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Chapter 1

The roar of the crowd vibrates through my bones as I slam her against the brick wall. The cheerleader—fuck, what's her name again?—gasps as I thrust into her, her legs locked tight around my waist, pom-poms forgotten in the dirt. Behind the stadium, with the game still echoing across campus, I'm getting what's mine. What I deserve. Every quarterback rating, every touchdown—they all lead to this: wet pussy wrapped around my cock, another conquest to add to my list.

"Fuck, Rex!" she moans, her voice barely audible over the distant cheering. "Harder!"

I oblige, because that's what Rex Ryder does. At twenty-one, I'm the star quarterback everyone's watching, the Heisman contender who breaks records and panties with equal ease. My cock drives into her, and her mascara starts to run, black streaks painting her flushed cheeks.

"You like that, don't you?" I growl, gripping her ass tighter, feeling her cheerleader muscles clench around me. "Taking the quarterback's cock right after I won the game for everyone."

Her tits bounce with each thrust, perfectly perky in that tight uniform top that's now pushed up to her collarbone. I grab one roughly, squeezing until she whimpers. She's hot—they all are—with that fake blonde hair in a high ponytail that gives me the perfect handle to yank. So I do, pulling her head back to expose her throat.

"Please," she begs, not even sure what she's begging for anymore.

Her tan legs squeeze my waist tighter, those thighs that spend hours jumping and kicking now trembling around me. I've got her pinned against the rough brick, her perfect little cheerleader ass getting scraped with each thrust. Don't care. She'll wear it like a badge of honor tomorrow.

"Tell me who fucks you best," I demand, slowing my pace to make her desperate.

"You do, Rex," she whines, trying to grind against me. "You fuck me better than anyone."

Better than her boyfriend, that physics major who probably thinks he's gonna marry her someday. Fucking idiot. She's just another notch for me, another girl who'll tell her friends about the night she got railed by Rex Ryder.

As I'm pounding into her, my mind drifts to something—someone—better. Coach Frank's wife, Elizabeth. That British MILF has been eye-fucking me for weeks now. During practice, at team dinners at their house, even during games when she thinks no one notices her staring at my ass in these tight pants.

"Fuck, Rex! I'm coming!" The cheerleader's voice snaps me back to the present, her walls clenching around my cock. I couldn't care less if she gets off, but it makes for better stories in the locker room when they do.

That's when I see her. Through the gym's side window, leaning against her sleek black Mercedes. Elizabeth fucking Sterling, watching me destroy this college girl. My cock gets even harder, if that's possible.

She's wearing one of those tight pencil skirts that hugs every curve, stopping just above her knees. Her blouse is white, probably silk—everything about her screams money—with enough buttons undone to show the swell of her tits. Those perfect fucking tits that I've been imagining getting my hands on since the first time Coach introduced us.

Elizabeth's hair is that rich brown color that rich bitches pay thousands to maintain, falling in waves around her shoulders. But it's what she's doing that makes me almost lose my load right then and there. Her hand is hiked under her skirt, moving in slow circles. She's getting herself off watching me fuck someone else.

Our eyes lock. She doesn't look away or pretend she's not watching. No, this posh British bitch keeps staring right at me, her perfect lips slightly parted, her chest rising and falling rapidly. I can almost hear that proper accent of hers turning filthy in my head.

"Oh god, Rex!" The cheerleader's voice is distant now. All I can focus on is Elizabeth, the way her fingers are working faster under her skirt, the way she leans her head back against her car but never breaks eye contact with me.

I grip the cheerleader's hair harder, yank her head back farther. She squeals, thinking it's for her. It's not. It's a show for Elizabeth.

"Take it," I snarl, slamming into the cheerleader with renewed force, my eyes still locked on the coach's wife. "Take every fucking inch."

Elizabeth's free hand moves to her breast, squeezing it through her blouse. The fabric is thin enough that I can see her nipple harden under her touch. Fuck, I bet she's not wearing a bra. Proper Mrs. Sterling, touching herself in a school parking lot while her husband is probably still debriefing the team.

The cheerleader is sobbing with pleasure now, her nails digging into my shoulders, leaving marks I'll wear proudly in the shower tomorrow. But she's just a prop in this real show between me and Elizabeth.

I fuck harder, making sure Elizabeth can see exactly what I'm capable of. The cheerleader's back slams against the brick with each thrust, the sound of skin slapping skin echoing in the small space between buildings. I want Elizabeth to hear it. To imagine it's her getting fucked senseless by the young stud her husband treats like a son.

Elizabeth's breathing gets more ragged, visible even from this distance. Her hand is moving frantically now, her expensive skirt bunched up around her waist. I can't see what she's doing exactly, but I know. Just like I know the panties under that skirt cost more than what most girls spend on a whole outfit.

"Fuck, you feel so tight," I say, loud enough for my voice to carry. It's meant for Elizabeth's ears, not the cheerleader's. I want her to know exactly what she's missing, what she'll get if she ever gets the guts to follow through on those looks she's been giving me.

The cheerleader is coming again, her pussy gripping my cock like a vise, her moans escalating to screams that she tries to muffle against my shoulder. I don't slow down. I keep my rhythm brutal, my eyes still fixed on Elizabeth.

She's close too. I can tell from the way her head tips back, the way her hips start to move against her hand. But she never looks away from me. It's like she's fucking me with her eyes while her fingers do the rest of the work.

Even from this distance, I see her pupils dilate, her chest heave with a sharp intake of breath. The slightest smile curls the corner of her perfect mouth before her body tenses. She's coming, watching me fuck another woman, and we both know this is just the beginning.

The cheerleader is limp in my arms now, completely fucked out, but I keep pounding. This isn't about her anymore. It's a promise to Elizabeth of what's coming her way. The proper British wife of my coach, getting herself off in a school parking lot while watching me. This is a declaration of war, and we both know it.

A grin spreads across my face as I realize what's happening. Coach's wife is getting off on watching me fuck this cheerleader. Fine. If Elizabeth Sterling wants a show, I'll give her one she'll never forget. I tighten my grip on the cheerleader's ass and pull her harder onto my cock, making her scream. My eyes never leave Elizabeth's. This isn't about the cheerleader anymore. This is about the hot MILF watching us, about sending her a message she can't ignore.

"You want it rough, baby?" I growl at the cheerleader, but the words are meant for Elizabeth. Her fingers are working faster between her legs now, her expensive skirt hiked up around her waist. Even from here, I can see the flush spreading across her chest, disappearing beneath her silk blouse.

"Yes! Please, Rex!" the cheerleader sobs, completely unaware she's just a prop in this game between me and the coach's wife.

I spin us around, slamming her back harder against the brick wall. The new angle lets me go deeper, and it gives Elizabeth a better view of my ass and back muscles working as I pound into this tight college pussy. I reach up and grab the cheerleader's ponytail, yanking it back hard enough to arch her spine. She cries out—half pain, half pleasure—exactly the way I want her to.

"Fucking take it," I snarl, making sure my voice carries across the empty space between us and Elizabeth. "Take this big cock like the slut you are."

The cheerleader's moans get higher, more desperate. "Oh god, Rex! You're so big! I can't—I can't—"

I cut her off by shoving two fingers into her mouth. "Suck," I command, and she does, eagerly. Such a good little slut. I pull my fingers out, wet with her saliva, and reach between us to rub her clit. Not because I care if she comes again, but because I want Elizabeth to see what I can do to a woman's body.

"Look at you, so fucking desperate for my cock," I say loudly. My eyes flick back to Elizabeth. She's leaning harder against her car now, her free hand gripping the roof for support as her other hand works furiously between her legs. Her head is thrown back, those perfect lips parted, her eyes heavy-lidded but still locked on mine.

I slam harder into the cheerleader, each thrust punctuated by the slap of skin on skin and her breathless cries. The brick must be scraping her back raw by now, but she doesn't seem to care. Neither do I. All that matters is the woman watching us, the forbidden fruit I'm going to taste very soon.

"You gonna come on my cock again?" I demand, my fingers rubbing faster circles on the cheerleader's clit. She's trembling, her legs squeezing my waist so tight it's almost painful. "Answer me!"

"Yes! Yes! I'm coming! Rex, I'm coming!" she wails, her whole body convulsing around me.

I feel her pussy clench and spasm around my cock, but I don't slow down. If anything, I fuck her harder, using her orgasm to push myself closer to the edge. But it's not the cheerleader that's getting me there—it's the sight of Elizabeth, proper British wife of Coach Sterling, fingerfucking herself in the parking lot while watching me destroy another woman.

"Fuck, Elizabeth," I mouth silently, making sure she can read my lips. Her eyes widen, and I see her body tense. She's coming too, right there against her luxury car, still fully clothed except for whatever she's done under that skirt. The knowledge that I've made Coach's wife come without even touching her sends me right to the edge.

"I'm gonna fill this tight pussy," I announce, loud enough for Elizabeth to hear. The cheerleader is limp in my arms now, completely spent from multiple orgasms, but I keep using her body, my thrusts getting erratic as I chase my own release.

With my eyes locked on Elizabeth's flushed face, I drive in one final time and explode, pumping hot cum deep inside the cheerleader. My cock pulses as I empty myself, imagining it's Elizabeth's prim and proper British cunt taking my load instead.

"Fuck!" I groan, riding out the waves of pleasure. The cheerleader whimpers, oversensitive now but still taking everything I give her. I stay buried inside her for a moment, catching my breath, before slowly pulling out. A trail of cum follows, dripping down her thigh.

"On your knees," I order, not bothering to be gentle as I set her down. She looks up at me with those big, mascara-smeared eyes, confused but obedient. "Clean me up."

She hesitates for just a second before leaning forward and taking my cock into her mouth, tasting the mix of her juices and my cum. I grab her ponytail again, guiding her head as she sucks me clean. All the while, my eyes remain fixed on Elizabeth, showing her exactly what I expect from her when her time comes.

"That's it," I murmur, watching the cheerleader's lips stretch around my still-sensitive cock. "Get every drop."

When she's done, I tuck myself back into my pants and look down at her, still on her knees, looking up expectantly like she's waiting for some kind of validation or affection. Poor stupid girl.

"Go back to your nerdy boyfriend," I tell her dismissively. "Tell him you had to stay late for practice or some shit."

She looks hurt for a moment, then quickly masks it with a smile. "Call me?" she asks hopefully, already adjusting her uniform.

I don't bother answering. We both know I won't. Instead, I turn my attention back to where Elizabeth was standing.

But she's gone. The spot by her car is empty, no sign of the coach's wife or her Mercedes. For a second, I wonder if I imagined the whole thing, but the memory of her fingers working under her skirt, her eyes locked on mine as she came—that was real. As real as the declaration of war she just made.

I run my hand through my hair, my body still humming with the aftershocks of orgasm and the thrill of what just happened. Elizabeth Sterling, Coach's posh British wife, got herself off watching me fuck someone else. And then she disappeared like a ghost.

Game on, Mrs. Sterling. Game fucking on.


Chapter 2

The engine of my Corvette purrs as I speed toward the frat house, still riding the high of the game, the fuck, and the show Elizabeth Sterling put on for me. My cock stirs again just thinking about her—those proper British lips parted, that prim hand working under her skirt while she watched me pound that cheerleader into the wall. The taste of victory is sweet, but the promise of Coach's wife will be even sweeter. I grab my phone and pull up Instagram, typing her name before I can even think twice. Elizabeth-fucking-Sterling. Let's see what other shows you've got for me.

Her profile is public. Of course it is—she wants people looking. Coach might think his wife is this perfect British rose, but I see right through her carefully curated bullshit. Her feed is a museum of a perfect life: charity galas where she's draped in diamonds, tennis matches in all-white outfits that hug every curve, fancy brunches with other rich wives who probably gossip about who's fucking the pool boy.

I swipe through her photos with one hand, the other on the wheel, my eyes darting between the road and the screen. There she is at some fundraiser, her dark hair swept up, exposing the long neck I plan to mark with my teeth. Another photo: Elizabeth at their country club, a tennis racket in hand, those long legs stretching for miles below tiny white shorts.

But it's when I hit the vacation photos that my cock really starts to throb. Coach and Elizabeth own a yacht—because of course they fucking do—and she's posted a dozen shots from their trips to the Mediterranean. Elizabeth in a tiny black bikini, her ass perfectly round, the kind you want to grab and squeeze until she begs. Elizabeth stretched out on the deck, sunlight glistening off her oiled skin, those tits straining against fabric that barely contains them.

"Fuck," I mutter, adjusting myself in my jeans. The road ahead blurs as I fixate on one particular photo: Elizabeth in a thong, leaning over the yacht's railing, looking back at the camera with that half-smile that says she knows exactly what she's doing. The caption reads, "Enjoying the view in Santorini." The view I'm enjoying is her perfect ass, tanned and begging to be spanked red.

I pull over to the side of the road, unable to focus on driving anymore. My hand slides down to my jeans, rubbing my hardening cock through the denim. I zoom in on her ass, imagining my handprints marking that pristine skin, imagining her proper British accent dissolving into desperate moans as I fuck her from behind on that fancy yacht.

"Gonna make you scream, Elizabeth," I whisper to the photo, my hand now unzipping my jeans, reaching inside to grip my cock. I start stroking slowly, my thumb brushing over the head where pre-cum is already forming. I swipe to the next photo—Elizabeth in the same thong, this time from the front, her hand playfully tugging at the string tie on her hip like she's about to unwrap herself.

My phone suddenly vibrates, Coach Frank's name and face flashing on the screen. My hand freezes on my cock, a laugh bubbling up in my throat at the fucking irony. Here I am, jerking off to his wife's Instagram, and he decides to call.

For a split second, I consider letting it go to voicemail. But Coach always knows when I've been avoiding him, and besides, there's something deliciously fucked up about taking his call right now. I answer, keeping my voice steady despite my hand still wrapped around my shaft.

"Hey, Coach," I say, casual as can be.

"Rex, my boy!" His voice booms through the speaker, thick with pride and what sounds like a few celebratory whiskeys. "Hell of a game tonight! Five touchdowns! You're making us all proud, son."

I lean back in my seat, not bothering to remove my hand from my pants. "Thanks, Coach. Just doing what I do best."

"That last pass in the fourth quarter? Pure genius. The scouts are going crazy over you, kid. NFL's practically writing your checks already."

As he rambles on about my perfect spiral and how the defense couldn't touch me, I swipe back to the photo of Elizabeth's ass in that thong. My cock throbs in my hand, and I give it a slow stroke, biting my lip to stay silent.

"You know, Rex," Coach's voice gets that emotional tone it does when he's had a few drinks, "you're like a son to me. A goddamn son."

I have to stifle a laugh. If only he knew what his "son" was planning to do to his wife. If only he could see me right now, cock in hand, staring at his wife's ass while he pours his heart out.

"That means a lot, Coach," I lie smoothly, my thumb circling the head of my cock, spreading the wetness around. "You've been like a father to me, too."

He clears his throat, always uncomfortable with too much emotion. "Well, anyway, Elizabeth and I want you to come over for next weekend. She's making that roast you like."

My cock jumps at the mention of her name. Elizabeth in her kitchen, probably wearing one of those tight dresses, bending over the oven... fuck.

"Sounds great, Coach. I'll be there," I promise, already imagining tomorrow night—watching Elizabeth across the dinner table, our little secret hanging in the air between us.

"Good man. Get some rest tonight. No wild parties," he says, trying to sound stern but failing. We both know he turns a blind eye to what his star quarterback does off the field.

"Yes, sir," I say, the picture of respect while I'm literally stroking myself to photos of his wife.

After he hangs up, I toss the phone onto the passenger seat, shaking my head at the fucking absurdity of it all. "You're like a son to me," I mimic in Coach's gruff voice. Poor pathetic bastard has no idea his "son" was balls deep in a cheerleader while his wife watched and got herself off.

I zip up my jeans, deciding to save the rest for later. The party's waiting, and there'll be plenty of willing girls there to help me take the edge off. But as I pull back onto the road, I know none of them will be what I really want.

What I really want is waiting in a mansion across town, wearing a wedding ring given to her by a man who just called me "son."

And Rex Ryder always gets what he wants.


Chapter 3

The music pounds through my body like I pound pussy—hard, relentless, and making everyone around me scream for more. I push through the front door of the Sigma Chi house, and it's like someone hit pause on the fucking party. Every pair of eyes swings my way. I smirk. That's right, Rex fucking Ryder has arrived, and this shit is about to get real. My Heisman buzz follows me like cologne, and I can already see the thirsty looks from the sorority girls across the room. It's gonna be a good night.

Three steps in and they're already swarming me. Blonde, brunette, redhead—doesn't matter. They all want a piece of the quarterback. A tall girl with tits that strain against her tight pink top slides up first, pressing those perfect mounds against my chest.

"Rexy," she purrs, her fingers already dancing up my arm. "We've been waiting for you."

I don't even remember her name, but it doesn't fucking matter. Her friend, a petite thing with an ass that could make a grown man weep, presses against my back, her hot breath tickling my neck. I feel my cock stir in my jeans. Fuck yeah.

"Ladies," I drawl, wrapping an arm around each of their waists. "There's plenty of me to go around."

The tall one giggles, her hand already finding its way to my chest, feeling the muscles beneath my tight shirt. "You're so fucking hot, Rex. That throw in the last game? I got so wet watching you."

My ego swells along with my dick. This is what it's like being me—Rex Ryder, campus god. I could take any of these girls right now, right here, and they'd thank me for it afterward. The music throbs around us as more girls join the circle, hands touching my shoulders, my arms, my back. The smell of expensive perfume and desperation fills my nostrils.

"Why don't we go somewhere more... private?" whispers the blonde, her lips brushing against my ear, sending electricity straight to my groin.

I grab her ass, hard enough to make her gasp. "Maybe I want everyone to see what I'm going to do to you."

Her eyes widen, pupils dilating with lust. Before she can respond, I pull her face to mine, crushing her lips in a dominating kiss. She moans into my mouth, her body melting against mine. My tongue pushes past her lips, claiming her mouth like I own it—because for tonight, I fucking do.

The brunette behind me isn't content to wait her turn. Her hands snake around my waist, dangerously close to the bulge in my jeans. I break the kiss with the blonde to turn my attention to this eager little slut, grabbing her hair and pulling her head back to expose her throat. I trail rough kisses down her neck, biting just hard enough to make her whimper.

"Oh my god, Rex," she gasps, her hips grinding against my thigh.

More hands now, from girls whose faces I barely register. One slides under my shirt, feeling the ridges of my abs. Another boldly grabs my ass. I'm the center of their universe, their fucking sun, and they're all orbiting around my gravitational pull.

The blonde gets jealous of my attention on the brunette and pulls my face back to hers. I let her, enjoying the desperation in her kiss. She tastes like vodka cranberry and need. My hand finds its way under her skirt, fingers brushing against damp panties. She moans into my mouth, spreading her legs wider, inviting me in. So fucking easy.

"Want me to make you come right here?" I growl against her lips. "With all your sisters watching?"

"Yes," she breathes, shameless in her desire. "Please, Rex."

My fingers push her panties aside, finding her already wet and ready. The music masks her moans as I slide a finger inside her, then two. Her walls clench around me, hungry for more. I curl my fingers, finding that spot that makes her knees buckle.

"That's it," I whisper roughly. "Show me how bad you want my cock later."

The brunette is now kissing my neck, her hand boldly groping my erection through my jeans. The other girls press closer, a tangle of limbs and perfume and desire. I'm their fucking king, and they're all my subjects.

Just as the blonde starts to tremble against my hand, my phone buzzes in my pocket. I'd ignore it, but it could be Coach. I reluctantly pull my fingers from the blonde's pussy, making her whimper in protest. I check the screen.

Coach Sterling: Come to my office, need to talk strategy.

"Sorry ladies," I say, not sorry at all. "Duty calls."

"But Rex," the blonde pouts, pressing her tits against me. "You can't leave now."

I flash my million-dollar smile, the one that gets me out of trouble and into panties. "Coach needs me. Championship game prep." I lean in, whispering into her ear. "Save that pussy for me. I'll find you later and finish what we started."


Chapter 4

I push open the door to Coach's office without knocking. Why the fuck should I? I practically own this place. The room is dimly lit, just the desk lamp throwing shadows across the walls. No sign of Coach Frank. Instead, there's Elizabeth perched on the edge of his mahogany desk, legs crossed at the knee, looking every bit the proper British trophy wife. Except I know better. I know exactly what a filthy slut hides behind that prim accent and designer dress.

"Where's Coach?" I ask, even though I already know the answer. I want to hear her say it.

Elizabeth uncrosses her legs slowly, deliberately. Her dress rides up just enough to give me a glimpse of thigh. Those fucking legs go on forever.

"Frank got called away," she says, her accent making even that simple statement sound like dirty talk. "Emergency meeting with the athletic director. He won't be back for hours."

My cock, already half-hard from anticipation, twitches against my jeans. "You sent that text."

It's not a question, but she smiles anyway, those full lips curving upward. "Clever boy. Did you come running for your coach, or did you know it would be me waiting?"

I close the door behind me, turning the lock with a decisive click. "Does it fucking matter?"

Her eyes flash at my language, but I know she gets wet when I talk dirty. She likes it when I don't treat her like Coach's precious wife. When I treat her like what she is—a bored housewife desperate for a real man's cock.

"I suppose not," she purrs, her hand smoothing down the front of her silk dress. It's some fancy shit, probably costs more than most people's rent. "Though I do like to think you were hoping it would be me."

I'm across the room in four strides, not bothering with more talk. Talk is cheap, and I'm not here to chitchat. My hand grabs a fistful of her perfect chocolate brown hair, yanking her head back as my mouth crashes down on hers. She gasps against my lips, her surprise quickly melting into a moan as my tongue forces its way into her mouth.

She tastes like expensive wine and forbidden fruit. My free hand goes straight to her tits, squeezing roughly through the thin material of her dress. They're fucking perfect—large, round, and firm. So much better than the perky but smaller college tits I was grabbing fifteen minutes ago.

"Rex," she moans my name against my lips, her proper accent making it sound like a prayer. "I couldn’t stop thinking about you after seeing you with that cheerleader slut."

I tug her hair harder, forcing her head back further to expose her neck. My lips attack the sensitive skin there, biting and sucking hard enough to leave marks. Let Coach wonder where those came from.

"You want this cock?" I growl against her throat. "You want me to fuck you on your husband's desk again?"

"God, yes," she whimpers, her composure already cracking. "I've been thinking about it all day."

My hand releases her tit to grab her pussy through her dress, feeling the heat of her even through the fabric. She's not wearing panties. Fucking slut came prepared.

"Of course you have," I sneer, rubbing her clit roughly with my palm. "Bet you were soaking your sheets thinking about my cock while your husband was snoring next to you."

Her hips buck against my hand, seeking more friction. "Please, Rex. Don't tease me."

I laugh, a harsh sound in the quiet office. "You don't get to make demands, Elizabeth." I emphasize her full name, making it clear I don't see her as Mrs. Sterling, the respected coach's wife. She's just Elizabeth, my personal MILF whore.

I grab the front of her dress and yank hard. The sound of tearing silk fills the air as the expensive fabric gives way. Her tits spill out, no bra, her nipples already hard and begging for attention.

"Fuck," I hiss, admiring the view. "Look at these fucking tits."

I grab them roughly, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh. Her nipples press against my palms, and I pinch them hard enough to make her gasp. She loves the pain, the slut. Her proper British façade is already crumbling as I maul her tits.

I continue tearing at her dress, ripping it down the middle until she's exposed from throat to thighs. The remains hang from her shoulders like rags. She should be outraged at her expensive dress being destroyed, but her eyes are glazed with lust, her chest heaving.

"You're an animal," she whispers, but there's no accusation in her tone—only raw desire.

"And you fucking love it," I shoot back, my hands now exploring her naked body. One slides between her thighs, finding her pussy dripping wet. "Look how wet you are for me. Does Coach make you this wet?"

She shakes her head, biting her lower lip. "Never."

I push two fingers inside her without warning, making her cry out. Her inner walls clench around me, hot and slick. "What does Coach have that I don't? Money? Fame?" I curl my fingers, finding that spot that makes her squirm. "Certainly not a big cock, right?"

"God, no," she gasps as I finger-fuck her roughly. "His is... it's so small, Rex. Nothing like yours. I can barely feel it."

Her words send a surge of power through me. I'm taking Coach's wife, and I'm better at it than he is. I'm fucking dominating his territory, claiming what should be his.

I withdraw my fingers suddenly, leaving her whimpering at the loss. With firm hands on her shoulders, I force her down to her knees on the hard floor. She goes willingly, eagerly even, knowing what's coming.

"Show me how much you want this cock," I command, unbuckling my belt. "Show me what a desperate slut you are for it."

Elizabeth licks her lips, her eyes fixed on my crotch as I unzip my jeans. "I dream about your cock, Rex," she admits, her voice low and husky. "Frank doesn't know how to use what little he has. But you..." Her hands run up my thighs, nails digging in slightly through the denim. "You know exactly what I need."

I pull my cock out, hard and thick and ready. Her eyes widen slightly, the way they always do when she sees it. No matter how many times we do this, she's always impressed. It strokes my ego almost as much as I want her to stroke my dick.

"This is what a real man looks like," I say, slapping my cock against her cheek, leaving a smear of pre-cum on her perfect skin. "This is what you need, isn't it?"

"Yes," she breathes, her eyes locked on my erection. "God, yes. I hate Frank's tiny cock. It's like a boy's. But this..." She reaches for it, her manicured fingers wrapping around the base. "This is a man's cock. This is what I deserve."

I grab her hair again, positioning the head of my cock against her lips. "Then show me how much you want it, you cheating whore."

Her eyes flash up to mine, a mixture of lust and submission that makes my cock throb against her lips. This perfect, sophisticated British wife is on her knees for me, begging for my dick while her husband's away. Power surges through me, better than any touchdown, any win.

This is what being Rex fucking Ryder is all about.

Elizabeth's perfectly manicured fingers wrap around the base of my cock, her touch feather-light and teasing. Her eyes lock with mine as she leans forward, those full, expensive lips pressing a soft kiss to the tip. Fuck that gentle shit. I want to see those proper British manners crumble. I want to see her become the cock-hungry slut I know she is. My hand tightens in her hair, and I let out a low growl of impatience. She gets the message, parting those perfect lips and taking me into the wet heat of her mouth.

"That's it," I hiss, watching my thick shaft disappear between those pouty lips. "Show me what that mouth is really good for."

She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending shivers up my spine. For all her proper British lady bullshit, Elizabeth Sterling gives head like a pornstar. She knows exactly how to use her tongue, swirling it around the sensitive head before taking me deeper.

"Fuck, you're good at this," I grunt, my hips instinctively pushing forward. "How many cocks did you suck before Coach's to get this good?"

Her eyes flash up at me, a mixture of indignation and arousal. I've hit a nerve. Good. I want her raw, stripped of pretense. My grip on her hair tightens, and I take control, holding her head still as I start to thrust into her mouth.

"That's right, take it," I command, watching her struggle to accommodate my size. "Take every fucking inch."

She gags as I hit the back of her throat, her eyes watering. A strand of saliva connects her chin to my cock when I pull back slightly. It's fucking hot, seeing her so undone. Her mascara is already starting to run, black streaks forming at the corners of her eyes. Coach's perfect wife isn't so perfect anymore.

"Look at you," I taunt, my voice rough with desire. "The sophisticated Mrs. Sterling, on her knees choking on my cock. What would your husband say if he could see you now?"

A moan escapes her, vibrating around my shaft. She's getting off on this, the dirty slut. I pull back, letting her gasp for air, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip of my cock.

"Tell me how much you love it," I demand, slapping my wet cock against her cheek. "Tell me how much better I am than your husband."

Elizabeth licks her lips, her chest heaving. "Your cock is magnificent," she pants, her accent making the dirty words sound even filthier. "So much bigger, so much better than Frank's. I love choking on it."

"Show me," I growl, guiding my cock back to her mouth. "Show me how much you love being my cocksucker."

She opens wide, her eyes locked on mine as she takes me deep again. This time, she doesn't wait for me to control the pace. She bobs her head eagerly, her hands gripping my thighs for support as she works my shaft with her mouth and tongue.

The sight of her, this high-class woman debasing herself for me, sends fire through my veins. I grab her hair with both hands now, holding her head still as I start to fuck her face properly. Hard, deep thrusts that make her gag and sputter.

"That's it, take it like the whore you are," I snarl, watching tears mix with her running mascara. "You're nothing but a hole for my cock, aren't you?"

She can't answer, not with her mouth stuffed full, but her moan tells me everything I need to know. She loves being treated like this. Loves being called names. Loves being used.

Drool runs down her chin as I face-fuck her, her mascara now completely ruined. Black streaks paint her cheeks, and her lipstick is smeared all over my cock. It's a beautiful fucking mess, and I made it. Me. Rex Ryder. Fucking up Coach's perfect wife right here in his office.

"You want to be my whore?" I pant, my hips pistoning faster. "You want to be my personal cum dumpster?"

Her hands squeeze my thighs in response, her eyes rolling back as I thrust particularly deep. She's into this degradation, probably gets none of it from her boring husband. Coach probably treats her like she's made of glass, when what she really wants is to be treated like a cheap slut.

My balls slap against her chin with each thrust, adding to the obscene symphony of gags, slurps, and moans filling the office. Her throat convulses around the head of my cock, squeezing it perfectly each time I push past her gag reflex.

"Fuck, you're good at this," I groan, watching her take me so deep her nose presses against my pubic bone. "Had a lot of practice behind Coach's back, haven't you?"

I hold her there for a moment, her throat working around me, before letting her pull back for air. She gasps, coughing slightly, but her eyes are bright with lust.

"Only with you," she rasps, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "Only your cock, Rex."

The power in that statement surges through me. I'm the only one she's cheating with. I'm the one breaking down her proper façade. Me. Not some other player, not another coach. Just Rex fucking Ryder.

"Open," I command, and she obediently parts those swollen lips again. I slide back into her mouth, groaning at the wet heat that engulfs me. "That's right. Take it all, you fucking slut."

I fuck her face with abandon now, one hand gripping her hair, the other holding her jaw. Her eyes water continuously, mascara streaking down her cheeks like war paint. She's making these desperate little noises in the back of her throat, half-gag, half-moan, and it's driving me wild.

"You like being face-fucked in your husband's office?" I taunt, my voice strained with pleasure. "You like being my personal cocksleeve while he's in meetings?"

Her response is a muffled moan and her hands grabbing my ass, pulling me deeper into her throat. Holy fuck, this woman is insatiable.

I can feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening. The sight of Elizabeth—prim, proper Elizabeth—with her face a mess of tears, saliva, and ruined makeup, her mouth stretched wide around my cock, is almost enough to push me over the edge.

Almost.

But I'm not done with her yet. Not by a long shot.

I pull out abruptly, my cock slapping against her cheek, leaving a wet streak. She gasps for air, her chest heaving, looking up at me with questioning eyes.

"Please," she whispers, her voice wrecked. "Let me make you come."

I grab her chin roughly, forcing her to look up at me. My cock throbs inches from her face, wet and glistening from her mouth.

"Not yet," I growl. "I've got other plans for you, Mrs. Sterling."

The way her eyes darken with lust tells me she's ready for whatever comes next. Coach's wife might look ruined already, but I'm just getting started with her.

I can feel my balls tightening, my orgasm building at the base of my spine as Elizabeth works my cock with her mouth. Fuck that. I'm not finishing there. I want more. I want to claim her completely. I pull out of her mouth with a wet pop, my cock throbbing with need. She looks up at me, lips swollen, mascara running down her cheeks, the perfect picture of debauchery. "Get up," I command, already grabbing her arm to haul her to her feet. "I'm going to fuck you right on Coach's desk."

Her eyes flash with excitement as I spin her around and bend her over the mahogany surface. My arm sweeps across the desk, sending papers, pens, and a leather-bound playbook crashing to the floor. A framed photo of Coach with Elizabeth and their perfect fucking family topples over the edge, the glass cracking as it hits the ground.

"Oops," I mock, not sorry at all. "Guess Coach's happy home just got shattered."

Elizabeth shivers under my hands as I position her, pushing her down so her tits press against the cool wood. The remains of her expensive dress hang in tatters from her shoulders. I rip them off completely, leaving her naked and exposed in her husband's sacred space.

"Please," she whimpers, spreading her legs wider for me. "I need you inside me."

"Look at you," I growl, running my hand down the curve of her spine to grab her ass. "Coach's proper British wife, bent over and begging for cock like a cheap whore."

I slap her ass hard, leaving a red handprint on her pale flesh. She yelps, then moans, pushing back against my hand. I line my cock up with her dripping entrance, teasing her by rubbing the head along her slit.

"Tell me what you want," I demand, squeezing her ass cheeks roughly.

"Fuck me," she gasps, her accent making even those filthy words sound elegant. "Please, Rex. Fuck me hard."

That's all the invitation I need. I slam into her in one brutal thrust, burying myself to the hilt. We both groan—me at the tight, wet heat enveloping my cock, her at the sudden fullness.

"Fuck, you're tight," I hiss, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "Coach's not keeping this pussy properly stretched, is he?"

She can only shake her head, words failing her as I start to move. I don't give her time to adjust, setting a punishing pace from the start. Each thrust rocks the heavy desk, making it scrape against the floor. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the office, punctuated by Elizabeth's increasingly desperate moans.

This is more than just sex. This is conquest. With each thrust, I'm claiming Coach's territory, marking it as mine. His wife, his office, his desk—all mine for the taking. The thought makes my cock even harder as I pound into Elizabeth's willing body.

"You feel that?" I grunt, slamming into her harder. "This is what a real man feels like."

"Yes," she gasps, her fingers clawing at the smooth desktop. "So big... so fucking good..."

The desk groans under our combined weight and the force of my thrusts. Papers that escaped my initial sweep flutter to the floor with each impact. I notice the fallen picture frame and get an idea that makes my cock throb with sadistic pleasure.

I lean over, never breaking my rhythm, and snatch the photo from the floor. The glass is cracked across Coach's smiling face, but the image is still clear—Coach Sterling with his arm around Elizabeth at some university function, both of them looking every inch the perfect power couple.

"Look at this," I command, holding the photo in front of Elizabeth's face, forcing her to see it as I continue to pound into her from behind. "Look at your husband while I fuck you."

Her eyes widen, a flash of shame crossing her features before dissolving back into lust. The psychological domination makes my blood sing with power.

"Tell me," I growl, thrusting particularly hard to emphasize my words. "Tell me who you belong to now."

Elizabeth's eyes are locked on the photo, on her husband's face, as I claim her body. Her walls clench around my cock, telling me how turned on she is by this degradation.

"You," she whispers, her voice breaking as I hit a particularly sensitive spot. "I belong to you, Rex."

"Louder," I command, slapping her ass again. "Tell me what you are."

"I'm your whore!" she cries out, her proper accent making the dirty confession even hotter. "I'm your fucking whore, Rex!"

I reward her with a shift in angle, hitting her g-spot with each thrust now. "And what about Coach? What about your precious husband?"

She's moaning continuously now, her body trembling beneath mine. "He's nothing," she gasps. "He's nothing compared to you. Oh god, Rex, I'm going to cum!"

"Do it," I growl, pounding into her relentlessly. "Cum on my cock while you look at your husband's picture. Show him what a slut his wife really is."

That pushes her over the edge. Elizabeth screams—actually screams—as her orgasm tears through her. Her pussy clenches around me like a vise, pulsating and squeezing my cock as she comes undone. Her entire body shakes with the force of it, her elegant composure completely shattered.

I don't slow down, continuing to thrust through her climax, prolonging it, making her take every inch of me as she rides the waves of pleasure. The desk scrapes a few inches across the floor with the force of my movements.

"Oh my god," she babbles, her British accent thicker in her state of ecstasy. "Oh my god, Rex. Fuck. Fuck!"

Her eloquence is gone, reduced to primitive exclamations as I continue to pound into her. The photo slips from her fingers, forgotten in her pleasure. I'm claiming more than her body; I'm claiming her mind, erasing Coach from her thoughts and replacing him with the sensation of my cock stretching her open.

The sight of her—Coach's sophisticated wife reduced to a quivering, moaning mess on his own desk—almost pushes me over the edge. But I hold back. I'm not done with her yet. Not even close.

"You think one orgasm is enough?" I taunt, slowing my thrusts to a deliberate grind. "I'm just getting started with you."

Elizabeth looks back at me over her shoulder, her hair a mess, her makeup ruined, but her eyes still hungry. "Please," she whispers. "Don't stop."

I grab a handful of her hair, pulling her head back as I lean over her, my chest pressed against her back, my cock still buried deep inside her. "I'm going to fuck you until you can't remember his name," I promise, biting her earlobe. "Only mine."

She shivers beneath me, her walls clenching around my cock again. "Only yours," she agrees, her voice a reverent whisper.

I straighten up, grabbing her hips again, ready to claim her even more thoroughly. Coach Sterling might have the ring on her finger, but in this moment—bent over his desk with my cock inside her—Elizabeth is completely, utterly mine.

I grab Elizabeth's hips and flip her over in one smooth motion, her back hitting the desk with a satisfying thud. She gasps, surprised by the sudden movement, her legs instinctively spreading wider for me. I take a moment to drink in the sight—Coach Sterling's sophisticated wife, sprawled naked on his desk, her legs open, her pussy wet and ready, surrounded by the scattered remains of his work life. Her perfect makeup is ruined, mascara streaked down her cheeks, lipstick smeared across her face. She looks thoroughly fucked already, but I'm nowhere near done with her.

"Look at you," I growl, running my hands up her thighs, "lying in your husband's mess, waiting for my cock."

Her breasts heave with each panting breath, those perfect tits that I know Coach doesn't appreciate enough. She's lying on top of play diagrams, practice schedules, and recruiting notes. A pen digs into her back, but she doesn't seem to care. All she cares about is getting filled again.

"Please, Rex," she moans, reaching for me. "Don't make me wait."

I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand. "I'll take what I want, when I want it," I remind her, my free hand guiding my cock back to her entrance. "You don't give the orders here."

I push into her slowly this time, inch by agonizing inch, watching her face contort with pleasure as I stretch her open again. Her legs wrap around my waist, trying to pull me in faster, but I resist, setting my own pace. The power is intoxicating—controlling not just her body but her pleasure.

"Fuck," I hiss as I bottom out inside her. "Still so tight."

With her hands pinned above her head, I have full access to her body. I release her wrists to slide my hand around her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her eyes widen. My other hand finds her breast, squeezing roughly, pinching her nipple between my fingers.

"Is this what you need?" I ask, tightening my grip on her throat slightly as I start to thrust. "To be treated like the slut you really are?"

"Yes," she gasps, the word barely making it past my constricting hand. "God, yes."

I pick up the pace, driving into her with measured, powerful strokes. Each thrust pushes her further up the desk, only for my grip on her throat to pull her back down onto my cock. The desk creaks beneath us, papers crinkling with each movement.

Her tits bounce with every impact, hypnotic in their rhythm. I squeeze them roughly, leaving red marks on her perfect skin. Let Coach wonder where those came from too.

"You're going to cum again," I tell her, not a question but a command. "You're going to cum on my cock while I choke you."

Elizabeth's eyes roll back, her inner walls already fluttering around my shaft. She's close, so fucking close. I tighten my grip on her throat, cutting off her oxygen just enough to intensify her pleasure.

"Rex," she chokes out, her accent thick with desire. "I'm cumming... oh god... I'm cumming!"

Her back arches off the desk as her second orgasm rips through her, more powerful than the first. Her pussy clenches around my cock rhythmically, trying to milk me of my cum, but I'm not ready yet. I maintain my pace, fucking her through her climax, watching with satisfaction as she completely falls apart beneath me.

"That's it," I growl, releasing her throat to let her gasp for air. "Take it. Take every fucking inch."

She's incoherent now, babbling a mixture of my name and profanities as she comes down from her high. Her hands clutch at my biceps, nails digging into my skin hard enough to leave marks. I wear those scratches like badges of honor—proof that I fucked Coach's wife so good she lost control.

"Think you can handle more?" I taunt, already knowing the answer. I don't wait for her response, increasing my pace, slamming into her with renewed vigor. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes through the office, punctuated by her increasingly desperate moans.

"Yes, fuck me harder!" she cries, her proper British accent making the filthy words sound even dirtier. "Fuck me like he never could!"

That's all the encouragement I need. I grab her legs, pushing them back toward her chest, folding her nearly in half. The new angle lets me hit even deeper, my cock reaching places inside her that I know Coach Sterling never could.

"This pussy belongs to me now," I grunt, watching my cock disappear into her over and over. "Say it."

"My pussy belongs to you," she repeats, her voice shaking with each thrust. "Only you, Rex. Oh god, only you!"

I'm jackhammering into her now, the desk scraping across the floor with the force of my thrusts. A lamp topples over the edge, the crash barely registering as I pound Elizabeth into oblivion. Her eyes are unfocused, her mouth hanging open in a continuous moan.

"Going to cum again?" I growl, feeling her walls starting to tighten around me. "Going to cum on this college cock for the third time?"

"Yes!" she screams, past caring if anyone might hear. "Yes, I'm cumming again! Rex!"

Her third orgasm is a tsunami compared to the previous waves. Her entire body convulses beneath me, her pussy clamping down so hard it almost pushes me out. I have to force my way back in, fighting against the vice-like grip of her climax. She's sobbing now, tears of ecstasy streaming down her already ruined face as pleasure overwhelms her.

I can feel my own orgasm building, my balls tightening, the pressure becoming unbearable. But I want to finish this my way. With one final thrust, I pull out of her pulsating pussy, her whimper of loss quickly silenced as I move up her body.

"On your knees," I command, grabbing her hair to pull her into position.

Elizabeth slides off the desk on shaky legs, kneeling before me once again. Her eyes are glazed, her body still trembling from her multiple orgasms, but she knows what's coming. She looks up at me, waiting.

I kneel over her, my cock in my hand, stroking it fast and hard. The sight of her—Coach's sophisticated wife, on her knees, face a mess, body bearing the marks of my possession—pushes me to the edge.

"Open your mouth," I command, my voice strained with the effort of holding back.

She obeys immediately, parting those perfect lips, her tongue extended slightly in anticipation. Her eyes never leave mine as I stroke myself to completion, aiming directly at her face.

"Fuck!" I roar as my orgasm finally tears through me. The first rope of cum lands across her cheek and lips, the second and third coating her tongue and chin. I aim lower for the rest, painting her tits with my release, marking every inch of her I can reach.

Elizabeth moans as my cum hits her skin, her tongue darting out to lick what she can reach from her lips. Her hands come up to rub my seed into her breasts, massaging it into her skin like it's some kind of expensive lotion.

"Mmm, so much," she purrs, looking up at me through cum-soaked lashes. "Always so much more than Frank."

I smirk down at her, satisfaction coursing through me at the sight of Coach's wife covered in my cum. "That's because I'm a real fucking man," I tell her, running my thumb through a streak of white on her cheek. "And now you're marked as mine."

She turns her face to kiss my thumb, sucking it clean with a wicked gleam in her eye. "Yours," she agrees, her voice hoarse from screaming my name.

I glance around at the wrecked office—papers strewn everywhere, a broken lamp, the cracked family photo, and at the center of it all, Coach Sterling's thoroughly defiled wife kneeling at my feet. It's more than just great sex; it's total domination. It's conquest.

Just another win for Rex Ryder.


Chapter 5

The locker room empties out as the guys shuffle to their cars, muscles aching from Coach Sterling's brutal practice. I hang back, taking my time. My body's spent, but my mind's racing with the text I got this morning. Coach's wife. In my car. After practice. My cock twitches in my shorts just thinking about those pouty British lips wrapped around me. I toss my gym bag into the backseat of my SUV and slide behind the wheel, the tinted windows offering just the privacy I need for what's coming next.

The parking lot's almost deserted now, just how I want it. I drum my fingers against the steering wheel, checking the time on my phone. Five minutes late. Typical. Rich bitches like to make you wait. Makes them feel powerful. But she'll learn soon enough who's really in charge here.

Movement catches my eye in the side mirror. Elizabeth Sterling walks across the lot, all long legs and tight skirt, those fuck-me heels clicking on the asphalt. My mouth goes dry. Coach's wife is a straight-up MILF—those perky tits bouncing just enough with each step, that perfect ass swaying. And that prissy British accent? Fuck. Makes me hard just thinking about the filth I'll make her say with that proper mouth.

She reaches my car, glancing around nervously before opening the passenger door and slipping inside. The sweet smell of her expensive perfume fills the confined space, making my head swim.

"Hello, Rex," she says, her accent crisp and proper as always. "Sorry I'm late. Frank had me on the phone."

"Frank, huh?" I smirk, watching her squirm at the mention of her husband—my coach. "You think Coach would approve of you being here?"

Her hazel eyes darken as she reaches over, her manicured hand landing on my thigh. "What Frank doesn't know won't hurt him, will it?"

Before she can say another word, I grab the back of her neck and pull her face to mine. Our lips crash together, hungry and desperate. She moans into my mouth, her tongue meeting mine with an eagerness that tells me everything I need to know—this uptight British housewife is starved for it.

"Been thinking about this all day," I growl against her mouth, my hand sliding up to cup one of her perfect tits through her silk blouse. "Bet Coach hasn't touched you in weeks, has he?"

She whimpers as I pinch her nipple. "Longer," she admits, her breath hitching.

I laugh, low and mean. "Fucking waste. Look at you."

My hand moves to her hair, gripping the expensive-looking locks tight enough to make her gasp. I force her head back, exposing her throat, and attack it with my teeth and tongue. She tastes like money and desperation. I suck hard enough to leave marks, not caring if Coach sees them later.

"Rex," she moans, her British accent making my name sound like a fucking prayer. Her hand slides up my thigh, finding the growing bulge in my shorts. "Oh my god, you're enormous."

"You have no idea," I tell her, shoving her face down toward my lap. "Why don't you find out?"

Elizabeth doesn't hesitate. Her fingers fumble with the drawstring of my shorts, her breathing quick and shallow. I lift my hips to help her tug them down, my cock springing free. Her eyes widen, that perfect mouth forming a little "O" of surprise.

"Fuck, just look at you," I say, gripping the base of my shaft. "Coach's proper little wife, drooling over another man's cock. You want this bad, don't you?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely above a whisper. She leans down, her hot breath ghosting over my tip. "I've wanted you since I first saw you play."

I grab a fistful of her hair again, positioning her face right where I want it. "Then take it. Show me what that prissy mouth can do."

Elizabeth's tongue darts out, licking a slow stripe up the underside of my shaft. The sight of Coach's wife—this sophisticated, elegant British woman—debasing herself for me sends a surge of power through my veins better than any touchdown.

Her tongue swirls around the head, teasing the sensitive spot underneath before she wraps those plush lips around me and sinks down. Holy shit. The wet heat of her mouth is fucking incredible, tight and slick.

"That's it," I hiss, tightening my grip on her hair. "Take it all."

She tries, fuck does she try, taking more and more of my length into her mouth, her throat working as she struggles to accommodate me. Tears spring to her eyes as she gags slightly, but she doesn't pull back. Instead, she pushes forward, taking me deeper.

"Jesus fucking Christ," I groan, throwing my head back against the headrest. Her mouth is magic, her tongue working every inch of me like she's starving for it. "You've done this before, haven't you? Sucked cock behind Coach's back?"

She moans around me, the vibration sending electric shocks up my spine. I take that as a yes. The thought of her sneaking around, being the secret slut while playing perfect wife in public—it drives me wild.

I thrust upward, forcing more of my cock into her throat. She gags again, harder this time, her hands flying to my thighs for support. I don't let up, pumping into her mouth with aggressive strokes that make her eyes water and mascara run.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" I taunt, watching her struggle to take me. "To be used like the cockslut you are? Coach doesn't fuck you like this, does he?"

She can't answer with her mouth full, but the desperate whimper she makes tells me everything. I hold her head in place and thrust deeper, feeling the tight restriction of her throat as she chokes around me. The wet, obscene sounds of her gagging fill the car.

"Fuck, you look good like this," I say, watching my cock disappear between those perfect lips. "Coach's precious wife with a mouthful of quarterback cock."

Her makeup is smearing, tears streaming down her cheeks, but she doesn't stop. Her tongue keeps working, swirling and flicking along my shaft as I use her mouth. One of her hands slides up to cup my balls, massaging them gently as she sucks harder.

"Shit," I hiss, pleasure building at the base of my spine. "Where'd you learn to suck cock like this?"

She pulls back just enough to gasp for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. "I have... talents... my husband doesn't appreciate," she pants, her voice hoarse and raw.

"His loss," I growl, shoving her back down. "My gain."

Elizabeth takes me deep again, her head bobbing up and down with increasing speed. Her hand works what she can't fit in her mouth, twisting and stroking in perfect rhythm with her lips. The sight of her—this elegant, sophisticated woman—on her knees in my car, servicing me like a pro, is almost enough to make me lose it.

But I'm not ready to cum yet. I want to see how far she'll go, how much control I have over Coach's wife. I grab her hair harder, forcing her to take more of me, watching her throat bulge as I hit the back of it.

"That's it," I grunt, my hips jerking upward. "Fucking take it."

She's moaning around me now, her free hand disappearing under her skirt. The realization that she's touching herself while choking on my cock nearly sends me over the edge.

"You getting off on this?" I demand, yanking her head back so she can answer.

Elizabeth gasps for air, her lips swollen and red, eyes glazed with lust. "God, yes," she admits, her accent thicker with arousal. "I've never... it's never been like this with..."

I don't let her finish. I shove her back down, setting a punishing pace as I fuck her face. "Don't you dare say his name," I growl. "Not while you're sucking my cock."

The power I feel in this moment is intoxicating. Coach Frank Sterling—the man who controls my football career, who decides my playing time, who holds my future in his hands—and here I am, face-fucking his wife in the parking lot after practice. The thought makes my cock throb harder in Elizabeth's eager mouth.

Elizabeth's head bobs faster between my legs, her tongue swirling around my shaft when movement outside catches my eye. I freeze, a wicked grin spreading across my face as I spot Coach Frank wandering through the deserted lot. The poor bastard is peering into cars, obviously looking for his missing wife. My grip on Elizabeth's hair tightens, forcing her to keep sucking as I watch her husband get closer. The thrill of getting caught—the danger of it—makes my cock throb harder in her mouth.

"Don't stop," I command in a harsh whisper, pushing her head down further. "Your husband's here."

Elizabeth tries to jerk away, panic flashing in her eyes, but I hold her firmly in place. She makes a muffled sound of protest around my cock, her eyes darting toward the window.

"Relax," I tell her, my voice dripping with cruel amusement. "Tinted windows, remember? He can't see shit."

The fear in her eyes only makes this hotter. Coach is less than twenty feet away now, squinting into parked cars, his phone pressed to his ear. The power I feel in this moment is fucking incredible—his wife on her knees for me while he searches blindly.

A buzzing sound comes from the floorboard. Elizabeth's designer purse vibrates with an incoming call. Without releasing my grip on her hair, I reach down with my free hand and fish out her phone. The screen lights up: "Husband" with Coach's picture.

"Well, look at that," I chuckle, showing her the screen. "Hubby's calling."

Her eyes widen above my cock, pleading. I can feel her trying to pull away again, but I tighten my grip, forcing her to stay down.

"I think we should answer it, don't you?" I ask, my thumb hovering over the green button.

Elizabeth shakes her head frantically, as much as she can with my cock still in her mouth. I ignore her, swiping to accept the call and putting it on speaker. I hold it close to her face, my other hand still firmly gripping her hair.

"Bella?" Frank's voice fills the car. He sounds confused, concerned. "Where are you? I can't find you."

Elizabeth freezes, her mouth still stretched around me. I push her head down harder, feeling the tight constriction of her throat as she tries not to make a sound.

"Bella? Are you there?" Coach asks again. "I'm in the parking lot. Your car's still here."

A small whimper escapes her, muffled by my flesh. I grin down at her, loving the pure panic in her eyes. Through the windshield, I can see Coach turning in circles, phone still pressed to his ear.

"Elizabeth?" His voice is getting more concerned now. "Is everything alright? Say something if you're there."

I start thrusting slowly into her mouth again, my eyes locked on hers. The message is clear: keep sucking or I'll let him hear exactly what his wife is doing. She closes her eyes in submission, her tongue resuming its work along my shaft even as tears leak from the corners of her eyes.

"I'm starting to worry," Coach continues, oblivious to what's happening. "Did you get a ride with someone? Are you still with Rex?"

My name on his lips makes me thrust harder, forcing a gagged sound from Elizabeth. Coach pauses on the other end of the line.

"Hello? Was that you? Is someone there with you?"

I pull Elizabeth off my cock just enough to let her catch her breath. "Answer him," I whisper, covering the microphone with my thumb. "Tell him you're fine."

She takes a shuddering breath. "I'm—I'm fine, darling," she manages, her posh accent strained and hoarse. "Just... finishing up something important."

I shove her back down immediately, my cock plunging into her throat as a reward for her obedience. She gags loudly, the sound partially captured by the phone.

"What was that?" Coach asks, suspicion creeping into his tone. "Where exactly are you?"

I watch through the windshield as he turns toward my SUV, squinting at the tinted windows. My heart pounds faster, adrenaline surging through my veins. He's staring right at us, but he can't see a thing. His wife is deepthroating me not ten feet from where he's standing, and the poor fucker has no clue.

"I'll be out in a minute," Elizabeth gasps when I let her up for air again. "Why don't you—ah—wait in your car?"

I force her down again, harder this time. Coach is walking toward us now, his face creased with concern. He comes right up to my driver's side window, peering in. From his perspective, the tint makes the interior a dark blur. But from where I sit, I can see every detail of his confused face.

He's looking right at his wife as she sucks my cock, and he doesn't even know it.

"Are you sure you're alright?" he asks, pressing his face closer to the window. "Your voice sounds strange."

Elizabeth makes another choked sound as I thrust deep. I'm getting close now, the danger and power of the situation driving me to the edge. Coach's face is inches from the glass, his eyes scanning the dark interior futilely.

"I think I see someone in that car," he mutters into the phone. "Is that you?"

I lock eyes with him through the tinted window, knowing he can only see a shadowy figure. I smirk, pushing Elizabeth's head down until her nose touches my stomach, her throat constricting around my length.

"Bella?" Coach sounds genuinely worried now. "I'm going to tap on this window."

His knuckles rap against the glass right next to my head. Elizabeth jerks in panic, her throat convulsing around my cock. The sensation nearly makes me lose it right there.

"Hello? Is my wife in there?" Coach calls out, his voice muffled through the glass.

I lean forward slightly, my face just inches from his on the other side of the window. I'm staring him dead in the eyes as his wife gags on my cock. The power is intoxicating.

"I don't think that's her," he finally says into the phone, stepping back from the window. "The car's too dark to see inside."

I can't hold back anymore. The combination of Elizabeth's skilled mouth, the danger of being caught, and the complete dominance I feel over both her and Coach pushes me over the edge. I thrust deep one final time, holding her head firmly in place as I feel my release building.

"You know what," Coach says, "I'm going to check the women's locker room. Maybe you're still in there."

I end the call with a swipe of my thumb, tossing her phone onto the passenger seat. Coach turns away from the car, heading back toward the gym building.

"Fuck," I groan, my fingers digging into her scalp. "Take it all, every fucking drop."

My cock pulses, shooting hot streams directly down her throat. I hold her head down firmly, not giving her any choice but to swallow. Elizabeth struggles against my grip, desperate for air, but I keep her pinned until the last spasm subsides. Only then do I release her.

She falls back into the passenger seat, gasping and coughing, mascara streaked down her cheeks. I tuck myself back into my shorts, watching her with a satisfied smirk as she tries to compose herself.

"Jesus Christ, Rex," she whispers hoarsely, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "He almost caught us."

"That was the fucking point," I laugh, still riding the high.

Elizabeth's eyes dart to the gym entrance where Coach disappeared. "I should go. He'll be looking for me."

"Yeah," I agree, feeling completely satisfied. "Run along to hubby. But this isn't over."

She fixes her hair in the visor mirror, trying to erase the evidence of what just happened. "When can I see you again?" she asks, her voice still raw from the abuse her throat just took.

I grin, knowing I've got her exactly where I want her. "I'll text you. Be ready."

Elizabeth nods, her hand on the door handle. Before she leaves, I grab her wrist, pulling her in for one last brutal kiss. I want her to taste herself on me, to remember who she belongs to now.

"Our little secret," I whisper against her lips before shoving her away.

She slips out of the car, smoothing her skirt and checking her surroundings before hurrying toward the gym entrance. I watch her go, already planning our next encounter. Coach Frank Sterling might control my future on the field, but I own his wife now. And that's a power trip like no other.


Chapter 6

My phone buzzes on the nightstand, pulling me away from ESPN highlights. I grab it, a smirk spreading across my face as I read the text from Elizabeth: "He's out running errands. Back door is unlocked."

Three hours after practice, and Coach's wife is already begging for more. I throw on a t-shirt and basketball shorts—no need to dress up when I'll be getting naked anyway—and head for my car. My cock's already hardening at the thought of fucking Elizabeth in her own house, in her marriage bed. The ultimate power move.

The Sterling residence sits in the nicest part of town—a sprawling two-story colonial with perfect landscaping that screams successful college football coach. I park a block away, not wanting any nosy neighbors to recognize my ride. The adrenaline pumping through me feels like game day, that electric charge before the first snap. But this is a different kind of game, and I'm about to score in Coach's own end zone.

The back of the house faces a wooded area, giving me plenty of cover as I slip through the gate into their perfectly manicured backyard. The patio furniture probably costs more than my first car. I try the back door—unlocked, just like she promised. It opens silently, and I step into the kitchen. Granite countertops, stainless steel appliances, a bottle of expensive scotch sitting open on the island. Coach's scotch. I'm tempted to pour myself a glass, just to add insult to injury.

"Elizabeth?" I call out softly, not seeing her on the first floor.

No answer, but I hear movement upstairs. I make my way through the house, taking in the family photos lining the hallway—Coach and Elizabeth at charity events, on vacation, at football banquets. She's always smiling that perfect smile, playing the dutiful coach's wife. If they only knew what a slut she really is.

At the base of the grand staircase, I look up and freeze. Elizabeth stands at the top, backlit by the hallway light like some kind of fucking angel in a white silk robe. Her long legs peek through the opening, her hair falling loose around her shoulders instead of the tight style she wears to games. She doesn't speak, just curls her finger in a "come here" gesture that makes my cock strain against my shorts.

I take the stairs two at a time, never breaking eye contact with her. When I reach the top, she steps back, letting me tower over her. Up close, I can see the hunger in her eyes, the slight tremble of her lower lip. I grab her by the throat—not hard enough to hurt, just enough to show her who's in charge—and push her against the wall.

"Miss me?" I ask, my voice low and dangerous.

"Yes," she breathes, her posh accent making even that simple word sound elegant. "I haven't stopped thinking about yesterday."

"Bet Coach had no idea what that mouth of yours was doing an hour earlier," I say, pressing my body against hers. I can feel her heart racing under my palm.

"No," she whispers, her eyes darkening. "He never suspects anything."

I laugh, sliding my hand from her throat to her hair, gripping it tight. "Because he's a fucking idiot who doesn't realize what a slut his wife is."

Instead of being offended, she moans softly, her eyes fluttering closed at the degradation. That tells me everything I need to know about what she wants from me.

"Show me your bedroom," I command, releasing her hair. "The one you share with Coach."

Elizabeth leads me down the hall, the silk of her robe swishing around her thighs. I follow close behind, my hand on her ass the whole way. The master suite is massive, with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the backyard and a king-sized bed dominating the space. The bed where Coach sleeps every night, where he probably tries and fails to satisfy his wife. Not anymore.

"This is it," she says unnecessarily, turning to face me.

I don't waste time with sweet talk. I grab the belt of her robe and yank it open in one smooth motion. The silk falls away, revealing her naked body underneath. My breath catches despite myself. For a woman pushing forty, Elizabeth Sterling is fucking flawless—perfect tits that sit high on her chest, flat stomach, long legs, and a neatly trimmed pussy that's already glistening with arousal.

"On the bed," I order, already pulling my t-shirt over my head. "Spread those legs for me."

Elizabeth obeys instantly, crawling onto the massive bed and positioning herself in the center. She lies back against the pillows—Coach's pillows—and opens her legs, giving me a perfect view of her wet cunt. The sight makes my mouth water.

I strip quickly, tossing my clothes on the floor. Her eyes widen slightly as my cock springs free, already rock hard and ready. I climb onto the bed, crawling between her spread legs like a predator stalking its prey. I hover above her, not touching her yet, just letting her feel the heat of my body.

"Tell me what you want," I demand, my voice rough with desire.

"I want you inside me," she whispers, her hands coming up to touch my chest.

I catch her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand. "More specific. Say exactly what you want, in that fancy accent of yours."

Elizabeth's cheeks flush, but her eyes remain locked on mine. "I want you to fuck me, Rex. I want your cock inside my pussy."

"Where?" I press, needing to hear her say it.

She swallows hard. "Here. In my marriage bed."

"That's right," I growl, positioning myself at her entrance. "I'm going to fuck you where your husband sleeps, where he thinks he's the only man who gets to have you."

I push inside her slowly, deliberately, savoring every inch as her tight pussy stretches to accommodate me. Elizabeth gasps, her back arching off the mattress as I fill her completely. She's so wet, so ready for me, it's almost too easy.

"Fuck," I grunt, bottoming out inside her. "Your cunt is tight for an old married woman."

"God, Rex," she moans, her accent thicker with arousal. "You're so much bigger than him."

That's exactly what I wanted to hear. I start to move, pulling almost all the way out before thrusting back in with measured, deep strokes. Each thrust is deliberate, calculated to make her feel every inch of me. I want to ruin her for Coach, to make sure she feels the ghost of my cock inside her every time her husband touches her.

"You like that?" I ask, maintaining the slow, punishing rhythm. "Like getting fucked by a college stud in your own bed?"

"Yes," she hisses, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper. "Don't stop."

I laugh, cold and mean. "Not until I'm done with you."

I release her wrists to grip her hips, angling them up to hit her deeper. Her hands immediately fly to my shoulders, nails digging into the muscle there. The slight pain only spurs me on, making my thrusts harder but still measured and controlled.

"These sheets," I say between thrusts, "Coach buy them?"

Elizabeth nods, her eyes glazed with pleasure.

"And you're going to lie on them tonight?" Another thrust. "With him?" Deeper this time. "With my cum still inside you?"

"Oh god," she whimpers, her inner walls clenching around me at the filthy suggestion. "Yes."

I slow my pace even more, making each thrust an agonizing pleasure. Her body is responding to every movement, her pussy gripping me like a vise. The bed creaks beneath us, the headboard occasionally thumping against the wall. I wonder if Coach has ever made it do that, or if his wife has been suffering in silence for years.

"Tell me how much better I fuck you," I demand, driving into her with a particularly hard thrust that makes her cry out.

"So much better," she gasps, her hands now gripping the sheets—Coach's sheets. "No one has ever fucked me like this."

I believe her. The way her body responds to mine, the desperation in her movements—this woman has been sexually starved for years. And now she's feasting on a prime cut.

The power I feel is intoxicating. Every thrust is a middle finger to Coach Frank Sterling. Every moan I draw from his wife's lips is a victory. I'm conquering his territory, claiming what's his, and she's begging me for it. Nothing I've ever done on the football field comes close to this feeling.

Elizabeth's breathing quickens, her moans becoming more frequent. I can tell she's getting close already. I slow down even more, making my strokes deep and deliberate, hitting spots inside her that have probably never been touched before.

"You don't cum until I say you can," I tell her, pinching one of her nipples hard enough to make her gasp. "Understand?"

"Please," she begs, her hips trying to match my rhythm, seeking the friction she needs. "I'm so close."

"Not yet," I growl, enjoying the power of denial. "Not until I decide you deserve it."

I continue the torturously slow pace, watching her face contort with the effort of holding back her orgasm. Her eyes are squeezed shut, her bottom lip caught between her teeth. A fine sheen of sweat makes her skin glow in the dim bedroom light.

"Look at me," I command.

Her eyes fly open, meeting mine.

"Remember this," I tell her, emphasizing each word with a deep thrust. "Remember who's really fucking you. Remember whose cock is making you feel this way."

"Yours," she whimpers. "Only yours, Rex."

The sheets beneath us are damp with sweat now, the pillows knocked askew. I'm marking my territory in the most primal way possible, and we're both getting off on it. The knowledge that Coach will sleep here tonight, completely unaware that his star quarterback has claimed his wife in their marital bed, keeps me rock hard despite the slow pace.

"That's right," I say, leaning down to bite her earlobe. "And don't you fucking forget it."

I decide I'm done with the slow teasing. Gripping Elizabeth's hips hard enough to bruise, I start pounding into her with purpose. The bed squeaks under us, the headboard slamming rhythmically against the wall. Each thrust drives deeper, harder, making her gasp and moan beneath me. Her proper British accent dissolves into desperate, animalistic sounds as I fuck her with an intensity her husband has probably never shown her.

"Oh god! Rex!" she cries out, her nails clawing down my back. "Fuck! Yes!"

Hearing Coach's prim and proper wife screaming profanities in that posh accent of hers only drives me harder. I slam into her relentlessly, my hips pistoning with the same force and precision I use to launch footballs downfield. Elizabeth's body bounces beneath me, her perfect tits jiggling with each impact. I grab one roughly, pinching the nipple between my fingers as I maintain the punishing pace.

"You like that?" I growl, watching her face contort with pleasure. "Like getting fucked by someone who knows what they're doing?"

"Yes!" she gasps, her eyes rolling back. "God, yes! Don't stop!"

The sweat drips from my forehead onto her chest as I continue to pound into her. Her legs wrap tighter around my back, her heels digging into my ass to pull me deeper with each thrust. The wet sounds of my cock plunging into her fill the room, mixing with our heavy breathing and the rhythmic creaking of their expensive mattress.

"Harder!" she begs, her voice breaking. "Please, Rex! Fuck me harder!"

I laugh, cruel and confident. "Look at you. Coach's perfect wife begging for my cock like a common whore."

Instead of being offended, she moans louder, her pussy clenching around me. She's getting off on the degradation, on being called out for what she really is. I file that information away for later use.

I pull out suddenly, leaving her empty and whimpering. Before she can protest, I flip her onto her stomach and yank her hips up, positioning her on all fours. Her ass is fucking perfect—round, firm, and now completely at my mercy. I bring my hand down on one cheek with a sharp crack, leaving a red handprint on her pale skin.

"Ah!" she cries out, her head whipping around to look at me with wide eyes.

"Face down," I command, pushing her head into the pillows—Coach's pillows. "Ass up."

She complies immediately, her back arching to present herself to me. From this angle, I can see everything—her swollen pussy lips glistening with arousal, the tight pucker of her asshole, the elegant curve of her spine. I grab my cock, sliding it through her wet folds teasingly.

"Beg for it," I demand, rubbing my tip against her entrance but not pushing in.

"Please," she whimpers into the pillow, her voice muffled. "Please fuck me, Rex."

"Louder," I say, smacking her ass again. "I want to hear that fancy accent begging for my cock."

Elizabeth turns her head to the side, her face flushed with desire and embarrassment. "Please fuck me with your big cock! I need it inside me now!"

That's what I want to hear. I thrust back into her in one powerful stroke, burying myself to the hilt. She screams, her fingers clutching desperately at the sheets as I set a brutal pace. Each thrust makes her whole body jolt forward, only for my grip on her hips to pull her back onto my cock.

"Fuck, your pussy feels good," I grunt, watching my shaft disappear into her over and over. "So fucking tight and wet for me."

"Only for you," she moans, pushing back to meet my thrusts. "Oh god, only for you!"

The power I feel is indescribable. Coach Frank Sterling—the man who controls my playing time, who decides my future—and here I am, fucking his wife doggy-style in their martial bed. She's taking my cock better than any college girl I've had, her experienced body knowing exactly how to squeeze and grip me for maximum pleasure.

I lean forward, grabbing a fistful of her hair and pulling her head back sharply. "You think about this when he fucks you?" I growl into her ear. "Think about getting pounded by a real man?"

"Yes!" she admits shamelessly, her inner walls clenching around me at the words. "All the time!"

I release her hair to grab both her wrists, pulling them behind her back like restraints. The new angle drives me even deeper, making her cry out with each thrust. She's completely at my mercy now—face down in her marriage bed, ass up, taking my cock like she was made for it.

"Look at you," I taunt, watching her body jerk with each powerful thrust. "Coach's wife getting fucked like a cheap slut."

Her moans grow louder, more desperate, her British accent making even her cries of pleasure sound elegant somehow. The contrast between her sophisticated exterior and the raw, needy animal she becomes under me is fucking intoxicating.

"You ever cum on his cock like you're about to on mine?" I ask, maintaining the relentless pace.

"No," she gasps, her body trembling beneath me. "Never like this."

I feel her pussy starting to spasm around my cock, her orgasm building. Not yet. I pull out again, flipping her onto her back. I want to see her face when she falls apart, want to burn that image into my memory.

"Rex, please," she begs, her hair a wild mess against the pillows, her lipstick smeared across her cheek. "I was so close."

"I know," I smirk, positioning myself between her legs again. "But I want to see your face when you cum on my cock. Want to watch those proper British features break apart when I make you scream."

I push back into her, setting a steady rhythm that's deep but not as frantic as before. I want to drag this out, want to make her work for it. Elizabeth's legs wrap around my waist again, pulling me deeper. Her hands clutch at my shoulders, my arms, anywhere she can reach, like she's drowning and I'm her only lifeline.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her face contort with pleasure. "Take my cock. Show me how badly you need it."

She begins to move her hips in time with mine, grinding up to meet each thrust. The new angle has my cock hitting her in just the right spot, making her gasp and shudder. Her eyes lock with mine, and for a moment, there's a raw vulnerability there that almost makes me pause. But then it's gone, replaced by pure lust as she starts to move faster.

"Oh god, Rex," she moans, her accent thick with need. "You feel so good. So much better than him."

That's what I want to hear. I increase my pace again, driving into her with renewed vigor. The headboard slams against the wall so hard I'm surprised it doesn't leave dents. Let the neighbors hear. Let them all know what Coach's wife is getting up to while he's out.

"Touch yourself," I command, watching her face. "Show me how you make yourself cum when he's not around."

Elizabeth's hand slides between our bodies, her fingers finding her clit. She starts to rub quick circles, her breathing becoming more erratic as she works herself closer to the edge. The sight of Coach's sophisticated wife masturbating while I fuck her is almost enough to make me lose it right there.

"That's it," I encourage, slowing my thrusts to let her catch up. "Get that pussy ready to cum all over my cock."

"I'm close," she whispers, her eyes locked on mine. "So close. Please don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. I pick up the pace again, timing my thrusts with the movements of her fingers. Her free hand grabs at the headboard for support, knuckles white as she holds on. The bed is shaking beneath us, the expensive sheets twisted and damp with our sweat.

"You gonna cum for me?" I ask, feeling my own release building but determined to hold off. "Gonna cum on this college cock while your husband's out buying groceries?"

"Yes!" she cries, her back arching off the mattress. "Oh god, Rex! Yes!"

I can feel her getting closer, her pussy tightening around me with each thrust. Her movements are becoming more desperate, less coordinated. She's chasing her pleasure with single-minded focus now, all pretense of sophistication gone. This isn't Coach Sterling's elegant British wife anymore—this is a woman being fucked out of her mind, reduced to her most basic instincts.

"That's it," I growl, driving into her harder. "Let go, Elizabeth. Show me what a slut you really are."

Her legs tighten around my waist, her nails digging painfully into my shoulders. I don't care. The pain just spurs me on, making my thrusts more aggressive, more dominant. I want to mark her as mine, want to ruin her for any other man—especially her husband.

"Rex," she gasps, her eyes wide and unfocused. "Rex, I'm—"

I cover her mouth with mine, swallowing her cries as I pound into her. Our tongues battle for dominance, the kiss as aggressive as our fucking. I can taste her desperation, her surrender. She's mine now, completely at my mercy, and we both know it.

The power of that knowledge surges through me, making my cock throb inside her. I break the kiss, wanting to hear her fall apart beneath me.

"Say my name when you cum," I command, my voice rough with exertion. "I want to hear you scream it."

Elizabeth's eyes lock with mine, her pupils blown wide with lust. "Rex!" she cries, her accent making it sound like a royal decree. "Rex! I'm cumming! Oh god, REX!"

Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, her whole body shuddering beneath me. I keep thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it, watching with fascination as Coach Sterling's perfectly composed wife completely falls apart on my cock. Her face is a mask of ecstasy, her mouth open in a silent scream as the waves of pleasure crash over her.

I don't slow down, determined to wring every last tremor from her body. She's so sensitive now that each thrust makes her jerk and whimper, aftershocks of pleasure rippling through her. But I'm not done with her yet. Not by a long shot.

I flip Elizabeth over again, pulling her up onto all fours. Her body responds instantly, back arching to present her ass to me as I slam back into her dripping pussy from behind. Each thrust sends ripples through her flesh, her moans growing louder and more desperate by the second. I'm so caught up in the sensation of her tight walls clenching around me that I almost miss the mechanical rumble from below. The garage door. Opening. Elizabeth freezes beneath me, her entire body tensing in terror. "Oh my god," she gasps, panic replacing pleasure in an instant. "He's home early."

My first instinct should be to pull out, grab my clothes, and find a way to escape. But something dark and twisted inside me has other ideas. Instead of stopping, I tighten my grip on her hips and thrust even harder.

"Rex!" she hisses, trying to scramble away. "Stop! He's home!"

I lean forward, pressing my chest against her back, pinning her to the mattress. "I'm not finished yet," I growl into her ear, continuing to pump into her.

The sound of a car door slamming echoes from the garage. Elizabeth's panic is palpable, her body rigid beneath mine. Her head whips around, eyes wild with fear.

"Are you insane?" she whispers frantically. "He'll kill us both!"

I laugh, the danger only making me harder inside her. "Let him try."

The interior door from the garage opens and closes. We both hear it clearly. Coach is in the house now. Elizabeth starts struggling in earnest, trying to push me off her. Her efforts only excite me more, the resistance adding a new dimension to our fuck.

"Rex, please," she begs, her voice trembling. "We have to stop!"

Her pleas are getting louder, threatening to give us away. I can't have that. Not when I'm this close. In one swift motion, I reach around and grab her discarded panties from where they landed on the floor. Before she can protest further, I shove the silk underwear into her mouth, muffling her cries.

"Shh," I whisper, not missing a beat with my hips. "You don't want Coach to hear us, do you?"

Her eyes widen above the makeshift gag, tears of fear or arousal—maybe both—gathering at the corners. I feel her pussy clench involuntarily around my cock, telling me that despite her panic, part of her is getting off on the danger.

From downstairs, we hear Coach call out, "Elizabeth, I'm home!"

His voice echoes through the house, so close yet unaware of what's happening in his own bedroom. Elizabeth's body trembles beneath me, a muffled scream trapped behind her panty gag. Her eyes plead with me to stop, but I only drive harder into her, the wet slapping sounds of our bodies meeting seeming impossibly loud in the quiet room.

"Answer him," I taunt, pulling the gag out just enough for her to speak. "Go ahead. Tell him you're busy getting fucked by his star quarterback."

Elizabeth shakes her head frantically, tears now streaming down her face. I stuff the panties back into her mouth completely, silencing her again. The sound of heavy footsteps moving around downstairs spurs me on. Each thrust becomes more punishing, more deliberate, my cock driving so deep I can feel her cervix with every stroke.

"Elizabeth?" Coach calls again, his voice tinged with confusion at her lack of response.

I reach around to rub her clit, determined to make her cum again despite—or perhaps because of—the danger. Her body betrays her, responding to my touch even as she tries to pull away. Her inner walls flutter around my shaft, another orgasm building despite the terror of the situation.

The stairs creak. He's coming up. Elizabeth's eyes go wide with panic, her muffled screams becoming more desperate. I don't stop. If anything, I fuck her harder, one hand still working her clit while the other pins her wrists above her head.

"Your husband's going to catch you with my cock inside you," I whisper harshly into her ear. "What do you think he'll do when he sees his precious wife taking it like a whore?"

Her pussy clenches violently around me at the words, another involuntary response that tells me exactly what she needs. The danger is turning her on just as much as it's terrifying her. The knowledge makes me even harder, my cock swelling inside her as Coach's footsteps grow closer.

"Elizabeth? Are you upstairs?" His voice is at the bottom of the staircase now.

I should pull out. I should hide. But the adrenaline pumping through me, the power I feel in this moment—it's too intoxicating to give up. Instead, I flip Elizabeth onto her back again, keeping the panties stuffed in her mouth. I want to see her face, want to watch the conflict between fear and pleasure play across her features as I continue to pound into her.

The stairs creak under Coach's weight as he begins to climb. Each step brings him closer to discovering us, yet I don't slow down. Elizabeth's nails dig into my shoulders hard enough to draw blood, her eyes wide and terrified above the silk gag. I can count the seconds until we're caught by the sound of each footstep.

One. Two. Three. He's halfway up the stairs now.

I drive into Elizabeth with renewed vigor, feeling my own release building. The danger, the forbidden nature of it all, the complete dominance I have over both Coach and his wife in this moment—it's pushing me toward the edge faster than I expected.

Four. Five. Six. Almost to the top.

"I'm going to cum inside you," I growl into her ear, quiet enough that only she can hear. "Going to fill you with my cum just as your husband walks in."

Her eyes roll back, her body betraying her once more as another orgasm rips through her. Her pussy convulses around my cock, milking me, begging for my release even as her mind panics at our imminent discovery. The contradiction is beautiful, perfect. Coach's wife, cumming on my cock as he climbs the stairs to their bedroom.

Seven. Eight. He's at the top now.

"Bella?" His voice is right outside the door.

I can't hold back anymore. The combination of danger, power, and Elizabeth's pulsing pussy around me is too much. With one final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go. My cock pulses, shooting hot streams of cum deep into her womb. I maintain eye contact with her the entire time, watching the conflict on her face as she feels me emptying inside her while her husband stands just feet away.

"Fuck," I grunt, keeping my voice low as the last spurts of cum fill her. "Take it all."

Elizabeth's body shakes with silent sobs—of pleasure, fear, shame, or all three, I can't tell. My cock continues to throb inside her as the doorknob turns. In the final seconds before the door opens, I pull the panties from her mouth and toss them under the bed.

"Get dressed," I whisper, already yanking up my shorts as the bedroom door begins to swing open.

Elizabeth moves with impressive speed, grabbing her silk robe from the floor and throwing it around her naked body just as Coach Frank Sterling steps into the room, his arms laden with grocery bags. My heart pounds in my chest, adrenaline making everything sharper, clearer. I've just finished tucking my still-wet cock into my shorts when Coach's eyes land on us.

The moment freezes in time—Elizabeth in her hastily-donned robe, me standing beside the bed with my shirt still off, both of us flushed and sweating, the room reeking of sex. I can see my cum leaking down Elizabeth's inner thigh, a white trickle escaping from beneath the silk robe. Coach's eyes haven't noticed it. Not yet.

The look on Coach's face as he takes in the scene is something I'll remember forever. Confusion. Suspicion. The beginning of understanding. And then—in a twist that makes my still-sensitive cock twitch in my shorts—nothing but oblivious acceptance.

Coach Frank Sterling stands frozen in the doorway, blinking rapidly as his brain tries to process the scene in front of him. His wife in a hastily thrown-on silk robe, me standing shirtless beside their rumpled bed, both of us flushed and sweating. For a split second, I think we're caught. I can already see my football career flashing before my eyes—until Elizabeth swoops in with the performance of a lifetime.

"Honey, you're back!" she exclaims, her British accent perfectly composed despite the cum still leaking down her thigh. She gives Coach a sweet, practiced smile that shows none of the wild, desperate slut who was screaming my name just minutes ago. "I was just getting some help with my stretches from our star player here."

I fight to keep my face neutral, but inside I'm fucking amazed at how quickly she's switched personas. Gone is the woman who begged me to fuck her harder while her husband was out. In her place stands the perfect coach's wife, poised and proper even with sex hair and bruises starting to form on her neck.

Coach looks from me to Elizabeth, his eyes narrowing slightly. I can see the wheels turning in his head, the slow process of his brain trying to connect dots that should be obvious. My heart pounds in my chest, adrenaline still coursing through my veins. This is it. This is where he realizes I've been balls deep in his wife, where he tries to end my career, where everything falls apart.

And then, like clouds parting after a storm, a slow, dumb, proud smile spreads across his face.

"That's what I like to see," he says, walking further into the room like he didn't just interrupt the aftermath of me fucking his wife raw in his own bed. "My star player taking care of his body—and helping Bella with her fitness too!"

Jesus Christ, he's an idiot. The relief that floods through me quickly turns to smug satisfaction. Coach isn't just oblivious—he's actually pleased to find me half-naked in his bedroom with his disheveled wife. The power this gives me is intoxicating.

"You know me, Coach," I say, slipping easily into the role of dedicated athlete. "Always looking for ways to improve performance."

Elizabeth shoots me a warning glance, but I can see the ghost of a smile playing at the corners of her lips. She adjusts her robe, making sure it covers the evidence of our activities. I notice a small hickey forming just above her collarbone, visible despite her efforts.

Coach steps fully into the room, dropping his grocery bags onto a chair by the door. He claps a heavy, proud hand on my shoulder, his touch friendly where mine on his wife had been anything but. I have to stifle a laugh at the absurdity of it all—his hand is on the same shoulder where Elizabeth's nails dug in deep enough to draw blood just minutes ago.

"You're going above and beyond, son," he says, his voice warm with approval. "That's what makes champions."

If he only knew what kind of "stretching" I've really been doing with his wife. The mental image of Elizabeth bent over in front of me, taking my cock while begging for more, flashes through my mind. I have to force myself not to smirk.

"I was just telling Elizabeth about some hip flexibility exercises," I say, the lie coming easily. "Really important for maintaining core strength."

"Oh, absolutely," Coach agrees enthusiastically, turning toward his closet. "Hip flexibility is crucial. I was just reading an article about that."

As he turns his back to us, rummaging through his closet while still talking about athletic performance, I see my opportunity. Elizabeth is standing just a few feet away, her eyes wide with warning as she subtly shakes her head. The danger only makes me want to push further.

I step closer to her, my eyes locked on Coach's back to make sure he doesn't turn around. When I'm right behind her, I casually slip my hand into the opening of her silk robe, finding one of her perfect tits and giving it a firm squeeze.

Elizabeth gasps softly, her eyes darting between me and her husband's back. I pinch her nipple, hard enough to make her bite her lip to stop from moaning. The fear and arousal in her eyes is a fucking masterpiece.

"What was that, Bella?" Coach asks, still facing the closet.

"Nothing, darling," she manages, her voice impressively steady considering my fingers are now rolling her nipple between them. "Just a bit sore from the... stretching."

Coach laughs, pulling out a team jacket. "I bet! Rex here doesn't do anything halfway. That's why he's going to take us all the way to the championship this year."

"He certainly goes all the way," Elizabeth agrees, and I have to stifle a laugh at her double meaning.

My hand slides lower, slipping between the folds of her robe and down her stomach. She tries to step away, but I hold her in place with my other hand on her hip. Coach continues rambling about the upcoming game, completely oblivious as I dip my fingers between Elizabeth's legs, feeling the wet mess of my cum mixed with her juices.

"I've been working on some new plays for Saturday's game," Coach says, turning back toward us.

I withdraw my hand quickly but not before Coach has fully turned around. For a terrifying second, I think he's seen where my hand was, but he's too caught up in football talk to notice anything. Elizabeth's face is flushed, her breathing slightly elevated, but Coach Sterling is too fucking clueless to pick up on it.

"Rex has been giving me some... valuable pointers," Elizabeth says, her eyes meeting mine with a mixture of fear and excitement.

"That's great!" Coach beams at both of us like a proud father. "I always say a strong team extends beyond the field. We're family."

Family. The irony is so thick I could fucking choke on it. I just came inside his wife, and he's talking about family. I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing out loud.

"Well, I should probably get these groceries put away," Coach says, picking up the bags again. "Rex, you're welcome to stay for dinner if you'd like. I got some great steaks."

"Thanks for the offer, Coach, but I should head out," I reply, already reaching for my shirt. "Got some studying to do."

The only thing I want to study further is his wife's body, but I've pushed my luck enough for one day. Besides, the look on Elizabeth's face tells me she needs time to clean up the mess I've left between her legs before she has to sit across from her husband at dinner.

"Next time, then," Coach says, heading for the door. "Elizabeth, why don't you finish up your stretches and come help me with the groceries when you're done?"

"Of course, darling," she answers sweetly.

As soon as Coach disappears down the hallway, his footsteps receding toward the stairs, Elizabeth turns to me with fire in her eyes.

"Are you insane?" she hisses, keeping her voice low. "He could have caught us!"

I step closer to her, backing her against the wall. "But he didn't," I murmur, my hand going back to her throat like it belongs there. "And that makes it even better."

"Rex," she whispers, but there's no real resistance in her voice. Just acceptance.

"This is just the beginning," I tell her, my fingers tightening slightly around her neck. "From now on, you're all mine. Understand?"

She nods, her pulse racing under my thumb.

"Your husband may control my playing time," I continue, my other hand slipping between her legs again, feeling my cum still leaking from her. "But I control you now."

"Yes," she breathes, her eyes fluttering closed as my fingers trace through the wet evidence of our fucking.

I release her and step back, grabbing my shirt from the floor and pulling it on. "Clean yourself up," I tell her, enjoying the sight of her disheveled and marked by me. "You don't want Coach asking questions about why you're leaking cum at the dinner table."

Elizabeth straightens her robe, trying to regain some composure. "When will I see you again?" she asks, and I can hear the need in her voice.

"Next weekend," I say, tucking my shirt into my shorts. "At the charity gala."

Her eyes widen. "But Frank will be there. Everyone will be there."

I laugh, cruel and confident. "Exactly. And you'll be wet for me the entire time, knowing I can take you whenever and wherever I want."

"The entire weekend?" she asks, her voice a mixture of fear and excitement.

I lean in close, my lips brushing against her ear. "The entire fucking weekend. And by the end of it, you won't remember what it's like to not have my cock inside you."

She shivers, whether from fear or arousal I can't tell. Probably both. I grab my phone from the nightstand and head for the door, leaving her standing there in her silk robe with my cum still running down her legs.

As I slip out the back door into the fading evening light, I can't help but grin. Coach Frank Sterling thinks he owns me—thinks he controls my future, my career, my life. But now I own something of his. Something precious. And I'm going to enjoy every fucking minute of it.

The charity gala can't come soon enough.
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SNEAK PEEK OF BOOK 2

I slam Elizabeth against the mahogany headboard, my cock buried deep inside her tight pussy. Her legs wrap around my waist like a vice, those expensive red-bottomed heels digging into my lower back as I thrust into her. The luxury suite smells like sex and her designer perfume, a mix that drives me fucking wild. Each time I drive into her, the headboard bangs against the wall, and I wonder if anyone downstairs at the charity gala can hear Coach Sterling's wife getting the fucking of her life from his star quarterback.

"Oh God, Rex!" she gasps, her British accent thick with lust. Her perfectly manicured nails rake down my back, leaving trails of fire in their wake.

I grab her wrists and pin them above her head, my 21-year-old muscles flexing as I tower over this 39-year-old MILF. I've been fucking her for a week now behind coach's back, and I can't get enough. She looks up at me with those hazel eyes, cloudy with desire. Every inch of her body screams money – from her salon-perfect hair to her toned yoga body. And here she is, spread open for me like a fucking gift while her husband hosts some bullshit charity event downstairs.

"You like that, don't you?" I growl, slamming into her harder. The wet sound of our bodies slapping together fills the room. "You like getting fucked by a college boy?"

"Yes!" she hisses, her accent making even that simple word sound filthy. "Don't stop, Rex!"

I angle my hips, hitting that spot inside her that makes her whole body tense. Being Heisman-level means I know exactly how to score, on and off the field. Elizabeth's back arches off the bed, her big tits bouncing with each thrust. I lean down and capture one hard nipple between my teeth, biting just hard enough to make her gasp.

"Your husband thinks I'm like a son to him," I whisper against her skin, not slowing my pace. "If only he knew what his 'son' was doing to his wife."

Elizabeth moans, her inner walls clenching around my cock. The taboo of it all turns her on. I can feel it in the way she gets wetter, the way her breath catches.

I lean down, my lips brushing against her ear, my voice rough and demanding. "You're a dirty little slut, aren't you, Elizabeth? You love getting fucked while your husband is down there being a saint."

Elizabeth gasps, her eyes rolling back, but she nods, biting her lip. A strand of her dark hair sticks to her sweat-dampened forehead. I never thought Coach's stuck-up British wife would be such a freak in bed.

"Yes," she breathes, her accent making the word sound like a sin. "I'm your dirty slut, Rex."

That's all I need to hear. I grab a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back to expose the long line of her neck. She whimpers, but her pussy tightens around me. This bitch loves it rough. I slam into her harder, the sound of skin against skin echoing through the suite.

"That's right," I grunt, pulling her hair tighter. "You're my slut now. Not his wife. My. Fucking. Slut." I punctuate each word with a brutal thrust, watching as her expression contorts in pleasure-pain.

"Yes! Yes! God, yes!" she cries out, her voice rising to a pitch that makes me smirk. I wonder if anyone walking past our door can hear her. I hope they can.

I release her wrists to grab her hips, digging my fingers in hard enough to leave bruises. Trophy marks for the trophy wife. Tomorrow, when she's standing next to Coach in some designer dress, smiling for the cameras, she'll feel these bruises and remember who really owns her.

Her hands immediately fly to my shoulders, nails digging in as she holds on for the ride. I'm relentless, my hips pistoning into her with the stamina of an athlete in his prime. Her tits bounce with each thrust, and I lower my head to suck a dark mark on the swell of one breast. Another reminder for her to take home.

"Rex!" she screams as her body suddenly goes rigid. Her back arches off the bed, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vise. She's cumming, her whole body shaking with the force of it.

But I don't stop. I don't even slow down.

"Did I say you could cum?" I growl, slapping her thigh hard enough to leave a red handprint.

Her eyes fly open, glazed and unfocused. "I-I'm sorry," she stammers, her accent thickening.

"You cum when I say you can," I tell her, wrapping one hand around her throat. I apply just enough pressure to make her gasp, to remind her who's in control. Her pulse hammers against my palm, rabbit-fast with fear and excitement.

My other hand slides up to her face, my thumb pushing past her lips. She sucks on it instinctively, her tongue swirling around the digit. I pull it out with a pop and gather some spit on my fingers before smearing it across her face.

"Look at you," I taunt, watching her posh exterior crumble as I defile her. "Coach's perfect British wife. What would Frank say if he could see you now? Spit on, choked, and loving every second of it."

She moans at the mention of her husband, her hips bucking up to meet mine. The wedding ring on her finger catches the light as she grips the sheets.

I tighten my grip on her throat just a bit more, watching her lips part as she struggles for breath. "You think of him while I fuck you? You think about how you're betraying him with his star player?"

She can't speak, but her eyes tell me everything. The guilt makes this hotter for her. The knowledge that she's being fucked by someone young enough to be her son, someone her husband mentors.

I release her throat, and she gasps for air, her chest heaving. Without warning, I flip her over onto her stomach, grabbing her hips to pull her ass up in the air. I slam back into her without preamble, my balls slapping against her with each thrust.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her face pressed into the pillow. "Rex, please!"

"Please what?" I demand, bringing my hand down on her ass with a sharp crack. A red handprint blooms on her skin, and she yelps. "Please stop? Please keep going? Tell me what you want, Elizabeth."

"Please don't stop," she begs, looking back at me over her shoulder. Her makeup is smeared, her hair a mess, and she's never looked hotter. "Please keep fucking me, Rex."

I grab her hair again, pulling her head back as I pound into her. "That's what I thought," I growl. "You're nothing but a cheating slut who can't get enough young cock."

She's beyond words now, just moaning and gasping as I use her body for my pleasure. I can feel my own orgasm building, but I hold back. I'm not ready to finish yet. I want to break her first, to make sure she never forgets who gave her the best fuck of her life.

I pull out suddenly, flipping her onto her back again. Her chest heaves as she tries to catch her breath, her eyes questioning. I don't give her time to speak before I'm on top of her again, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand while the other finds her throat.

"Whose pussy is this?" I demand, sliding back into her in one smooth thrust.

"Y-yours," she stammers, her voice breaking.

"Louder," I command, squeezing her throat lightly.

"Yours!" she cries out, louder this time. "It's your pussy, Rex!"

I smile down at her, a predator with his prey. "And don't you fucking forget it."

I keep slamming into Elizabeth, her tits bouncing with each thrust as she whimpers beneath me. Her perfectly done makeup is smeared, mascara running down her cheeks from tears of pleasure. I've already made her cum once, but I'm nowhere near done with Coach's wife. My stamina is just one of the perks of fucking a college athlete instead of her middle-aged husband. A buzzing sound from the nightstand catches my attention, and I reach over without breaking my rhythm, grabbing my phone to check who's trying to reach me at this moment.

"Don't... stop..." Elizabeth pants, her accent making even those simple words sound filthy as hell. She tries to reach for my face, to pull me back to her, but I hold the phone above us, reading the message while continuing to pound into her.

My lips curl into a smirk when I see who it's from. Coach Frank fucking Sterling himself. The man who treats me like a son, who mentors me on and off the field, whose wife is currently impaled on my cock.

The text reads: "Come down to the gala, son. Need to toast to the team. You're family."

A laugh escapes me, dark and full of satisfaction. Family. If only he knew what kind of "family" dynamics were happening right above his head.

"What is it?" Elizabeth asks, her breathing ragged, her pussy still gripping me like she's afraid I'll leave before finishing the job.

I show her the screen, watching as her eyes widen. "Your husband wants me downstairs," I taunt, suddenly driving into her harder, making her gasp. "He wants to toast his star quarterback. Calls me 'son.' How fucked up is that?"

Elizabeth's face flushes deeper, a mix of shame and arousal flooding her features. The taboo of what we're doing hits her again, and I can feel her pussy tightening around me. This dirty MILF gets off on cheating on her husband with his protégé.

"You like that, don't you? Knowing he's down there waiting for us both while I'm up here stretching your pussy?" I grip her throat again, not tight enough to cut off air, but enough to remind her who's in control. "You getting wet thinking about sitting next to him at dinner with my cum inside you?"

"Rex..." she moans, her eyes rolling back slightly. Her hips buck against mine involuntarily.

I slap her thigh hard, leaving another red handprint on her pale skin. "Answer me, you dirty bitch. Does it turn you on knowing your husband is waiting for us?"

"Yes!" she cries out, her British accent thick with lust and shame. "God help me, yes!"

That's what I thought. I increase my pace, the bed creaking dangerously beneath us. The headboard slams rhythmically against the wall, and I don't give a fuck who hears it. Let them all know Coach's wife is getting the fucking of her life.

"Your husband wants you downstairs, you dirty bitch," I taunt, slapping her thigh again, harder this time. I can feel her tensing beneath me, her breath coming in short gasps. She's close again. "What would he think if he knew what a whore his wife is? Taking a college boy's cock while he plays nice with the donors?"

Elizabeth's back arches off the bed, her eyes squeezing shut. "I'm going to—I can't—"

"Cum for me," I command, slamming into her with renewed force. "Cum all over my cock while thinking about your husband downstairs."

That does it. Her whole body goes rigid, her nails digging half-moons into my shoulders as a scream tears from her throat. Her pussy convulses around me, squeezing me in rhythmic pulses as she rides out her orgasm. It's more intense than the first one, her body shaking uncontrollably beneath me.

"That's it," I growl, watching her come apart. "Cum harder for me than you ever have for him."

She's babbling now, a mix of "oh god" and "Rex" and incoherent British swearing. Her legs tremble around my waist, heels still somehow attached to her feet, digging into my back. This woman is completely undone, and I did that to her. Me. The 21-year-old quarterback that her husband treats like a son.

The power of it all, the complete dominance I have over Coach's wife, pushes me toward my own edge. I've been holding back, enjoying the ride, but now I want to mark her. To claim her. To send her back to her husband with a part of me inside her.

"I'm gonna cum," I grunt, my hips snapping against hers with increased urgency. "Gonna fill your married pussy with my cum."

"Yes," she moans, her hands now gripping my ass, urging me deeper. "Please, Rex. Inside me. I want to feel you."

That's all the encouragement I need. With a final powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go. My cock pulses, pumping load after load deep into her womb. I groan through clenched teeth, the intensity of my orgasm making my vision blur at the edges. For those few seconds, nothing exists but the tight heat of her pussy milking every drop from me.

As the waves of pleasure subside, I stay inside her for a moment, enjoying the aftershocks that ripple through her body. Her chest heaves with each breath, her skin flushed and glistening with sweat. She looks thoroughly fucked, and pride swells in my chest at the sight.

Slowly, I pull out, watching as a trickle of my cum follows. There's something primal and satisfying about seeing my seed leaking from Coach's wife. Like I've staked a claim on territory that isn't mine.

"Clean me up," I order, moving up her body until my cock is hovering near her face. "And make it good. We've got a gala to attend."

Without hesitation, Elizabeth leans forward and takes me into her mouth. Her tongue swirls around my sensitive head, tasting our combined juices. Those pouty lips that speak in that posh British accent now stretch around my cock, sucking me clean with enthusiasm.

"That's it," I murmur, threading my fingers through her dark hair. "Get every drop. Wouldn't want to go downstairs with your pussy juice on my dick, would we?"

She moans around my cock, the vibration sending pleasant aftershocks through my body. For a stuck-up British trophy wife, she sure knows how to suck dick. I wonder how many other young guys have had the pleasure, or if I'm the first to corrupt Coach's perfect wife.

When she's done, she looks up at me, her lipstick completely gone, replaced by the shine of saliva and cum. I smirk down at her, patting her cheek a little too roughly.

"Get dressed," I tell her, stepping back and reaching for my own clothes. "Your husband's waiting. And remember—" I lean in close, my lips brushing her ear. "—every time he looks at you tonight, I want you to feel my cum inside you and know who you really belong to."

Elizabeth shivers, nodding slightly as she rises from the bed on shaky legs. I watch as she heads to the bathroom, her ass jiggling with each step, my handprints still visible on her thighs and ass cheeks. The sight makes my cock twitch again, but we have a gala to attend.

Besides, the night is still young. And knowing that I'll be standing next to Coach, accepting his praise and his toast, while his wife sits there full of my cum? That's a fucking thrill I can't wait to experience.

Ready for the full story?
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