across her chin from my aggressive kiss. "Unless you want everyone to hear what a slut you are."

Her response is a whimper that sounds nothing like objection as I continue tearing at her catsuit, ripping it open further until her entire torso is exposed. The material clings to her hips, resisting my efforts until I grab it with both hands and tear it completely apart, revealing that she wears nothing underneath. Her pussy is perfectly waxed, glistening with arousal in the dim light.

The sight of her positioning herself against the closet wall sends a jolt of electricity through my entire body. She leans back against the hanging clothes, her mask still in place but her body now completely exposed through the torn remnants of her catsuit. Her legs spread slightly in an open invitation for me to claim her. My heart races as I drink in the erotic image — her flawless body on display, ready and waiting for me.

"Come on," she purrs, casting a sultry glance at my crotch. "I need you inside me."

Without hesitation, I step forward, my hands finding purchase on her slender hips. The air around us is heavy with desire, our breaths mingling as I press myself against her. I can feel the heat radiating from her core, beckoning me closer.

"Are you ready for this?" I ask, already unfastening my pants, freeing my cock which stands at attention, eager for another conquest.

"Just fuck me already," she pleads, her impatience evident in her voice. "Seven minutes isn't long."

That's all the encouragement I need. I lift one of her legs, hooking it over my arm to open her wider, positioning myself at her entrance. With a forceful thrust, I enter her, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from both of us. She's tight but wet, her body more than ready for the invasion.

"Fuck! Yes..." she moans as I sink deeper into her, her hands grabbing at my shoulders to pull me closer. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, despite the anonymity of our masks and the clandestine nature of our encounter.

"Shit, you feel so fucking good," I grunt, my grip on her hips tightening as I start to move in a steady rhythm. Each thrust brings with it a wave of pleasure that threatens to consume me entirely, sending shivers down my spine.

Her moans grow louder with each thrust, and I quickly cover her mouth with my hand, pressing her head back against the wall. "I said quiet," I remind her, feeling her moan against my palm, the vibration only adding to my arousal.

I pound into her with increasing force, her body jolting with each impact, coats and hangers rattling around us as we fuck with animal intensity. The time constraint adds urgency to our coupling – seven minutes to claim her, to make her mine, to add her to the growing list of conquests in this house that becomes more my territory with each passing hour.

I slam into the masked MILF harder, my hand still clamped over her mouth as her muffled moans vibrate against my palm. Her back arches against the wall of coats, hangers rattling with each powerful thrust as I drive deeper into her willing body. The torn catsuit hangs in tatters around her waist and thighs, the expensive material destroyed in my need to claim what's beneath it. I don't know who she is behind that feathered mask, and I don't care – she's just another body to conquer, another notch to add to my growing collection of Angelina's friends and neighbors.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, tightening my grip on her wrists. I grab her lush, round ass with my free hand, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Her nipples scrape against my chest through my shirt, sending electric shockwaves through my entire body.

"Please, fuck me harder! I need you!" Her voice breaks into a whimper as I slam into her with enough force to lift her slightly off the ground. The raw desire in her voice is enough to push me closer to the edge, my pulse quickening as we lose ourselves in each other.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The wall of coats grinds against her back, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

"You don't even know who's fucking you, do you?" I growl into her ear, biting down on the lobe. "Just some desperate MILF letting a stranger use her in a closet while your friends wait outside."

"God, yes," she admits, the confession seeming to excite her even more as her pussy clenches tighter around me. "Fuck me. Use me."

Her submissiveness feeds my dominance, pushing me to be rougher, crueler. I release her wrists only to grab her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly. Her eyes widen behind the feathered mask, but she doesn't resist—instead, her hands fly to my shoulders, pulling me closer, silently begging for more.

I feel her body tensing, the telltale fluttering of her inner walls signaling her approaching orgasm. I tighten my grip on her throat, watching her eyes roll back slightly as the dual sensations of pleasure and controlled danger push her toward the edge.

"You going to cum on my cock?" I taunt, my voice low and dangerous. "Right here in this closet with everyone outside knowing exactly what you're doing?"

She nods frantically, unable to speak with my hand on her throat. I release the pressure slightly, allowing her to gasp for air. The sudden rush of oxygen seems to trigger her release—her entire body convulses against mine, her pussy clamping down with incredible force as she comes undone.

"Oh fuck, I'm cumming," she cries out, her voice ragged and broken. "Don't stop, don't stop!"

I maintain my relentless pace, fucking her through her orgasm, watching the waves of pleasure crash over her with predatory satisfaction. Her body shudders with each thrust, oversensitive but helpless to resist the continued assault.

My own orgasm builds at the base of my spine, a familiar tightening that signals I'm close. I could easily finish inside her—she seems the type who's on birth control—but that's not how I want this to end. I want to mark her, to leave visible evidence of her submission, a reminder of what happened in this closet that she'll have to clean up before rejoining the party.

"I'm going to cum," I announce, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I approach the edge.

Without warning, I pull out completely, leaving her empty and gasping at the sudden loss. Before she can protest, I grab her by the shoulders and push her down to her knees in front of me, her torn catsuit still hanging in tatters around her waist.

"Stay still," I command, taking my cock in hand and stroking rapidly, aiming at her exposed stomach and breasts. The sight of her kneeling before me, disheveled and used, masked face looking up with a mixture of surprise and anticipation, pushes me over the edge.

With a guttural groan, I explode, the first thick rope of cum landing across her left breast, the next across her stomach. I continue stroking, milking every drop onto her skin, watching with satisfaction as my seed marks her as mine, however temporarily. I aim deliberately, decorating her exposed flesh with stripes of white that immediately begin to run down the curves of her body, some dripping onto the torn remnants of her once-elegant catsuit.

"Look at you," I say, tucking myself back into my pants and zipping up while she remains kneeling, cum-covered and disheveled. "Such a mess."

She looks up at me, still breathing hard, cum cooling on her skin. There's a mixture of satisfaction and shame in her eyes behind the mask—the perfect combination that tells me I've conquered her completely.

"What about me?" she asks, gesturing to her state. "I can't go back out there like this."

I laugh, already reaching for the door handle. "Not my problem. Maybe there are some tissues in a pocket somewhere." I glance at my watch. "Besides, our seven minutes are up. They'll be expecting us."

I leave her there, on her knees among the coats, covered in my cum with her expensive catsuit destroyed. The dismissive exit is its own form of dominance—she's served her purpose, and I have a party full of other conquests waiting.

I step back into the hallway, adjusting my mask and smoothing my shirt. The sounds of the party wash over me again—music, laughter, the unmistakable sounds of other sexual encounters happening throughout the house. I make my way back to the living room where the spin-the-bottle group still sits in their circle, now with a few more articles of clothing discarded than when I left.

As I enter the room, heads turn, and a knowing cheer rises from the crowd. Someone raises a glass in my direction, and several women eye me with renewed interest, clearly aware of what I've been doing in the closet. Angelina appears at my side, handing me a fresh drink.

"Productive seven minutes?" she asks with a knowing smile.

"Very," I reply, taking a long swig of the cold liquor. My masked identity is still intact to most of the party, though some might have guessed who's behind it. The anonymity only adds to my power—I'm not just Richard Long tonight, but some dark force of pleasure moving through the crowd, claiming women at will.

I scan the room, already looking for my next conquest. The night is still young, and I'm just getting started.


Chapter 7

The party thins out as the night deepens, bodies disappearing in pairs and groups, leaving behind empty glasses and discarded clothing like evidence at a crime scene. I stand by the large window in Angelina's living room, mask still in place, watching as the last desperate women cast glances my way, hoping to be my final conquest of the night. But I already know who I want. Who I've been saving for the grand finale. My eyes find Angelina across the room, her silver mask glinting in the low light as she entertains the remaining guests. She's radiant in her torn dress, evidence of earlier encounters visible in the disheveled state of her blonde hair and the faint bruises beginning to form on her exposed skin.

I've watched her throughout the night, taking other men and women to dark corners, establishing herself as the perfect hostess in every sense. But she's mine. This is her house with Jack, but tonight, it's my territory. And it's time to stake my final claim.

I cross the room with deliberate slowness, my presence parting the small cluster of guests still surrounding her like Moses splitting the sea. Conversations falter as I approach, eyes dropping in deference to the alpha who's dominated this gathering from the start. Angelina turns to face me, her body language instantly changing—back straightening, chest pushing forward, lips parting slightly in anticipation.

"There you are," she says, her voice husky with desire and the effects of champagne. "I was wondering when you'd come find me."

I don't bother responding with words. Instead, I grab her wrist, my grip firm and possessive, and pull her away from her conversation without apology or explanation. The remaining guests watch with knowing smirks as I lead her toward the staircase, some whispering behind their hands, others raising glasses in salute to what's about to happen.

"Shouldn't we say goodnight to everyone?" she asks, a token protest that fools neither of us.

"They know where you're going," I tell her, not breaking stride as I pull her up the stairs. "And who you're going with."

Her bedroom—her and Jack's bedroom—is at the end of the upstairs hallway, the master suite where I fucked her this morning, where her pathetic husband almost caught us. The significance isn't lost on either of us as I push the door open, revealing the king-sized bed with its rumpled sheets still bearing evidence of our earlier encounter.

I spin her around to face me, watching her chest heave with anticipation beneath the silver mask she still wears. Without warning, I grab the neckline of her dress and tear downward with brutal force, the expensive fabric giving way with a satisfying rip that echoes in the bedroom. The dress falls away in tatters, revealing her perfect MILF body—full breasts, flat stomach, the curve of her hips that I've held so many times as I've pounded into her.

"Richard," she gasps, but there's no shock in her voice—only arousal at being handled so roughly.

I push her backward onto the bed, watching her bounce against the mattress, completely naked now except for her mask and the torn remnants of her dress clinging to one arm. Her legs part automatically, an invitation I have no intention of accepting just yet.

"This is my house tonight," I growl, dropping to my knees at the edge of the bed, grabbing her thighs and spreading them wider. "And this is my pussy."

Before she can respond, I bury my face between her legs, my tongue finding her already wet entrance with practiced ease. She tastes like sex and expensive perfume, her earlier activities with other party guests evident in the saltiness that greets my tongue. The knowledge that I'm tasting other men on her only spurs me on, my desire to reclaim her growing stronger.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath and moans my name, causing shivers down my spine. I grip her thighs tightly, my fingers wrapping around the soft flesh with surprising strength as I devour her, making my breath catch in my throat. Angelina's body works its magic against my mouth, trembling and arching as my tongue explores every fold, every sensitive spot I've mapped out over our many encounters.

"Does that feel good?" I ask, looking up at her flushed face, her mask now askew from thrashing against the pillows.

"Hell, yes," she groans, her hips bucking involuntarily against my mouth. "Don't stop."

"Trust me," I purr, my eyes locked onto hers, "I'm just getting started."

As my tongue continues to work its magic on her pussy, flicking and circling her clit before diving deep inside her, my mind races with possessive thoughts. My hands can't help but explore Angelina's irresistible body, as they find their way to the round, firm curves of her ass. I give it a squeeze, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingertips. Our eyes remain locked as I feast on her, the visual connection adding another layer to her building pleasure.

"Ah, Richard," Angelina gasps between moans, her voice sultry and seductive even in her desperation.

"You're so fucking hot," I growl against her pussy, my desire for her only growing stronger. Squeezing and kneading her ass, I feel like I'm losing control—but in the best possible way. This is power, having this married woman spread open for me in her own marital bed, begging for my mouth and cock while her husband is miles away, oblivious.

"Please, Richard. Make me yours," she whispers, her voice dripping with lust as her hands tangle in my hair, pulling me harder against her core.

I increase the pressure of my tongue, focusing on her clit with deliberate, circular motions while sliding two fingers inside her. The combination has her back arching off the bed, a strangled cry tearing from her throat that's loud enough to be heard throughout the house. I don't care. Let the remaining guests hear. Let them know who's really in charge here.

Her hands grip both sides of my head, her body rocking back and forth with each stroke of my tongue, meeting my rhythm. My fingers curl inside her, finding that rough, spongy spot that makes her thighs clamp around my ears. She cries out sharply, her walls gripping my fingers tighter as I feel her approaching the edge.

"Oh god, Richard! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Angelina," I murmur against her sensitive flesh, my fingers never ceasing their relentless rhythm. The primal sounds of her pleasure seem to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and power.

"Please! I need your cock!" she begs, her body trembling on the precipice of release. "Fuck me! Fuck me now!"

I pull away from her, leaving her teetering on the edge of orgasm, her pussy swollen and glistening in the dim light of the bedroom. Standing up, I strip off my shirt in one fluid motion, unbuckling my belt as I stare down at her spread eagled on the bed. My cock springs free, rock hard and ready to claim what's mine.

The sight of Angelina positioning herself in the center of her marital bed sends a jolt of electricity through my entire body. She raises her knees, spreading them wide in an open invitation for me to claim her. My heart races as I drink in the erotic image—Angelina's flawless body on display, ready and waiting for me in the very bed she shares with her husband.

"Come on, Richard," she purrs, her chest heaving with anticipation. "I need you inside me."

Without hesitation, I climb onto the bed, my hands finding purchase on her spread thighs. The air around us is heavy with desire, our breaths mingling as I position myself above her. I can feel the heat radiating from her core, beckoning me closer.

"Are you ready for this?" I ask, the head of my cock teasing her entrance, prolonging the moment of surrender.

"Just fuck me already," she pleads, her impatience evident in her voice. "Stick that big cock in my pussy and make me scream."

That's all the encouragement I need. With a forceful thrust, I enter her, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from both of us. The sensation is overwhelming—her walls gripping me like a vise, hot and slick from my earlier attention.

"Fuck! Richard…" Angelina moans as I sink deeper into her, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me even closer. The sensation is overwhelmingly intimate, her body yielding completely to my invasion.

"Shit, Angelina, you feel so fucking good," I grunt, establishing a hard, fast rhythm immediately. Each thrust brings with it a wave of pleasure that threatens to consume me entirely, sending shivers down my spine.

I fuck her with a wild, possessive fury, every stroke a claim, every grunt and groan a declaration of ownership. This is my house tonight. My bed. My woman. The bedroom door remains slightly ajar, left open in our haste and my deliberate desire to be heard, to let anyone still downstairs know exactly what's happening up here.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency I feel to mark this territory. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. The headboard bangs against the wall with each impact, a steady rhythm that broadcasts our activities throughout the house.

"Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Ugh!" she begs, and I'm powerless to resist.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The bed creaks beneath us, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

Through the gap in the door, I can see the hallway, empty for now but accessible to anyone still downstairs who might wander up. The possibility of discovery, of being seen claiming Angelina in her marital bed, only heightens the intensity of our coupling. I want to be caught. Want to be seen. Want Jack or anyone else to witness firsthand how thoroughly I own his wife.

I feel the familiar tightening in my balls, the building pressure at the base of my spine signaling my approaching release. Angelina writhes beneath me, her nails leaving trails of fire down my back as I pound into her with relentless force. Her moans have reached a fever pitch, filling the master bedroom and likely carrying throughout the entire house. I don't care who hears—in fact, I want an audience. Want someone to witness my complete conquest of this woman in her own marital bed. As if summoned by my thoughts, the bedroom door suddenly swings wide open, the soft creak of hinges barely audible over the slap of skin on skin and Angelina's desperate cries.

And there he stands—Jack. Angelina's husband. His travel bag still clutched in his hand, his glasses slightly askew, his mouth hanging open in shock and disbelief as he takes in the scene before him. His wife, legs spread wide on their marital bed, being thoroughly fucked by a masked man. Me. For a moment, time seems to freeze, the three of us locked in a tableau of betrayal and dominance.

I don't stop. Don't even slow my rhythm. Instead, I turn my head slightly to look over my shoulder at Jack, maintaining my powerful thrusts into his wife. Our eyes meet—his wide with horror, mine narrowed with cruel amusement behind my mask. I feel Angelina tense beneath me as she notices the shift in my attention, her head turning to follow my gaze.

"Jack!" she gasps, her body going rigid with shock. Her hands, which moments ago were pulling me deeper, now push against my chest in panic. But I grab her wrists, pinning them to the bed beside her head, never breaking my rhythm.

"You're home early," I grunt, my hips never ceasing their relentless movement. Each word is punctuated by the sound of my body slapping against Angelina's. "I was just helping Angelina with her... stretching."

Jack stands paralyzed in the doorway, his face a canvas of conflicting emotions—shock giving way to confusion, then to dawning rage and humiliation. He takes a stumbling step forward, then stops, clearly unsure what to do. The bag slips from his fingers, hitting the floor with a dull thud.

"Get off my wife," he finally manages, his voice thin and weak, lacking any real authority. The command sounds more like a question, a plea.

I laugh, the sound deliberately cruel as I tighten my grip on Angelina's wrists, driving into her with even more force. She whimpers, caught between mortification at being discovered and the undeniable pleasure still coursing through her body.

"Your wife?" I taunt, never breaking eye contact with him. "She hasn't been your wife since the first time I bent her over this bed. She's been mine. My slut. My toy. You just pay the bills."

"Richard, stop," Angelina pleads, though her body betrays her words as her pussy clenches around my cock, growing wetter despite—or perhaps because of—her husband's presence.

The name drops like a bomb in the room. Jack's eyes widen with new recognition, his gaze moving from the mask to my exposed body, finally understanding who's fucking his wife.

"Richard? The quarterback?" His voice cracks with disbelief. "You're just a teenager!"

"A teenager who's been fucking your wife for months," I reply, my pace never faltering. "Right under your nose. Sometimes while you were in the next room. Sometimes while you were on the phone with her."

Each revelation is a dagger, and I watch them sink into Jack one by one, his face crumpling with each new humiliation. He should leave, should storm out or charge at me in rage. But he doesn't. He stands rooted to the spot, watching as I continue to claim his wife before his eyes.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, the approaching orgasm impossible to delay now. My cock drives all the way into Angelina's pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. I make sure Jack can see everything—the point of connection where my shaft disappears inside his wife, the way her body yields to mine, accepts me in ways she's probably never accepted him.

"Tell him," I command Angelina, my voice rough with exertion and approaching release. "Tell your husband how much better I fuck you."

She shakes her head, tears of shame and conflicted pleasure spilling from behind her mask. But when I slide my hand between us to rub her clit in tight circles, her resistance crumbles.

"He fucks me so good, Jack," she gasps, the words tumbling out between moans. "I'm sorry—I can't help it—he's just so much better—"

I feel her pussy clench violently around me as an unexpected orgasm tears through her, triggered by the ultimate humiliation of confessing to her husband while I'm still buried inside her. Her entire body convulses, her back arching off the bed as she cries out, completely lost to the pleasure despite the circumstances.

The sight of Angelina coming undone beneath me while her husband watches in horror is enough to push me over the edge. I feel my balls tighten, the pressure building to an unbearable peak at the base of my spine.

"I'm going to cum," I announce, making sure Jack hears me clearly. "Going to fill your wife's pussy while you watch."

"No," Jack protests weakly, taking another half-step forward. "Pull out. You can't—"

But it's too late. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself deep inside Angelina and explode, my cock pulsing as I pump rope after rope of hot cum into her unprotected depths. I maintain eye contact with Jack through my entire release, making sure he sees the moment I claim his wife completely, marking her from the inside in the most primal way possible.

"Fuck," I groan, my hips jerking with each pulse, each new shot of cum filling Angelina's pussy to overflowing. "Taking what's mine."

Angelina whimpers beneath me, her body still trembling with aftershocks as I empty myself inside her. When I'm finally spent, I remain buried within her for a moment longer, savoring the way her body grips me, the heat of our combined fluids creating a seal that ensures my seed stays deep inside her.

Only then do I slowly withdraw, my softening cock slipping from her with a wet sound that seems obscenely loud in the now-silent room. I make no attempt to hide the evidence of what I've done—my cum immediately begins to leak from Angelina's swollen pussy, soaking into the expensive sheets of their marital bed. A mark that will never truly wash out, just like the memory of this moment will never leave Jack's mind.

I climb off the bed with unhurried movements, tucking myself back into my pants and adjusting my mask, which has remained in place throughout. Jack hasn't moved from the doorway, his face a mask of broken humiliation, watching as his wife lies spread-eagled on their bed, my cum leaking from her, her chest still heaving from exertion.

I walk toward him, stopping just inches away. Even though we're roughly the same height, I seem to tower over him—youth and victory and cruel dominance making me seem larger than life. I reach out and pat his cheek, the gesture more insulting than any slap could be.

"Thanks for the use of your wife, Jack," I say, my voice casual and dismissive. "She's a hell of a lot more fun when you're not around."

I brush past him without waiting for a response, walking out of the bedroom with the swagger of complete victory. Behind me, I leave the wreckage of a marriage, a man staring at the ultimate evidence of his inadequacy, and a woman caught between satisfaction and the consequences of her choices.

The night has been perfect. The conquest complete. And as I head down the stairs, past the few remaining party guests who've clearly heard everything that just transpired, I'm already thinking about who I'll take next, which marriage I'll destroy, which woman I'll mark as mine.

Because that's who I am. That's what I do. And in this town, no one can stop me.
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